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Preface 

Although there is only one novel by Henry James caJled The Portrait 
of a Lady, we have what amounts to two separate "Portraits." The first 
appeared in 1880-81 and the other, with extensive retouching, was 
unveiled over a quarter century later in 1908. At first glance the two 
Portraits look pretty much alike despite James' s more than five thousand 
substantive revisions ranging from single words to pages of text. James's 
view of his subject and deftness of touch was so sure that the changes 
did not substantially alter the outlines of the Portrait or its essential 
statement. But if the careful viewer is given the opportunity to inspect 
closely the myriads of brush strokes by which the Portrait was altered 
he will be startled by the differences and his vision of its statement 
strengthened. The first Portrait was drawn by a successful young author 
still in his thirties, pleased by the celebrity of "Daisy Miller," proud that 
The Portrait of a Lady would be his most important achievement to 
date, and triumphant in finding his subject and rendering it. By the 
time of the second Portrait, the Master, now in his sixties, had almost 
completed his artistic life's task and was in the process of collecting, 
revising, and prefacing his fiction for the "definitive" New York Edition, 
convinced that he could improve his writing in n�arly every sentence 
and that nothing of his produced before 1890 ''could come with any 
credit through the ordeal of a critical inspection. " 1

James conceived the outlines of the novel in 1878, according to Leon 
Edel, the author's foremost biographer. 2 In this year, he published 
"Daisy Miller;" he began his extensive critical study of Hawthorne; and 
his elder brother, the philosopher William James, was married. By the 
end of 1879, James was writjng to the critical and somewhat domineering 
William, who had demanded greater "fatness and bigness" in Henry's 
stories: "I have determined that the novel I write this year shall be big. "3

Then, according to Edel, he seems to have set the ''big" novel aside 
while he wrote Washington Square, 4 and when he travelled to Florence 
in 1880 he returned to writing it and took up the "old beginning, made 

I. Theodora Bosanquet, "The Revised Version," The Little Review, 5 (August, 1918), p. 57.
2. Henry James, The Portrait of a I.Ady, ed-. Leon Edel (New York, 1956), p. xvi.
3. Ralph Barton Perry, The Thought and Character of William fames (Boston, 1935) I, 380.

�\�, �\l?,\\\\I Hat\o�, "Thomas Sctt,cant Pcny and Henry fames," Boston Public Library

Quarterly, 1 (July, 1949) pp. 43-60.
4. Leon Edel, Henry James, The Conquest of London: 1870-1881 (Philadelphia, 1962), p. 397 .

. . 
VII 
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long before"5 and worked intensely at it for over a year, even after he 
returned to London. 6 Before he was finished writing it, the novel began 
to appear in serial form in Macmillan's Magazine (October, 1880) and 
one month later in America in The Atlantic Monthly, the serialization 
running concurrently in the two countries until November and Decem
ber, 1881. In November, 1881, it was published in book form on the 
two continents but in separate editions. 7

This Norton Critical Edition reprints the text of the revised New York 
Edition, but it also provides Textual Notes, which allow easy comparison 
of the revisions since passages from the 1881 edition are printed alongside 
equivalent revisions from the 1908 edition. In both versions, however, 
one is struck by the sense of urgency hovering over the narrator's lightly 
ironic diction and leisurely syntax as he describes the inexorable reso
lution of Isabel's fate. In the background of this portrait of a young 
woman seeking both freedom and fulfillment James has sketched a social 
picture as immediate for our times as it was a century ago. Great social 
changes are taking place Mr. Touchett reminds his auditors on the grassy 
lawn at Gardencourt, and he advises them to find a good woman, for 
after all, ''the ladies will save us." But neither the radical English lord 
nor the alienated intellectual nor the energetic American businessman 
is destined to marry the girl from Albany. Isabel Archer will affront her 
destiny by allying herself and her fortune with an expatriate dilettante 
who could never have anticipated this young American woman's fero
cious reaction to his desiccated conventionality. The elements of Isabel 
Archer's characterization are as common today as they were valid yes
terday: the relatively uneducated young woman of theoretic bent and 
high purpose, fearless but innocent; "a certain garden-like quality . . 
which _made her feel that introspection was, after all, an exercise in the 
open air, and that a visit to the recesses of one's spirit was harmless when 
one returned from it with a lapful of roses;" the ambivalence toward 
money; the need to confuse instinctive drives with high moral purpose; 
the relative inability to take advice or to learn from the past; the outer 
alertness and the emerging capacity for inner awareness; the ability to 
live with one's own mistakes and to reject the easy solutions; the stoic 
reaction to disappointed hope. Here, indeed, is a young woman in the 
process of discovering the difficulties of maintaining one's "indepen
dence" while making a commitment to another person. A young woman 
becoming a lady under the greatest pressures. 

A comparison of the two editions can offer the reader real guidance 
toward the elucidation of the author's meaning, and this Norton Critical 
Edition includes three articles on the revisions. In recent years, critics 

5. The Notebooks of Henry James, ed. F. 0. Matthiessen and Kenneth B. Murdock (New York,
1947), p. 29.

6. Noteboob, pp. 29- 3 l; Oscat Caty,iU, The Novels of Henry Jama (New Yor\., \%\), pp. 7S-
119 (contains much factual information about the novel).

7. Leon Edel and Dan Laurence, A Biblio,raphy of Henry /ama (London, 1961), pp. 52- 53.



. 

PREFACE IX 

have focused increasingly on the revisions so as to arrive at a better 
understanding of the novel itself as well as James' s development as a 
writer. 

In addition, the section on "Henry James and the Novel" includes 
autobiographical information which has been excerpted from Henry 
James's own Notebooks, from his autobiographical writings, and from 
his travel books. All of this material is relevant to the subtle interrela
tionship which exists between the author and his works. 

Finally, a work of literature need not stand independently of its au
dience or of the critical tradition surrounding it, and the Criticism section 
is intended to provide the reader with historical perspective. The four 
contemporary reviews which are reprinted, three of them from American 
magazines and one British, were all published in 1882 and give us some 
sense of the more perceptive responses to the first edition. The essays 
in Criticism, on the other hand, were all written within the past forty 
years and are all presumably based on readings of the 1908 edition. 
They are chosen to exhibit the characteristically broad variety of critical 
responses which began in the 1940' s, with the resurgence of interest in 
James, and which have continued unabated until the present. The sec
tion entitled "Bibliographical Aids" is intended to help the reader select 
his way through the enormous body of material which has been written 
about Henry James. 

For their cheerful and diligent aid in helping to prepare this edition, 
I wish to express my deep gratitude to Candy Ryan, Diane Blumenthal, 
Jane McVeigh, Cathy Gabale, Alexander Bartnicki, Michael Warren, 
and Paula J. Rosky .. I also wish to thank the late John Benedict of 
W. W. Norton and Co., Inc., for his very careful editing and most 
useful suggestions.· 

ROBERT D. BAMBERG 
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The Text of 

· THE PORTRAIT OF A T�ADY



Preface to the New York Edition 
(1908) 

"The Portrait of a Lady" was
,. 

like "Roderick Hudson," begun in 
Florence, during three months spent there in the spring of 1879.1

Like "Roderick" and like "The American," it had been designed for 
publication in "The Atlantic Monthly," where it began to appear in 
1880. It differed fron1 its two predecessors, however, in finding a 
course also open to it, from month to month, in "Macmillan's Mag
azine"; which was. to be for me one of the last occasions of simulta
neous "serialisation1' in the two countries that the changing condi
tions of literary intercourse between England and the United States 
had up to then left unaltered, It is a long novel, and I was long in 
writing it; I remember being again much occupied with it, the fol
lowing year, during a stay of several weeks made in Venice. I h.ad 
rooms on Riva Schiavoni, at the top of a house near the passage 

· leading off to San Zaccaria; the waterside life, the wond.rous lagoon
spread before me, and the ceaseless human chatter of Venice came
in at my windows, to which I seem to myself to have been con
stantly driven., in the fruitless fidget of composition, as if to see
whether, out in the blue channel, the ship of some right suggestion�
of some better phrase, of the next happy twist of my subject, the
next true touch for my canvas, mightn't come in.to sight. But I
recall vividly enough that the response most elicited, in general, to
these restless appeals ,vas the rather grim admonition that romantic
and historic sites, such as the Jan� of Italy abounds in, offer the
artist a questionable aid to concentration when they themselves are
not to be the subject of it. They are too rich in their own life and
too charged with their own meanings merely to help him out with a
lame phrase; they draw him away from his small question to their
own greater ones; so that, after a little, he feels, while thus yearning
toward them in his difficulty, as if he were asking an army of glo
rious veterans to help him to arrest a peddler who has given him
the wrong change.

There are pages of the book which, in the reading over, have
seemed to make me see again the. bristling curve of the wide Riva,
the large colour-spots of the b�lconied houses and the repeated
undulation of the little hunchbacked bridges, marked by the rise
and dtop again, with the wave, of foteshort.ened c\icking pedestri-

1. The visit was actually in 1880.

3 



4 THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY 

ans. The Venetian footfall and the Venetian cry-all talk there, 
wherever uttered, having the pitch of a call across the water-come 
_in once more at the window, renewing one's old impression of the 
delighted senses and the divided, frustrated mind. How can places 
that speak in general so to the imagination not give it, at the 
moment, the particular thing it wants? I recollect again and again, 
in beautiful places, dropping into that wonderment. The real truth 
is, I think, that they express, under this appeal, only too much
more than, in the given case, one has use for; so that one finds one's 
self working less congruously, after all, so far as the surrounding pic
ture is concerned, than in presence of the moderate and the neutral, 
to \vhich we may lend something of the light of our vision. Such a 
place as Venice is too proud for such charities; Venice doesn't 
borrow, she but all magnificently gives. We profit by that enor
mously, but to do so \Ve must either be quite off duty or be on it in 
her service alone. Such, and so rueful, are these reminiscences; 
though on the whole, no doubt, one's book, and one's "literary 
effort" at large, were to be the better for them. Strangely fertilising, 
in the long run, does a \vasted effort of attention often prove. It- all 
depends on how the attention has been cheated, has been squan
dered. There are high-handed insolent frauds, and there are insidi
ous sneaking ones. And there is, I fear, even on the most designing 
artist's part, always witless enough good faith, always anxious 
enough desire, to fail to guard hin1 against their deceits. 

Trying to recover here, for recognition, the germ of my idea, I see 
that it must have consisted not at all in any conceit of a "plot," 
nefarious name, in any flash, upon the fancy, of a set of relations, or 
in any one of those situations that, by a logic of their own, immedi
ately fall, for the fabulist, into movement, into a march or a rush, a 
patter of quick steps; but altogether in the sense of a single charac
ter, the character and aspect of a particular engaging young woman, 
to which all the usual elen1ents of a "subject," certainly of a setting, 
,vere to need to be super-added. Quite as interesting as the young 
\voman herself, at her best, do I find, I must again repeat, this 
projection of memory upon the whole matter of the growth, in 
one's imagination, of some such apology for a motive. These are the 
fascinations. of the fabulist's art, these lurking forces of expansion, 
these necessities of upspringing in the seed, these beautiful determi
nations, on the part of the idea entertained, to grow as tall as possi
ble, to push into the light and the air and thickly flower there; and, 
quite as much, these fine possibilities of recovering, from some good 
standpoint on the ground gained, the intimate history of the busi
nes�-of tettacing and 1:econst1ucting its steps and stages. I have 
always fondly remembered a remark that I heard fall years ago from 
the lips of I van Turgenieff in regard to his own experience of the 
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usual origin of the fictive picture. It began for him almost always 
with the vision of some person or persons, who hovered before him, 
soliciting him, as the active or passive figure, interesting him and 
appealing to him just as they were and by what they were. He saw 
them, in that fashion, as disponibles, saw them subject to the 
chances, the complications of existence, and saw them vividly, but 
then had to find for them the right relations, those that would 
most bring them out; to imagine, to invent and select and piece 
together the situations most useful and favourable to the sense 
of the creatures themselves, the complications they would be most 
likely to produce and to feel. 

"To arrive at these things is to arrive at my 'story,' " he said, 
Hand that's the way I look for it. The result is that I'm often 
accused of not having 'story' enough. I seem to myself to have as 
much as I need-to show my people, to exhibit their relations with 
each other; for that is all my measure. If I watch them long enough 
I see them come together, I see them puwed, I see them engaged in 
this or that act and in this or that difficulty. How they look and 
move and speak and behave, always in the setting I have found for 
them, is my account of them--of which I dare say, alas, que cela 
manque souvent d'architecture. But I would rather, I think, have 
too little architecture than too much-when there's danger of its 
interfering with my measure of the truth. The French of course like 
more of it than I give-having by their own genius such. a hand for 
it; and indeed one must give all one can. As for the origin of one's 
wind-blown germs themselves, who shall say, as you ask, where they
come from? We have to go too far back, too far behind, to say. 
Isn't it all we can say that they come from every quarter of heaven, 
that they are there at almost any tum of the road? They accumu
late, and we are always picking them over, selecting among them. 
They are the breath of life-by which I mean that life, in its own 
way, breathes them upon us. They are so, in a manner prescribed 
and imposed-Boated into our minds by the current of life. Tiiat 
reduces to imbecility the vain critic's quarrel, so often, with one's 
subject, when he hasn't the wit to acc.ept it. Will he point out then 
which other it should properly have been?-his office being, essen
tially to point out. ll en serait bien embarrasse. Ah, when he points 
out what I've done or failed to do with it, that's another matter: 
there he's on his ground. I give him up my 'architecture,'" my dis
tinguished friend concluded, "as much as he will." 

So this beautiful genius, and I recall with comfort the gratitude I 
drew from his reference to the intensity of suggestion that may 
reside in the stray 6gure, the unattached character, the image en
disponibilite. It gave me higher warrant than I seemed then to have 
met for just that blest habit of one's own imagination, the trick of 
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investing, some conceived or encountered individual, some brace or 
group of individuals, with the germinal property and authority. I 
was myself so much more antecedently conscious of my figures- than 
of their setting-a too preliminary, a preferential interest in which 
struck me as in general such a putting_ of the cart before the horse. I 
might envy, though I couldn't emulate, the imaginative writer so 
constituted as to see his fable first and to make out its agents after
,vards: I could think so little of any fable that didn't need its agents 
positively to launch it; I could think so little of any situation that 
didn·'t depend for its interest on the nature of the persons situated, 
and thereby on their way of taking it. There are methods of so
called presentation,. I believe-among novelists who have appeared 
to flourish-that offer the situation as indifferent to that support; 
but I have not lost the sense of the value for me, at the time, of the 
admirable Russian's testimony to my not needing, all supersti
tiously, to try and perform any such gym-nastic. Other echoes from 
the same source linger ,vi th me, I confess, as unfadingly-if it be 
not all indeed one much-embracing echo. It was impossible after 
that not to read, for one's uses, high lucidity into the tormented 
and disfigured and bemuddled question of the objective value, and 
even quite into that of the critical appreciation, of "subject" in the 
novel. 

One had had from an early time, for that matter, the instinct of 
the right estimate of such values and of its reducing to the inane 
the dull dispute over the "immoral" subject and the moral. Recog
nising so promptly the one measure of the worth of a given sub
ject, the question about it that, rightly answered, disposes of all 
others-is it valid, in a word, is it genuine, is it sincere, the result of 
some direct impression or perception of life?-1 had found small 
edification, mostly, in a critical pretension that had neglected from 
the first all delimitation of ground and all definition of terms. The 
air of my earlier· time shows, to memory, as darkened, all round, 
with that vanity-unless the difference to-day be just in one's own 
final impatience, the lapse of one's attention. There is, I think, no 
more nutritive or suggestive truth in this connexion than that of the 
perfect dependence of the "moral" sense of a work of art on the 
amount of felt life concerned in producing it. The question comes 
back thus, obviously, to the kind and the degree of th·e artist's 
prime sensibility, ,vhich is the soil out of which his subject springs. 
The quality and capacity of that soil, its ability to "gro,v" with due 
freshness and straightness any vision of life, represents, strongly or 
,veakly, the projected morality. That element is but another name 
tot 'the mote 01 \ess close connexion of the sub,ect with some matk 
made on the intelligence, with. some sincere experience. By which, 
at the same time, of course, one is far from contending that this 
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enveloping air of the artist's humanity-which gives the last touch 
to the worth of the work-is not a widely and wondrously varying 
element; being on one occasion a rich and magnificent medium and 
on another a comparatively poor and ungenerous one. Here we get 
exactly the high price of the novel as a literary form-its power not 
only, while preserving that form with closeness, to range through all 
the differences of the individual relation to its general subject-mat
ter, all the varieties of outlook on life, of disposition to reflect and 
project, created by conditions that are never the same from man to 
man ( or, so far as that goes, from man to woman), but positively to 
appear more true to its character in proportion as it strains, or tends 
to burst, with a latent extravagnce, its mould. 

The house of fiction has in short not one window, but a million 
-a number of possible windows not to be reckoned, rather; every
one of which has been pierced, or is still pierceable, in its vast front,
by the need of the individual vision and by the pressure of the
individual will. These apertures, of dissimilar shape and size, hang
so, all together, over the human scene that we might have expected
of them a greater sameness of report than we find. They are but
windows at the best, mere holes in a dead wall, disconnected,
perched aloft; they are not hinged doors opening straight upon life.
But they have this mark of their own that at each of them stands a
figure with a pair of eyes, or at least with a field-glass, which forms,
again and again, for observation, a unique instrument, insuring to
the person making use of it an impression distinct from every
other. He and his neighbours are watching the same show, but one

seeing more where the other sees less, one seeing black \vhere the
other sees white, one seeing big where the other sees small, one
seeing coarse where the other sees fine. And so on, and so on; there
is fortunately no saying on what, for the particular pair of eyes, the
window may not open; "fortunately" by reason, precisely, of this
incalculability of range. The spreading field, the human scene, is
the "choice of subject''; the pierced aperture, either broad or balco
nied or slit-like and low-browed, is the "literary form"; but they are,
singly or together, as nothing without the posted presence of the
watcher-without, in other \VOrds, the consciousness of the artist.
Tell n1e \Vhat the artist is, and I will tell you of what he has been

conscious. Thereby I shall express to you at once his boundless free
dom and his "moral" reference.

All this is a long way round, ho,vever, for my word about my dim 
first move toward "The Portrait," which was exactly my grasp of a 
single character-an acquisition I had made, moreover, after a £ash ... 

ion not here to be retraced. Enough that I was, as seemed to me, in 
complete possession of it, that I had been so for a long time, that 
this had made it familiar and yet had not blurred its charm, and 
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that, all urgently, all tormentingly, I saw it in motion and, so to 
speak, in transit. This amounts to saying that I saw it as bent upon 
its fate-some fate or other; which, among the possibilities, being 
precisely the question. Thus I had my vivid individual-vivid, so 
strangely, in spite of being still at large, not confined by the condi
tions, not engaged in the tangle, to which we look for much of the 
impress that constitutes an identity. If the apparition was still all to 
be placed how came it to be vivid?-since we puzzle such quantities 
out, mostly, just by the business of placing them. One could answer 
such a question beautifully, doubtless, if one could do so subtle, if 
not so monstrous, a thing as to write the history of the growth of 
one's imagination. One would describe then what, at a given time, 
had extraordinarily happened to it, and one would so, for instance, be 
in a positiol) to tell, with an approach to clearness, how, under fa
vour of occasion, it had been able to take over ( take over straight 
from life) such and such a constituted, animated figure or fonn. The 
figure has to that extent, as you see, been placed-placed in the 
imagination that detains it, preserves, protects, enjoys it, conscious 
of its presence in the dusky, crowded, heterogeneous back-shop of 
the n1ind very much as a wary dealer in precious odds and ends, 
competent to make an "advance" on rare objects confided to him, is 
conscious of the rare little "piece" left in deposit by the reduced, 
mysterious lady of title or the speculative amateur, and which is 
already there to disclose its merit afresh as soon as a key shall have 
clicked in a cupboard-door. 

That may be, I recognise, a somewhat superfine analogy for the 
particular "value" I here speak of, the image of the young feminine 
nature that I had had for so considerable a time all curiously at my 
disposal; but it appears to fond me1nory quite to fit the fact-with 
the recall, in addition, of my pious desire but to place my treasure 
right. I quite remind myself thus of the dealer resigned not· to 
"realise," resigned to keeping the precious object locked up indefi
nitely rather than commit it, at no matter what price, to vulgar 
hands. For there are dealers in these forms and figures and treasures 
capable of that refinement. The point is, however, that this single 
smali corner-stone, the conception of a certain young woman affront
ing her destiny, had begun with being all my outfit for the large 
building of "Tite Portrait of a Lady." It came to be a square and 
spacious house--or has at least seemed so to me in this going over 
it again; but, such as it is, it had to be put up round my young 
woman while she stood there in perfect isolation. That is to me, art
istically speaking, the circumstance of interest; for I have lost myself 
once more, I confess, in the cu1iosity of analysing the sttuctute. By 
what process of logical accretion was this slight "personality," the 
mere slim shade of an intelligent but presumptuous girl, to find 
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itself endowed with the high attributes of a Subject? -and indeed 
by what thinness, at the best, would such a subject not be vitiated? 
Millions of presumptuous girls, intelligent or not intelligent, daily 
affront their destiny, and what is it open to their destiny to be, at 
the most, that we should make an ado about it? The novel is of its 
very nature an "ado," an ado about something, and the larger the 
form it takes the greater of course the ado. Therefore, consciously, 
that was what one was in for-for positively organising an ado 
about Isabel Archer. 

One looked it well in the face, I seem to remember, this extrava
gance; and with the effect precisely of recognising the charm of the 
problem. Challenge any such problem with any intelligence, and 
you immediately see how full it is of substance; the wonder being, 
all the while, as we look at the world, how absolutely, how inordi
nately, the Isabel Archers, and even much smaller female fry, insist 
on mattering. George Eliot has admirably noted it-"In these frail 
vessels is borne onward through the ages the treasure of human 
affection." In "Romeo and Juliet" Juliet has to be important, just 
as, in "Adam Bede" and "The Mill on the Floss" and "Middle .. 
march" and "Daniel Deronda," Hetty Sorrel and Maggie Tulliver 
and Rosamond Viney and Gwendolen Harleth have to be; with 
that much of firm ground, that much of bracing air, at the disposal 
all the while of their feet and their lungs. They are typical, none 
the less, of a class difficult, in the individual case, to make a centre 
of interest; so difficult in fact that many an expert painter, as for 
instance Dickens and Walter Scott, as for instance even, in the 
main, so subtle a hand as that of R. L. Stevenson, has preferred to 
leave the task unattempted. There are in fact writers as to whom we 
make out that their refuge from this is to assume it to be not worth 
their attempting; by which pusillanimity in truth their honour is 
scantly saved. It is never an attestation of a value, or even of our 
imperfect sense of one, it is never a tribute to any truth at all, that 
we shall represent that value badly. It never makes up, artistically, 
for an artist's dim feeling about a thing that he shall "do" the thing 
as ill as possible. There are better ways than that, the best of all of 
which is to begin with less stupidity. 

It may be answered meanwhile, in regard to Shakespeare's and to 
George Eliot's testimony, that their concession to the "importance" 
of their J uliets and Cleopatras and Portias ( even with Portia as the 
very type and model of the young person intelligent and presump
tuous) and to that of their Hettys and Maggies and Rosamonds 
and Gwendolens, suffers the abatement that these slimnesses are, 
when figuring as the main props of the theme, never suffered to be 
sole ministers of its appeal, but have their inadequacy eked out with 
comic relief and underplots, as the playwrights say, when not with 
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murders and battles and the great mutations of the world. If they 
are shown as "mattering" as much as they could possibly pretend 
to, the proof of it is in a hundred other persons, made of much 
stouter stuff, and each involved moreover in a hundred relations. 
which matter to them concomitantly ,vith that one. Cleopatra mat-

. ters, beyond bounds, to Antony, but his colleagues, his antagonists, 
the state of Rome and the impending battle also prodigiously 
matter; Portia matters to Antonio, and to Shylock, and to the 
Prince of Morocco, to the fifty aspiring princes, but for these gentry 
there are other lively concerns; for Antonio, notably, there are Shy
lock and Bassanio and his lost ventures and the extremity of his pre
dicament. This extremity indeed, by the same token, matters tQ

Portia-though its doing so becomes of interest all by the fact that 
Portia matters to us. That she does so, at any rate, and that aln1ost 
everything comes round to it again, supports my contention as to 
this fine example of the value recognised in the mere young thing. 
(I say "mere" young thing because I guess that even Shakespeare, 
preoccupied mainly though he may have been with the passions of 
princes, would scarce have pretended to found the best of his 
appeal for her on her high social position.) It is an example exactly 
of the deep difficulty braved-the difficulty of making George 
Eliot's "frail vessel," if not the all-in-all for our attention, at least 
the clearest of the call. 

Now to see deep difficulty braved is at any time, for the really 
addicted artist, to feel almost even as a pang the beautiful incentive, 
and to feel it verily in such sort as to wish the danger intensified. 
The difficulty most ,vorth tackling can only be for him, in these 
conditions, the greatest the case permits of. So I remember feeling 
here ( in presence, always, that is, of the particular uncertainty of 
my ground), that there would be one way better than another--oh, 
ever so much better than any other!-of making it fight out its 
battle. The frail vessel, that charged with George Eliot's "treasure," 
and thereby of such importance to those who curiously approach it, 
has like,vise possibilities of importance to itself, possibilities which 
permit of treatment and in fact peculiarly require it from the 
moment they are considered at all. There is always the escape from 
any close account of the weak agent of such spells by using as a 
bridge for evasion, for retreat and flight, the view of her relation to 
those surrounding her. Make it predominantly a view of their rela
tion and the trick is played: you give the general sense of her effect, 
and you give it, so far as the raising on it of a superstructure goes, 
with the maximum of ease. Well, I recall perfectly how little, in my 
now quite established connexion, the maximum of ease appealed to 
me, and how I seemed to get rid of it by an honest transposition of 
the weights in the two scales. "Place the centre of the subject in the 
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young \voman's own consciousness," I said to myself, "and you get 
as interesting and as beautiful a difficulty as you could wish. Stick 
to that-for the centre; put the heaviest weight into that scale, 
which will be so largely the scale of her relation to herself. Make 
her only interested enough, at the same time, in the things that are 
not herself, and this relation needn't fear to be too 1imited. Place 
meanwhile in the other scale the lighter weight ( which is usually 
the one that tips the balance of interest) : press least hard, in short, 
on the consciousness of your heroine's satellites, especially the male; 
make it an interest contributive only to the greater one. See, at all 
events, what can be done in this way. What better field could there 
be for a due ingenuity? The girl hovers, inextinguishable, as a 
charming creature, and the job will be to translate her into the 
highest terms of that formula, and as nearly as possible moreover 
into all of them. To depend upon her and her little concerns wholly 
to see you through will necessitate, remember, your really 'doing' 
her." 

So far I reasoned, and it took nothing less than that technical 
rigour, I now easily see, to inspire me with the right confidence for 
erecting on such a plot of ground the neat and careful and propor
tioned pile of bricks that arches over it and that was thus to form, 
constructionally speaking, a literary monument. Such is the aspect 
that to-day "The Portrait" wears for me: a structure reared with an 
"architectural" competence, as Turgenieff would have said, that 
makes it, to the author's own sense, the most proportioned of his 
productions after "The Ambassadors" -which was to follow it so 
many years later and which has, no doubt, a superior roundness. On 
one thing I \vas determined; that, though I should clearly have to 
pile brick upon brick for the creation of an interest, I would leave 
no pretext for saying that anything is out of line, scale or perspec
tive. I would build large-in fine embossed vaults and painted 
arches, as who should say, and yet never let it appear that the che
quered pavement, the ground under the reader's feet, fails to stretch 
at every point to the base of the walls. That precautionary spirit, on 
re-perusal of the book, is the old note that most touches me: it tes
tifies so, for my own ear, to the anxiety of my provision for the 
reader's amusement. I felt, in view of the possible limitations of my 
subject, that no such provision could be excessive, and the develop
ment of the latter was simply the general form of that earnest 
quest. And I find indeed that this is the only account I can give 
myself of the evolution of the fable: it is all under the head thus 
named that I conceive the needful accretion as having taken place, 

�he right compJicgtions ;1s hgving st;1rted. It wa� naturally of thti 
essence that the young woman should be herself complex; that was 
rudimentary-or was at any rate the light in which Isabel Archer 
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had originally dawned. It went, however, but a certain way, and 
other lights, contending, conflicting lights, and of as many different 
colours, if possible, as the rockets, the Roman candles and Cather
ine-wheels of a "pyrotechnic display," would be employable to 
attest that she was. I had, no doubt, a groping instinct for the right 
complications, since I am quite unable to track the footsteps of 
those that constitute, as the case stands, the general situation exhib
ited. They are there, for what they are worth, and as numerous as 
might be; but my memory, I confess, is a blank as to how and 
whence they came. 

I seem to myself to have ,vaked up one morning in possession of 
them-of Ralph Touchett and his parents, of Madame Merle, of 
Gilbert Osmond and his daughter and his sister, of Lord Warbur
ton, Caspar Goodwood and Miss Stackpole, the definite array of 
contributions to Isabel Archer's history. I recognised them, I knew 
them, they were the numbered pieces· of my puzzle, the concrete 
terms of my "plot." It ,vas as if they had simply, by an impulse of 
their own, floated into my ken, and all in response to my primary 
question: "Well, what will she do?" Their answer seemed to be 
that if I would trust them they would sho,v me; on which, \vith an 
urgent appeal to them to make it at least as interesting as they 
could, I trusted them. They were like the group of attendants and 
entertainers who come down by train when people in the country 
give a party; they represented the contract for carrying the party on. 
That ,vas an excellent relation with them-a possible one even with 
so broken a reed ( from her slightness of cohesion) as Henrietta 
Stackpole. It is a familiar truth to the novelist, at the strenuous 
hour, that, as certain elements in any work are of the essence, so 
others are only of the form; that as this or that character, this or that 
disposition of the material, belongs to the subject directly, so to 
speak, so this or that other belongs to it but indirectly-belongs 
intimately to the treatment. This is a truth, however, of which he 
rarely gets the benefit-since it could be assured to him, rea11y, but 
by criticism based upon perception, criticism which is too little of 
this world. He must not think of benefits, moreover, I freely recog
nise, for that way dishonour lies: he has, that is, but one to think of 
-the benefit, whatever it may be, involved in his having cast a spell
upon the simpler, the very simplest, forms of attention. This is all
he is entitled to; he is entitled to nothing, he is bound to admit,
that can come to him, from the reader, as a result on the latterts
part of any act of reflexion or discrimination. He may enjoy this
finer tribute-that is another affair, but on condition only of taking
it as a gratuity "thrown in," a mere miraculous windfall, the fruit of
a tree he may not pretend to have shaken. Against reflexion, against
discrimination, in his interest, all earth and air conspire; wherefore
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it is that, as I say, he must in many a case have schooled himself, 
from the first, to work but for a "living wage." The living wage is 
the reader's grant of the least possible quantity of attention required 
for consciousness of a "spell." The occasional charming "tip" is an 
act of his intelligence over and beyond this, a golden apple, for the 
writer's lap, straight from the wind-stirred tree. The artist may of 
course, in wanton moods, dream of some Paradise ( for art) where 
the direct appeal to the intelligence might be legalised; for to such 
extravagances as these his yearning mind can scarce hope ever com
pletely to close itself. The most he can do is to remember they are
extravagances. 

All of which is perhaps but a gracefully devious way of saying 
that Henrietta Stackpole was a good example, in "The Portrait," of
the truth to which I just adverted-as good an example as I could 
name were it not that Maria Gostrey, in "The Ambassadors," then 
in the bosom of time, may be mentioned as a better. Each of these 
persons is but wheels to the coach; neither belongs to the body of 
that vehicle, or is for a moment accommodated with a seat inside. 
There the subject alone is ensconced, in the form of its "hero and 
heroine," and the privileged high officials, say, who ride with the
king and queen. There are reasons why one would have liked this to 
be felt, as in general one would like almost anything to be felt, in 
one's work, that one has one's self contributively felt. We have 
seen, however, how idle is that pretension, which I should be sorry 
to make too much of. Maria Gostrey and Miss Stackpole then are 
cases, each, of the light -ficelle, not of the true agent; they may run 
beside the coach "for all they are worth," they may cling to it till 
they are out of breath ( as poor Miss Stackpole all so visibly does), 
but neither, all the while, so much as gets her foot on the step, nei
ther ceases for a moment to tread the dusty road. Put it even that 
they are like the fishwives who helped to bring back to Paris from 
Versailles, on that most ominous day of the first half of the French 
Revolution, the carriage of the royal family. The only thing is that I 
may well be asked, I acknowledge, why then, in the present fiction, 
I have suffered Henrietta ( of �horn we have indubitably too much) 
so officiously, so strangely, so almost inexplicably, to pervade. I will 
presently say what I can for that anomaJy-and in the most concili
atory fashion. 

A point I wish still more to make is that if my relation of confi
dence with the actors in my drama, who were, unlike Miss Stack
pole, true agents, was an excellent one to have arrived at, there still 
remained my relation with the reader, which was another affair alto-
gether and as to which I fel! no one to be !rusted but niy��lf. Thttt
solicitude was to be accordingly expressed in the artful patience 
with which, as I have said, I piled brick upon brick. The bricks, for 
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the whole counting-over-putting for bricks little touches and 
inventions and enhancements by the way-affect me in truth as 
well-nigh innumerable and as ever so scrupulously fitted together 
and packed-in. It is an effect of detail, of the minutest; though, if 
one were in this connexion to say all, one would express the hope 
that the general, the ampler air of the modest monument still sur
vives. I do at least seen1 to catch the key to a part of this abundance 
of small anxious, ingenious illustration as I recollect putting my 
finger, in n1y young woman's interest, on the most obvious of her 
predicates. "\,Vhat ,vill she 'do'? Why, the first thing she'll do will 
be to come to Europe; which in fact will form, and all inevitably, 
no small part of her principal adventure. Coming to Europe is even 
for the 'frail vessels,' in this wonderful age, a mild adventure; but 
what is truer than that on one side-the side of their independence 
of flood and field, of the moving accident, of battle and murder and 
sudden death-her adventures are to be mild? Without her sense of 
them, her sense for them, as one may say, they are next to nothing 
at all; but isn't the beauty and the difficulty just in showing their 
mystic conversion by that sense, conversion into the stuff of drama 
or, even more delightful word still, of 'story'?" It was all as clear, 
my contention, as a silver bell. Two very good instances, I think, of 
this effect of conversion, two cases of the rare chemistry, are the 
pages in which Isabel, coming into the drawing-room at Garden
court, coming in from a wet walk or whatever, that rainy afternoon, 
finds Madame Merle in possession of the place, Madame Merle 
seated, all absorbed but all serene, at the piano, and deeply recog
nises, in the striking of such an hour, in the presence there, among 
the gathering shades, of this personage, of whom a moment before 
she had never so much as heard, a turning-point in her life. It is 
dreadful to have too much, for any artistic demonstration, to dot 
one's i's and insist on one's intentions, and I am not eager to do it 
now; but the question here was that of producing the maximum of 
intensity with the minimum of strain. 

The interest ,vas to be raised to its pitch and yet the elements to 
be kept in their key; so that, should the whole thing duly impress, I 
n1ight show what an "exciting" in,vard life may do for the person 
leading it even while it remains perfectly normal. And I cannot 
think of a more consistent application of that ideal unless it be in 
the long statement, just beyond the middle of the book, of my 
young woman's extraordinary n1editative vigil on the occasion that 
was to become for her such a landmark. Reduced to its essence, it is 
but the vigil of searching criticisn1; but it throws the action further 
forward than t\venty "incidents" might have done. It was designed 
to have all the vivacity of incident and all the economy of picture. 
She sits up, by her dying fire, far into the night, under the spell of 
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recognitions on which she finds the last sharpness suddenly wait. It

is a representation simply of her motionlessly seeing, and an 
attempt withal to make the mere still lucidity of her act as "inter
esting" as the surprise of a caravan or the identification of a pirate. 
It represents, for that matter, one of the identifications dear to the 
novelist, and even indispensable to him; but it all goes on without 
her being approached by another person and without her leaving 
her chair. It is obviously the best thing in the book, but it is only a 
supreme illustration of the general plan. As to Henrietta, my apol
ogy for whom I just left incomplete, she exemplifies, I fear, in her 
superabundance, not an element of my plan, but only an excess of 
my zeal. So early was to begin my tendency to overtreat, rather than 
undertreat ( when there was choice or danger) my subject. (Many 
members of my craft, I gather, are far from agreeing \vith me, but I
have alvvays held overtreating the minor disservice.) "Treating" that 
of "The Portrait" amounted to never forgetting, by any lapse, that 
the thing was under a special obligation to be amusing. There was 
the danger of the noted "thinness"-which was to be averted, 
tooth and nail, by cultivation of the lively. That is at least how I

see it to-day. 1-Ienrietta must have been at that time a part of my 
wonderful notion of the lively. And then there was another matter. 
I had, within the fe,v preceding years, come to live in London, and 
the "international" light lay, in those days, to my sense, thick and 
rich upon the scene. It \1/aS the light in which so much of the 
picture hung. But that is another matter. There is really too much 
to say. 

HENRY JAMES. 



The Portrait of a Lady 

Volume I 

I 

Under certain circumstances there are few hours in life more 
agreeable than the hour dedicated to the ceremony known as after
noon tea. 1'here are circumstances in which, whether you partake of 
the tea or not-some people of course never do,-the situation is in 
itse]f delightful. Those that I have in mind in beginning to unfold 
this simple history offered an admirable setting to an innocent pas
time. The implements of the little feast had been disposed upon 
the lawn of an old English country-house, in what I should call the 
perfect middle of a splendid summer afternoon. Part of the after
noon had waned, but much of it was left, and what was left was of 
the finest and rarest quality. Real dusk would not arrive for many 
hours; but the flood of summer light had begun to ebb, the air had 
grown me1low, the shadows were long upon the smooth, dense turf. 
They lengthened slowly, however, and the scene expressed that 
sense of leisure still to come which is perhaps the chief source of 
one's enjoyment of such a scene at such an hour. From five o'clock 
to eight is on certain occasions a little eternity; but on such an occa
sion as this the interval could be only an eternity of pleasure. The 
persons concerned in it were taking their pleasure quietly, and they 
were not of the sex which is supposed to furnish the regular votaries 
of the ceremony I have mentioned. The shadows on the perfect 
lawn were straight and angular; they were the shadows of an old 
1nan sitting in a deep wicker-ehair near the low table on which the 
tea had been served, and of two younger men strolling to and fro, 
in desultory talk, in front of him. The old man had his cup in his 
hand; it was an unusually large cup, of a different pattern from the 
rest of the set and painted in brilliant colours. He disposed of its 
contents with much circumspection, holding it for a long time close 
to his chin, with his face turned to the house. His companions had 
either finished their tea or were indifferent to their priv

i

lege; they 
smoked cigarettes as they continued to stroll. One of them, from 
time to time, as he passed, looked with a certain attention at the 
elder man, who, unconscious of observation, rested his eyes upon 
the rich red front of his dwelling. The house that rose beyond the 
lawn was a structure to repay such consideration and was the most 

17 
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characteristic object in the peculiarly English picture I have 
attempted to sketch. 

It -stood upon a low hill, above the river-the river being the 
Thames at son1e forty miles from London. A long gabled front of 
red brick, with the complexion of which time and the weather had 
played an sorts of pictorial tricks, only, ho,vever, to improve and 
refine it, presented to the lawn its patches of ivy, its clustered chim
neys, its ,vindo\vs smothered in creepers. The house had a name and 
a history; the old gentleman taking his tea would have been 
delighted to tell you these things: how it had been built under 
Ed\vard the Sixth, had offered a night's hospitality to the great Eliz
abeth ( ,vhose august person had extended itself upon a huge, mag
nificent and terribly angular bed which still formed the principal 
honour of the sleeping apartments), had been a good deal bruised 
and defaced in Cromwell's wars, and then, under the Restoration, 
repaired and much enlarged; and how, finally, after having been 
remodelled and disfigured in the eighteenth century, it had passed 
into the careful keeping of a shrewd American banker, \vho had 
bought it originally because ( O\ving to circumstances too compli
cated to set forth) it ,vas offered at a great bargain: bought it with 
1nuch grumbling at its ugliness, its antiquity, its incommodity, and 
,vho now, at the end of twenty years, had become conscious of a 
real aesthetic passion for it, so that he knew all its points and ,vould 
tell you just \vhere to stand to see them in combination and just the 
hour when the shadows of its various protuberances-which fell so 
softly upon the warm, weary brickwork-were of the right measure. 
Besides this, as I have said, he could have counted off most of the 
successive owners and occupants, several of whom were known to 
general fame; doing so, however, with an undemonstrative convic
tion that the latest phase of its destiny was not the least honour
able. The front of the house overlooking that portion of the lawn 
,vith which we are concerned was not the entrance-front; this was in 
quite another quarter. Privacy here reigned supreme, and the wide 
carpet of turf that covered the level hill-top seemed but the exten
sion of a luxurious interior. The great still oaks and beeches flung 
down a shade as dense as that of velvet curtains; and the place was 
furnished, like a room, with cushioned seats, with rich-eoloured 
rugs, with the books and papers that lay upon the grass. The river 
vvas at some distance; where the ground began to slope the la,¥n, 
properly speaking, ceased. But it was none .the less a charming \valk 
down to the water. 

The old gentleman at the tea-table, who had come from America 
thirty yeacs before, had brought with him, at the to\l of his baggage, 
his American physiognomy; and he had not only brought it with 
him, but he had kept it in the best order, so that, if necessary, he 
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might have taken it back to his own country with perfect confi
dence. At present, obviously, nevertheless, he was not likely to dis
place himself; his journeys were over and he was taking the rest that 
precedes the great rest. He had a narrow, clean-shaven face, with 
features evenly distributed and an expression of placid acuteness. It 
was evidently a face in ,vhich the range of representation was not 
large, so that the air of contented shrewdness was all the more of a 
merit. It seemed to tell that he had been successful in life, yet it 
seemed to tell also that his success had not been exclusive and in .. 
vidious, but had had much of the inoffensiveness of failure. He had 
certainly had a great experience of men, b11t there was an almost 
rustic simplicity in the faint smile that played upon his lean, 
spacious cheek and lighted up his humorous eye as he at last slowly 
and carefully deposited his big tea-cup upon the table. He was 
neatly dressed, in well-brushed black; but a shawl was folded upon 
his knees, and his feet were encased in thick, embroidered slippers. 
A beautiful collie dog lay upon the grass near his chair, watching 
the master's face almost as tenderly as the master took in the still 
more magisterial physiognomy of the house; and a little bristling, 
bustling terrier bestowed a desultory attendance upon the other 
gentlemen. 

One of these was a remarkably \vell-made man of five-and-thirty, 
with a face as English as that of the old gentleman I have just 
sketched was something else; a noticeably handsome face, fresh-eol
oured, fair and frank, with firm, straight features, a lively grey eye 
and the rich adornment of a chestnut beard. This person had a cer
tain fortunate, brilliant exceptional look-the air of a happy tem
perament fertilised by a high civilisation-which would have made 
almost any observer envy him at a venture. He was booted and 
spurred, as if he had dismounted from a long ride; he wore a white 
hat, which looked too large for him; he held his two hands be
hind him, and in one of them-a ·large white, well-shaped fist-was 
crumpled a pair of soiled dog-skin gloves. 

His companion, measuring the length of the lawn beside him, 
was a person of quite a different pattern, who, although he might 
have excited grave curiosity, would not, like the other, have pro
voked you to wish yourself, almost blindly, in his place. Tall, lean, 
loosely and feebly put together, he had an ugly, sickly, witty, charm
ing face, furnished, but by no means decorated, with a straggling 
moustache and whisker. He looked clever and ill-a combination by 
no means felicitous; and he wore a brown velvet jacket. He carried 
his hands in his pockets, and there was something in the way he did 
1t that showed the ha'b1t was inveterate. H1s ga1t had a shambUng, 
wandering quality; he was not very firm on his legs. As I have said, 
whenever he passed the old man in the chair he rested his eyes 
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upon him; and at this moment, with their faces brought into rela
tion, you would easily have seen they were father and son. The 
father caught his son's eye at last and gave him a mild, responsive 
smile. 

"I'm getting on very well," he said. 
"Have you drunk your tea?" asked the son. 
"Yes, and enjoyed it." 
"Shall I give you some more?" 
The old man considered, placidly. "Well, I guess I'll wait and 

see." He had, in speaking, the American tone. 
"Are you cold?" the son enquired. 
The father slowly rubbed his legs. "Well, I don't know. I can't 

tell till I feel." 
"Perhaps some one might feel for you," said the younger man, 

laughing. 
"Oh, I hope some one will always feel for me! Don't you feel for 

me, Lord Warburton?" 
"Oh, yes, immensely," said the gentleman addressed as Lord 

Warburton, promptly. "I'm bound to say you look wonderfully 
comfortable." 

"Well, I suppose I am, in most respects." And the old man 
looked down at his green shawl and smoothed it over his knees. 
"The fact is I've been comfortable so many years· that I suppose 
I've got so used to it I don't know it." 

''Yes, that's the bore of comfort," said Lord Warburton. "We 
only know when we're uncomfortable." 

''It strikes me we're rather particular," his companion remarked. 
"Oh yes, there's no doubt we're particular,'' Lord Warburton 

murmured. And then the three men remained silent a while; the 
two younger ones standing looking down at the other, who pres
ently asked for more tea. "I should think you would be very 
unhappy with that shawl," Lord Warburton resumed while his 
companion filled the old mants cup again. 

"Oh no, he must have the shawll" cried the gentleman in the 
velvet coat. "Don't put such ideas as that into his head." 

"It belongs to my wife," said the old man simply. 
"Oh, if it's for sentimental reasons-" And Lord Warburton 

made a gesture of apology. 
"I suppose I must give it to her when she comes," the old man 

went on. 
"You'll please to do nothing of the kind. You'll keep it to cover 

your poor old legs." 

"Well, you mustn't abuse my legs,,, said the old man. "I guess 
they are as good as yours." 

"Oh, you're perfectly free to abuse mine," his son replied, giving 
him his tea. 
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"Well, we're two lame ducks; I don't think there's much differ
ence." 

"I'm much obliged to you for calling me a duck. How's your 
tea?" 

"Well, it's rather hot."

''That's intended to be a merit." 
"Ah, there's a great deal of merit," murmured the old man 

kindly. ''He's a very good nurse
,. 
Lord Warburton." 

"Isn't he a bit clumsy?" asked his lordship. 
"Oh no, he's not clumsy�onsidering that he's an invalid him

self. He's a very good nurse-for a sick-nurse. I call him my sick
nurse because he's sick himself." 

"Oh, come, daddy!" the ugly young man exclaimed. 
"Well,. you are; I wish you weren't. But I suppose you can't help 

·
t

,, 
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"I might try: that's an idea," said the young man. 
"Were you ever sick, Lord Warburton?" his father asked. 
Lord Warburton considered a moment. "Yes, sir, once, in the 

Persian Gulf." 
"He's making light of you daddy," said the other young man. 

"That's a sort of joke." 
"Well, there seem to be so many sorts now," daddy replied, 

serenely. "You don't look as if you had been sick, any way, Lord 
Warburton." 

"He's sick of life; he was just telling me so; going on. fearfully 
about it," said Lord Warburton's friend. 

"Is that true, sir?" asked the old man gravely. 
"If it is, your son gave me no consolation. He's a wretched fellow 

to talk to-a regular cynic. He doesn't seem to believe in anything." 
"That's another sort of joke," said the person accused of cyni-. 

c1sm. 
"It's because his health is so poor," his father explained to 

Lord Warburton. "It affects his mind and colours his way of look
ing at things; he seems to feel as if he had never had a chance. But 
it's almost entirely theoretical, you know; it doesn't seem to affect 
his spirits. I've hardly ever seen him when he wasn't cheerful
about as he is at present. He often cheers me up." 

The young man so described looked at Lord Warburton and 
laughed. "Is it a glowing eulogy or an accusation of levity? Should 
you like me to carry out my theories, daddy?" 

"By Jove, we should see some queer things!" cried Lord War
burton. 

"I hope you haven't taken up that sort of tone," said the old 
man. 

"Warburton's tone is worse than mine; he pretends to be bored. 
I'm not in the least bored; I find life only too interesting." 
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"Ah, too interesting; you shouldn't allow it to be that, you 
know!" 

"I'm never bored when I come here," said Lord Warburton. 
"One gets such uncommonly good talk." 

"Is that another sort of joke?" asked the old man. "You've no 
excuse for being bored anywhere. When I was your age I had never 
heard of such a thing.'' 

"You must have developed very late." 
"No, I developed very quick; that was just the reason. When I 

was t,venty years old I was very highly developed indeed. I was 
working tooth and nail. You wouldn't be bored if you had some
thing to do; but all you young men are too idle. You think too 
much of your pleasure. You're too fastidious, and too indolent, and 
too rich.'' 

"Oh, I say," cried Lord Warburton, "you're hardly the person to 
accuse a fellow-creature of being too rich!" 

"Do you mean because I'm a banker?" asked the old man. 
"Because of that, if you like; and because you have-haven't 

you?-such unlimited means." 
"He isn't very rich," the other young man mercifully pleaded. 

"He has given away an immense deal of money." 
"Well, I suppose it was his own," said Lord Warburton; "and in 

that case could there be a better proof of wealth? Let not a public 
benefactor talk of one's being too fond of pleasure." 

"Daddy's very fond of pleasure--of other people's." 
The old man shook his head. "I don't pretend to have contrib-

uted anything to the amusement of my contemporaries." 
"My dear father, you're too modest!" 
"That's a kind of joke, sir," said Lord Warburton. 
"You young men have too many jokes. When there are no jokes 

you've nothing left." 
"Fortunately there are always more jokes," the ugly young man 

remarked. 
"I don't believe it-I believe things are getting more serious. You 

young men will find that out." 
"The increasing seriousness of things, then-that's the great 

opportunity of jokes." 
"They'll have to be grim jokes," said the old man. "I'm con

vinced there will be great changes; and not all for the better." 
"I quite agree with you, sir," Lord ,varburton declared. "I'm 

very sure there will be great changes, and that all sorts of queer 
things will happen. That's why I find so much difficulty in applying 
your aavice; you \now you to1o me the otber day tbat 1 ougbt to 
'take hold' of something. One hesitates to take hold of a thing that 
may the next moment be knocked sky-high." 
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"You ought to take hold of a pretty woman," said his compan
ion. "He's trying hard to fall in love," he added, by way of explana
tion, to his father. 

"The pretty women themselves may be sent flying!" Lord War .. 
burton exclaimed. 

"No, no, they'll be firm," the old man rejoined; "they'll not be 
affected by the social and political changes I just referred to." 

"You mean they won't be abolished? Very well, then, I'll lay -
hands on one as soon as possible and tie her round my neck as a 
life-preserver." 

"The ladies will save us," said the old man; "that is the best of 
them will-for I make a difference between them. Make up to a 
good one and marry her, and your life will become much more 
interesting.'' 

A momentary silence marked perhaps on the part of his auditors 
a sense of the magnanimity of this speech, for it was a secret nei
ther for his son nor for his visitor that his own experiment in matri
mony had not been a happy one. As he said, however, he made a 
difference; and these words mav have been intended as a confession 

� 

of personal error; though of course it was not in place for either of 
his companions to remark that apparently the lady of his choice had 
not been one of the best. 

"If I marry an interesting woman I shall be interested: is that 
what you say?" Lord Warburton asked. "I'm not at all keen about 
marrying-your son misrepresented me; but there's no knowing 
what an interesting woman might do with me." 

"I should like to see your idea .of an interesting woman," said his 
friend. 

"My dear fellow, you can't see ideas-especially such highly 
ethereal ones as mine. If I could only see it myself-that would be 
a great step in advance." 

"Well, you may fall in love with whomsoever you please; but 
you mustn't fall in love with my niece," said the old man� 

His son broke into a laugh. "He'll think you mean that as a pro
vocation! My dear father, you've lived with the English for thirty 
years, and you've picked up a good many of the things they say. But 
you've never learned the things they don't say!" 

"I say what I please," the old man returned with all his serenity. 
"I haven't the honour of knowing your niece," Lord Warburton 

said. "I think it's the first time I've heard of her." 
"She's a niece of my wife's; Mrs. Touchett brings her to England." 
Then young Mr. Touchett explained. "My mother, you know, 

has been spending the winter in America, and we're expecting her 
back. She writes that she has discovered a niece and that she has 
invited her to come out with her." 
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"I see-very kind of her," said Lord Warburton. "Is the young 
lady interesting?" 

"We hardly know more about her than you; my mother has not 
gone into details. She chiefly communicates with us by means of 
telegrams, and her telegrams are rather inscrutable. They say 
women don't know how to ,vrite them, but my mother has thor
oughly mastered the art ·of condensation. 'Tired America, hot 
weather awful, return England with niece, first steamer decent 
cabin.' That's the sort of message we get from her-that was the 
last that came. But there had been another before, which I think 
contained the first mention of the niece. 'Changed hotel, very bad, 
impudent clerk, address here. Taken sister's girl, died last year, go to 
Europe, t\vo sisters, quite independent.' Over that my father and I 
have scarcely stopped puzzling; it seems to admit of so many inter
pretations." 

"There's one thing very clear in it," said the old man; "she has 
given the hotel-elerk a dressing." 

"I'm not sure even of that, since he has driven her from the field. 
We thought at first that the sister mentioned might be the sister of 
the clerk; but the subsequent mention of a niece seems to prove 
that the allusion is to one of my aunts. 1nen there was a question 
as to whose the two other sisters were; they are probably two of my 
late aunt's daughters. But who's 'quite independent,' and in what 
sense is the term used?-that point's not yet settled. Does the 
expression apply more particularly to the young lady my mother has 
adopted, or does it characteris:e her sisters equally?-and is it used 
in a moral or in a financial sense? Does it mean that they've been 
left well off, or that they wish to be under no obligations? or does it 
simply mean that they're fond of their own way?" 

"Whatever else it means, it's pretty sure to mean that," Mr. 
Touchett remarked. 

"You'll see for yourself," said Lord Warburton. "When does 
Mrs. Touchett arrive?" 

"We're quite in the dark; as soon as she can find a decent cabin. 
She may be waiting for it yet; on the other hand she may already 
have disembarked in England.'' 

"In that case she would probably have telegraphed to you." 
"She never telegraphs when you would expect it-only when you 

don't," said the old man. "She likes to drop on me suddenly; she 
thinks she'll find me doing something wrong. She has never done 
so yet, but she's not discouraged." 

"It's her share in the family trait, the independence she speaks 
ot.n Her son

1

s apptecia\:ion oi tbe matter was mote tavoutab\e. 
"Whatever the high spirit of those young ladies may be, her own is 
a match for it. She likes to do everything for herself and has no 
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belief in any one's power to help her. She thinks me of no more use 
than a postage-stamp without gum, and she would never forgive me 
if I should presume to go to Liverpool to meet her." 

"Will you at least let me know when your cousin arrives?" Lord 
Warburton asked. 

"Only on the condition I've mentioned-that you don't fall in 
love with her!" Mr. Touchett replied. 

"That strikes me as hard. Don't you think me good enough?" 
"I think you too good-because I shouldn't like her to marry 

you. She hasn't come here to look for a husband, I hope; so many 
young ladies are doing that, as if there were no good ones at home. 
Then she's probably engaged; American girls are usually engaged, I 
believe. Moreover I'm not sure, after all, that you'd be a remarkable 
husband." 

"Very likely she's engaged; I've known a good many American 
girls, and they always were; but I could never see that it made any 
difference, upon my word! As for my being a good husband," Mr. 
Touchett's visitor pursued, "I'm not sure of that either. One can 
but try!" 

"Try as much as you please, bot don't try on my niece," smiled 
the old man, whose opposition to the idea was broadly humorous. 

"Ah,well," said Lord Warburton with a humour· broader still, 
"perhaps, after all, she's not worth trying on!" 

II 

While this exchange of pleasantries took place between the two 
Ralph Touchett wandered away a little, with his usual slouching 
gait, his hands in his pockets and his little rowdyish terrier at his 
heels. His face was turned toward the house, but his eyes were bent 
musingly on the lawn; so that he had been an object of observation 
to a person who had just made her appearance in the ample door
way for some moments before he perceived her. His attention was 
called to her by the conduct of his dog, who had suddenly darted 
forward with a little volley of shrill barks, in which the note of wel
come, however, was more sensible than that of defiance. The person 
in question was a young lady, who seemed immediately to interpret 
the greeting of the small beast. He advanced with great rapidity and 
stood at her feet, looking up and barking hard; whereupon, without 
hesitation, she stooped and caught him in her hands, holding him 
face to face while he continued his quick chatter. His master now 
had had time to follow and to see that Bunchie's new friend was a 
tall girl in a black dress, who at first sight looked pretty. She was 
bare-headed, as if she were staying in the house-a fact which con
veyed perplexity to the son of its master, conscious of that immun
ity from visitors which had for some time been rendered necessary 
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by the latter's ill-health. Meantime the two other gentlemen had 
also taken note of the new-eomer. 

"Dear n1e, who's that strange woman?" Mr. Touchett had asked. 
"Perhaps ifs Mrs. Touchett's niece-the independent young 

lady," Lord Warburton suggested. "I think she n1ust be, from the 
way she handles the dog." 

The col1ie, too, had now allowed his attention to be diverted, and 
he trotted toward the young lady in the dooiway, slowly setting his 
tail in motion as he went. 

"But where's my wife then?" murmured the old man. 
"I suppose the young lady has left her somewhere: that's a part 

of the independence." 
The girl spoke to Ralph, smiling, while she still held up the ter

rier. "Is this your little dog, sir?" 
"He was mine a moment ago; but you've suddenly acquired a 

remarkable air of property in him." 
"Couldn't we share him?" asked the girl. "He's such a perfect 

little darling." 
Ralph looked at her a moment, she was unexpectedly pretty. 

"You may have him altogether," he then replied. 
The young lady seemed to have a great deal of confidence, both 

in herself and in others; but this abrupt generosity made her blush. 
"I ought to tell you that I'm probably your cousin," she brought 
out, putting down the dog. "And here's another!" she added 
quickly, as the collie came up. 

"Probably?" the young man exclaimed, laughing. "I supposed it 
was quite settled! Have you arrived with my mother?'' 

"Yes, half an hour ago." 
"And has she deposited you and departed again?" 
"No, she went straight to her room, and she told me that, if I 

should see you, I was to say to you that you must come to her there 
at a quarter to seven." 

The young man looked at his watch. "'Inank you very much; I 
shall be punctual." And then he looked at his cousin. "You're very 
welcome here. I'm delighted to see you." 

She was looking at everything, with an eye that denoted clear per
ception-at her companion, at the two dogs, at the two gentlemen 
under the trees, at the beautiful scene that surrounded her. "I've 
never seen anything so lovely as this place. I've been all over the 
house; it's too enchanting." 

"I'm sorry you should have been here so long without our know
ing it." 

"Your mother told me that in England people arrived very qui
etly; so I thought it was all right. Is one of those gentlemen your 
father?" 
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"Yes, the elder one-the one sitting down," said Ralph. 
The girl gave a laugh. "I don't suppose it's the other. Who's the 

other?" 
"He is a friend of ours-Lord Warburton.'' 
"Oh, I hoped there would be a lord; it's just like a novell" And 

then, "Oh you adorable creature!" she suddenly cried, stooping 
down and picking up the small dog again. 

She remained standing where they had met, making no offer to 
advance or to speak to Mr. Touchett, and while she lingered so near 
the threshold, slim and charming, her interlocutor wondered if she 
expected the old man to come and pay her his respects. American 
girls were used to a great deal of deference, and it had been inti
mated that this one had a high spirit. Indeed Ralph could see that 
in her face. 

"Won't you come and make acquaintance with my father?" he 
nevertheless ventured to ask. "He's old and infirm-he doesn't leave 
his chair." 

"Ah, poor man, I'm very sorry!" the girl exclaimed, immediately 
moving forward. "I got the impression from your mother that he 
was rather-rather intensely active." 

Ralph Touchett was silent a moment. "She hasn't seen him for a 
year. 

"Well, he has a lovely place to sit. Come along, little hound." 
"It's a dear old place," said the young man, looking sidewise at 

his neighbour. 
"What's his name?" she asked, her attention having again re-

verted to the terrier. 
"My father's name?" 
"Yes," said the young lady with amusement; "but don't tell him 

I asked you." 
They had come by this time to where old Mr. Touchett was sit-

ting, and he slowly got up from his chair to introduce himself. 
''My mother has arrived," said Ralph, "and this is Miss Archer." 
The old man placed his two hands on her shoulders, looked at 

her a moment with extreme benevolence and then gallantly kissed 
her. "It's a great pleasure to me to see you here; but I wish you had 
given us a chance to receive you." 

"Oh, we were received," said he girl. "There were about a dozen 
servants in the hall. And there was an old woman curtseying at the 
gate." 

"We can do better than that-if we have notice!" And the old 
man stood there smiling, rubbing his hands and slowly shaking his 
head at her. "8ut Mrs. ToucheH: doesn'l lilce recep!ions. 77 

"She went straight to her room." 
4'Y es-and locked herself in. She always does that. Well, I sup-



28 THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY 

pose I shall see her next week." And Mrs. Touchett's husband 
slowly resumed his former posture. 

"Before that," said Miss Archer. "She's coming down to dinner 
-at eight o'clock. Don't you forget a quarter to seven," she added,
turning with a smile to Ralph.

"What's to happen at a quarter to seven?" 
"I'm to see my mother," said Ralph. 
''Ah, happy boy!" the old man commented. "You must sit down 

-you must have some tea," he observed to his wife's niece.
"They gave me some tea in my room the moment I got there,"

this young lady answered. "I'm sorry you're out of health," she 
added, resting her eyes upon her venerable host. 

"Oh, I'm an old man, my dear; it's time for me to be old. But I 
shall be the better for having you here." 

She had been looking all round her again-at the lawn, the great 
trees, the reedy, silvery Thames, the beautiful old house; and while 
engaged in this survey she had made room in it for her compan
ions; a comprehensiveness of observation easily conceivable on the 
part of a young woman who was evidently both intelligent and 
excited. She had seated herself and had put away the little dog; her 
white hands, in her lap, were folded upon her black dress; her head 
was erect, her eye lighted, her flexible figure turned itself easily this 
way and that, in sympathy with the alertness with which she evi
dently caught impressions. Her impressions were numerous, and 
they were all reflected in a clear, still smile. "I've never seen any
thing so beautiful as this." 

"It's looking very well," said Mr. Touchett. "I know the way it 
strikes you. I've been through all that. But you're very beautiful 
yourself," he added with a politeness by no means crudely jocular 
and with the happy consciousness that his advanced age gave him 
the privilege of saying such things�ven to young persons who 
might possibly take alarm at them. 

What degree of alarm this young person took need not be exactly 
measured; she instantly rose, however, with a blush which was not a 
refutation. "Oh yes, of course I'm lovely!" she returned with a quick 
laugh. "How old is your house? Is it Elizabethan?" 

"It's early Tudor," said Ralph Touchett. 
She turned toward him, watching his face. "Early Tudor? How 

very delightful! And I suppose there are a great many others.'' 
"There are many much better ones." 
"Don't say that, my son!" the old man protested. "There's noth

ing better than this." 
"I've got a very good one; l think in some respects it's rather 

better, 11 said Lord Warburton, who as yet had not spoken, but who 
had kept an attentive eye upon Miss Archer. He slightly inclined 
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himself, smiling; he had an excellent manner with women. The girl 
appreciated it in an instant; she had not forgotten that this was 
Lord Warburton. "I should like very much to show it to you," he 
added. 

"Don't believe him," cried the old man; "don't look at it! It's a 
wretched old barrack-not to be compared with this." 

"I don't know-I can't judge," said the girl, smiling at Lord 
Warburton. 

In this discussion Ralph Touchett took no interest whatever; he 
stood with his hands in his pockets, looking greatly as if he should 
like to renew his conversation with his new-found cousin. "Are you 
very fond of dogs?" he enquired by way of beginning. He seemed to 
recognise that it was an awkward beginning for a clever man. 

"Very fond of them indeed." 
"You must keep the terrier, you know," he went on, still awk-

wardly. 
"I'll keep him while I'm here, with pleasure." 
"That will be for a long time, I hope." 
"You're very kind. I hardly know. My aunt must settle that." 
''I'll settle it with her-at a quarter to seven." And Ralph looked 

at his watch again. 
"I'm glad to be here at all," said the girl. 
"I don't believe you allow things to be settled for you." 
"Oh yes; if they're settled as I like them." 
"I shall settle this as I like it," said Ralph. "It's most unaccount-

able that we should never have known you.'' 
"I was there-you had only to come and see me." 
"There? Where do you mean?" 
"In the United States: in New York and Albany and other Amer

ican places." 
"I've been there-all over, but I never saw you. I can't make it 

out." 
Miss Archer just hesitated. "It was because there had been some 

disagreement between your mother and my father, after my moth
er's death, which took place when I was a child. In consequence of 
it we never expected to see you." 

"Ah, but I don't embrace all my mother's quarrels-heaven 
forbidf" the young n1an c_ried. "You've lately lost your father?" he 
went on more gravely. 

"Yes; more than a year ago. After that my aunt was very kind to 
me; she came to see me and proposed that I should come with her 
to Europe." 

"l see," said Ra1ph. "She has adopted you." 
"Adopted me?" The girl stared, and her blush came back to her, 

together with a momentary look of pain which gave her interlocutor 



30 THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY 

some alarm. He had underestimated the effect of his words. Lord 
Warburton, who appeared constantly desirous of a nearer view of 
Miss Archer, strolled toward the two cousins at the moment, and as 
he did so she rested her wider eyes on him. "Oh no; she has not 
adopted me. I'm not a candidate for adoption." 

"I beg a thousand pardons," Ralph murmured. "I meant-I 
meant-" He hardly knew what he meant. 

"You meant she has taken me up. Yes; she likes to take people 
up. She has been very kind to me; but," she added with a certain 
visible eagerness of desire to be explicit, ''I'm very fond of my lib
erty." 

"Are you talking about Mrs. Touchett?" the old man called out 
from his chair. "Come here, my dear, and tell me about her. I'm 
always thankful for information." 

The girl hesitated again, smiling. "She's really very benevolent;' 
she answered; after which she went over to her uncle, whose mirth 
was excited by her \\'Ords. 

Lord Warburton was left standing with Ralph Touchett, to 
whom in a moment he said: "You wished a while ago to see my 
idea of an interesting woman. There it is!" 

III 

Mrs. Touchett was certainly a person of many oddities, of which 
her behaviour on returning to her husband's house after many 
months was a noticeable specimen. She had her own way of doing 
all that she did, and this is the simplest description of a character 
which, although by no means without 1�beral motions, rarely suc
ceeded in giving an impression of suavity. Mrs. Touchett might do 
a great deal of good, but she never pleased. This way of her own, of 
which she was so fond, was not intrinsically offensive-it was just 
unmistakeably distinguished from the ways of others. The edges of 
her conduct were so very clear-eut that for susceptible persons it 
sometimes had a knife-like effect. That hard fineness came out in 
her deportment during the first hours of her return from America, 
under circumstances in which it might have seemed that her first 
act would have been to exchange greetings with her husband and 
son. Mrs. Touchett, for reasons which she deemed excellent, always 
retired on such occasions into impenetrable seclusion, postponing 
the more sentimental ceremony until she had repaired the disorder 
of dress with a completeness which had the less reason to be of high 
importance as neither beauty nor vanity were concerned in it. She 
was a plain-faced old woman, without graces and without any great 
elegance, but witb an extreme respect for ber own motives. Sbe was 
usually prepared to explain these-when the. explanation was asked 
as a favour; and in such a case they proved totally different from 
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those that had been attributed to her. She was virtually separated 
from her husband, but she appeared to perceive nothing irregular in 
the situation. It had become clear, at an early stage of their commu
nity, that they should never desire the same thing at the same 
moment, and this appearance had prompted her to rescue disagree
ment from the vulgar realm of accident. She did what she could to 
erect it into a law-a much more edifying aspect of it-by going to 
live in Florence, where she bought a house and established herself; 
and by leaving her husband to take care of the English branch of 
his bank. This arrangement greatly pleased her; it was so felicitously 
definite. It struck her husband in the same light, in a foggy square 
in London, where it was at times the most definite fact he dis
cerned; but he would have preferred that such unnatural things 
should have a greater vagueness. To agree to disagree had cost him 
an effort; he was ready to agree to almost anything but that, and 
saw no reason why either assent or dissent should be so terribly con
sistent. Mrs. Touchett indulged in no regrets nor speculations, and 
usually came once a year to spend a month with her husband, a 
period during which she apparently took pains to convince him that 
she had adopted the right system. She was not fond of the English 
style of life, and had three or four reasons for it to which she cur
rently alluded; they bore upon minor points of that ancient order, 
but for Mrs. Touchett they amply justified non-residence. She de
tested bread-Sauce, which, as she said, looked like a poultice and 
tasted like soap; she objected to the consumption of beer by her 
maid-servants; and she affirmed that the British laundress (Mrs. 
Touchett was very particular about the appearance of her linen) 
was not a mistress of her art. At fixed intervals she paid a visit to 
her own country; but this last had been longer than any of its pred
ecessors. 

She had taken up her niece-there was little doubt of that. One 
,vet afternoon, some four months earlier than the occurrence lately 
narrated, this young lady had been seated alone with a book. To say 
she was so occupied is to say that her solitude did not press upon 
her; for her love of knowledge had a fertilising quality and her 
imagination was strong. There was at this time, however, a want of 
fresh taste in her situation which the arrival of an unexpected visi
tor did much to correct. The visitor had not been announced; the 
girl heard her at last \valking about the adjoining room. It was in an 
old house at Albany, a large, square, double house, with a notice of 
sale in the windows of one of the lower apartments. There were two 
entrances, one of which had long been out of use but had never 
been ren1oved. They were exactly alike-large white d�or�, with !lft 
arched frame and wide side-lights, perched upon little "stoops" of 
red stone, which descended sidewise to the brick pavement of the 
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street. The hvo houses together formed a single dwelling, the party
wall having been removed and the rooms placed in communica
tion. These rooms, above-stairs, were extremely numerous, and were 
painted all over exactly alike, in a yellowish white which had grown 
sallow with time. On the third floor there was a sort of arched pas
sage, connecting the hvo sides of the house, which Isabel and her 
sisters used in their childhood to call the tunnel and which, though 
it was short and well-lighted, always seemed to the girl to be strange 
and lonely, especially on winter afternoons. She had been in the 
house, at different periods, as a child; in those days her grand
mother lived there. Then there had been an absence of ten years, 
followed by a return to Albany before her father's death. Her grand
mother, old Mrs. Archer, had exercised, chiefly within the limits of 
the family, a large hospitality in the early period, and the little girls 
often spent weeks under her roof-weeks of which Isabel had the 
happiest memory. The manner of life was different from that of her 
own home-larger, more plentiful, practically more festal; the disci
pline of the nursery was delightfully vague and the opportunity of 
listening to the conversation of one's elders (which with Isabel was 
a highly-valued pleasure) almot unbounded. There was a constant 
coming and going; her grandmother's sons and daughters and their 
children appeared to be in the enjoyment of standing invitations to 
arrive and remain, so that the house offered to a certain extent the 
appearance of a bustling provincial inn kept by a gentle old land
lady who sighed a great deal and never presented a bill. Isabel of 
course knew nothing about bills; but even as a child she thought 
her grandmother's home romantic. There was a covered piazza 
behind it, furnished with a swing which was a source of tremulous 
interest; and beyond this was a long garden, sloping down to the 
stable and containing peach-trees of barely credible familiarity. 
Isabel had stayed with her grandmother at various seasons, but 
somehow all her visits had a flavour of peaches. On the other �ide, 
across the street, was an old house that was called the Dutch House 
-a peculiar structure dating from the earliest colonial time, com
posed of bricks that had been painted yellow, crowned with a gable
that was pointed out to strangers, defended by a rickety wooden paling
and standing sidewise to the street. It was occupied by a pri
mary school for children of both sexes, kept or rather let go, by a
demonstrative lady of whom Isabel's chief recollection was that her
hair was fastened with strange bedroomy combs at the temples and
that she was the widow of some one of consequence. The little girl
had been offered the opportunity of laying a foundation of knowl
edge in this establishment; but having spent a single day in it, she
had protested against its laws and had been allowed to stay at
home, where, in the September days, when the windows of the



VOL. I: III 33 

Dutch House were open, she used to hear the hum of childish 
voices repeating the multiplication-table-an incident in which the 
elation of liberty and the pain of exclusion were indistinguishably 
mingled. The foundation of her knowledge was really laid in the 
idleness of her grandmother's house, where, as most of the other 
inmates were not reading people, she had uncontrolled use of a 
library full of books with frontispieces, which she used to climb 
upon a chair to take down. When she had found one to her taste 
-she was guided in the selection chiefly by the frontispiece-she
carried it into a n1ysterious apartment which lay beyond the library
and which was called, traditionally, no one knew why, the office ..
Whose office it had been and at what period it had flourished, she
never learned; it was enough for her that it contained an echo and a
pleasant musty smell and that it was a chamber of disgrace for old
pieces of furniture whose infirmities were not always apparent ( so
that the disgrace seemed unmerited and rendered them victims of
injustice) and with which, in the manner of children, she had
established relations almost human, certainly dramatic. There was
an old haircloth sofa in especial, to which she had confided a
hundred childish sorrows. The place owed much of its mysterious
melancholy to the fact that it was properly entered from the second
door of the house, the door that had been condemned, and that it
was secured by bolts which a particularly slender little girl found it
impossible to slide. She knew that this silent, motionless portal
opened into the street; if the sidelights had not been filled with green
paper she might have looked out upon the little brown stoop and
the well-worn brick pavement. But she had no wish to look out, for
this would have interfered with her theory that there was a strange,
unseen place on the other side-a place which became to the child's
imagination, according to its different moods, a region of delight or
of terror.

It was in the "office" still that Isabel was sitting on that melan
choly afternoon of early spring which I have just mentioned. At this 
time she might have had the whole house to choose from, and the 
room she had selected was the most depressed of its scenes. She 
had never opened the bolted door nor removed the green paper 
( renewed by other hands) from its side-lights; she had never 
assured herself that the vulgar street lay beyond. A crude, cold rain 
fell heavily; the spring-time was indeed an appeal-and it seemed a 
cynical, insincere appeal-to patience. Isabel, however, gave as little 
heed as possible to cosmic treacheries; she kept her eyes on her 
book and tried to fix her mind. It had lately occurred to her that 
her mind was a good deal of a vagabond, and �h� h�_d �pent much
ingenuity in training it to a military step and teaching it to 
advance, to halt, to retreat, to perform even more complicated man-
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oeuvres, at the word of command. Just now she had given it march
ing orders and it had been trudging over the sandy plains of a his
tory of German Thought. Suddenly she became aware of a step very 
different from her own intellectual pace; she listened a little and per
ceived that some one was moving in the library, which communi
cated with the office. It struck her first as the step of a person from 
whom she was looking for a visit, then almost immediately 
announced itself as the tread of a woman and a stranger-her possi
ble visitor being neither. It had an inquisitive, experimental quality 
,vhich suggested that it would not stop short of the threshold of the 
office; and in fact the doorway of this apartment was presently occu
pied by a lady who paused there and looked very hard at our hero
ine. She was a plain, elderly woman, dressed in a comprehensive 
waterproof mantle; she had a face with a good deal of rather violent 
point. 

"Oh," she began, "is that where you usually sit?" She looked 
about at the heterogeneous chairs and tables. 

"Not when I have visitors," said Isabel, getting up to receive the 
intruder. 

She directed their course back to the library while the visitor con
tinued to look about her. "You seem to have plenty of other rooms; 
they're in rather better condition. But everything's immensely 
worn." 

"Have you come to look at the house?" Isabel asked. "The serv
ant will show it to you." 

"Send her away; I don't want to buy it. She has probably gone to 
look for you and is wandering about upstairs; she didn't seem at all 
intelligent. You had better tell her it's no matter." And then, since 
the girl stood there hesitating and wondering, this unexpected critic 
said to her abruptly: "I suppose you're one of the daughters?" 

Isabel thought she had very strange manners. "It depends upon 
whose daughters you mean." 

"The late Mr. Archer's-and my poor sister's." 
"Ah," said Isabel slowly, "you must be our crazy Aunt Lydia!" 
"Is that what your father told you to call me? I'm your Aunt 

Lydia, but I'm not at all crazy: I haven't a delusion! And which of 
the daughters are you?" 

"I'm the youngest of the three, and my name's Isabel." 
"Yes; the others are Lilian and Edith. And are you the pretti .. 

est?" 
"I haven't the least idea," said the girl. 
"I think you must be." And in this way the aunt and the niece 

made friends. The aunt had quane\\ed )fears beiote with het b1oth .. 
er-in-law, after the death of her sister, taking him to task for the 
manner in which he brought up his three girls. Being a high-tern .. 
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pered man he had requested her to mind her own business, and she 
had taken him at his word. For many years she held no communica .. 
tion with him and after his death had addressed not a word to his 
daughters, who had been bred in that disrespectful view of her 
which we have just seen Isabel betray. Mrs. Touchett's behaviour 
was, as usual, perfectly deliberate. She intended to go to America to 
look after her investments ( with which her husband, in spite of his 
great financial position, had nothing to do) and would take advan
tage of this opportunity to enquire into the condition of her nieces. 
There was no need of writing, for she should attach no importance 
to any account of them she should elicit by letter; she believed, 
always, in seeing for one's self. Isabel found, however, that she 
knew a good deal about them, and knew about the marriage of the 
two elder girls; knew that their poor father had left very little 
money, but that the house in Albany, which had passed into his 
hands, was to be sold for their benefit; knew, finally, that Edmund 
Ludlow, Lilian's husband, had taken upon himself to attend to this 
matter, in consideration of which the young couple, who had come 
to Albany during Mr. Archer's illness, were remaining there for the 
present and, as well as Isabel herself, occupying the old place. 

"How much money do you expect for it?" Mrs. Touchett asked 
of her companion, who had brought her to sit in the front parlour, 
which she had inspected without enthusiasm. 

"I haven't the least idea," said the girl. 
"That's the second time you have said that to me," her aunt 

rejoined. "And yet you don't look at all stupid." 
"I'm not stupid; but I don't know anything about money." 
"Yes, that's the way you were brought up-as if you were to 

inherit a million. What have you in point of fact inherited?" 
"I really can't tell you. You must ask Edmund and Lilian; they'll 

be back in half an hour." 
''In Florence we should call it a very bad house," said Mrs. 

Touchett; "but here, I dare say, it will bring a high price. It ought 
to make a considerable sum for each of you. In addition to that you 
must have something else; it's most extraordinary your not knowing. 
The position's of value, and they'll probably pull it down and make 
a row of shops. I wonder you don't do that yourself; you might let 
the shops to great advantage." 

Isabel stared; the idea of letting shops was new to her. "I hope 
they won't pull it down," she said; ''I'm extremely fond of it." 

"I don't see what makes you fond of it; your father died here." 
"Yes; but I don't dislike it for that," the girl rather strangely 

returned. "I like places in wh;ch tb;ngs have happened-even ;f
they're sad things. A great many people have died here; the place 
has been full of life." 
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"Is that what you call being full of life?" 
"I mean full of experience-of people's feelings and sorrows. And 

not of their sorrows only, for I've been very happy here as a child." 
"You should go to Florence if you like houses in which things 

have happened-especiaUy deaths. I Jive in an old palace in which 
three people have been murdered; three that were known and I 
don't know how many more besides." 

"In an old palace?" Isabel repeated. 
"Yes, my dear; a very different affair from this. This is very bour

geois." 
Isabel felt some emotion, for she had always thought highly of 

her grandmother's house. But the emotion was of a kind which led 
her to say: "I should like very much to go to Florence." 

"Well, if you'll be very good, and do everything I tell you I'll 
take you there," Mrs. Touchett declared. 

Our young woman's emotion deepened; she flushed a little and 
smiled at her aunt in silence. "Do everything you tell me? I don't 
think I can promise that." 

"No, you don't look like a person of that sort. You're fond of 
your own way; but it's not for me to blame you." 

"And yet, to go to Florence," the girl exclaimed in a moment, 
"I'd promise almost anything!" 

Edmund and Lilian were slow to return, and Mrs. Touchett had 
an hour's uninterrupted talk with her niece, who found her a 
strange and interesting figure: a figure essentially-almost the first 
she had ever met. She was as eccentric as Isabel had always sup
posed; and hitherto, whenever the girl had heard people described 
as eccentric, she had thought of them as offensive or alarming. The 
term had always suggested to her something grotesque and even sin
ister. But her aunt made it a matter of high but easy irony, or 
comedy, and led her to ask herself if the common tone, which was 
all she had known, had ever been as interesting. No one certainly 
had on any occasion so held her as this little thin-lipped, bright
eyed, foreign-looking woman, who retrieved an insignificant appear
ance by a distinguished manner and, sitting there in a well-worn 
waterproof, talked with striking familiarity of the courts of Europe. 
There was nothing flighty about Mrs. Touchett, but she recognised 
no social superiors, and, judging the great ones of the earth in a way 
that spoke of this, enjoyed the consciousness of making an impres
sion on a candid and susceptible mind. Isabel at first had answered 
a good many questions, and it was from her answers apparently that 
Mrs. Touchett derived a high opinion of her intelligence. But after 
this she h�d asked a good many, and ber aunt's answers, whatever 
turn. they took, struck her as food for deep reflexion. Mrs. Touchett 
waited for the return of her other niece as long as she thought rea-
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sonable, but as at six o'clock Mrs. Ludlo,v had not come in she pre
pared to take her departure. 

"Your sister must be a great gossip. Is she accustomed to staying 
out so many hours?" 

"You've been out almost as long as she," Isabel replied; "she can 
have left the house but a short time before you came in." 

Mrs. Touchett looked at the girl without resentment; she 
appeared to enjoy a bold retort and to be disposed to be gracious. 
HPerhaps she hasn't had so good an excuse as I. Tell her at any rate 
that she must come and see me this evening at that horrid hotel. 
She may bring her husband if she likes, but she needn't bring you. I 
shall see plenty of you later." 

IV 

Mrs. Ludlow was the eldest of the three sisters, and was usually 
thought the most sensible; the classification being in general that 
Lilian was the practical one, Edith the beauty and Isabel the "intel
lectual" superior. Mrs. Keyes, the second of the group, was the wife 
of an officer of the United States Engineers, and as our history is 
not further concerned with her it will suffice that she was indeed very 
pretty and that she formed the ornament of those various military 
stations, chiefly in the unfashionable West, to which, to her deep 
chagrin, her husband was successively relegated. Lilian had married 
a New York lawyer, a young man with a loud voice and an enthusi
asm for his profession; the match was not brilliant, any more than 
Edith's, but Lilian had occasionally been spoken of as a young 
woman who might be thankful to marry at all-she was so much 
plainer than her sisters. She was, however, very happy, and now, as 
the mother of two peremptory little boys and the mistress of a _ 
wedge of brown stone violently driven into Fifty-third Street, 
seemed to exult in her condition as in a bold escape. She was short 
and solid, and her claim to figure was questioned, but she was con
ceded presence, though not majesty; she had moreover, as people 
said, improved since her marriage, and the two things in life of 
,vhich she was most distinctly conscious were her husband's force in 
argument and her sister Isabel's originality. "I've never kept up with 
Isabel-it would have taken all my time," she had often remarked; 
in spite of which, however, she held her rather wistfully in sight;. 
watching her as a motherly spaniel might watch a free greyhound. 
"I want to see her safely married-that's what I want to see," she 
frequently noted to her husband. 

"Well, I must say I should have no particular desire to marry 
her," Edmund Ludlow was accustomed to answer in an extremely 
audible tone. 

"I know you say that for argument; you always take the opposite 
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ground. I don't see what you've against her except that she's so orig
inal." 

"Well, I don't like originals; I like translations," Mr. Ludlow had 
more than once replied. "Isabel's written in a foreign tongue. I 
can't n1ake her out. She ought to marry an Armenian or a Portu
guese." 

"That's just what I'm afraid she'll do!" cried Lilian, who thought 
Isabel capable of anything. 

She listened with great interest to the girl's account of Mrs. 
Touchett's appearance and in the evening prepared to comply with 
their aunt's commands. Of what Isabel then said no report has 
remained, but her sister's words had doubtless prompted a word 
spoken to her husband as the two were making ready for their visit. 
"I do hope immensely she'll do something handsome for Isabel; she 
has evidently taken a great fancy to her." 

"What is it you wish her to do?" Edmund Ludlo,v asked. "Make 
her a big present?" 

"No indeed; nothing of the sort. But take an interest in her
sympathise with her. She's evidently just the sort of person to 
appreciate her. She has lived so much in foreign society; she told 
Isabel all about it. You know you've always thought Isabel rather 
foreign." 

"You want her to give her a little foreign sympathy, eh? Don't 
you think she gets enough at home?" 

"Well, she ought to go abroad," said Mrs. Ludlow. "She's just 
the person to go abroad." 

"And you want the old lady to take her, is that it?" 
"She has offered to take her-she's dying to have Isabel go. But 

what I want her to do when she gets her there is to give her all the 
advantages. I'm sure all we've got to do," said Mrs. Ludlow, "is to 
give her a chance." 

"A chance for what?" 
"A chance to develop." 
"Oh Moses!" Edmund Ludlow exclaimed. "I hope she isn't 

going to develop any more!" 
"If I were not sure you only said that for argument I should feel 

very badly," his wife replied. "But you know you love her." 
"Do you know I love you?" the young man said, jocosely, to 

Isabel a little later, while he brushed his hat. 
"I'm sure I don't care whether you do or notl" exclaimed the 

girl; whose voice and smile, however, were less haughty than her 
words. 

"Oh, she feels so grand since Mts� Touchett's visit," said her 
sister. 

But Isabel challenged this assertion with a good deal of serious .. 
ness. "You must not say that, Lily. I don't feel grand at all." 
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"I'm sure there's no harm," said the conciliatory Lily. 
"Ah, but there's nothing in Mrs. Touchett's visit to make one feel 

grand." 
"Oh," exclaimed Ludlow, ''she's grander than ever!" 
"Whenever I feel grand," said the girl, "it will be for a better 

reason.'' 

Whether she felt grand or no, she at any rate felt different, felt 
as if something had happened to her. Left to herself for the evening 
she sat a while under the lamp, her hands empty, her usual avoca
tions unheeded. Then she rose and moved about the room, and 
from one room to another, preferring the places where the vague 
iamplight expired. She was restless and even agitated; at moments 
she trembled a little. The importance of what had happened was 
out of proportion to its appearance; there had really been a change 
in her life. What it would bring with it was as yet extremely indefi
nite; but Isabel· was in a situation that gave a value to any change. 
She had a desire to leave the past behind her and, as she said to 
herself, to begin afresh. This desire indeed was not a birth of the 
present occasion; it was as familiar as the sound of the rain upon 
the window and it had led to her beginning afresh a great many 
times. She closed her eyes as she sat in one of the dusky corners of 
the quiet parlour; but it was not with a desire for dozing forgetful
ness. It was on the contrary because she felt too wide-eyed and 
wished to check the sense of seeing too many things at once. Her 
imagination was by habit ridiculously active; when the door was not 
open it jumped out of the \vindow. She was not accustomed indeed 
to keep it behind bolts; and at important moments, when she 
would have been thankful to make use of her judgement alone, she 
paid the penalty of having given undue encouragement to the fac
ulty of seeing without judging. At present, with her sense that the 
note of change had been struck, came gradually a host of images of 
the things she was leaving behind her. The years and hours of her 
life came back to her, and for a long time, in a stillness broken only 
by the ticking of the big bronze clock, she passed them in review. It 
had been a very happy life and she had been a very fortunate person 
-this was the truth that seemed to emerge most vividly. She had
had the best of everything, and in a world in which the circum
stances of so many people made them unenviable it was an advan
tage never to have known anything particularly unpleasant. It
appeared to Isabel that the unpleasant had been even too absent
from her knowledge, for she had gathered from her acquaintance
with literature that it was often a source of interest and even of
instruction. Her father had kept it away from her-her handsome,
much-loved father, who always had such an aversion to it. It was a
great felicity to have been his daughter; Isabel rose even to pride in
her parentage. Since his death she had seemed to see him as turning



40 THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY 

his braver side to his children and as not having managed to ignore 
the ugly quite so n1uch in practice as in aspiration. But this only 
made her tenderness for him greater; it was scarcely even painful to 
have to suppose him too generous, too good-natured, too indifferent 
to sordid considerations. Many persons had held· that he carried this 
indifference too far, especially the large number of those to ,vhom 
he o,ved 1noney. Of their opinions Isabel was never very definitely 
informed; but it may interest the reader to know that, \vhile they 
had recognised in the late Mr. Archer a remarkably handsome 
head and a very taking n1anner ( indeed, as one of them had said, 
he \vas always taking son1ething), they had declared that he ,vas 

. making a very poor use of _his life. He had squandered a substantial 
fortune, he had been deplorably convivial, he ,vas known to have 
gambled freely. A few very harsh critics \Vent so far as to say that he 
had not even brought up his daughters. They had had no regular· 
education and no pern1anent ho1ne: they had been at once spoiled 
and neglected; they had lived with nursemaids and go,·ernesses 
( usually very bad ones) or had been sent to superficial schools, kept 
by the French, fron1 which, at the end of a month, they had been 
removed in tears. rfhis vie\v of the matter ,vould have excited Isa
bel's indignation, for to her O\vn sense her opportunities had been 
large. Even when her father had left his daughters for three months 
at Neufchate1 ,vith a French bonne 1 ,vho had eloped ,vith a Rus
sian noblen1an staving at the san1e hotel-even in this irregular situ
ation ( an incident of the girl's eleventh year) she had been neither 
frightened nor ashamed, but had thought it a romantic episode in a 
liberal education. I-Ier father had a large way of looking at life, of 
\vhich his restlessness and even his occasional incoherency of con
duct had heen only a proof. He ,vished his daughters, even as chil
dren, to see as n1uch of the ,vorld as possible; and it was for this 
purpose that, before Isabel ,vas fourteen, he had transported then1 
three tin1es across the i\tlantic, giving them on each occasion, ho\v
ever, but a few months' vie\v of the subject proposed: a course.\vhich 
had ,vhetted our heroine's curiosity ,vithout enabling her to satis_fy 
it. She ought to have been a partisan of her father, for she \Vas the 
member of his trio who most "made up" to hin1 for the disagree
ables he didn't 1nention. In his last days his general willingness to 
take leave of a \vorld in \Vhich the difficulty of doing as one liked 
appeared to increase as one gre\v older had been sensibly modified by 
the pain of separation from his clever, his superior, his remarkable 
girl. Later, ,vhen the journeys to Europe ceased, he still had shown 
his children all sorts of indulgence, and' if he had been troubled 
about money-matters nothing distutbed their in:efl.ective conscious
ness of many possessions. Isabel, though she danced very well, had 
1. A maidservant, nurse.
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·not the recollection of having been in New York a successful
member of the choreographic circle; her sister Edith was, as every
one said, so very much more fetching. Edith was so striking an
example of success that Isabel could have no illusions as to what
constituted this advantage, or as to the limits of her own power to
frisk and jump and shriek-above all with rightness of effect. Nine
teen persons out of twenty (including the younger sister herself)
pronounced Edith infinitely the prettier of the two; but the twen
tieth, besides reversing this judgement, had the entertainment of
thinking all the others aesthetic vulgarians. Isabel had in the depths
of her nature an even more unquenchable desire to please than
Edith; but the depths of this young lady's nature were a very out
of-the-way place, between which and the surface communication
was interrupted by a dozen capricious forces. She saw the young
men who came in large numbers to see her sister; but as a general
thing they were afraid of her; they had a belief that some special
preparation was required for talking with her. 1-ler reputation of
reading a great deal hung about her like the cloudy envelope of a
goddess in an epic; it was supposed to engender difficult questions
and to keep the conversation at a low temperature. The poor girl
liked to be thought clever, but she hated to be thought bookish; she
used to read in secret and, though her memory was excellent, to
abstain from showy reference. She had a great desire for knowledge,
but she really preferred almost any source of information to the
printed page; she had an immense curiosity about life and ,vas con
stantly staring and wondering. She carried within herself a great
fund of life, and her deepest enjoyment was to feel the continuity
between the movements of her own soul and the agitations of the
world. For this reason she ,vas fond of seeing great crowds and large
stretches of country, of reading about revolutions and wars, of look
ing at historical pictures-a class of efforts as to which she had
often committed the conscious solecism of forgiving them much
bad painting for the sake of the subject. While the Civil War went
on she was still a very young girl; but she passed months of this
long period in a state of almost passionate excitement, in which she
felt herself at times ( to her extreme confusion) stirred almost indis
criminately by the valour of either army. Of course the circumspec
tion of suspicious swains had never gone the length of making her a
social proscript; for the number of those whose hearts, as they
approached her, beat only just fast enough to remind them they
had heads as ,vell, had kept her unacquainted with the supreme dis
ciplines of her sex and age. She had had everything a girl could
11ave: kindness, admiration, bonbons, bouquets, the sense of exclu
sion from none of the privileges of the world she lived in, abundant
opportunity for dancing, plenty of new dresses, the London Specta-
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tor, the latest publications, the music of Gounod, the poetry of 
Browning, the prose of George Eliot.2

These things now, as memory played over them, resolved them
selves into a multitude of scenes and figures. Forgotten things came 
back to her; many others, which she had lately thought of great 
moment, dropped out of sight. The result was kaleidoscopic, but 
the movement of the instrument was checked at last by the serv
ant's coming in with the name of a gentleman. The name of the 
gentleman was Caspar Goodwood; he was a straight young man 
from Boston, who had known Miss Archer for the last twelve
month and who, thinking her the most beautiful young woman of 
her time, had pronounced. the time, according to the rule I have 
hinted at, a foolish period of history. He sometimes wrote to her 
and had within a week or two written from New York. She had 
thought it very possible he would come in-had indeed all the rainy 
day been vaguely expecting him. Now that she learned he was 
there, nevertheless, she felt no eagerness to receive him. He was the 
finest young man she had ever seen, was indeed quite a splendid 
young man; he inspired her with a sentiment of high, of rare 
respect. She had never felt equally moved to it by any other person. 
He was supposed by the world in general to wish to marry her, but 
this of course was between themselves. It at least may be affirmed 
that he had travelled from New York to Albany expressly to see her; 
having learned in the former city, where he was spending a few days 
and where he had hoped to find her, that she was still at the State 
capital. Isabel delayed for some minutes to go to him; she moved 
about the room with a new sense of complications. But at last she 
presented herself and found him standing near the lamp. He was 
tall, strong and somewhat stiff; he was also lean and brown. He was 
not romantically, he was much rather obscurely, handsome; but his 
physiognomy had an air of requesting your attention, which it 
rewarded according to the charm you found in blue eyes of remark
able fixedness, the eyes of a complexion other than his own, and a 
jaw of the somewhat angular mould which is supposed to bespeak 
resolution. Isabel said to herself that it bespoke resolution to-night; 
in spite of which, in half an hour, Caspar Coodwood, who had 
arrived hopeful as well as resolute, took his way back to his lodging 
with the feeling of a man defeated. He was not, it may be added,° a 
man weakly to accept defeat. 

2. This particuJar Spectator (founded in 1828) was a weekly periodical of "educated radicalism."
Charles Gounod (1818-1893) is best known for his sacred music and lyric operas. The years
of Robert Browning's (1812-1889) marriage to Elizabeth Barrett were spent primarily in
ftottuct, the. sc.eue of a �umbe.t o{ hi� \x.ttet-luown \)(}em�. Ge()iie Ehot'� (l8lq-l880\
Middlemarch began to appear in Harper's Weekly on December 16

1 
1871.
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V 

Ralph Touchett was a philosopher, but nevertheless he knocked 
at his mother's door ( at a quarter to seven) with a good deal of 
eagerness. Even philosophers have their preferences, and it must be 
admitted that of his progenitors his father ministered most to his 
sense of the sweetness of filial dependence. His father, as he had 
often said to himself, was the more motherly; his mother, on the 
other hand, was paternal, and even, according to the slang of the 
day, gubernatorial. She was nevertheless very fond of her only child 
and had always insisted on his spending three months of the year 
with her. Ralph rendered perfect justice to her affection and knew 
that in her thoughts and her thoroughly arranged and servanted life 
his turn always came after the other nearest subjects of her solici
tude, the various punctualities of performance of the workers of her 
will. He found her completely dressed for dinner, but she embraced 
her boy with her gloved hands and made him sit on the sofa beside 
her. She enquired scrupulously about her husband's health and 
about the young man's own, and, receiving no very brilliant account 
of either, remarked that she was more than ever convinced of her 
wisdom in not exposing herself to the English climate. In this ca-se 
she also might have given way. Ralph smiled at the idea of his 
mother's giving way, but 1nade no point of reminding her that his 
own infirmity was not the result of the English climate, from which 
he absented himself for a considerable part of each year. 

He had been a very small boy when his father, Daniel Tracy 
Touchett, a native of Rutland, in the State of Vermont, came to 
England as subordinate partner in a banking-house where some ten 
years later he gained preponderant control. Daniel Touchett saw 
before him a life-long residence in his adopted country, of which, 
from the first, he took a simple, sane and accommodating view. But, 
as he said to himself, he had no intention of disamericanising, nor 
had he a desire to teach his only son any such subtle art. It had 
been for himself so very soluble a problem to live in England assim
ilated yet unconverted that it seemed to him equally simple his law
ful heir should after his death carry on the grey old bank in the white 
American light. He was at pains to intensify this light, however, by 
sending the boy home for his education. Ralph spent several terms 
at an American school and took a degree at an American university, 
after which, as he struck his father on his return as even redun
dantly native, he was placed for some three years in residence at 
Oxford. Oxford swallowed up Harvard, and Ralph became at last 

English enoug1t Hi� 6Utwt1rd �llnt<'Jrmitv tD the mannerg th!lt SUI-
J 

rounded him was none the less the mask of a mind that greatly 
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enjoyed its independence, on which nothing long imposed itself, 
and which, naturally inclined to adventure and irony, indulged in a 
boundless liberty of appreciation. He began with being a young 
man of promise; at Oxford he distinguished himself, to his father's 
ineffable satisfaction, and the people about him said it was a thou
sand pities so clever a fellow should be shut out from a career. He 
might have had a career by returning to his own country (though 
this point is shrouded in uncertainty) and even if Mr. Touchett 
had been willing to part with him ( which was not the case) it would 
have gone hard with him to put a watery waste permanently 
between himself and the old man whom he regarded as his best 
friend. Ralph was not only fond of his father, he admired him-he 
enjoyed the opportunity of observing him. Daniel Touchett, to his 
perception, was a man of genius, and though he himself had no 
aptitude for the banking mystery he made a point of learning 
enough of it to measure the great figure his father had played. It 
was not this, however, he mainly relished; it was the fine ivory sur
face, polished as by the English air, that the old man had opposed 
to possibilities of penetration. Daniel Touchett had been neither at 
Harvard nor at Oxford, and it was his own fault if he had placed in 
his son's hands the key to modern criticism. Ralph, whose head was 
full of ideas which his father had never guessed, had a high esteem 
for the latter's originality. Americans, rightly or wrongly, are com
mended for the ease with which they adapt themselves to foreign 
conditions; but Mr. Touchett had made of the very limits of his 
pliancy half the ground of his general success. He had retained in 
their freshness most of his marks of primary pressure; his tone, as 
his son always noted with pleasure, was that of the more luxuriant 
part of New England. At the end of his life he had become, on his 
own ground, as mellow as he was rich; he combined consummate 
shrewdness with the disposition superficially to fraternise, and his 
"social position," on which he had never wasted a care, had the 
firm perfection of an unthumbed fruit. It was perhaps his want of 
imagination and of what is called the historic consciousness; but to 
many of the impressions usually made by English life upon the cul
tivated stranger his sense was completely closed. 1bere were certain 
differences he had never perceived, certain habits he had never 
formed, certain obscurities he had never sounded. As regards these 
latter, on the day he had sounded them his son.would have thought 
less well of him. 

Ralph, on leaving Oxford, -had spent a couple of years in travelling; 
after which he had found himself perched on a high stool in his 
f�thet

1

S bank. The 1esponsibi\ity and bonour oi such positions is not, 
I believe, measured by the height of the stool, which depends upon 
other considerations: Ralph, indeed, who had very long legs, was 
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fond of standing, and even of walking about, at his work. To this 
exercise, however, he was obliged to devote but a limited period, for 
at the end of some eighteen months he had become aware of his 
being seriously out of health. He had caught a viole�t cold, which 
fixed itself on his lungs and threw them into dire confusion. He had 
to give up work and apply, to the letter, the sorry injunction to take 
care of himself. At first he slighted the task; it appeared to him it 
was not himself in the least he was taking care of, but an uninter
esting and uninterested person with whom he had nothing in 
common. This person, however, improved on acquaintance, and 
Ralph grew at last to have a certain grudging tolerance, even an 
undemonstrative respect, for him. Misfortune makes strange bedfel
Io,vs, and our young man, feeling that he had something at stake in 
the matter-it usually struck him as his reputation for ordinary wit 
-devoted to his graceless charge an a.mount of attention of which
note was duly taken and which had at least the effect of keeping
the poor fellow alive. One of his lungs began to heal, the other
promised to follow its example, and he was assured he might out
,veather a dozen winters if he \vould betake himself to those cli
mates in which consumptives chiefly congregate. As he had grown
extremely fond of London, he cursed the flatness of exile: but at
the same time that he cursed he conformed, and gradually, when he
found his sensitive organ grateful even for grim favours, he con
ferred the1n \vith a lighter hand. He wintered abroad, as the phrase
is_; basked in the sun, stopped at home when the wind blew, went to
bed when it rained, and once or twice, when it had snowed over
night, almost never got up again.

A secret hoard of indifference-like a thick cake a fond old nurse 
might have slipped into his first school outfit--came to his aid and 
helped to reconcile him to sacrifice; since at the best he was too ill 
for aught but that arduous game. As he said to himself, there was 
really nothing he had wanted very much to do, so that he had at 
least not renounced the field of valour. At present, however, the 
fragrance of forbidden fruit seemed occasionally to fl.oat past him 
and remind him that the finest of pleasures is the rush of action. 
Living as he no\v lived was like reading a good book in a poor trans
lation-a meagre entertainment for a young man who felt that he 
might have been an excellent linguist. He had good winters and 
poor winters, and while the former lasted he was sometimes the 
sport of a vision of virtual recovery. But this vision was dispelled 
some three years before the occurrence of the incidents with which 
this history opens: he had on that occasion remained later than 
usuai in rngland and had been over!aken by bad weath�r h�f�r8
reaching Algiers. He arrived more dead than alive and lay there for 
several weeks between life and death. His convalescence was a mira-
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cle, but the first use he made of it was to assure himself that such 
miracles happen but once. He said to himself that his hour was in 
sight and that it behoved him to keep his eyes upon it, yet that it 
was also open to him to spend the interval as agreeably as might be 
consistent with such a preoccupation. With the prospect of losing 
them the simple use of his faculties became an exquisite pleasure; it 
seemed to him the joys of contemplation had never been sounded. 
He was far from the time when he had found it hard that he should 
be obliged to give up the idea of distinguishing himself; an idea 
none the less importunate for being vague and none the less 
delightful for having had to struggle in the same breast with bursts 
of inspiring self-eriticism. His friends at present judged him more 
cheerful, and attributed it to a theory, over which they shook their 
heads knowingly, that he would recover his health. His serenity was 
but the array of wild Bowers niched in his ruin. 

It was very probably this sweet-tasting property of the observed 
thing in itself that was mainly concerned in Ralph's quickly-stirred 
interest in the· advent of a young. lady who was evidently not 
insipid. If he was consideringly disposed, something told him, here 
was occupation enough for a succession of days. It may be added, in 
summary fashion, that the imagination of loving-as distinguished 
from that of being loved-had still a place in his reduced sketch. 
He had only forbidden himself the riot of expression. However, he 
shouldn't inspire his cousin with a passion, nor would she be able, 
even should she try, to help him to o�e. "And now tell me about 
the young lady," he said to his mother. "What do you mean to do 
with her?" 

Mrs. Touchett was prompt. "I mean to ask your father to invite 
her to stay three or four weeks at ,Gardencourt." 

"You needn't stand on any such ceremony as that," said Ralph. 
"My father will ask her as a matter of course." 

"I don't, know about that. She's my niece; she's not his." 
"Good Lord, dear mother; what a sense of property! Tiiat's all 

the more reason for his asking her. But after that-I mean after 
three months ( for it's absurd asking the poor girl to remain but for 
thre-e or four paltry weeks)-what do you mean to do with her?" 

"I mean to take her to Paris. I mean to get her clothing." 
"Ah yes, that's of course. But independently of that?" 
"I shall invite her to spend the autumn with me in Florence."· 
"You don't rise above detail, dear mother," said Ralph. "I should 

like to know what you mean to do with her in a general way.'' 
"My duty!" Mrs. Touchett declared. "I suppose you pity her very 

much," she added. 
"No, I don't think I pity her. She doesn't strike me as inviting 

compassion. I think I envy her. Before being sure, however, give me 
a hint of where you see your duty." 
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"In showing her four European countries-I shall leave her the 
choice of two of them-and in giving her the opportunity of per
fecting herself in French, which she already knows very well." 

Ralph frowned a little. "That sounds rather dry-even allowing 
her the choice of two of the countries." 

"If it's dry," said his mother with a laugh, "you can leave Isabel 
alone to water it! She is as good as a summer rain, any day." 

"Do you mean she's a gifted being?" 
"I don't know whether she!s a gifted being, but she's a clever girl

-with a strong will and a high temper. She has no idea of being
bored."

"I can imagine that," said Ralph; and then he added abruptly: 
"How do you two get on?" 

"Do you mean by that that I'm a bore? I don't think she finds 
me one. Some girls might, I know; but Isabel's too clever for that. I 
think I greatly amuse her. We get on because I understand her; I

know the sort of girl she is. She's very frank, and I'm very frank: we 
know just what to expect of each other." 

"Ah, dear mother," Ralph exclaimed, "one always knows what to 
expect of you! You've never surprised me but once, and that's to
day-in presenting me with a pretty cousin whose existence I had 
never suspected." 

"Do you think her so very pretty?" 
"Very pretty indeed; but I don't insist upon that. It's her general 

air of being some one in particular that strikes me. Who is this rare 
creature, and what is she? Where did you find her, and how did 
you make her acquaintance?" 

"I found her in an old house at Albany, sitting in a dreary room 
on a rainy day, reading a heavy book and boring herself to death. 
She didn't know she was bored, but when I left her no doubt of it 
she seemed very grateful for the service. You may say I shouldn't 
have enlightened her-I should have let her alone. There's a good 
deal in that, but I acted conscientiously; I thought she was meant 
for something better. It occurred to me that it would be a kindness 
to take her about and introduce her to the world. She thinks she 
knows a great deal of it-like most American girls; but like most 
American girls she's ridiculously mistaken. If you want to know, I 
thought she would do me credit. I like to be well thought of, and 
for a woman of my age there's no greater convenience, in some 
ways, than an attractive niece. You know I .had seen nothing of my 
sister's children for years; I disapproved entirely of the father. But I 
always meant to do something for them when he should have gone 
to his reward. I ascertained where they were to be found and, with
out any preliminaries, went and introduced myself. There are two 
others of them, both of whom are married; but I saw only the elder, 
who has, by the way, a very uncivil husband. The wife, whose name 
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is Lily, jumped at the idea of my taking an interest in Isabel; she 
said it was just "vhat her sister needed-that some one should take 
an interest in her. She spoke of her as you might speak of some 
young person of genius-in want of encouragement and patronage. 
It 1nay be that Isabel's a genius; but in that case I've not yet 
learned her specia] line. Mrs. Ludlo\1/ \.Vas especially keen about my 
taking her to Europe; they all regard Europe over there as a land of 
emigration, of rescue, a refuge for their superfluous population. 
Isabel herself seemed very glad to come, and the thing was easily 
arranged. There was a little difficulty about the money-question, as 
she seemed averse to being under pecuniary obligations. But she 
has a small income and she supposes herself to be travelling at her 
own expense." 

Ralph had listened attentively to this judicious report, by which 
his interest in the subject of it was not impaired. ''Ah, if she's a 
genius," he said, ''we must find out her special line. Is it by chance 
for flirting?" 

"I don't think so. You may suspect that at first, but you'll be 
wrong. You wqn't, I think, in any way, be easily right about her." 

"Warburton's wrong then!" Ralph rejoicingly exclaimed. "He flat
ters himself he has made that discovery." 

His mother shook her head. "Lord Warburton won't understand 
her. He needn't try." 

"He's very intelligent," said Ralph; "but it's rigl1t he should be 
puzzled once in a while." 

"Isabel will enjoy puzzling a lord," Mrs. Touchett remarked. 
Her son frowned a little. "What does she know about lords?" 
"Nothing at all: that will puzzle him all the more." 
Ralph greeted these words with a laugh and looked out of the 

window. Then, "Are you not going down to see my father?" he 
asked. 

"At a quarter to eight," said Mrs. Touchett. 
Her son looked at his watch. "You've another quarter of an hour 

then. Tell me some more about Isabel." After which, as Mrs. 
Touchett declined his invitation, declaring that he must find out for 
himself, "Well," he pursued, "she'll certainly do you credit. But 
won't she also give you trouble?" 

"I hope not; but if she does I shall not shrink from it. I never do 
that." 

"She strikes me as very natural," said Ralph. 
"Natural people are not the most trouble." 
"No," said Ralph; "you yourself are a proof of that. You're 

ex.tte.mely natural, and I'm sute ,rou have neve1 troubled any one. It 
takes trouble to do that. But tell me this; it just occurs to me. Is 
Isabel capable of making herself disagreeable?" 
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"Ah," cried his mother, "you ask too many questions! Find that 
out for yourself." 

His questions, however, were not exhausted. "All this time," he 
said, "you've not told me what you intend to do with her." 

"Do with her? You talk as if she were a yard of calico. I shall do 
absolutely nothing with her, and she herself will do everything she 
chooses. She gave me notice of that." 

"What you meant then, in your telegram, was that her charac
ter's independent." 

"I never know what I mean in my telegrams-especially those I
send from America. Clearness is too expensive. Come down to your 
father.'' 

"It's not yet a quarter to eight," said Ralph. 
"I must allow for his impatience," Mrs. Touchett answered. 
Ralph knew what to think of his father's impatience; but, making 

no rejoinder, he offered his mother his arm. This put it in his 
power, as they descended together, to stop her a moment on the 
middle landing of the staircase-the broad, low, wide-armed stair
case of time-blackened oak which was one of the most striking fea
tures of Gardencourt. ''You've no plan of marrying her?" he smiled. 

"Marrying her? I should be sorry to play her such a trick! But 
apart from that, she's perfectly able to marry herself. She has every 
facility.'' 

"Do you mean to say she has a husband picked out?" 
"I don't know about a husband, but there's a young man in 

Boston-!'' 
Ralph went on; he had no desire to hear about the young man in 

Boston. "As my father says, they're always engagedl" 
His mother had told him that he must satisfy his curiosity at the 

source, and it soon became evident he should not want for occasion. 
He had a good deal of talk with his young kinswoman when the two 
had been left together in the dra,ving-room. Lord Warburton, who 
had ridden over from his own house, some ten miles distant, 
remounted and took his departure before dinner; and an hour after 
this meal was ended Mr. and Mrs. Touchett, who appeared to have 
quite emptied the measure of their forms, withdrew, under the valid 
pretext of fatigue, to their respective apartments. The young man 
spent an hour with his cousin; though she had been travelling half 
the day she appeared in no degree spent. She was really tired; she 
knew it, and knew she should pay for it on the morrow; but it was 
her habit at this period to carry exhaustion to the furthest point and 
confess to it only when dissimulation broke down. A fine hypocrisy 
was for the present possible; she was interested; she was, as she said 
to herself, floated. She asked Ralph to show her the pictures; there 
were a great many in the house, most of them of his own choosing. 
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The best were arranged in an oaken gallery, of charming propor
tions, which had a sitting-room at either end of it and which in the 
evening was usually lighted. The light was insufficient to show the 
pictures to advantage, and the visit might have stood over to the 
morrow. This suggestion Ralph had ventured to make; but Isabel 
looked disappointed-smiling still, however-and said: "If you 
please I should like to see them just a little." She was eager, she 
knew she was eager and now seemed so; she couldn't help it. "She 
doesn't take suggestions," Ralph said to himself; but he said it with
out irritation; her pressure amused and even pleased him. The 
lamps were on brackets, at intervals, and if the light was imperfect 
it was genial. It fell upon the vague squares of rich colour and on 
the faded gilding of heavy frames; it made a sheen on the polished 
floor of the gallery. Ralph took a candlestick and moved about, 
pointing out the things he liked; Isabel, inclining to one picture 
after another, indulged in little exclamations and murmurs. She 
was evidently a judge; she had a natural taste; he was struck with 
that. She took a candlestick herself and held it ·slowly here and 
there; she lifted it high, and as she did so he found himself pausing 
in the middle of the place and bending his eyes much less upon the 
pictures than on her presence. He lost nothing, in truth, by these 
wandering glances, for she was better worth looking at than most 
works of art. She was undeniably spare, and ponderably light, and 
proveab1y tall; when people had wished to distinguish her from the 
other two Miss Archers they had always called her the willowy one. 
Her hair, which was dark even to blackness, had b,een an object of 
envy to many women; her light grey eyes, a little too firm perhaps 
in her graver moments, had an enchanting range of concession. 
They walked slowly up one side of the gallery and down the other, 
and then she said: "Well, now I know more than I did when I 
began!" 

''You apparently have a great passion for knowledge," her cousin 
returned. 

"I think I have; most girls are horridly ignorant." 
"You strike me as different from most girls." 
"Ah, some of them would-but the way they're talked to!'' mur

mured Isabel, who preferred not to dilate just yet on herself. Then 
in a moment, to change the subject, "Please tell me-isn't there a 
ghost?" she went on. 

"A ghost?u

"A castle-spectre, a thing that appears. We call them ghosts in 
America." 

"So we do here, when we see them." 
''You do see them then? You ought to, in this romantic old 

house." 
"It's not a romantic old house," said Ralph. ''You'll be disap-
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pointed if you count on that. It's a dismally prosaic one; there's no 
romance here but what you may have brought with you." 

"I've brought a great deal; but it seems to me I've brought it 
to the right place." 

"To keep it out of harm, certainly; nothing will ever happen to it
here, between my father and me." 

Isabel looked at him a moment. "Is there never any one here but 
your father and you?" 

"My mother, of course." 
"Oh, I know your mother; she's not romantic. Haven't you other 

people?" 
''Very few.'' 
"I'm sorry for that; I like so much to see people/' said Isabel. 
"Oh, we'll invite all the county to amuse you," said Ralph. 
"Now you're making fun of me," the girl answered rather gravely. 

"Who was the gentleman on the lawn when I arrived?" 
"A county neighbour; he doesn't come very often." 
"I'm sorry for that; I liked him," said Isabel. 
"Why, it seemed to me that you barely spoke to him," Ralph 

objected. 
"Never mind, I like him all the same. I like your father too, 

immensely." 
"You can't do better than that. He's the dearest of the dear." 
"I'm so sorry he is ill," said Isabel. 
"You must help me to nurse him; you ought to be a good nurse." 
"I don't think I am; I've been told I'm not; I'm said to have too 

many theories. But you haven't told me about the ghost," she 
added. 

Ralph, however, gave no heed to this observation. "You like my 
father and you like Lord Warburton. I infer also that you like my 
mother." 

"I like your mother very much, because-because-" And Isabel 
found herself attempting to assign a reason for her affection for 
Mrs. Touchett. 

"Ah, we never know why!" said her companion, laughing. 
"I always know why," the girl answered. "It's because she doesn't 

expect one to like her. She doesn't care whether one does or not." 
"So you adore her-out of perversity? Well, I take greatly after 

my mother," said Ralph. 
"I don't believe you do at all. You wish people to like you, and 

you try to make them do it." 
"Good heavens, how you see throu�h one!" he cried with a 

dismay that was not altogether jocular. 
"But I like you all the same," his cousin went on. "The way to 

clinch the matter will be to show me the ghost." 
Ralph shook his head sadly. "I might show it to you, but you'd 
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never see it. The privilege isn't given to every one; it's not enviable. 
It has never been seen by a young, happy, innocent person like you. 
You must have suffered first, have suffered greatly, have gained 
some miserable knowledge. In that way your eyes are opened to it. I 
saw it long ago," said Ralph. 

"I told you just now I'm very fond of knowledge," Isabel 
answered. 

"Yes, of happy knowledge--of pleasant knowledge. But you 
haven't suffered, and you're not made to suffer .. I hope you'll never 
see the ghost!

,, 

She had listened to him attentively, with a smile on her lips, but 
\vith a certain gravity in her eyes. Charming as he found her, she 
had struck him as rather presumptuous-indeed it was a part of her 
charm; and he wondered what she would say. "I'm not afraid, you 
know," she said: which seemed quite presumptuous enough .. 

"You're not afraid of suffering?" 
"Yes, I'm afraid of suffering. But I'm not afraid of ghosts. And I 

think people suffer too easily," she added. . 
"I don't believe you do;" said Ralph, looking at her with his 

hands in his pockets. 
ul don't think thafs a fault," she answered. "It's not absolutely 

necessary to suffer; we were not made for that." 
"You were not, certainly." 
"I'm not speaking of myself." And she \vandered off a little. 
"No, it isn't a fault," said her cousin. ''It's a merit to be strong." 
"Only, if you don't suffer they call you hard," Isabel remarked. 
They passed out of the smaller drawing-room, into which they 

had returned from the gallery, and paused in the hall, at the foot of 
the staircase. Here Ralph presented his companion with her bed
room candle, which he had taken from a niche. "Never mind \vhat 
they can you. When you do suffer they call you an idiot. Tiie great 
point's to be as happy as possible." 

She looked at him a little; she had taken her candle and placed 
her foot on the oaken stair. "'Well,'' sl1e said, "that's what I came 
to Europe for, to be as happy as possible. Good-night." 

"Good-night! I wish you all success, and shall be very glad to 
contribute to it!"

She turned away, and he watched her as she slowly ascended. 
Then, with his hands always in his pockets, he went back to the 
empty drawing-room. 

VI 

Isabel Archer was a young person of many theories; her imagina
tion. wa� tema1:\ab\)' active. It had been het fort\.\ne to possess a 
finer mind than most of the persons among whom her lot was cast; 
to have a larger perception of surrounding facts and to care for 
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kno,vledge that was tinged with the unfamiliar. It is true that 
among her contemporaries she passed for a young woman of 
extraordinary profundity; for these excellent people never withheld 
their admiration from a reach of intellect of which they themselves 
were not conscious, and spoke of Isabel as a prodigy of learning, a 
creature reported to have read the classic authors-in translations. 
Her paternal aunt, Mrs. Varian, once spread the rumour that Isabel 
was writing a book-Mrs. Varian having a reverence for books, and 
averred that the girl would distinguish herself in print. Mrs. \1arian 
thought highly of literature, for which she entertained that est�em 
that is connected with a sense of privation. Her own large house, 
remarkable for its assortment of mosaic tables and decorated ceil
ings, was unfurnished with a library, and in the way of printed vol
umes contained nothing but half a dozen novels in paper on a shelf 
in the apartment of one of the Miss Varians. Practically, Mrs. Vari
an's acquaintance with literature was confined to The New York

Interviewer; as she very justly said, after you had read _the Inter

viewer you had lost all faith in culture. Her tendency, with this, was 
rather to keep the Interviewer out of the way of her daughters; she 
,vas determined to bring them up properly, and they read nothing 
at all. Her iinpression with regard to Isabel's labours was quite illu
sory; the girl had never attempted to write a book and had no desire 
for the laurels of authorship. She had no talent for expression and 
too little of the consciousness of genius; she only had a general idea 
that people were right when they treated her as if she were rather 
superior. ,vhether or no she were superior, people were right in 
admiring her if they thought her so; for it seemed to her often that 
her mind moved more quickly than theirs, and this encouraged an 
impatience that might easily be confounded with superiority. It n1ay 
be affirmed ,vithout delay that Isabel was probably very liable to the 
sin of self-esteem; she often surveyed with complacency the field 
of her own nature; she was in the habit of taking for granted, 
on scanty evidence, that she was right; she treated herself to occa
sions of homage. Meanwhile her errors and delusions were fre
quently such as a biographer interested in preserving the dignity of 
his subject 1nust shrink fron1 specifying. Her thoughts were a tangle 
of vague outlines which had never been corrected by the judgement 
of people speaking with authority. In matters of opinion she had 
had her o,vn ,vay, and it had led her into a thousand ridiculous zig
zags. At moments she discovered she was grotesquely wrong, and 
then she treated herself to a week of passionate humility. After this 
she held her head higher than ever again; for it was of no use, she 
had an unquenchable des:re lo lhinlc well of herself. She had a 
theory that it was only under this provision life was worth living;. 
that one should be one of the best, should be conscious of a fine 
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organisation ( she couldn't help knowing her organisation was fine), 
should move in a realm of light, of natural wisdom, of happy 
impulse, of inspiration gracefully chronic. It was almost as unneces
sary to cultivate doubt of one's self as to cultivate doubt of one's 
best friend: one should try to be one's own best friend and to give 
one's self, in this manner, distinguished company. The girl had a

cert?in nobleness of imagination which rendered her a good many 
services and played her a great many tricks. She spent half her time 
in thinking of beauty and bravery and magnanimity; she had a fixed 
detem1ination to regard the world as a place of brightness, of free 
expansion, of irresistible action: she held it must be detestable to be 
afraid or ashamed. She had an infinite hope that she should never 
do anything wrong. She had resented so strongly, after discovering 
them, her mere errors of feeling ( the discovery always made her 
tremble as if she had escaped from a trap which might have caught 
her and smothered her) that the chance of inflicting a sensible 
injury upon another person, presented only as a contingency, caused 
her at moments to hold her breath. That always struck her as the 
worst thing that could happen to her. On the whole, reflectively, 
she was in no uncertainty about the things that were wrong. She 
had no love of their look, but when she fixed them hard she recog
nised. them. It was wrong to be mean, to be jealous, to be false, to 
be cruel; she had seen very little of the evil of the world, but she 
had seen \vomen who lied and who tried to hurt each other. Se�ing 
such things had quickened her high spirit; it seemed indecent not 
to scorn them. Of course the danger of a high spirit was the danger 
of inconsistency-the danger of keeping up- the flag after the 
place has surrendered; a sort of behaviour so crooked as to be almost 
a dishonour to the flag. But Isabel, who knew little of the sorts of 
artillery to which young women are exposed, flattered herself that 
such contradictions would never be noted in her own conduct. Her 
life should always be in harmony with the most pleasing impression 
she should produce; she would be what she appeared, and she 
would appear what she was. Sometimes she went so far as to wish 
that she might find herself some day in a <lifficult position, so that 
she should have the pleasure of being as heroic as the occasion 
demanded. Altogether, with her meagre knowledge, her inflated 
idea.ls, her confidence at once innocent and dogmatic, her temper at 
once exacting and indulgent, her n:iixture of curiosity and fastidious
ness, ?f vivacity and indifference, her desire to look very well and to 
be if possible even better, her determination to see.,. to try, to know, 
her combination of the delicate, desultory, flame-like spirit and the 
eager �nd p�Y§6\\�l �,��tu,� ot �ondi-tionY ! Yh� would b@ un @J§Y 
victim of scientific criticism if she were not intended to awaken on 
the reader's part an impulse more tender and more purely .expect-
ant. 
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It was one of her theories that Isabel Archer was very fortunate 
in being independent, and that she ought to make some very 
enlightened use of that state. She never called it the state of soli
tude, much less of singleness; she thought such descriptions weak, 
and, besides, her sister Lily constantly urged her to come and abide. 
Sb_e had a friend whose acquaintance she had made shortly before 
her father''S death, who offered so high an example of useful activ
ity that Isabel always thought of her as a model. Henrietta Stack
pole had the advantage of an admired ability; she was thoroughly 
launched in journalism, and her letters to the Interviewer, from 
Washington, Newport, the White Mountains and other places, 
were ·universally quoted. Isabel pronounced them with confidence 
"ephemeral," but she esteemed the courage, energy and good-hu
mour of the writer, who, without parents and without property, had 
adopted three of the children of an infirm and widowed sister and 
was paying their school..cbills out of the proceeds of her literary 
labour. Henrietta was in the van of progress and had clear..cut views 
on most subjects; her cherished desire had long been to come to 
Europe and write a series of letters to the Interviewer from the radi
cal point of view-an enterprise the less difficult as she knew per
fectly in advance what her opinions would be and to how many 
objections most European institutions lay open. When she heard 
that Isabel was coming she wished to start at once; thinking, natu
rally, that it would be delightful the two should travel together. She 
had been obliged, however, to postpone this enterprise. She thought 
Isabel a glorious creature, and had spoken of her covertly in some of 
her letters, though she never mentioned the fact to her friend, who 
would not have taken pleasure in it and was not a regular student of 
the Interviewer. Henrietta, for Isabel, was chiefly a proof that a 
woman might suffice to herself and be happy. Her resources were of 
the obvious kind; but even if one had not the journalistic talent and 
a genius for guessing, as Henrietta said, what the public was going 
to want, one was not therefore to conclude that one had no voca
tion, no beneficent aptitude of any sort, and resign one's self to 
being frivolous and hollow. Isabel was stoutly determined not to be 
hollow. If one should wait with the right patience one would find 
some happy work to one's hand. Of course, among her theories, this 
young lady was not without a collection of views on the subject of 
marriage. The first on the list was a conviction of the vulgarity of 
thinking too much of it. From lapsing into eagerness on this point 
she earnestly prayed she miftht be delivered; she held that a woman 
ought to be able to live to herself, in the absence of exceptional flim-
siness, and that it was perfectly possible to be happy without tbe 
society of a more or less coarse-minded person of another sex. 'The 
girl's prayer was very sufficiently answered; something pure and 
proud that there was in her-something cold and dry an unappre-
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ciated suitor with a taste for analysis might have called it-had 
hitherto kept her from any great vanity of conjecture on the article 
of possible husbands. Few of the men she saw seemed. worth a ruin
ous expenditure, and it made her smile to think that one of them 
should present himself as an incentive to hope and a reward of pati
ence. Deep in her soul-it was the deepest thing there-lay a belief 
that if a certain light should dawn she could give herself com
pletely; but this image, on the whole, was too formidable to be 
attractive. Isabel's thoughts hovered about it, but they seldom 
rested on it long; after a little it ended in alarms. It often seemed to 
her that she thought too much about herself; you could have made 
her colour, any day in the year, by calling her a rank egoist. She was 
al\vays planning out her development, desiring her perfection, 
observing her progress. Her nature had, in her conceit, a certain gar
den-like quality, a suggestion of perfume and murmuring boughs, of 
shady bowers and lengthening vistas, which made her feel that 
introspection was, after all, an exercise in the open air, and that a 
visit to the recesses of one's spirit was harmless when one returned 
fron1 it with a lapful of roses. But she was often reminded that 
there \Vere other gardens in the world than those of her remarkable 
soul, and that there ,vere moreover a great many places which were 
not gardens at all-only dusky pestiferous tracts, planted thick 
,vith ugliness and misery. In the current of that repaid curiosity on 
which she had lately been floating, which had conveyed her to this 
beautiful old England and might carry her much further still, she 
often checked herself with the thought of the thousands of people 
who were less happy than herself-a thought which for the moment 
made her fine, full consciousness appear a kind of immodesty. 
What should one do with the misery of the world in a scheme of 
the agreeable for one's self? It must be confessed that this question 
never held her long. She was too young, too impatient to live, too 
unacquainted with pain. She always returned to her theory that a 
young woman whom after all every one thought clever should begin 
by getting a general . impression of life. This i1npression was neces
sary to prevent mistakes, and after it should be s�cured she might 
make the unfortunate condition of others a subject of special atten
tion. 

England was a revelation to her, and she found herself as 
diverted as a child at a pantomime. In her infantine excursions to 
Europe she had seen only the Continent, and seen it from the nurs
ery window; Paris, not London, was her father's Mecca, and into 
many of his interests there his children had naturally not entered. 
The image.� of that t1me moteovet \1ac.\ grown iaint and 1emote, and 
the old-world quality in everything that she now saw had all the 
charm of strangeness. Her uncle's house seemed a picture made real; 
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no refinement of the agreeable was lost upon Isabel; the rich perfec
tion of Gardencourt at once revealed a world and gratified a need. 
The large, low rooms, with brown ceilings and dusky corners, the 
deep embrasures and curious casements, the quiet light on dark, 
polished panels, the deep greenness outside, that seemed always 
peeping in, the sense of well-ordered privacy in the centre of a 
"property" -a place where sounds were felicitously accidental, 
where the tread was 1nuftled by the earth itself and in the thick 
mild air all friction dropped out of contact and all shrillness out of 
talk-these things were much to the taste of our young lady, whose 
taste played a considerable part in her emotions. She formed a fast 
friendship with her uncle, and often sat by his chair when he had 
had it moved out to the lawn. He passed hours in the open air, sit
ting with folded hands like a placid, .homely household god, a god 
of service, who had done his work and received his wages and was 
trying to grow used to weeks and months made up only of off-days. 
Isabel amused him more than she suspected-the effect she pro
duced upon people was often different from what she supposed
and he frequently gave himself the pleasure of making her chatter. 
It was by this term that he qualified her conversation, which had 
1nuch of the "point" observable in that of the young ladies of her 
country, to whom the ear of the world is more directly presented 
than to their sisters in other lands. Like the mass. of American girls 
Isabel had been encouraged to express herself; her remarks had been 
attended to; she had been expected to have emotions and opinions. 
Many of her opinions had doubtless but a slender value, many of 
her emotions passed away in the utterance; but they had left a trace 
in giving her the habit of seeming at least to feel and think, and in 
imparting moreover to her words when she ·was really moved that 
prompt vividness which so many people had regarded as a sign of 
superiority. Mr. Touchett used to think that she reminded him of 
his wife when his wife was in her teens. It was because she was fresh 
and natural and quick to understand, to speak-so many character
istics of her niece-that he had fallen in love with Mrs. Touchett. 
He never expressed this analogy to the girl herself, ho,vever; for if 
Mrs. Touchett had once been like Isabel, Isabel was not at all like 
Mrs. Touchett. The old man was full of kindness for her; it was a 
long time, as he said, since they had had any young life in the 
house; and our rustling, quickly-moving, clear-voiced heroine ,vas as 
agreeable to his sense as the sound of flowing water. He wanted to 
do something for her and wished she would ask it of him. She 
would ask nothing but questions; it is true that of these she asked a 
quantity. Her unc1e had a great fund of answers, tboug11 ber pres
sure sometimes came in fonns that puzzled him. She questioned 
him immensely about England, about the British constitution, the 
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English character, the state of politics, the manners and customs of 
the royal family, the peculiarities ·of th� aristocracy, the way of 
Hving and thinking of his neighbours; and in begging .to be enlight
ened on these· points sh-e usually enquired whether they corre
sponded with the descriptions in the books. The old man always 
looked at her a little with his fine dry smile ,vhile he smoothed 
down the shawl spread across his legs. 

'"TI1e books?" he once said: "well, I don't know much about the 
books. You must ask Ralph about tha.t. I've always ascertained for 
myself---got my information in the natural fonn. I never asked 
1nany questions even; I just kept quiet and took ·notice. ·Of course 
I've had v.ery good opportunities-better than what a young lady 
would naturally have. I'm of an inquisitive disposition, though you 
mightn't think it if you were to watch me: however much you 
might \Vatch me I ·should be watching you more. I've been watching 
tl1ese people for upwards of thirty-five years, and I don't hesitate to 
say that I've acquired considerable information. It's a v.ery fine 
country ·on the whole-finer perhaps than what we give it credit ·for 
on the other side. There are several iimpTovements I should like to 
see introduced; but the necessity 0f them doesn't seem to he gener
a11y felt as yet. When the necessity of a thing is generally felt they 
usually manage to accomplish it; but they seem to feel pretty com
fortable about waiting till then. I certainly feel more at home 
�mong them than I .expected to when I first can1e over; I suppose 
ifs because l

,
ve had a considerable degree -of success. When you're 

success-fol you naturally feel more at home .. " 
"Do you suppose that if I'm successful I shall feel at home?" 

lsa bel asked. 
"I should think it very probable, and you certainly will be suc

cessful. TI1ey like American young ladies very much over here; they 
show t.hen1 a great deal of kindness. But you mustn't feel too much 
at home., you know.n 

"Oh, I'm by no n1eans sure it will satisfy me," Isabel judicially 
emphasised. "I like the place very much, but I'm not sure I shall like 
the pe<;>ple." 

''The people are very good people; especially if you like them.'' 
"I've no doubt they're good," Isabel rejoined; '·'but are they pleas

ant in society? They won't rob me nor beat me; but will they make 
them·selves agreeable to me? That's what I like ·people to do. I don't 
hesita-te to say so, because I always appreciate .it. I don't believe 
they're very nice to girls; they're not nice to them in the novels .. " 

"I don't know about the novels." said Mr. Touchett. "I believe 

the novels have a great deal of ability, but I don'_t suppose they're 
very accurate. We once had a lady who wrote novels staying here; 
she was a friend .of Ralph's and he asked her down. She was very 
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positive, quite up to everything; b.ut she was not the sort o.f person 
you could depend on for evidence. Too free a fancy-I s.uppose that 
was it .. She afterwards published a work of fiction in which she was 
understood to have given a representation-some·thing in the nature 
of a caricature, as you might say-of my unworthy self. I didn'"t 
read it, but Ralph just handed me the book with the principal pas. 
sages marked. It was understood to be a description of my conversa
tion; American peculiarities., nasal twang, Yankee notions, s .tar� and 
stripes. Well, it was not at all accurate; she couldn't have listened 
very attentively. I had no. objection to her giving a report of my 
conversation, if she liked; but I didn't like the idea that she hadn't 
taken the trouble to listen to it. Of course I talk like an American 
-I can't talk like a Hottentot. However I talk, I've made them
understand me pretty well over here. B,ut I don't talk like the old
gentleman in that lady"s novel. He wasn't an A·m_erican; we
wouldn't have him over there at any price. I just mention that fact
to show you that they're not always accu1ate. Of course,. as I've no
daughters, and as Mrs. Touchett resides in Florence, I haven't had
much chance to notice a.bout the young ladies. It sometimes
appears as if the young women in the lower class ,vere not very well
treated; but I guess their position is better in the, upper and even to
some extent in the middle.,>.

"Gracious," Isabel exclaimed; "how many classes have they? 
About fifty, I suppose." 

"Well, I don't know that I ever counted them. I never took much 
notice of the classes. That's the advantage of being an Ameriean 
here; you don't belong to any class." 

"I hope so," said Isabel. ''Imagine one's belonging to an Englis.h 
class!" 

"Well, I guess some of them are pretty comfortable-especially 
towards the top. But for me there are only two classes: the people I 
trust and the people I don't. Of those two, my dear Isabel,· you 
belong to the first." 

"I'm much obliged to you,"' said the girl quickly. Her way of 
taking compliments seemed sometimes rather dry; she got rid of 
them as rapidly as possible. But as regards this she was sometimes 
misjudged; she was thought insensible to them, whereas in fact she 
was simply unwilling to show how infinitely they pleased her. To 
show that was to show too much. "I'm sure the English are very 
conventional," she added. 

"They've got everything pretty well fixed," Mr. Touchett admit
ted. "It's all settled beforehand-they don't leave it to the last 
moment" 

"I don't like to have everything settled before .. hand,'' said the 
girl. "I like more unexpectedness." 



60 THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY 

Her uncle seemed amused at her distinctness of preference. 
"Well, .it's settled beforehand that you'll have great success," he 
rejoined. "I suppose you'Jl like that." 

"I shall not have success if they're too stupidly conventional. I'm

not in the least stupidly conventional. I'1n just the contrary .. That's 
,vhat thev won't like." 

"No, no you're all wrong," said the old man. "You can't tell what 
they'11 like. Tiley're very inconsistent; that's their principal interest." 

"Ah well," said Isabel, standing before her uncle with her hands 
clasped about the belt of her black dress and looking up and down 
the lawn-"that ,vill suit me perfectly!" 

VII 

The two amused themselves, time and again, with talking of the 
attitude of the British public as if the young lady had been in a pos
ition to appeal to it; but in fact the British public remained for the 
present profoundly indifferent to Miss Isabel Archer, whose fortune 
had dropped her, as her cousin said, into the dullest house in Eng
land. Her gouty uncle received very little company, and Mrs. 
Touchett, not having cultivated relations with her husband's neigh
bours, was not warranted in expecting visits from them. She had, 
however, a peculiar taste; she Jiked to receive cards. For what is 
usually called social intercourse she had very little relish; but nothing 
pleased her more than to find her hall-table whitened with oblong 
morsels of symbolic pasteboard. She flattered herself that she was a 
very just woman, and had mastered the sovereign truth that nothing 
in this world is got for nothing. She had played no social part as 
mistress of Gardencourt, and it was not to be supposed that, in the 
surrounding country, a minute account should be kept of her com
ings and goings. But it is by no means certain that she did not feel 
it to be wrong that so little notice was taken of them and that her 
failure ( really very gratuitous) to make herself important in the 
neighbourhood had not much to do with the acrimony of her allu
sions to her husband's adopted country. Isabel presently found her
self in the singular situation of defending the British constitution 
against her aunt; Mrs. Touchettt having formed the habit of stick
ing pins into this venerable instrument. Isabel always felt an 
impulse to pull out the pins; not that she imagined they inflicted 
any damage on the tough old parchment, but because it seemed to · 
her her aunt might make better use of her sharpness. She was very 
critical herself-it was incidental to her age, her sex and her nation
ality; but she was very sentimental as we11, and there was something 
in Mrs, Touchett's dryness that set her own moral fountains flowing. 
. "Now what's your point of view?" she asked of her aunt. "When 
you criticise everything here you should have a point of view. Yours 
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doesn't seem to be American-you thought everything over there so 
disagreeable. When I criticise I have mine; it's thoroughly Ameri-
can!" 

"My dear young lady;'' said Mrs. Touchett, "there are as many 
points of view in the world as there are people of sense to take 
them. You may say that doesn't make them very numerous! Ameri
can? Never in the world; that's shockingly narrow. My point of 
view, thank God, is personal!" 

Isabel thought this a better answer than she admitted; it was a tol
erable description of her own manner of judging, but it would not 
have sounded well for her to say so. On the lips of a person less 
advanced in life and less enlightened by experience than Mrs. 
Touchett such a declaration would savour of immodesty, even of 
arrogance. She risked it nevertheless in talking with Ralph, with 
whom she talked a great deal and with whom her conversation was 
of a sort that gave a large licence to extravagance. Her cousin used, 
as the phrase is, to chaff her; he very soon established with ·her a 
reputation for treating everything as a joke, and he was not a man 
to neglect the privileges such a reputation conferred. She accused 
him of an odious want of seriousness, of laughing at all things, 
beginning with himself. Such slender faculty of reverence as he pos
sessed centred wholly upon his father; for the rest, he exercised his 
wit indifferently upon his father's son, this gentleman's weak lungs, 
his useless life, his fantastic mother, his friends ( Lord Warburton 
in especial), his adopted, and his native country, his charming 
new-found cousin. ''I keep a band of music in my ante-room," he 
said once to her. "It has orders to play without stopping; it renders 
me two excellent services. It keeps the sounds of the world from 
reaching the private apartments, and it makes the world think that 
dancing's going on within." It was dance-music indeed that you 
usually heard when you came withing ear-shot of Ralph's band; the 
liveliest waltzes seemed to float upon the air. Isabel often found 
herself irritated by this perpetual fiddling; she would have liked to 
pass through the ante-room, as her cousin called it, and enter the 
private apartments. It mattered little that he had assured her they 
were a very dismal place; she would have been glad to undertake to 
sweep them and set them in order. It was but half-hospitality to let 
her remain outside; to punish him for which Isabel administered 
innumerable taps with the ferule of her straight young wit. It must 
be said that her wit was exercised to a large extent in self-defence, 
for her. cousin amused himself with calling her "Columbia" and 
accusing her of a patriotism so heated that it scorched. He drew a 
caricature of her in which she was represented as a very pretty 
young woman dressed, on the lines of the prevailing fashion, in the 
folds of the national banner. Isabel's chief dread in life at this 
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period of her development was that she should appear narrow
minded; what she feared next afterwards was that she. should really 
be so. But s:he neverthe1ess made no scruple of abounding in her 
cousin's sense and pretending to sigh for the charms of her native 
land. She would be as American as it pleased him to regard her, and 
if he chose to laugh at her she would give him plenty of occupation. 
She defended England against his mother, but when Ralph sang its 
pra�ses on purpose, as she said, to work her up, she found herself 
able to differ from him on a variety of points. In fact, the quality of 
this smaJl ripe country seemed as sweet to her as the taste of an 
October pear; and her satisfaction was at the root of the good spirits 
which enabled her to take her cousin's chaff and return it in kind. If

her good-humour flagged at moments it was not because she thought 
herself ill-used, but because, she suddenly felt sorry for Ralph. It 
seemed to her he· was talking as a blind and had little heart in what 
he said. 

"I don't know what's the matter with you," she observed to him 
once; ''but I suspect you're a great humbug." 

"That's your privilege," Ralph answered, who had not been used 
to being so crudely addressed. 

"I don't know what you care for; I don't think you care for any
thing. You don't really care for England when you praise it; you 
don't care for America even when you pretend to abuse it." 

"I care for nothing but you, dear cousin,". said Ralph. 
"If I could believe even that, I should be very glad." 
"Ah \\·ell, I should hope sof" the young man exclaimed. 
Isabel might have believed it and not have been far from the 

truth. He thought a great deal about her; she was constantly present 
to his mind. At a time when his thoughts had been a good deal of a 
burden to him her sudden arrival, which promised nothing and was 
an open-handed gift of fate, had refreshed and quickened them, 
given them wings and something to By for. Poor Ralph had been 
for many weeks steeped in melancholy; his outlook, habitually 
sombre, lay under the shadow of a deeper cloud. He had grown anx
ious about his father, whose gout, hitherto confined to his legs, had 
begun to ascend into regions more vital. The old man had been 
gravely ill in the spring, and the doctors had whispered to Ralph 
that another attack would be less easy to deal with. Just now he 
appeared disburdened of pain, but Ralph could not rid himself of a 
suspicion that this was a subterfuge of the enemy, who was waiting 
to take him off his guard. If the manoeuvre should succeed there 
would be little hope of any great resistance. Ralph had always taken 
for gr�nted th�t hi� father would survive him-that his own name.
would be the first grimly called,. The father and son had been close 
companions, and the idea of being left alone with the remnant of a 
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tasteless life on his hands was not gratifying to the young man
,, 

who 
had ahvays and tacitly counted upon his elder�s help in making· the 
best of a poor business. At the prospect of losing his great motive. 
Ralph lost indeed his one inspiration. If they might die at the same 
time it would be all very well; but without the encouragement of 
his father's society he should barely have patience to await his own 
tum. He had not the incentive of feeling that he was indispensable 
to his mother; it was a rule with his mother to have no regrets. He 
bethought himself of course that it had been a small kindness to his 
father to wish that, of the two, the active rather than the passive 
party should know the felt wound; he remembered . that the old 
man had always treated his own forecast of an early end as a clever 
fallacy, which he should be delighted to discredit so far as he might 
by dying first. But of the two triumphs, that of refuting a sophisti
cal son and that of holding on a while longer to a state of being 
which, with all abatements, he enjoyed, Ralph deemed it no sin to 
hope the Jatter might be vouchsafed to Mr. Touchett. 

These were nice questions, but Isabel's arrival put a stop to his
· puzzling over them. It even suggested there .. might be a compensa
tion for the intolerable ennui of surviving his genial sire. He ,von
dered ,vhether he were harbouring "love" for this spontaneous
young woman from Albany; but he judged that on the whole he
was not. After he had known her for a week he quite made up his
mind to this, and every day he felt a little more sure. Lord Warbur
ton had been right about her; she was a really interesting little
figure. Ralph wondered how their neighbour had found it out so
soon; and then he said it was only another proof of his friend,s high
abilities, which he had always greatly admired. If his cousin were to
be nothing more than an entertainment to him, Ralph was con
scious she was an entertainment of a high order. "A character like
that," he said to himself-"a real little passionate force to see at
play is the finest thing in nature. It's finer than the finest work of
art-than a Greek bas .. relief, than a great Titian, 1 than a Gothic
cathedral. It's very pleasant to be so well treated where one had
least looked for it. I had never been more blue, more bored, than
for a week before she came; I had never expected less that anything
pleasant would happen. Suddenly I receive a Titian, by the post, to
hang on my wall-a Greek bas-relief to stick over my chimney
piece. The key of a beautiful edifice is thrust into my hand, and
I'm told to walk in and admire. My poor boy., you've been sadly
ungrateful, and now you had better keep very quiet and never grum
ble again." The sentiment of these reflexions was very just; but it

was not exacHy !rue lhal Ralph Touchell had had a key put Into
his hand. His cousin was a very brilliant girl, who would take, as he
l. Tiziano Vecelli (Titian) {1477-1576), Venetian painter.
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said, a good deal of knowing; but she needed the knowing, and his 
attitude with regard to her, though it was contemplative and criti
cal, was not judicial. He surveyed the edifice from the outside and 
admired it greatly; he looked in at the ,vindows and received an 
impression of proportions equally fair. But he felt that he sa,v it 
only by glimpses and that he had not yet stood under the roof. The 
door was fastened, and though he had keys in his pocket he had a 
conviction that none of them would fit. She was intelligent and 
generous; it was a fine free nature; but what was she going to do 
with herself? This question was irregular, for with most women one 
had no occasion to ask it. Most women did with themselves nothing 
at all; they ,vaited, in attitudes more or less gracefully passive, for a 
man to come that way and furnish them with a destiny. Isabel's 
originality was that she gave one an impression of having intentions 
of her own. "Whenever she executes them," said Ralph "may I be 
there to see!" 

It devolved upon him of course to do the honours of the place. 
Mr. Touchett was confined to his chair, and his wife's position was 
that of rather a grim visitor; so that in the line of conduct that 
opened itself to Ralph duty and inclination were harmoniously 
mixed. He was not a great walker, but he strolled about the grounds 
with his cousin-a pastime for which the weather remained favour
able with a persistency not allowed for in Isabel's somewhat lugub
rious prevision of the climate; and in the long afternoons, of ,vhich 
the length was but the measure of

°

her gratified eagerness, they took 
a boat on the river, the dear little river, as Isabel called it, where the 
opposite shore seemed still a part of the foreground of the landscape; 
or drove over the country in a phaeton-a low, capacious, thick
wheeled phaeton formerly much used by Mr. Touchett, but which 
he had now ceased to enjoy. Isabel enjoyed it largely and, handling 
the reins in a manner which approved itself to the groom as "know
ing," was never weary of driving her uncle's capital horses through 
\\finding lanes and byways full of the rural incidents she had confi
dently expected to find; past cottages thatched and timbered, past 
ale-houses latticed and sanded, past patches of ancient common and 
glimpses of empty parks, between hedge�ows made thick ·by mid
summer. When they reached home they usually found tea had been 
served on the lawn and that Mrs. Touchett had not shrunk from 
the extremity of handing her husband his cup. But the two for the 
most part sat silent; the old man with his head back and his eyes 
closed, his wife occupied with her knitting and wearing that appear
ance of rare profundity with which some ladies consider the move
ment of theit needles. 

One day, however, a visitor had arrived. The two young persons, 
after spending an hour on the river, strolled back to the house and 
perceived Lord Warburton sitting under the trees and engaged in 
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conversation, of which even at a distance the desultory character 
was appreciable, with Mrs. Touchett. H_e had driven over from his 
own place with a portmanteau and had asked, as the father and son 
often invited him to do, for a dinner and a lodging. Isabel, seeing 
him for half an hour on the day of her arrival, had discovered in 
this brief space that she liked him; he had indeed rather .. sharply reg .. 
istered himself on her fine sense and she had thought of him several 
times. She had hoped she should see him again-hoped too that 
she should see a few others. Gardencourt was not dull; the place 
itself ,vas sovereign, her uncle was more and more a sort of golden 
grandfather, and Ralph was unlike any cousin she had ever encoun
tered-her idea of cousins having tended to gloom. Then her 
impressions were still so fresh and so quickly renewed that there was 
as yet hardly a hint of vacancy in the view. But Isabel had need to 
remind herself that she was interested in human nature and that 
her foremost hope in coming abroad had been that she should see a 
great many people. When Ralph said to her, as he had done several 
times, "I wonder you find this endurable; you ought to see some of 
the neigh hours and some of our friends, because we have really got 
a few,. though you would never suppose it"-when he offered to 
invite what he called a "lot of people" and make her acquainted 
with English society, she encourage4 the hospitable impulse and 
promised in advance to hurl herself into the fray. Little, however, 
for the present, had come of his offers, and it may be confided to 
the reader that if the young man delayed to carry them out it was 
because -he found the labour of providing for his companion by no 
means so severe as to require extraneous help. Isabel had spoken to 
him very often about "specimens;" it was a word that played a con .. 
siderable part in her vocabulary; she had given him to understand 
that she wished to see English society illustrated by eminent cases. 

"Well now, there's a specimen," he said to her as they walked up 
from the riverside and he recognised Lord Warburton. 

"A specimen of what?" asked the girl. 
"A specimen of an English gentleman." 
"Do you mean they're all like him?" 
"Oh no; they're not all like him." 
"He's a favourable specimen then," said Isabel; "because I'm 

sure he's nice." 
"Yes, he's very nice. And he's very fortunate." 
The fortunate Lord Warburton exchanged a handshake with our 

heroine and hoped she was very well. "But I needn't ask that," he 
said, "since you've been handling the oars. J) 

"I've been rowing a little," Isabel answeted; "but how should -you 
know it?" 

"Oh, I know he doesn't row; he's too lazy," said his lordship, 
indicating Ralph Touchett with a laugh. 
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"He has a good excuse for his laziness,,
, 

Isabel rejoined, lowering 
her voice a little. 

''Ah, he has a good excuse for everythingr' cried Lord Warbur-
ton, still with his sonorous mirth. 

''My excuse for not rowing is that my cousin rows so well," said 
Ralph. "She does everything well. She touches nothing that she 
doesn�t adorn!"' 

ult makes one want to be touched, Miss Archer," Lord Warbur-. 
ton declared. 

''Be touched in the right sense and you'll never look the worse 
for it:' said Isabel, who, if it pleased her to hear it said that her 
accomplishments were numerous,. was happily able to reflect that 
such complacency was not the indication of a feeble mind,. inas
much as there were several things in which she excelled. Her desire 
to think wel'l of herself had at least the element of humility that it 
always needed to be supported by proof. 

Lord Warburton not only spent the night at Gardencourt, but he· 
was persuaded to remain over the second day; and when the second 
day was ended he determined to postpone his departure till the 
morrow. During this period he addressed many of his remarks to 
Isabel, who accepted this evidence of his esteem with a very good 
grace. She found herself liking him extremely; the first impression 
he had made on her had had weight, but at the end of an evening 
spent in his society she scarce fell short of seeing him-though 
quite without luridity-as a hero of romance. She retired to rest 
with a sense of good fortune, with a quickened consciousness of pos
sible felicities. "It's very nice to know two such charming people as 
those," she said, meaning by "those" her cousin and her cousin's 
friend. It must be added moreover that an incident had occurred 
which might have seemed to put her good-humour to the test. Mr. 
Touchett went to bed at half-past nine o'clock, but his wife 
remained in the drawing-room with the other mem hers of the party. 
She prolonged her vigil for something less than an hour, and then, 
rising, observed to Isabel that it was time they should bid the gen
tlemen good-night. Isabel had as yet no desire to go to bed; the 
occasion wore, to her sense, a festive ·character, and feasts were not 
in the habit of terminating so early. So, without further thought, 
she replied, very simply-

"Need I go, dear aunt? 1'11 come up in half an hour." 
"It's impossible I should wait for you," Mrs. Touchett answered. 
"Ah, you needn't wait! Ralph will light my ca.ndle," Isabel gaily 

engaged 
. <•\'\\ \ight yont c�nd\e; do \et me \ight :fO\\t cand\e, Miss A1che1\" 

Lord Warburton exclaimed. "Only I beg it shall not be before mid
night." 
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Mrs. Touchett fixed her bright little eyes upon him a moment 
and transferred them coldly to her niece. "You can't stay alone with 
the gentlemen. You're not-you're not at your blest Alba-ny, my 
dear.'' 

Isabel rose, blushing. "I wish I were," she said. 
"Oh, I say, mother!" Ralph broke out. 
''My dear Mrs. Touchett!" Lord Warburton murmured. 
"I didn't make your country, my lord," Mrs. Tonchett said 

majestically. "I must take it as I find it." 
"Can't I stay with my own cousin?" Isabel enquired. 
''I'm not aware that Lord Warburton is your cousin." 
"Perhaps I had better go to bed!" the visitor suggested. "That 

will arrange it." 
Mrs. Touchett gave a little look of despair and sat down again. 

"Oh, if ifs necessary I'll stay up t
i

ll midnight." 
Ralph meanwhile handed Isabel her candlestick. He had been 

watching her; it had seemed to him her temper was involved-an 
accident that might be interesting. But if he had expected anything 
of a flare he was disappointed, for the girl simply .laughed a little, 
nodded good-night and withdrew accompanied by her aunt. For 
himself he was annoyed at his mother, though he thought she was 
right. Above-stairs the two ladies separated at Mrs. Touchett's ·door .. 
Isabel had said nothing on her way up. 

"Of course you're vexed at my interfering with you," said Mrs. 
Touchett. 

Isabel considered. "I'm not vexed, but I'm surprised-and a 
good deal mystified. Wasn't it proper I should remain in the draw
ing-room?" 

"Not in the least. Young girls here-in decent houses-don't sit 
alone with the gentlemen late at night." 

"You were very. right to tell me then," said Isabel. "I don't 
understand it, but I'm very glad to know it." 

"I shall always tell you," her aunt answered, "whenever I see you 
taking what seems to me too much liberty." 

"Pray do; but I don't say I shall always think your remonstrance 
just." 

"Very likely not. You're too fond of your own ways." 
"Yes, I think I'm very fond of them. But I always want to know 

the things one shouldn't do." 
"So as to do them?" asked her aunt. 
"So as to choose," said Isabel. 

VIit 

As she was devoted to romantic effects Lord Warburton ventured 
to express a hope that she would come some day and see his house, 
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a very curious old place. He extracted from Mrs. Touchett a prom
ise that she would bring her niece to Lockleigh, and Ralph signified 
his willingness to attend the ladies if his father should be able to 
spare him. Lord Warburton assured our heroine that in the mean 
time his sisters would come and see her. She kne,v something a bout 
his sisters, having sounded him, during the hours they spent together 
while he was at Gardencourt, on many points connected with his 
familv. When Isabel was interested she asked a great many ques
tions; and as her companion was a copious, talker she urged him on 
this occasion by no means in vain. He told her he had four sisters · 
and two brothers and had lost both his parents. The brothers and 
sisters were very good people-"not particularly clever, you know," 
he said, "but very decent and pleasant;" and he was so good as to 
hope Miss Archer might know them well. One of the brothers was 
in the Church, settled in the family living, that of Lockleigh, which 
was a heavy, sprawling parish, and was an excellent fellow in spite 
of his thinking differently from himself on every conceivable topic. 
And then Lord Warburton mentioned some of the opinions held by 
his brother, which were opinions Isabel had often heard expressed 
and that she supposed to be entertained by a considerable portion 
of the human family: Many of them indeed she supposed she had 
held herself, till he assured her she was quite mistaken, that it was 
really impossible, that she had doubtless imagined she entertained 
them, but that she might depend that, if she thought them over a 
little, she would find there was nothing in them. When she 
answered that she had already thought several of the questions 
involved over very attentively he declared that she was only another 
example of what he had often been struck with-the fact that, of 
all the people in the world, the Americans were the most grossly 
superstitious. They. were rank Tories and bigots, every one of them; 
there were no conservatives like American conservatives. Her uncle 
and her cousin were there to prove it; nothing could be more 
medireval than many of their views; they had ideas that people in 
England nowadays were ashamed to confess to; and they had the 
impudence moreover, said his lordship, laughing, to pretend they 
knew more about the needs and dangers of this poor stupid old 
England than he who was born in it and owned a considerable slice 
of it-the more shame to himl From all of which Isabel· gathered 
that Lord Warburton was a nobleman of the newest pattern, a 
reformer, a radical, a contemner of ancient ways. His other brother, 
who was in the army in India, was rather wild and pig-headed 
and had ·not been of much use as yet but to make debts for War
burton to pay-one of tbe most precious pnvi\eges oi an e\der 
brother. "I don't think I shall pay any more," said her friend; "he 
lives a monstrous deal better than I do, enjoys unheard-of 1 uxuries and 
thinks himself a much finer gentleman than I. As I'm a consistent 
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radical I go in only for equality; I don't go in for the superiority of 
the younger brothers." Two of his four sisters, the second and 
fourth, were married, one of them having done very well, as they 
said, the other only so-so. The husband of the elder, Lord Haycock, 
was a very good fellow, but unfortunately a horrid Tory; and his 
wife, like all good English wives, was worse than her husband. The· 
other had espoused a smallish squire in Norfolk and, though mar
ried but the other day, had already five childr�n. This information 
and much more Lord Warburton imparted to his young American 
listener, taking pains to make many things clear and to lay bare to 
her apprehension the peculiarities of English life. Isabel was often 
amused at his explicitness and at the small allowance he seemed to 
make either for her own experience or for her imagination. -"He 
thinks I'm a barbarian," she said, "and that' I've never seen forks 
and spoons;" and she used to ask him artless questions for the plea
sure of hearing him answer seriously. Then when he had fallen 
into the trap, "It's a pity you can't see me in my war-paint and 
feathers," she remarked; "if I had known how kind you are to the 
poor savages I would have brought over my native costume!" Lord 
Warburton had travelled through the United States and knew much 
more about them than Isabel; he was so good as to say that America 
was the most charming country in the world, but his recollections 
of it appeared to encourage the idea that Americans in England 
would need to have a great many things explained to them. "If I 
had only had you to explain things to me in America!" he said. 
"I was rather puzzled in your country; in fact I was quite bewil
dered, and the trouble was that the explanations only puzzled me 
more. You know I think they often gave me the wrong ones on pur� 
pose; they're rather clever about that over there. But when I explain 
you can trust me; about what I tell you there's no mistake." There 
was no mistake at least about his being very intelligent and culti
vated and knowing almost everything in the world. Although he 
gave the most interesting and thrilling glimpses Isabel felt he never 
did it to exhibit himself, and though he had had rare chances and 
had tumbled in, as she put it, for high prizes, he was as far as possi
�le from making a merit of it. He had enjoyed the best things of 
life, but they had not spoiled his sense of proportion. His quality 
was a mixture of the effect of rich experience-oh, so easily come 
byl-with a modesty at times almost boyish; the sweet and whole
some savour of which-it was as agreeable as something tasted
lost nothing from the addition of a tone of responsible kindness. 

"I like your specimen English gentleman very much/' lsabel said 
to Ralph after Lord Warburton had gone. 

"I like him too-I love him well," Ralph returned. "But I pity 
him more." 

Isabel looked at him askance. "Why, that seems to me his only 
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fault-that one can't pity him a little. He appears to have every
thing, to know everything, to be everything." 

"Oh, he's in a bad way!" Ralph insisted. 
"I suppose you ,don't mean in health?"· 
"No, as to that he's detestably sound. What I mean is that he's a 

man with a great position who's playing all sorts of tricks with it. 
He doesn't take himself seriously." 

"Does he regard himself as a joke?" 
"Much worse; he regards himself as an imposition-as an abuse." 
"Well, perhaps he is," said Isabel. 
�'Perhaps he is-though on the whole I don't think so .. But in 

that case what's more pitiable than a sentient, self-eonscious abuse 
planted by other hands, deeply rooted but aching with a sense of its 
injustice? For me, in his place, I could be as _solemn as a statue of 
Buddha. He occupies a position that appeals to my imagination. 
Great responsibilities, great opportuniti·es., great consideration, great 
wealth, great power, a natural share in the public affairs of a great 
country. But he's all in a muddle about himself, his position, his 
power, and indeed about everything in the world. He's the victim ·of 
a critical age; he has ceased to believe in himself and he doesn't 
know what to believe in. When I attempt to tell him (because if I 
were he I know very well what I should believe in) he calls me a 
pampered bigot. I believe he seriously thinks me an awful Philis
tine; he says I don't understand my time. I understand it certainly 
better than he, ,vho can neither abolish himself as a nuisance nor 
maintain himself as an institutiO'n." 

"He doesn't look very wretched," Isabel observed. 
"Possibly not; though, being a man of a good deal of charming 

taste, I think he often has uncomfortable hours. But what is it to 
say of a being of his opportunities that he's not miserable? Besides, 
I believe he is."

"I don't," said Isabel. 
"Well," her cousin rejoined, "if he isn't he ought to be!'" 
In the afternoon she spent an hour with her uncle on the lawn, 

where the old man sat, as usual, with his shawl over his legs and his 
large cup of diluted tea in his hands. In the course of conversation 
he asked her what she thought of their late visitor. 

Isabel was prompt. "I think he's chal'tTling.�� 
"He's a nice person," said Mr. Touchett, "but I don't recom

mend you to fall in love with him." 
"I shall not do it then; I sha11 never fall in love but on your rec

ommendation. Moreover," Isabel added, "my cousin gives me rather 
a sad account of Lord Warburton.'' 

"Oh, indeed? I don't know what there may be to say, but you 
must remember that Ralph must talk." 
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"He thinks your friend's too subversive--or not subversive 
enough! I don't quite understand which," said lsabel. 

The old man shook his head slowly, smiled and put down his 
cup. "I don't know which either. He goes very far, but ifs quite 
possible he doesn't go far enough. He seems to want to do away 
with a good many things, but he seems to want to remain himself. I 
suppose that's natural, but it's rather inconsistent." 

"Oh, I hope he'll remain himself," said Isabel. "If he were to be 
done away with his friends would miss him sadly." 

"Well," said the old man, "I guess he'll stay and amuse his 
friends. I should certainly miss him very much here at Gardencourt. 
He always amuses me when he co1nes over, and I think he amuses 
himself as well. There's a considerable number like him, round in 
society; they're very fashionable just now. I don't know what they're 
trying to do-whether they're trying to get up a revolution. I hope 
at any rate they'll put it off till after I'm gone. You see they want 
to disestablish 1 everything; but I'm a pretty big landowner here, 
and I don't \\Tant to be disestablished. I wouldn't have come over if 
I had thought they were going to behave like that," Mr. Touchett 
went on with expanding hilarity. "I came over because I thought 
England was a safe country. I call it a regular fraud if they are 
going to introduce any considerable changes; there'll be a large 
number disappointed in that case." 

"Oh, I do hope they'll make a revolution!" Isabel exclaimed. "I 
should delight in seeing a revolution." 

"Let me see," said . her uncle, with a humorous intention; "I 
forget whether you're on the side of the old or on the side of the 
new. I've heard you take such opposite views." 

"I'm on the side of both. I guess I'm a little on the side of every
thing. In a revolution-after it was well begun-I think I should be 
a high, proud loyalist. One sympathises more with them, and 
they've a chance to behave so exquisitely. I mean so picturesquely." 

"I don't know that I understand what you mean by behaving pic
turesquely, but it seems to me that you do that always, my dear." 

"Oh, you lovely man, if I could believe that!" the girl inter
rupted. 

"I'm afraid, after all, you won't have the pleasure of going grace
fully to the guillotine here just now," Mr. Touchett went on. "If 
you want to see a big outbreak you must pay us a long visit. You 
see, when you come to the point it wouldn't suit them to be taken 
at their word." 

"Of whom are you speaking?" 

"Well, I megn Lord Warburton «nd hi� friends-the radicah of 

I. To aJter the status of something established by authority or general acceptance. Often, it meant
depriving the church of official government support.
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the upper class. Of course I only know the way it strikes me. They 
ta]k about the changes, but I don't think they quite realise. You and 
I, you know, we know what it is to have lived under democratic 
institutions: I a1\vays thought them very comfortable, but I was 
used to them from the first. And then I ain't a lord; you're a lady, 
my dear, but I ain't a lord. Now over here I don't think it quite 
comes home to them. Ifs a matter of every day and every hour, and 
I don't think many of them wou]d find it as pleasant as what 
they've got. Of course if they want to try, it's their own business; 
but I expect they won't try very hard." 

"Don't you think they're sincere?" Isabel asked. 
"Well, they want to feel earnest," Mr. Touchett a1lowed; "but it 

seems as if they took it out in theories mostly. 1beir radical views 
are a kind of amusement; they've got to have some amusement, and 
they might have coarser tastes than that. You see they're very luxuri
ous, and these progressive ideas are about their biggest luxury. They 
make them feel moral and yet don't damage their position. They 
think a great deal of their position; don't let one of them ever per
suade you he doesn't, for if you were to proceed on that basis you'd 
be pulled up very short." 

Isabel followed her uncle's argument, which he unfolded with his 
quaint distinctness, most attentively, and though she was unac
quainted \vith the British aristocracy she found it in harmony with 
her general impressions of human nature. But she felt moved to put 
in a protest on Lord Warburton's behalf. "I don't believe Lord 
Warburton's a humbug; I don't care what the others are. I should 
like to see Lord Warburton put to the test." 

"Heaven deliver me from my friends!" Mr. Touchett answered. 
"Lord Warburton's a very amiable young man-a very fine young 
man. He has a hundred thousand a year. He owns fifty thousand 
acres of the soil of this little island and ever so many other things 
besides. He has half a dozen houses to live in. He has a seat in Par
liament as I have one at my own dinner-table. He has elegant tastes 
--cares for literature, for art, for science, for charming young ladies. 
The most elegant is his taste for the new views. It affords him a 
great deal of pleasure-more perhaps than anything else, except the 
young ladies. His old house over there-what does he ca11 it, Lock
leigh ?-is very attractive; but I don't think it's as pleasant as this. 
That doesn't matter, however-he has so many others. His views 
don't hurt any one as far as I can see; they certainly don't hurt him
self. And if there were to be a revolution he would come off very 
easily. They wouldn't touch him, they'd leave him as he is: he's too 
much liked." 

"Ah, he couldn't be a martyr even if he wished!" Isabel sighed. 
"That's a very poor position." 
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"He'll never be a martyr unless you make him one," said the old 
man. 

Isabel shook her head; there might have been something laugh
able in the fact that she did it with a touch of melancholy. "I shall 
never make any one a martyr." 

"You'll never be one, I hope." 
"I hope not. But you don't pity Lord Warburton then as Ralph 

does?" 
Her uncle looked at her a while with genial acuteness. "Yes, I do, 

after all!" 

IX 

The two Misses Molyneux, this nobleman's sisters, came pres
ently to caII upon her, and Isabel took a fancy to the young ladies, 
who appeared to her to show a most original stamp. It is true that 
when she described them to her cousin by that term he declared 
that no epithet could be less applicable than this to the two Misses 
Molyneux, since there were fifty thousand young women in Eng
land who exactly resembled them. Deprived of this advantage, how
ever, Isabel's visitors retained that of an extreme sweetness and shy
ness of demeanour, and of having, as she thought, eyes like the bal
anced basins, the circles of "ornamental water," set, in parterres,1 
among the geraniums. 

"They're not morbid, at any rate, whatever they are," our hero
ine said to herself; and she deemed this a great charm, for two or 
three of the friends of her girlhood had been regrettably open to 
the charge ( they would have been so nice without it), to say noth
ing of Isabel's having occasionally suspected it as a tendency of her 
own. The Misses Molyneux were not in their first youth, but they 
had bright, fresh complexions and something of the smile of child
hood. Yes, their eyes, which Isabel admired, were round, quiet and 
contented, and their figures, also of a generous roundness, were 
encased in sealskin jackets. Their friendliness was great, so great 
that they were almost en1barrassed to show it; they seemed some
what afraid of the young lady from the other side of the world and 
rather looked than spoke their good wishes. But they made it clear 
to her that they hoped she would come to luncheon at Lockleigh, 
where they lived with their brother, and then they might see her 
very, very often. They ,,;ondered if she wouldn't come over some 
day and sleep: they were expecting some people on the twenty
ninth, so perhaps she would come while the people were there. 

"I'm afraid it isn't any one very remarkable," said the elder sister; 
"but I dare say you'll take us as you find us." 

1. Areas and paths devoted to ornamental flower beds.
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"I shall find you delightful; I think you're enchanting just as you 
are,"replied Isabel, who often praised profusely. 

Her visitors flushed, and her cousin told her, after they were 
gone, that if she said such things to those poor girls they would 
think she was in some wild, free manner practising on them: he was 
sure it was the first time they had been called enchanting. 

"I can't help it," Isabel answered. "I think it's lovely to be so 
quiet and reasonable and satisfied. I should like to be like that." 

"Heaven forbid!" cried Ralph with ardour. 
"I mean to try and imitate them," said Isabel. "I want very much 

to see them at home." 
She had this pleasure a few days later, when, with Ralph and his 

mother, she drove over to Lockleigh. She found the Misses Moly
neux sitting in a vast drawing-room ( she perceived afterwards it was 
one of several) in a wilderness of faded chintz; they were dressed on 
this occasion in black velveteen. Isabel liked them even better at 
home than she had done at Gardencourt, and was more than ever 
struck with the fact that they were not morbid. It had seemed to 
her before that if they had a fault it was a want of play of mind; 
but she presently saw they were capable of deep emotion. Before 
luncheon she was alone with them for some time, on one side of 
the room, \vhile Lord Warburton, at a distance, talked to Mrs. 
Touchett. 

"Is it true your brother's such a great radical?" Isabel asked. She 
knew it was true, but we have seen that her interest in human 
nature was keen, and she had a desire to draw the Misses Molyneux 
out. 

"Oh dear, yes; he's immensely advanced,,
, 

said Mildred, the 
younger sister. 

"At the same time Warburton's very reasonable," Miss Molyneux 
observed. 

Isabel watched him a moment at the other side of the room; he 
was clearly trying hard to make himself agreeable to Mrs. Touchett. 
Ralph had met the frank advances of one of the dogs before the fire 
that the temperature of an English August, in the ancient expanses, 
had not made an impertinence. "Do you suppose your brother's sin
cere?" Isabel enquired with a smile,. 

"Oh, he must be, you know!" Mildred .exclaimed quickly, while 
the elder sister gazed at our heroine in silence. 

"Do you think he would stand the test?'' 
"The test?" 
"I mean for instance having to give up all this." 
"Having to give up Lockleigb?" said Miss Molyneux, finding her 
. 

voice. 
"Yes, and the other places; what .are they called?" 
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The two sisters exchanged an almost frightened glance. "Do you 
mean-do you mean on account of the expense?" the younger one 
asked. 

"I dare say he might let one or two of his houses," said the other. 
''Let them for nothing?'' Isabel demanded. 
"I can't fancy his giving up his property," said Miss Molyneux. 
"Ah, I'm afraid he is an impostor!" Isabel returned. "Don't you 

think it's a false position?" 
Her companions, evidently, had lost themselves. "My brother's 

position?., Miss Molyneux enquired. 
"It's thought a very good position," said the younger sister. "It's 

the first position in this part of the county." 
"I dare say you think me very irreverent," Isabel took occasion to 

remark. "I suppose you revere your brother and are rather afraid of 
him." 

"Of course one looks up to one's brother," said Miss Molyneu� 
simply. 

"If you do that he must be very good-because you, evidently,
are beautifully good.,

, 

"He's most kind. It will never be known, the good he does." 
"His ability is known," Mildred added; "every one thinks ifs 

immense." 
"Oh, I can see that," said Isabel. "But if I were he I should wish 

to fight to the death: I mean for the heritage of the past. I should 
hold it tight." 

"I think one ought to be liberal," Mildred a-rgued gently. "We've 
al\vays been so, even from the earliest times." 

''.c-\h ,vell," said Isabel, "you've made a great success of it; I don't 
wonder you like it. I see you're very fond of crewels." 

When Lord Warburton showed her the house, after luncheon, it 
seemed to her a matter of course that it should be a noble picture. 
Within, it had been a good deal modernised-some of its best 
points had lost their purity; but as they saw it from the gardens, a 
stout grey pile, of the softest, deepest, most weather-fretted hue, 
rising from a broad, still moat, it affected the young visitor as a 
castle in a legend. The day was cool and rather lustreless; the first 
note of autumn had been struck, and the watery sunshine rested on 
the walls in blurred and desultory gleams, washing them, as it were, 
in places tenderly chosen, where the ache of antiquity was keenest. 
Her host's brother, the Vicar, had come to luncheon, and Isabel 
had had five minutes' talk with him-time - enough to institute a 

�(jarch for a riGh eccle�ia�tici�m and &ivc it up a� vain, Th� mar� of 
the Vicar of Lockleigh were a big, athletic figure, a candid, natural 
countenance, a capacious appetite and a tendency to indiscriminate 
laughter. Isabel learned afterwards from her cousin that before 
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taking orders he had been a mighty wrestler and that he was still, 
on occasion-in the privacy of the family circle as it were-quite 
capable of flooring his man. Isabel liked him-she was in the mood 
for liking everything; but her imagination was a good deal taxed to 
think of him as a source of spiritual aid. The whole party, on leav
ing lunch, went to walk in the grounds; but Lord Warburton exer
cised some ingenuity in engaging his least familiar guest in a stroll 
apart from the others. 

"I wish you to see the place properly, seriously," he said. "You 
can't do so if your attention is distracted by irrelevant gossip." His 
own conversation ( though he told Isabel a good deal about the 
house, which had a very curious history) was not purely archreolog
ical; he reverted at intervals to matters more personal-matters per
sonal to the young lady as well as to himself. But at last, after a pause 
of some duration, returning for a moment to their ostensible theme, 
"Ah, well," l1e said, "I'm very glad indeed you like the old barrack. 
I wish you could see more of it-that you could stay here a while. 
My sisters have taken an immense fancy to you-if that would be 
any inducement." 

"There's no want to inducements," Isabel answered; "but I'm 
afraid I can't make engagements. I'm quite in my aunt's hands." 

"Ah, pardon me if I say I don't exactly believe that. I'm pretty 
sure-you can do whatever you want." 

"I'm sorry if I make that impression on you; I don't think it's a 
nice impression to make.'' 

"It has the merit of permitting me to hope." And Lord Warbur-
ton paused a moment. 

"To hope what?" 
"That in future I may see you often." 
"Ah," said Isabel, "to enjoy that pleasure I needn't be so terribly 

emancipated.'' 
"Doubtless not; and yet, at the same time, I don't think your 

uncle likes me." 
"You're very much mistaken. I've heard him speak very highly of 

you." 
"I'm glad you have talked about me," said Lord Warburton. 

"But, I nevertheless don't think he'd like me to keep coming to 
Gardencourt." 

"I can't answer for my uncle's tastes," the girl rejoined, "though 
I ought as far as possible to take them into account. But for myself 
I shall be very glad to see you." 

"Now that's what I like to hear you say. I'm charmed when you 
say that." 

"You're easily charmed, my lord," said Isabel. 
"No, I'm not easily charmed!" And then he stopped a moment. 

"But you've charmed me, Miss Archer." 
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These words were uttered with an indefinable sound which star
tled the girl; it struck her as the prelude to something grave: she 
had heard the sound before and she recognised it. She had no wish, 
however, that for the moment such a prelude should have a sequel, 
and she said as gaily as possible and as quickly as an appreciable 
degree of agitation would allow her: "I'm afraid there's no prospect 
of my being able to come here again." 

"Never?" said Lord Warburton. 
"I won't say 'never'; I should feel very melodramatic." 
"May I come and see you then some day next week?" 
"Most assuredly. What is there to prevent it?" 
"Nothing tangible. But with you I never feel safe. I've a sort of 

sense that you're always summing people up." 
"You don't of necessity lose by that.'' 
"It's very kind of you to say so; but, even if I gain, stem justice is 

not what I most love. Is Mrs. Touchett going to take you abroad?" 
"I hope so." 
"Is England not good enough for you?" 
"That's a very Machiavellian speech; it doesn't deserve an 

answer. I want to see as many countries as I can." 
''Then you'll go on judging, I suppose.'' 
"Enjoying, I hope, too." 
"Yes, that's what you enjoy most; I can't make out what you're 

up to," said Lord Warburton. Hy ou strike me as having mysterious 
purposes-vast designs.'' 

"You're so good as to have a theory about me which I don't at all 
fill out. Is there anything mysterious in a purpose entertained and 
executed every year, in the most public manner, by fifty thousand of 
my fellow-eountrymen-the purpose of improving one's mind by 
foreign travel?" 

"You can't improve your mind, Miss Archer," her companion 
declared. "It's already a most formidable instrument. It looks down 
on us all; it despises us." 

"Despises you? You're making fun of me," said Isabel seriously. 
"Well, you think us 'quaint'-that's the same thing. I won't be 

thought 'quaint,' to begin with; I'm not so in the least. I protest." 
"'Ibat protest is one of the quaintest things I've ever heard," 

Isabel answered with a smile. 
Lord Warburton was briefly silent. "You judge only from the 

outside-you don't care," he said presently. "You only care to 
amuse yourself." The note she had heard in his voice a moment 
before reappeared, and 1nixed with it now was an audible strain of 
bitterness-a bitterness so abrupt and inconsequent that the girl 
was afraid she had hurt him. She had often heard that the English 
are a highly eccentric people, and she had even read in some inge
nious author that they are at bottom the most romantic of races. 
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Was Lord Warburton suddenly turning romantic-was he going to 
make her a scene, in his own house, only the third time they had 
met? She was reassured quickly enough by her sense of his great 
good manners, which was not impaired by the fact that he had 
already touched the furthest limit of good taste in expressing his 
admiration of a young lady who had confided in his hospitality. She 
was right in trusting to his good manners, for he presently went on, 
laughing a little and without a trace of the accent that had discom
posed her: "I don't mean of course that you amuse yourself with 
trifles. You select great materials; the foibles, the afflictions of 
human nature, the peculiarities of nations!" 

"As regards that," said Isabel, "I should find in my own nation 
entertainment for a lifetime. But we've a long drive, and my aunt 
will soon wish to start.'' She turned back toward the others and 
Lord Warburton walked beside her in silence. But before they 
reached the others, "I sha11 come and see you next week," he said. 

She had received an appreciable shock, but as it died away she 
felt that she couldn't pretend to herself that it was altogether a 
painful one. Nevertheless she 1nade answer to his declaration, coldly 
enough, "Just as you please." And her coldness was not the calcula
tion of her effect-a game she played in a much smaller degree 
than would have seemed probable to m,any critics. It came from a 
certain fear. 

X 

The day after her visit to Lockleigh she received a note from her 
friend Miss Stackpole-a note of which the envelope, exhibiting in 
conjunction the postmark of Liverpool and the neat calligraphy of 
the quick-fingered Henrietta, caused her some liveliness of emotion. 
"Here I am, my lovely friend," Miss Stackpole wrote; "I managed to 
get off at last. I decided only the night before I left New York-the 
Interviewer having come round to my figure. I put a few things into 
a bag, like _a veteran journalist, and came down to the steamer in a 
street-car. Where are you and where can we meet? I suppose you're 
visiting at some castle or other and have already acquired the cor
rect accent. Perhaps even you have married a ]ord; I almost hope 
you have, for I want some introductions to the first people and shall 
count on you for a few. The Interviewer wants some light on the 
nobility. My first impressions ( of the people at large) are not rose
coloured; but I wish to talk them over with you, and you know 
that, whatever I am, at least l'm not superficial. I've also something 
very particular to tell you. Do appoint a meeting as quickly as you 
can; come lo London ( I should li.ke so much to visit the sights with 
you} or else let me come to you, wherever you are. I will do so with 
pleasure; for you know everything interests me and I wish to see as 
much as possible of the inner life." 
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Isa be] judged best not to show this letter to her uncle; but she 
acquainted him with its purport, and, as she expected, he begged 
her instantly to assure Miss Stackpole, in his name,- that he should 
be delighted to receive her at Gardencourt. "Though she's a literary 
lady," he said, "I suppose that, being an American, she won't show 
me up, as that other one did. She has seen others like me.'' 

"She has seen no other so delightful!" Isabel answered; but she 
was not altogether at ease about Henrietta's reproductive instincts, 
which belonged to that side of her friend's character which she 
regarded with least complacency. She wrote to Miss Stackpole, how
ever, that she would be very welcome under Mr. Touchett's roof; 
and this alert young woman lost no time in announcing her prompt 
approach. She had gone up to London, and it was from that centre 
that she took the train for the station nearest to Gardencourt, 
where Isabel and Ralph were in waiting to receive her. 

"Shall I love her or shall I hate her?" Ralph asked while they 
moved along the platform. 

"Whichever you do will matter very little to her," said Isabel. 
"She doesn't care a straw what men think of her." 

"As a man I'm bound to dislike her then. She must be a kind of 
monster. Is she very ugly?" 

"No, she's decidedly pretty." 
"A female interviewer-a reporter in petticoats? I'm very curious 

to see her," Ralph conceded. 
"It's very easy to laugh at her but it is not easy to be as brave as 

she." 
"I should think not; crimes of violence: and attacks on the person 

require more or less pluck. Do you suppose she'll interview me?"

"Never in the world. She'll not think you of enough import
ance." 

"You'll see," said Ralph. "She'll send a description of us all, 
including Bunchie, to her newspaper." 

"I shall ask her not to," Isabel answered. 
"You think she's capable of it then?" 
"Perfectly." 
"And yet you've made her your bosom-friend?" 
"I've not made her my bosom-friend; but I like her in spite of 

her faults." 
"Ah well," said -Ralph, "I'm afraid I shall dislike her in spite of 

her merits." 
"You'll probably fall in love with her at the end of three days." 
"And have my love-letters published in the Interviewer? Never!" 

cried the young man. 
The train presently arrived, and Miss Stackpole, promptly 

descending, proved, as Isabel had promised, quite delicately, even 
though rather provincially, fair. She was a neat, plump person, of 
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medium stature, with a round face, a small mouth, a delicate com
plexion, a bunch of light brown ringlets at the back of her head and 
a peculiarly open, surprised-looking eye. The most striking point in 
her appearance was the remarkable fixedness of this organ, which 
rested without impudence or defiance, but as if in conscientious 
exercise of a natural right, upon every object it happened to encoun
ter. It rested in this manner upon Ralph himself, a little arrested by 
Miss Stackpo1e's gracious and comfortable aspect, which hinted that 
it wouldn't be so easy as he had assumed to disapprove of her. She 
rustled, she shimmered, in fresh, dove-coloured draperies, and Ralph 
saw at a glance that she was as crisp and new and comprehensive as 
a first issue before the folding. From top to toe she had probably no 
n1isprint. She spoke in a clear, high voice-a voice not rich but 
loud; yet after she had taken her place with her companions in Mr. 
Touchett's carriage she struck him as not all in the large type, the 
type of horrid "headings," that he had expected. She answered the 
enquiries made to her by Isabel, however, and in which the young 
man ventured to join, with copious lucidity; and later, in the library 
at Gardencourt, when she had made the acquaintance of Mr. 
Touchett (his wife not having thought it necessary to appear) did 
more to give the measure of her confidence in her powers. 

"Well, I should like to know whether you consider yourselves 
American or English," she broke out. "If once I knew I could talk to 
you accordingly.'' 

"Talk to us anyhow and we shall be thankful," Ralph liberally 
answered. 

She fixed her eyes on him, and there was something in their char-
acter that reminded him of large polished buttons-buttons that 
might have fixed the elastic loops of some tense receptacle: he 
seemed to see the reflection of surrounding objects on the pupil. The 
expression of a button is not usually deemed human, but there was 
something in Miss Stackpole's gaze that made him, as a very 
modest man, feel vaguely embarrassed-less inviolate, more dishon
oured, than he liked. This sensation, it must be added, after he had 
spent a day or two in her company, sensibly diminished, though it 
never wholly lapsed. "I don't suppose that you're going to under
take to persuade me that you're an American," she said. 

"To please you I'll be an Englishman, I'll be a Turk!" 
"Well, if you can change about that way you're very welcome," 

Miss Stackpole returned. 
"I'm sure you undertand everything and that differences of 

nat.ionality are no barrier to you," Ralph went on. 
Miss Stackpole gazed at him still. "Do you mean the foreign lan

guages?'' 
"The languages are nothing. I mean the spirit-the genius." 
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"I'm not sure that I understand you," said the correspondent of 
the Interviewer; "but I expect I shall before I leave." 

"He's what's called a cosmopolite," Isabel suggested. 
"That means he's a little of everything and not much of any. I 

must say I think patriotism is like charity-it begins at home." 
" .. Ah, but where does home begin, Miss Stackpole?" Ralph 

enquired. 
"I don't know where it begins, but I know where it ends. It 

ended a long time before I got here." 
"Don't you like it over here?" asked Mr. Touchett with his aged, 

innocent voice. 
"Well, sir, I haven't quite made up 1ny mind what ground I shall 

take. I feel a good deal cramped. I felt it on the journey from Liver .. 
pool to London." 

"Perhaps you were in a crowded carriage," Ralph suggested. 
"Yes, but it was crowded with friends-a party of Americans 

whose acquaintance I had made upon the steamer; a lovely group 
from Little Rock, Arkansas. In spite of that I felt cramped-I felt 
something pressing upon me; I couldn't tell what it was. I felt at 
the very commencement as if I were not going to accord with the 
atmosphere. But I suppose I shall .make my own atmosphere. That's 
the true way-then you can breathe. Your surroundings seem very 
attractive." 

"Ah, we too are a lovely group!" said Ralph. "Wait a little and 
you'll see." 

Miss Stackpole showed every disposition to wait and evidently 
was prepared to make a considerable stay at Gardencourt. She occu
pied herself in the mornings with literary labour; but in spite of this 
Isabel spent many hours \vith her friend, ,vho, once her daily task 
per ormed, deprecated, in fact defied, isolation. Isabel speedily 
found occasion to desire her to desist from celebrating the charms 
of their common sojourn in print, having discovered, on the second 
morning of Miss Stackpole' s visit, that she was engaged on a letter 
to the Interviewer, of which the title, in her exquisitely neat and 
legible hand ( exactly that of the copybooks which our heroine 
remembered at school) was "Americans and Tudors-Glimpses of 
Gardencourt." Miss Stackpole, with the best conscience in the 
world, offered to read her letter to Isabel, who immediately put in 
her protest. 

"I don't think you ought to do that. I don't think you ought to 
describe the place." 

Henrietta gazed at her as usual. "Why, ifs just what the people 
want, and it's a lovely place .. " 

"It's too lovely to be put in the newspapers, and it's not what my 
uncle wants." 
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"Don't you believe that!" cried Henrietta. "They're always 
delighted afterwards. n

"My uncle won't be delighted-nor my cousin either. They'll 
consider it a breach of hospitality." 

Miss Stackpole showed no sense of confusion; she simply wiped 
her pen, very neatly, upon an elegant little i1nplen1ent which she 
kept for the purpose, and put away her manuscript. "Of course if 
you don't approve I won't do it; but I sacrifice a beautiful subject." 

"There are plenty of other subjects, there are subjects all round 
you. We'H take some drives; 1'11 show you some charming scenery." 

"Scenery's not my deparbnent; I always need a human interest. 
You know I'1n deeply human, Isabel; I always was/' Miss Stackpole 
rejoined. "I was going to bring in your cousin-the alienated Ameri
can. There's a great de1nand just now for the alienated American, 
and your cousin's a beautiful specimen. I should have handled l1im 
severely." 

"He would have died of it! n Isabel exclai1ned. "Not of the sever
ity, but of the publicity." 

"Well, I should have liked to kill him a little. And I should have 
delighted to do your uncle, who seems to me a much nobler type
the An1erican faithful still. He's a grand old man; I don't see how 
he can obj·ect to my paying hi1n honour." 

Isabel looked at her companion in much wonderment; it struck 
her as strange that a nature in which she found so much to esteem 
should break down so in spots. "My poor 1-Ienrietta," she said, 
"you've no sense of privacy." 

Henrietta coloured deeply, and for a moment her brilliant eyes 
were suffused, while Isabel found her 1nore than ever inconsequent. 
"You do me great injustice," said Miss Stackpole with dignity. "I've 
never written a word about myself!" 

"I'm very sure of that; but it seems to me one should be modest 
for others also!" 

"Ah, that's very good!" cried 1-lenrietta, s�izing her pen again. 
"Just let me make a note of it and I'll put it in somewhere." She 
was a thoroughly good-natured woman, and half an hour later she 
,vas in as cheerful a mood as should have been looked for in a news
paper-lady in \\'ant of rr1atter. "I >ve promised to do the social side," 
she said to Isabel; "and how can I do it unless I get ideas? If I can't 
describe this place don't you know some. place I can describe?" 
Isabel promised she \Vould bethink herself, and the next day, in 
conversation with her friend, she happened to mention her visit to 
Lord \Varburton's ancient house. "Ah, you must take me there
that's just the place for me!" Miss Stackpole cried. "I must get a 
glimpse of the nobility." 

"I can't take you," said Isabel; "but Lord Warburton's coming 
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here, and you'll have a chance to see him and observe him. Only if 
you intend to repeat his conversation I shall certainly give him 
warning." 

"Don't do that," her companion pleaded; "I want him to be nat .. 
I " ura 

"An Englishman's never so natural as when he's holding his 
tongue," Isabel declared. 

It was not apparent, at the end of three days, that her cousin had, 
according to her prophecy, lost his heart to their visitor, though he 
had spent a good deal of time in her society. They strolled about 
the park together and sat under the trees, and in the afternoon, 
when it was delightful to float along the Thames, Miss Stackpole 
occupied a place in the boat in which hitherto Ralph had had but a 
single con1panion. Her presence proved somehow less irreducible to 
soft particles than Ralph had expected in the natural perturbation 
of his sense of the perfect solubility of that of his cousin; for the 
correspondent of the Interviewer prompted mirth in him, and he 
had long since decided that the crescendo of mirth should be the 
flower of his declining days. I-Ienrietta, on her side, failed a little to 
justify Isabel's declaration \\1ith regard to her indifference to mascu
line opinion; for poor Ralph appeared to have presented himself to 
her as an irritating problen1, which it would be almost immoral not 
to work out. 

"What does he do for a living?" she asked of Isabel the evening 
of her arrival. "Does he go round all day with his hands in his pock
ets?" 

"He does nothing," smiled Isabel; ''he's a gentleman of large lei-
sure." 

"Well, I call that a shame when I have to work like a car-eon
ductor," Miss Stackpole replied. "I should like to show him up." 

"He's in wretched health; he's quite unfit for work," Isabel urged. 
"Pshaw! don't you believe it. I work when I'm sick," cried her 

friend. Later, ,vhen she stepped into the boat on joining the water
party, she remarked to Ralph that she supposed he hated her and 
would like to drown her. 

'\i\h no," said Ralph, "I keep my victims for a slower torture. 
And you'd be such an interesting onel" 

"Well, you do torture me; I may say that. But I shock all your 
prejudices; that's one comfort." 

"My prejudices? I haven't a prejudice to bless myself with. 
There's intellectual poverty for you." 

"The more shan1e to you; I've some delicious ones. Of course I 

spoil your flirtation, or whatever it is you call it, with your cousin, 
but I don't care for that, as I render her the service of drawing you 
out. She'll see how thin you are." 
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"Ah, do draw me out!" Ralph exclaimed. ''So few people ,vill 
take the trouble." 

Miss Stackpole, in this undertaking, appeared to shrink fron1 no 
effort; resorting largely, whenever the opportunity offered, to the 
natural expedient of interrogation. On the following day the 
weather was bad, and in the afternoon the young n1an, by way of 
providing indoor an1usement, offered to show her the pictures. Hen
rietta strolled through the long gallery in his society, while he 
pointed out its principal ornaments and mentioned the painters and 
subjects. Miss Stackpole looked at the pictures in perfect silence, 
comn1itting l1erself to no opinion, and Ralph was gratified by the 
fact that she delivered herself of none of the little ready-n1ade ejacu
lations of delight of which the visitors to Gardencourt were so fre
quently lavis·h. This young lady indeed, to do her justice, was but 
little addicted to the use of conventional terms; there was some
thing earnest and inventive in her tone, which at times, in its 
strained deliberation, suggested a person of high culture speaking a 
foreign language. Ralph Tonchett subsequently learned that she had 
at one tin1e officiated as art-critic to a journal of the other world; 
but she appeared, in spite of this fact, to carry in her pocket none 
of the small change of admiration. Suddenly, just after he had 
called her attention to a charming Constable,1 she turned and 
looked at him as if he himself had been a picture. 

"Do you always spend your time like this?" she demanded. 
"I seldom spend it so agreeably." 
"Well, you kno,v what I mean-without any regular occupa

tion." 
''Ah," said Ralph, "I'm the idlest man living.'' 
Miss Stackpole directed her gaze to the Constable again, and 

Ralph bespoke her attention for a small Lancret2 hanging near it, 
,vhich represented a gentleman in a pink doublet and hose and a 
ruff, leaning against the pedestal of the statue of a nymph in a 
garden and playing the guitar to two ladies seated on the grass. 
"That's my ideal of a regular occupation," he said. 

Miss Stackpole turned to him again, and, though her eyes had 
rested upon the picture, he saw she had missed the subject. She was 
thinking of something much more serious. "I don't see how you can 
reconcile it to your conscience." 

"My dear lady, I have no conscience I"
"Well, I advise you to cultivate one. You'll need it the next time 

you go to America." 
"I shall probably never go again." 
"Are you ashamed to show yourself?" 

1. John Constable (1776-1837), English painter known for landscapes and pastoral scenes.
2. Nicholas Lancret (1690-1743), French painter, whom James thought inferior to his more

e]egantcontemporary, Watteau(ThePainter'sEye(London, 1956], p. 76). [lsted.:"Watteau."]
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Ralph meditated with a mild smile. "I suppose that if one has 
no conscience one has no shame." 

"Well, you've got plenty of assurance," Henrietta declared. "Do 
you consider it right to give up your country?" 

"Ah, one doesn't give up one's country any more than one gives 
up one's grand1nother. They're both antecedent to choice--ele
ments of one's composition that are not to be eliminated." 

"I suppose that 1neans that you've tried and been worsted. What 
do they think of you over here?" 

"They delight in me." 
"That's because you truckle to them." 
''Ah, set it down a little to my natural charm!" Ralph sighed. 
"I don't know anything about your natural charm. If you've got 

any charm it's quite unnatural. Ifs wholly acquired-or at least 
you've tried hard to acquire it, living over here. I don't say you've 
succeeded. It's a charm that I don't appreciate, anyway. Make your
self useful in some wav, and then we'll talk about it." 

., 

"Well, now, tell me what I shall do," said Ralph. 
"Go right home, to begin with." 
"Yes, I see. And then?" 
"Take right hold of something." 
"Well, now, ,vhat sort of thing?" 
''Anything you please, so long as you take hold. Some new idea, 

some b1g work." 
"Is it very difficult to take hold?" Ralph enquired. 
"Not if you put your heart into it." 
"Ah, my heart," said Ralph. "If it depends upon my heart-I" 
"Haven't you got a heart?" 
"I had one a few days ago, but I've lost it since." 
"You're not serious," Miss Stackpole remarked; "that's what's the 

matter with you." But for all this, in a day or two, she again permit
ted him to fix her attention and on the later occasion assigned a dif
ferent cause to her mysterious perversity. "I know what's the matter 
with you, Mr. Touchett," she said. "You think you're too good to 
get married." 

"I thought so till I knew you, Miss Stackpole." Ralph answered; 
"and then I suddenly changed my mind." 

"Oh pshaw!" Henrietta groaned. 
''Then it seemed to me," said Ralph, "that I was not good 

enough." 
"It would improve you. Besides, it's your duty." 
"Ah," cried the young man, "one has so many duties! Is that a 

duty too?" 
"Of course it is-did you never know that before? Ifs every one's 

duty to get married." 
Ralph meditated a moment; he was disappointed. There was 
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son1ething in Miss Stackpole he had begun to like; it seemed to him 
that if she ,vas not a channing woman she was at least a very good 
"sort." She was wanting in distinction, but, as Isabel had said, she 
\vas brave: she went into cages, she flourished lashes, like a spangled 
lion-tamer. He had not supposed her to he capable of vulgar arts, 
but these last words struck him as a false note. When a marriage
able young woman urges matrimony on an unencumbered young 
1nan the most obvious explanation of her conduct is not the altruis-
tic impulse. 

"Ah, well now, there's a good deal to he said about that," Ralph 
rejoined. 

"There may be, but that's the principal thing. I must say I think 
it looks very exclusive, going round all alone, as if you thought no 
woman was good enough for you. Do you think you're better than 
any one else in the world? In America it's usual for people to 
marry." 

"If it's 1ny duty," Ralph asked, "is it not, by analogy, yours as 
,vell?" 

Miss Stackpole's ocular surfaces unwinkingly caught the sun. 
"Have you the fond hope of finding a flaw in my reasoning? Of 
course I've as good a right to marry as any one else." 

"Well then," said Ralph, "I won't say it vexes me to see you 
single. It delights me rather." 

"You're not serious yet. You never will be." 
"Shall you not believe me to be so on the day I tell you I desire 

to give up the practice of going round alone?" 
Miss Stackpole looked at him for a moment in a manner which 

seemed to announce a reply that might technically be called encour
aging. But to his great surprise this expression suddenly resolved 
itse]f into an appearance of alarm and even of resentment. "No, not 
even then," she answered dryly. After which she walked away. 

"I've not conceived a passion for your friend," Ralph said that 
evening to Isabel. "though we talked some time this morning a bout 
·t "1 • 

"And you said something she didn't like,n the girl replied.
Ralph stared. "Has she :complained of me?"
"She told me she thinks there's something very low in the tone

of Europeans towards women." 
"Does she call me a European?" 
"One of the worst. She told me you had said to her something 

that an American never would have said. But she didn't repeat it." 
Ralph treated hin1self to a luxury of laughter. "She's an extraordi

nary co111bination. Did she think I was lllaki.ng love to her?'' 
"No; I believe even Americans do that. But she apparently 

thought you n1istook the intention of something she had said, and 
put an unkind construction on it." 
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"I thought she was p-roposing marriage to me and I accepted her. 
Was that unkind?" 

Isabel smiled. "It was unkind to me. I don't want you to marry." 
"My dear cousin, what's one to do among you all?" Ralph 

demanded. "Miss Stackpole tells me it's my bounden duty, and that 
it's hers, in general, to see I do n1inel" 

"She has a great sense of duty," said Isabel gravely. "She has 
indeed, and it's the motive of everything she says. That's what I 
like her for. She thinks it's unworthy of you to keep so many things 
to yourself. That's what she \vanted to express. If you thought she 
was trying to-to attract you, you were very wrong." 

"It's true it was an odd ,vay, but I did think she ,vas trying to 
attract me. Forgive my depravity." 

"You're verv conceited. She had no interested vie\vs, and never 
supposed you would think she had." 

"One must be very modest then to talk with such women," 
Ralph said humbly. "But it's a very strange type. She's too personal 
--considering that she expects other people not to be. She walks in 
without knocking at the door." 

"Yes," Isabel admitted, "she doesn't sufficiently recognize the 
existence of knockers; and indeed I'n1 not sure that she doesn1t 
think the1n rather a pretentious ornament. She thinks one's door 
should stand ajar. But I persist in liking her." 

"I persist in thinking her too familiar," Ralph rejoined, naturally 
somewhat uncomfortable under the sense of having been doubly 
deceived in Miss Stackpole. 

"Well," said Isabel, smiling, "I'm afraid it's because she's rather 
vulgar that I like her." 

''She would be flattered by your reason!" 
"If I should tell her I wouldn't express it in that way. I should 

say it's because there's something of the 'people' in her." 
"What do you know about the people? and what does she, for 

that matter?" 
"She knows a great deal, and I know enough to feel that she's a 

kind of emanation of the great democracy-of the continent, the 
country, the nation. I don't say that she sun1s it all up, that would 
be too much to ask of her. But she suggests it; she vividly figures 
·t "1 

"You like her then for patriotic reasons. I'm afraid it is on those 
very grounds I object to her." 

"Ah," said Isabel ,vith a kind of joyous sigh, "I like so many 
things! If a thing strikes me w�th a certain intensity I accept it. l

don't want lo swagger, but I suppose I'm rather V�Y�itile. I like
people to be totally different from Henrietta-in the style of Lord 
Warburton's sisters for instance. So long as I look at the Misses 
Molyneux they seem to me to answer a kind of ideal. Then Hen-
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rietta presents herself, and I'm straightway convinced by her; not so 
much in respect to herself as in respect to what masses behind her." 

"Ah, you mean the back view of her," Ralph suggested. 
"\1/hat she says is true," his cousin answered; "you'll never be 

serious. I like the great country stretching away beyond the rivers 
and across the prairies, blooming and smiling and spreading till it 
stops at the green Pacific! /\ strong, sweet, fresh odour seems to rise 
fro1n it, and Henrietta-pardon_ my simile-has something of that 
odour in her garments." 

Isabel blushed a little as she concluded this speech, and the 
blush, together with the momentary ardour she had thrown into it, 
was so becoming to her that Ralph stood smiling at her for a 
moment after she had ceased speaking. "I'm not sure the Pacific's 
so green as that," he said; "but you're a young woman of imagina
tion. Henrietta, however, does smell of the Future-it almost knocks 
one down!" 

XI 

He took a resolve after this not to misinterpret her words even 
when Miss Stackpole appeared to strike the personal note most 
strongly. He bethought himself that persons, in her view, were 
simple and homogeneous organisms, and that he, for his own part, 
was too perverted a representative of the nature of man to have a 
right to deal with her in strict reciprocity. He carried out his resolve 
with a great deal of tact, and the young lady found in renewed con
tact with him no obstacle to the exercise of her genius for 
unshrinking enquiry, the general application of her confidence. 
Her situation at Gardencourt therefore, appreciated as we have seen 
her to be by Isabel and full of appreciation herself of that free play 
of intelligence which, to her sense, rendered Isabel's character a sis
ter-spirit, and of the easy venerableness of Mr. Touchett, whose 
noble tone, as she said, met with her full approval-her situation at 
Gardencourt would have been perfectly comfortable had she not 
conceived an irresistible mistrust of the little lady for whom she had 
at first supposed herself obliged to "allow" as mistress of the house. 
She presently discovered, in truth, that this obligation was of the 
lightest ·and that Mrs. Touchett cared very little how Miss Stack
pole behaved. Mrs. Touchett had defined her to Isabel as both an 
adventuress and a bore-adventuresses usually giving one more of a 
thrill; she had expressed some surprise at her niece's having selected 
such a friend, yet had immediately added that she knew Isabel's 
friends ,vere her own affair and that she had never undertaken to 
like them all or to restrict the girl to those she liked. 

''If you could see none but the people I like, my dear, you'd have 
a very small society," Mrs. Touchett frankly admitted; "and I don't 
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think I like any man or woman well enough to recommend them to 
you. \Vhen it comes to recommending it's a serious affair. I don'� 
like Miss Stackpole-everything about her displeases me; she talks 
so much too loud and looks at one as if one wanted to look at her 
-which one doesn't. I'm sure she has lived all her life in a board
ing-house, and I detest the manners and the liberties of such places.
If you ask me if I prefer my own manners, which you doubtless
think very bad, I'll tell you that I prefer them immensely. Miss
Stackpole knows I detest boarding-house civilisation, and she detests
me for detesting it, because she thinks it the highest in the world.
She'd like Gardencourt a great deal better if it were a boarding
house. For me, I find it almost too much of one! We shall never
get on together therefore, and there's no use trying."

Mrs. Touchett was right in guessing that Henrietta disapproved 
of her, but she had not quite put her finger on the reason. A day or 
two after Miss Stackpole's arrival she had made some invidious 
reflexions on American hotels, which excited a vein of counter-argu .. 
ment on the part of the correspondent of the Interviewer, who in 
the exercise of her profession had acquainted herself, in the western 
world, with every form of caravansary. Henrietta expressed the opin
ion that American hotels were the best in the world, and Mrs. 
Touchett, fresh from a renewed struggle with them, recorded a con
viction that they were the worst. Ralph, with his experimental geni
ality, suggested, by way of healing the breach, that the truth lay 
between the two extremes and that the establishments in question 
ought to be described as fair middling. This contribution to the dis
cussion, however, Miss Stackpole rejected with scorn. Middling 
indeed! If they were not the best in the world they were the worst, 
but there was nothing middling about an American hotel. 

"We judge from different points of view, evidently," said Mrs. 
Touchett. "I like to be treated as an individual; you like to be 
treated as a 'party.' " 

"I don't know what you mean," Henrietta replied. "I like to be 
treated as an American lady." 

"Poor American ladies!" cried Mrs. Touchett with a laugh. 
"They're the slaves of slaves." 

"They' re the companions of freemen," Henrietta retorted. 
"They're the companions of their servants-the Irish chamber-

1naid and the negro waiter. They share their work." 
"Do you call the domestics in an American household 'slaves'?" 

Miss Stackpole enquired. "If that's the way you desire to treat 
them, no wonder you don't like America."

"If you've not good servants you're miserable," Mrs. Touchett 
serenely said. "They're very bad in America, but I've five perfect 
ones in Florence." 
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''I don't see what you want with five," Henrietta- couldn't help 
observing. "I don't think I should Jike to see five persons surround
ing me in that menial position.'' 

"I like them in that position better than in some others," pro
clain1ed Mrs. Touchett with n1uch meaning,. 

"Should you like n1e better if I were your butler, dear?" her h us--
band asked. 

"I don-'t think I should: vou wouldn't at all have the tenue." 1
./ 

"The companions of freemen-I like that, Miss Stackpole," said. 
Ralph. "It's a beautiful description."' 

"When I said free1nen I didn't mean you, sir!"

And this \vas the only reward that Ralph got for his complin1ent. 
Miss Stackpole was baffled; she evidently thought there was some
thing treasonable in Mrs. 'fouchett's appreciation of a class \vhich 
she privately judged to be a 1nysterious survival of feudalisn1. It ,�.,as 
perhaps because her mind \vas oppressed ,vith this image that she

suffered son1e days to elapse before she took occasion to say to 
Isabel: "My dear friend, I wonder if you're growing faithless." 

"Faithless? Faithless to you, Henrietta?" 
"No, that would be a great pain; but it's not that.', 
"Faithless to my country then?" 
HAh, that I hope will never be. When I wrote to you from Liver

pool I said I had someth.ing particular to tell you. You've never 
asked me what it is. Is it because you've suspected?" 

''Suspected what? As a rule I don't think I suspect," said Isabel. 
"I remember now that phrase in your Jetter, but I confess I had for
gotten it. What have you to tell me?" 

Henrietta looked disappointed, and her steady gaze betrayed it. 
"You don't ask that right-as if you thought it important. You're 
changed-you're thinking of other things." 

"Tell me what you mean, and I'll think of that." 
"Will you rea1ly think of it? TI1at's what I wish to be sure of." 
"I've not 111uch control of 111y thoughts, but I'll do my best," said 

Isabel. Henrietta gazed at her, in silence, for a pe-riod which tried 
Isabel's patience, so that our heroine added at last: "Do you mean 
that you're going to be married?" 

"Not till I've seen Europe!" said Miss Stickpole. "What are you 
laughing at?" she went on. "What I n1ean is that Mr. Good.wood 
came out in the steamer with me." 

''Ah!'' Isabel responded. 
"You say that right. I had a good deal of talk with him; he has 

com,e after you." 
"Did l1e tell you so?" 
"No, he told me nothing; that's how I knew it/' said Henrietta 

1. Proper manner, deportment.
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cleverly. "He said very little about you, but I spoke of you a good 
deal." 

Isabel waited. At the mention of Mr. Goodwood's name she had 
turned a little pale. "I'm very sorry you did that," she observed at 
last. 

''It was a pleasure to me, and I liked the way he listened. I could 
have talked a long time to such a listener; he was so quiet, so 
intense; he drank it all in." 

"What did you say about me?" Isabel asked. 
"I said you were on the whole the finest creature I know." 
"I'm very sorry for that. He thinks too well of me already; he 

oughtn't to be encouraged.'' 
"He's dying for a little encouragement. I see his face now, and 

his earnest absorbed look ,vhile I talked. I never saw an ugly man 
look so handsome." 

"He's very simple-minded," said Isabel. "And he's not so ugly." 
"There's nothing so simplifying as a grand passion." 
"It's not a grand passion; I'm very sure it's not that." 
"You don't say that as if you were sure." 
Isabel gave rather a cold smile. "I shall say it better to Mr. Good

\vood himself.'' 
"He'll soon give you a chance," said Henrietta. Isabel offered no 

answer to this assertion, which her companion made with an air of 
great confidence. "He'll find you changed," the latter pursued. 
"You've been affected by your new surroundings." 

"Very likely. I'n1 affected by everything." 
"By everything but Mr. Goodwood!" Miss Stackpole exclaimed 

with a slightly harsh hilarity. 
Isabel failed even to smile back and in a moment she said: "Did 

he ask you to speak to me?" 
"Not in so many words. But his eyes asked it-and his hand

shake, when he bade me good-bye." 
"Thank you for doing so." And Isabel turned away. 
"Yes, you're changed; you've got new ideas over here," her friend 

continued. 
"I hope so," said Isabel; "one should get as many new ideas as 

possible." 
"Yes; but they shouldn't interfere with the old ones when the old 

ones have been the right ones." 
Isabel turned about again. "If you mean that I had any idea with 

regard to Mr. Goodwood-!" But she faltered before her friend's 
implacable glitter. 

"My dear child, you certainly encouraged him." 
Isabel made for the moment as if to deny this charge; instead of 

which, however, she presently answered: "It's very true. I did 
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encourage him.'' ·And then she asked if her companion had learned 
from Mr. Goodwood what he intended to do. It was a concession to 
her curiosity, for she disliked discussing the subject and found Hen
rietta wanting in delicacy. 

"I asked him, and he said he meant to do nothing," Miss Stack
pole answered. "But I don't believe that; he's not a man to do 
nothing. He is a man of high, bold action. Whatever happens to 
him he'll always do something, and whatever he does will always be 
right." 

"I quite believe that." Henrietta -might be wanting in delicacy, 
but it touched the girl, a11 the same, to hear this declaration. 

"Ah, you do care for him1" her visitor rang out. 
"Whatever he does will always be right," Isabel repeated. "When 

a man's of that infallible mould what does it matter to him what 
one feels?" 

"It may not matter to him, but it matters to one's self." 
"Ah, what it matters to me-that's not what we're discussing," 

said Isabel with a cold smile. 
This time her companion was grave. "Well, I don't care; you 

have changed. You're not the girl you were a few short weeks ago, 
and Mr. Goodwood will see it. I expect him here any day." 

"I hope he'll hate me then," said Isabel. 
"I believe you hope it about as much as I believe him capable of 

·t "I • 

To this observation our heroine made no return; she was 
absorbed in the alarm given her by Henrietta's intimation that 
Caspar Goodwood ,vould present himself at Gardencourt. She pre
tended to herself, however, that she thought the event impossible, 
and, later, she communicated her disbelief to her friend. For the 
next forty-eight hours, nevertheless, she stood prepared to hear the 
young man's nan1e announced. The feeling pressed upon her; it 
made the air sultry, as if there were to be a change of weather; and 
the weather, socially speaking, had been so agreeable during Isabel's 
stay at Gardencourt that any change would be for the worse. Her 
suspense indeed was dissipated the second day. She had walked into 
the park in company \vith the sociable Bunchie, and after strolling 
about for some time, in a manner at once listless and restless, had 
seated herself on a garden-bench, within sight of the house, beneath 
a spreading beech, where, in a white dress ornamented with black 
ribbons, she formed among the flickering shadows a graceful and 
harmonious image. She entertained herself for some .moments with 
talking to the little terrier, as to whom the proposal of an ownership 
divided \vith ber cousin l1ad been app1ied as impartially as possible 
-as impartially as Bunchie's own somewhat fickle and inconstant
sympathies \VOtdd allo\v. But she was notified for the first time, on
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this occasion, of the finite character of Bunchie's intellect; hitherto 
she had been mainly struck with its extent. It seemed to her at last 
that she would do well to take a book; formerly, when heavy
hearted, she had been able, with the help of some well-ehosen 
volume, to transfer the seat of consciousness to the organ of pure 
reason. Of late, it was not to be denied, literature had seemed a 
fading light, and even after she had reminded herself that her 
uncle's library was provided with a complete set of those authors 
which no gentleman's collection should be without, she sat motion
less and empty-handed, her eyes bent on the cool green turf of the 
lawn. Her meditations were presently interrupted by the arrival of a 
servant who handed her a letter. The letter bore the London post-
1nark and was addressed in a hand she knew-that came into her 
vision, already so held by him, with the vividness of the writer's 
voice or his face. This document proved short and may be given 
entire. 

MY DEAR Miss ARCHER-I don't know whether you will have 
heard of my coming to England, but even if you have not it will 
scarcely be a surprise to you. You will remember that when you 
gave me my dismissal at Albany, three months ago, I did not accept 
it. I protested against it. You in fact appeared to accept my protest 
and to admit that I had the right on my side. I had come to see you 
with the hope that you would let me bring you over to my convic
tion; my reasons for entertaining this hope had been of the best. 
But you disappointed it; I found you changed, and you were able to 
give me no reason for the change. You admitted that you were 
unreasonable, and it was the only concession you would make; but 
it was a very cheap one, because that's not your character. No, you 
are not, and you never will be, arbitrary or capricious. Therefore it 
is that I believe you will let me see you again. You told me that I'm 
not disagreeable to you, and I believe it; for I don't see why that 
should be. I shall always think of you; I shall never think of any one 
else. I came to England simply because you are here; I couldn't stay 
at home after you had gone: I hated the country because you were 
not in it. If I like this country at present it is only because it holds 
you. I have been to England before, but have never enjoyed it 
much. May I not come and see you for half an hour? This at present 
is the dearest wish of yours faithfully 

CASPAR Gooowooo. 

Isabel read this missive with such deep attention that she had not 
perceived an approacl1ing tread on the soft grass. Loo'king up, how
ever, as she mechanically folded it she saw Lord Warburton stand
ing before her. 
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XII 

She put the letter into her pocket and offered her visitor a smile 
of \velcome, exhibiting no trace of discomposure and half surprised 
at her coolness. 

"They told me you were out here," said Lord Warburton; "and 
as there was no one in the drawing-room and it's really you that I 
wish to see, I came out with no more ado." 

Isabel had got up; she felt a wish, for the moment, that he 
should not sit down beside her. "I was just going indoors.'' 

"Please don't do that; it's much jo11ier here; I've ridden over from 
Lockleigh; it's a lovely day." His smile was peculiarly friendly and 
pleasing, and his whole person seemed to emit that radiance of 
good-feeling and good fare which had formed the charm of the girl's 
first impression of him. It surrounded him like a zone of fine June 
weather. 

"We'll walk about a little then," said Isabel, who could not 
divest herself of the sense of an intention on the part of her visitor 
and \vho wished both to elude the intention and to satisfy her curi
osity about it. It had Bashed upon her vision once before, and it 
had given her on that occasion, as we know, a certain alarm. This 
a1arm was composed of several elements, not all of which were disa
greeable; she had indeed spent some days in analysing them and 
had succeeded in separating the pleasant part of the idea of Lord 
Warburton's "making up" to her fron1 the painful. It may appear 
to some readers that the young lady was both precipitate and 
undu]y fastidious; but the Jatter of these facts, if the charge be true, 
may serve to exonerate her from the discredit of the former. She 
\Vas not eager to convince herself that a territorial magnate, as she 
had heard Lord Warburton called, was smitten with her charms; the 
fact of a declaration from such a source carrying with it really more 
questions than it would answer. She had received a strong impres
sion of his being a "personage," and she had occupied herself in 
examining the image so conveyed. At the risk of adding to the evi
dence of her self-sufficiency it must be said that there had been 
moments when this possibi]ity of admiration by a personage repre
sented to her an aggression almost to the degree .o,f an affront, quite 
to the degree of an inconvenience. She had never yet known a per
sonage; there had been no personages, in this sense, in her life; there 
were probably none such at all in her native land. When she had 
thought of individual eminence she had thought of it on the basis 
of character and wit--0f what one might like in a gentleman's 
mind and in his talk. She herself was a character-she couldn't 11elp 
being aware of that; and hitherto her visions of a completed con
sciousness had concerned themselves largely with moral images-
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things as to which the question would be whether they pleased her 
sublime soul. Lord Warburton loomed up before her, largely and 
brightly, as a collection of attributes and powers which were not to 
be measured by this simple rule, but which demanded a different 
sort of appreciation-an appreciation that the girl, with her habit of 
judging quickly and freely, felt she lacked patience to bestow. He 
appeared to dernand of her something that no one else, as it were, 
had presumed to do. What she felt was that a territorial, a political, 
a social 1nagnate had conceived the design of drawing her into the 
system in which he rather invidiously lived and moved. A certain 
instinct, not imperious, but persuasive, told her to resist-mur
mured to her that virtually she had a system and an orbit of her 
own. It told her other things besides-things which both contra� 
dieted and confirmed each other; that a girl might do much worse 
than trust herself to such a man and that it would be very inter;est
ing to see something of his system from his own point of view; that 
on the other hand, however, there was evidently a great deal of it 
which she should regard only as a complication of every hour, and 
that even in the whole there was something stiff and stupid which 
would make it a burden. Furthermore there was a young man lately 
come from America who had no system at all, but ,vho had a char
acter of which it was useless for her to try. to persuade herself that 
the impression on her mind had been light. The letter she carried 
in her pocket all sufficiently reminded her of the contrary. Smile 
not, however, I venture to repeat, at this simple young woman from 
Albany who debated whether she should accept an English peer 
before he had offered himself and who was disposed to believe that 
on the whole she could do better. She was a person of great good 
faith, and if there was a great deal of folly in her wisdom those who 
judge her severely may have the satisfaction of finding that, later, she 
became consistently wise only at the cost of an amount of folly 
vihich will constitute almost a direct appeal to charity. 

Lord Warburton seemed quite ready to walk, to sit or to do any
thing that Isabel should propose, and he gave her this assurance 
with his usual air of being particularly pleased to exercise a social 
virtue. But he was, nevertheless, not in command of his emotions, 
and as he strolled beside her for a moment, in silence, looking at 
her without letting her know it, there was something embarrassed in 
his glance and his misdirected laughter. Yes, assuredly-as we have 
touched on the point, we may return to it for a moment again-the 
English are the most romantic people in the world and Lord War
burton was about to give an example of it. He was about to take a 

step which would astonish all his friends and displease a great many 
of them, and which had superficially nothing to recommend it. The 
young lady ,vho trod the turf beside him had come from a queer 
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country across the sea which he knew a good deal about; her ante
cedents, her associations were very vague to his mind except in so 
far as they were generic, and in this sense they showed as distinct 
and unimportant. Miss Archer had neither a fortune nor the sort of 
beauty that justifies a man to the multitude, and he calculated that 
he had spent about twenty-six hours in her company. He had 
summed up all this-the perversity of the impulse, which had 
declined to avail itself of the most liberal opportunities to subside, 
and the judgement of 111ankind, as exemplified particularly in the 
1nore quicklr-judging half of it: he had looked these things well in 
the face and then had disn1issed them fro1n his thoughts. He cared 
no more for them than for the rosebud in his buttonhole. It is the 
good fortune of a man who for the greater part of a lifetime has 
abstained without effort fro111 making himself disagreeable to his 
friends, that when the need comes for such a course it is not dis
credited by irritating associations. 

"I hope you had a pleasant ride," said Isabel, who observed her 
con1panion's hesitancy. 

"It would have been pleasant if for nothing else than that it 
brought me here." 

"Are you so fond of Gardencourt?" the girl asked, more and 
more sure that he meant to make some appeal to her; wishing not 
to challenge hi1n if he hesitated, and yet to keep all the quietness of 
her reason if he proceeded. It suddenly came upon her that her situ
ation was one which a few weeks ago she ,vould have deemed 
deeply roman tic: the park of an old English country-house, with the 
foreground embellished by a "great" ( as she supposed) noblen1an 
in the act of n1aking love to a young lady who, on careful inspec
tion, should be found to present remarkable analogies with herself. 
But if she was now the heroine of the situation she succeeded 
scarcely the less in looking at it from the outside. 

"I care nothing for Gardencourt," said her companion. "I care 
only for you." 

"You've known me too short a time to have a right to say that, 
and I can't believe you're serious .. " 

These words of Isabel's were not perfectly sincere, for she had no 
doubt whatever that he himself was. They were simply a tribute to 
the fact, of which she was perfectly aware, that those he had just 
uttered would have excited surprise on the part of a vulgar world. 
And, moreover, if anything beside the sense she had already 
acquired that Lord Warburton ,vas not a loose thinker had been 
needed to convince her, the tone in which he replied would quite 
have setVed the purpose. 

"One's right in such a 1natter is not measured by the time, Miss 
Archer; it's measured by the feeling itself. If I were to wait three 
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months it would make no difference; I shall not be more sure of 
what I mean than I am to-day. Of course I've seen you very little, 
but my impression dates from the very first hour we met. I lost no 
time, I fell in love with you then. It was at first sight, as the novels 
say; I know now that's not a fancy-phrase, and I shall think better 
of novels for evermore. Those two days I spent here settled it; I 
don't know whether you suspected I was doing so, but I paid
mentally speaking I mean-the greatest possible attention to you. 
Nothing you said, nothing you did, was lost upon me. When you 
came to Lockleigh the other day-or rather when you went away
I ,vas perfectly sure. Nevertheless I made up my mind to think it 
over and to question myself narrowly. I've done so; all these days 
I've done nothing else. I don't make mistakes about such things; 
I'm a very judicious animal. I don't go off easily, but when I'm 
touched, it's for life. It's for life, Miss Archer, it's for life." Lord 
Warburton repeated in the kindest, tenderest, pleasantest voice 
Isabel had ever heard, and looking at her with eyes charged with 
the light of a passion that had sifted itself clear of the baser parts of 
emotion-the heat, the violence, the unreason-and that burned as 
steadily as a lamp in a windless place. 

By tacit consent, as he talked, they had walked more and more 
slowly, and at last they stopped and he took her hand. "Ah, Lord 
Warburton, how little you know me!" Isabel said very gently. 
Gently too she drew her hand away. 

"Don't taunt me \vith that; that I don't know you better makes 
me unhappy enough already; it's all my loss. But that's what I 
want, and it seems to me I'm taking the best ,vay. If you'll be my 
wife, then I shall know you, and when I tell you all the good I 
think of you you'll not be able to say it's from ignorance." 

"If you know me little I know you even less," said Isabel. 
"You mean that, unlike yourself, I may not improve on acquaint

ance? Ah, of course that's very possible. But think, to speak to you 
as I do, how determined I must be to try and give satisfaction! You 
do like me rather, don't you?" 

"I like you very much, Lord Warburton," she answered; and at 
this moment she liked him immensely. 

"I thank you for saying that; it shows you don't regard me as a 
stranger. I really believe I've filled a11 the other relations of life very 
creditably, and I don't see why I shouldn't fill this one-in which I 
offer myself to you-seeing that I care so much more about it. Ask 
the people who know me wel�; I've friends who'll speak for me." 

"I don't need the recommendation of your friends," said Isabel. 
"Ah now, that's delightful of you. You believe in me yo�rseif.H 
"Completely," Isabel declared. She quite glowed there, inwardly, 

with the pleasure of feeling she did. 
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The light in her companion's eyes turned into a smile, and he 
gave a long exhalation of joy. "If you're n1istaken, Miss Archer, let 
me lose all I possess!" 

She wondered \vhether he n1eant this for a reminder that he was 
rich, and, on the instant, felt sure that he didn't. He was sinking 
that, as he would have said hin1self; and indeed he might safely 
leave it to the men1ory of any interlocutor, especially of one to 
whom he was offering his hand. Isabel had prayed that she might 
not be agitated, and her mind was tranquil enough, even while she 
listened and asked herself what it was best she should say, to 
indulge in this incidental criticism. What she should say, had she 
asked herself? Her foremost wish was to say something if possible 
not less kind than what he had said to her. His words had carried 
perfect conviction with the1n; she felt she did, all so 1nysteriously, 
matter to him. "I thank you 1nore than I can say for your offer," 
she returned at last. "It does me great honour." 

"Ah, don't say that!" he broke out. "I was afraid you'd say son1e
thing like that. I don't see what you've to do with that sort of 
thing. I don't see why you should thank me-it's I who ought to

thank you for listening to 1ne: a man you know so little coming 
down on you with such a thumper! Of course it's a great question; I 
111ust tell you that I'd rather ask it than have it to answer myself. 
But the way you've listened-or at least your having listened at all 
-gives me some hope."

"Don't hope too much," Isabel said.
l'Oh Miss Archer!" her companion n1urmured, smiling again, in

his seriousness, as if such a \varning might perhaps be taken but as 
the play of high spirits, the exuberance of elation. 

"Should you be greatly surprised if I were to beg you not to hope 
at a11?" Isabel asked. 

"Surprised? I don't know what you mean by surprise. It wouldn't 
be that; it ,vould be a feeling very much worse." 

Isabel walked on again; she was silent for some minutes. ''I'm 
very sure that, highly as I already think of you, my opinion of you, 
if I should know you well, would only rise. But I'm by no means 
sure that you wouldn't be disappointed. And I say that not in the 
least out of conventional modesty; ifs perfectly sincere." 

"I'm willing to risk it, Miss Archer," her companion replied. 
"It's a great question, as you say. It's a very difficult question." 
"I don't expect you of course to answer it outright. Think it over

as long as may be necessary. If I can gain by waiting I'll gladly wait 
a long time. Only remember that in the end 1ny dearest happiness 
depends on your answer." 

"I should be very sorry to keep you in suspense," said Isabel. 
"Oh, don't mind. I'd much rather have a good answer six 

months hence than a bad one to-day." 
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"But it's very probable that even six months hence I shouldn't 
be able to give you one that you'd think good." 

"Why not, since you really like me?" 
"Ah, you must never doubt that," said Isabel. 
"Well then, I don't see what more you ask!" 
"It's not what I ask; ifs what f can give. I don't think I should 

suit you; I really don't think I should." 
"You needn't worry about that. That's my affair. You needn't 

be a better royalist than the king." 
"It's not onlv that," said Isabel; "but I'm not sure I wish to 

.I 

marry any one." 
"Very likely you don't. I've no doubt a great many women 

begin that way," said his lordship, who, be it averred, did not in 
the least believe in the axiom he thus beguiled his anxiety by 
uttering. l'But they're frequently persuaded." 

"Ah, that's because they want to be!" And Isabel lightly 
laughed. 

Her suitor's countenance fell, and he looked at her for a while 
in silence. "I'm afraid it's my being an Englishman that makes 
you hesitate," he said presently. "I know your uncle thinks you 
ought to marry in your own country."' 

Isabel listened to this assertion with some interest; it had 
never occurred to her that Mr. Touchett was likely to discuss her 
matrimonial .prospects with Lord Warburton. "Has he told you 
that?"' 

"I remember his making the remark. He spoke perhaps of 
Americans generally." 

"He appears himself to have found it very pleasant to live in 
England." Isabel spoke in a manner that might have seemed a 
little perverse, but which expressed both her constant perception 
of her uncle's outward felicity and her general disposition to 
elude any obligation to take a restricted view. 

It gave her companion hope, and he immediately cried with 
warmth: "Ah, my dear Miss Archer, old England's a very good 
sort of country, you know! And it will be still better when we've 
furbished it up a little" 

"Oh, don't furbish it, Lord Warburton; leave it alone. I like it 
this way." 

"Well then, if you like it, I'm more and more unable to see 
your objection to what I propose." 

"I'm afraid I can't make you understand." 
"You ou0ht at least to try. I've a fair intelli�ence. Are rou

afraid-afraid of the climate? We can easily live elsewhere, you 
know. You can pick out your climate, the whole world over." 

These words were uttered with a breadth of candour that was 
like the embrace of strong arms-that was· like the fragrance 
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straight in her face, and by his clean, breathing lips, of she knew 
not what strange gardens, what charged airs. She would have 
given her little finger at that moment to feel strongly and simply 
the impulse to answer: "Lord Warburton, ifs impossible for me 
to do better in this wonderful world, I think, than commit 
myself, very gratefully, to your loyalty." But though she was lost 
in admiration of her opportunity she managed to move back 
into the deepest shade of it, even as some· wild, caught creature 
in a vast cage. The "splendid" security so offered her was not the 
greatest she could conceive. What she finally bethought herself of 
saying was something very different-something that deferred 
the need of really facing her crisis. "Don't think me unkind if I 
ask you to say no more about this to-day." 

"Certainly, certainly!'' her companion cried. "I ,vouldn't bore 
you for the world." 

"You've given me a great deal to think about, and I promise 
you to do it justice.H 

"That's all I ask of you, of course-and that you'll remember 
how absolutely my happiness is in your hands.,, 

Isabel listened with extreme respect to this admonition, but 
she said after a minute: "I must tell you that what I shall think 
about is some way of letting you know that what you ask is 
impossible-letting you know it without making you miserable." 

"There's no way to do that, Miss Archer. I won't say that if 
you refuse me you'll kill me; I shall not die of it. But I shall do 
,vorse; I shall live to no purpose." 

"You'll live to marry a better woman than I." 
"Don't say that, please," said Lord Warburton very gravely. 

"That's fair to neither one of us." 
"To marry a worse one then." 
"If there are better women than you I prefer the bad ones. 

That's all I can say," he went on with the same earnestness. 
"There's no accounting for tastes/' 

His gravity made her feel equally grave, and she showed it by 
again requesting him to drop the subject for the present. "I'll 
speak to you myself-very soon. Perhaps I shall write to you." 

"At your convenience; yes," he replied. "Whatever time you 
take, it must seem to me long, and I suppose I must ·make the 
best of that." 

"I shall not keep you in suspense; I only want to collect my 
mind a little." 

He gave a melancholy sigh and stood looking at her a moment, 
with his hands behind nim, giving short nervous shakes to his 
hunting-crop. "Do you know I'm very much afraid of it--of that 
remarkable mind of yours?" 
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Our heroine's biographer can scarcely tell why, but the ques
tion made her start and brought a conscious blush to her cheek. 
She returned his look a moment, and then with a note in her 
voice that might almost have appealed to his compassion, "So 
am I, my lord!" she oddly exclaimed. 

His compassion was not stirred, however; all he possessed of 
the faculty of pity was needed at home. "Ahl be merciful, be 
merciful," he murmured. 

"I think you had better go," said Isabel. "I'll write to you." 
"Very good; but whatever you write I'll come and see you, 

you know." And then he stood reflecting, his eyes fixed on the 
observant countenance of Bunchie, who had the air of having 
understood all that had been said and of pretending to carry off 
the indiscretion by a simulated fit of curiosity as to the roots of 
an ancient oak. "There's one thing more," he went on .. "You 
know, if you don't like Lockleigh-if you think it's damp or any
thing of that sort-you need never go within fifty miles of it. It's 
not damp, by the way; I've had the house thoroughly examined; 
it's perfectly safe and right. But if you shouldn't fancy it you 
needn't dream of living in it. There's no difficulty whatever about 
that; there are plenty of houses. I thought I'd just mention it; 
some people don't like a moat, you know. Good-bye." 

"I adore a moat," said Isabel. "Good-bye." 
He held out his hand, and she gave him hers a moment-a 

moment long enough for him to bend his handsome bared head 
and kiss it. Then, still agitating, in his mastered emotion, his 
implement of the chase, he walked rapidly away. He was evi
dently much upset. 

Isabel herself was upset, but she had not been affected as she 
would have imagined. What she felt was not a great responsibil
ity, a great difficulty of choice; it appeared to her there had been 
no choice in the question. She couldn't marry Lord Warburton; 
the idea failed to support any enlightened prejudice in favour of 
the free exploration of life that she had hitherto entertained or was 
now capable of entertaining. She must write this to him, she 
must convince him, and that duty was comparatively simple. But 
what disturbed her, in the sense that it struck her with wonder
ment, was this very fact that it cost her so little to refuse a mag
nificent "chance." With whatever qualifications one would, Lord 
Warburton had offered her a great opportunity; the situation 
might have discomforts, might contain oppressive, might contain 
narrowing elements, might prove really but a stupefying ano
dyne; but she did her sex no injustice in believing that nineteen 
women out of twenty would have accommodated themselves to it 
without a pang. Why then upon her also should it not irresistibly 
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impose itse]f? Who was she, what was she, that she should hold 
herself superior? What vievv of life, what design upon fate, what 
conception of happiness, had she that pretended to be larger 
than these large, these fabulous occasions? If she wouldn't do 
such a thing as that then she must do great things, she must do 
something greater. Poor Isabel found ground to remind herself 
from time to time that she must not be too proud, and nothing 
could be more sincere than her prayer to be delivered from such 
a danger: the isolation and loneliness of pride had for her mind 
the horror of a desert place. If it had been pride that interfered 
with her accepting Lord Warburton such a betise1 was singularly 
misplaced; and she \Vas so conscious of liking him that she ven
tured to assure herself it was the very softness, and the fine intel
ligence, of sympathy. She liked hin1 too much to marry him, that 
was the truth; something assured her there was a fallacy some
where in the glowing logic of the proposition-as he saw it
even though she mightn't put her very finest finger-point on it; 

and to inflict upon a man who offered so much a wife with a 
tendency to criticise would be a peculiarly discreditable act. She 
had promised him she would. consider his question, and when, 
after he had left her, she wandered back to the bench where he 
had found her and lost herself in meditation, it might have 
seemed that she was keeping her vow. But this was not the case; 
she was wondering if she \vere not a cold, hard, priggish person, 
and, on her at last getting up and going rather quickly back to 
the house, felt, as she had said to her friend, really frightened at 
herself. 

XIII 

It was this feeling and not the wish to ask advice-she had no 
desire whatever for that-that led her to speak to her uncle of what 
had taken place. She wished to speak to some one; she should feel 
more natural, more human, and her uncle, for this purpose, pre
sented himself in a more attractive light than either her aunt or her 
friend Henrietta. Her cousin of course was a possible confidant; but 
she would have had to _do herself violence to air this special secret 
to Ralph. So the next day, after breakfast, she sought her occasion. 
Her uncle nev,er left his apartment till the afternoon, but he 
received his cronies, as he said, in his dressing-room. Isabel had quite 
taken her place in the class so designated, which, for the rest, 
included the old man's son, his physician, his personal servant, and 
even Miss Stackpole. Mrs. Touchett did not figure in the list, and 
this was an obstacle the less to Isabel's finding her host alone. He 
sat in a complicated mechanical chair, at the open ,vindow of his 

I. Fol1y
> 

lack of tact.
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room, looking westward over the park and the river, with his news
papers and letters piled up beside him, his toilet freshly and min
utely made, and his smooth, speculative face composed to benevo
lent expectation. 

She approached her point directly. "I think I ought to let you 
know that Lord Warburton has asked me to marry him. I suppose I
ought to tell 1ny aunt; but it seems best to tell you first." 

The old man expressed no surprise, but thanked her for the con
fidence she showed him. "Do you mind telling me whether you 
accepted him?" he then enquired. 

"I've not answered him definitely yet; I've taken a little time to 
think of it, because that seems more respectful. But I shall not 
accept him." 

Mr. Touchett n1ade no comment upon this; he had the air of 
thinking that, whatever interest he might take in the matter from 
the point of view of sociability, he had no active voice in it. "Well, 
I told you you'd be a success over here. Americans are highly appre
ciated." 

"Very highly indeed," said Isabel. "But at the cost of seeming 
both tasteless and ungrateful, I don't think I can marry Lord War
burton." 

"Well," her uncle went on, "of course an old man can't judge for 
a young lady. I'm glad you didn't ask me before you made up your 
mind. I suppose I ought to tell you," he added slowly, but as if it 
were not of much consequence, "that I've known all about it these 
three days." 

"About Lord Warburton's state of mind?" 
"About his intentions, as they say here. He wrote me a very 

pleasant letter, telling me all about them. Should you like to see his 
letter?" the old man obligingly asked. 

"Thank you; I don't think I care about that. But I'm glad he 
wrote to you; it was right that he should, and he would be certain 
to do what was right." 

"Ah well, I guess you do 1ike him!" Mr. Touchett declared. "You 
needn't pretend you don't." 

"I like him extremely; I'm very free to admit that. But I don't 
wish to marry any one just now." 

"You think some one may come along whom you may like better. 
Well, that's very likely," said Mr. Touchett, who appeared to wish 
to show his kindness to the girl by easing off her decision, as it 
were, and finding cheerful reasons- for it. 

"I don't care if I don't meet any one else. I like Lord Warburton 
qu1te well enough.'' She fell in�o �hal appearance of a sudden
change of point of view with which she sometimes startled and even 
displeased her interlocutors. 
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Her uncle, however, seemed proof against either of these impres
sions. "He's a very fine n1an," he resumed in a tone which might 
have passed for that of encouragement. "His letter was one of the 
pleasantest I've received for some weeks. I suppose one of the rea
sons I liked it was that it was all about you; that is all except the part 
that was about himself. I suppose he told you all that." 

"He would have told me everything I wished to ask him," Isabel 
said. 

"But you didn't feel curious?"' 
"My curiosity would have been idle-once I had determined to 

decline his offer." 
"You didn't find it sufficiently attractive?" Mr. Touchett 

enquired. 
She was silent a little. "I suppose it was that," she presently 

admitted. "But I don't know why." 
"Fortunately ladies are not obliged to give reasons,'·' said her 

uncle. "There's a great de�l that's attractive about such an idea; but 
I don't see why the English should \vant to entice us a,vay fron1 our 
native land. I know that we try to attract them over there, but 
that's because our population is insufficient. Here, you know, 
they're rather cro\vded. Ho,vevcr, I presu111e there's roo1n for charn1-
ing young ladies everywhere." 

uThere seems to have been room here for you," said Isabel, 
,vhose eyes had been \vandering over the large pleasure-spaces of the 
park. 

Mr. Touchett gave a shrewd, conscious smile. "There's roon1 
everywhere, n1y dear, if you'll pay for it. I sometimes think I've paid 
too much for this. Perhaps you also might have to pay too much." 

"Perhaps I might," the girl replied. 
That suggestion gave her something more definite to rest on than 

she had found in her own thoughts, and the fact of this association 
of her uncle�s mild acuteness with her dilemma seemed to prove 
that she was concerned with the natural and reasonable en1otions of 
life and not a] together a victi1n to intellectual eagerness and vague 
an1bitions-a111bitions reaching beyond l,ord \Varburton's beautiful 
appeal, reaching to something indefinable and possibly not con1� 
mendable. In so far as the indefinable had an influence upon !sa
bers behaviour at this juncture, it ,vas not the conception, even 
unfonnnlated, of a union ,vith Caspar Good\vood; for ho\vever �he 
n1ight have resisted conquest at her English suitor's large quiet 
hands she ,vas at least as far re1noved frotn the disposition to let the 
young n1an from Boston take positive possession of her. The senti
n1ent in which she sought refuge after reading his letter was a criti
cal view of his having come abroad; for it v;as part of the influence 
he had upon her that he seemed to deprive her of the sense of free-
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dom. There was a disagreeably strong push, a kind of hardness of 
presence, in his way of rising before her. She had been haunted at 
moments by the image, by the danger, of his disapproval and had 
wondered-a consideration she had never paid in equal degree to 
any one else-whether he would like what she did. The difficulty 
was that more than any man she had ever known, more than poor 
Lord Warburton ( she had begun now to give his lordship the bene
fit of this epithet), Caspar Goodwood expressed for her an energy 
-and she had already felt it as a power-that was of his very
nature. It was in no degree a matter of his "advantages"-it was a
matter of the spirit that sat in his clear-burning eyes like some tire
less watcher at a window. She might like it or not, but he insisted,
ever, with his whole weight and force: even in onets usual contact
with him one had to reckon with that. The idea of a diminished
liberty was particularly disagreeable to her at present, since she had
just given a sort of personal. accent to her independence by looking
so straight at Lord Warburtonts big bribe and yet turning away
from it. Sometimes Caspar Goodwood had seemed to range himself
on the side of her destiny, to be the stubbornest fact she knew; she
said to herself at such moments that she might evade him for a
time, but that she must make terms with him at last-terms which
would be certain to be favourable to himself. Her impulse had been
to avail herself of the things that helped her to resist such an obli
gation; and this impulse had been much concerned in her eager
acceptance of her aunt's invitation, which had come to her at an
hour when she expected from day to day to see Mr. Goodwood and
when she was glad to have an answer ready for something she was
sure he would say to her. \Vhen she had told him at Albany, on the
evening of Mrs. Touchett's visit, that she couldn't then discuss diffi
cult questions, dazzled as she was by the great imn1ediate opening of
her aunt's offer of "Europe," he declared that this was no answer at
all; and it was now to obtain a better one that he was following her
across the sea. To say to herself that he was a kind of grim fate was
well enough for a fanciful young wo1nan who was able to take much
for granted in him; but the reader has a right to a nearer and a
clearer view.

He was the son of a proprietor of well-known cotton-mills in 
Massachusetts-a gentleman who had accumulated a considerable 
fortune in the exercise of this industry. Caspar at present managed 
the works, and with a judgement and a temper which, in spite of 
keen competition and languid years, had kept their prosperity fron1 
dwindling. He had received the better part of his ·education at Har
V!ltd Co\lege, where, howevet, he had gained renown rather as a 
gymnast and an oarsn1an than. as a gleaner of more dispersed knowl
edge. Later on he had learned that the finer intelligence too could 
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vault and pull and strain-might even, breaking the record, treat 
itself to rare exploits. He had thus discovered in himself a sharp eye 
for the mystery of mechanics, and had invented an improvement in 
the cotton-spinning process which was now largely used and was 
known by his name. You 1night have seen it in the newspapers in 
connection with this fruitful contrivance; assurance of which he had 
given to Isabel by shov;ing her in the columns of the New York 
Interviewer an exhaustive article on the Goodwood patent-an arti
cle not prepared by Miss Stackpole, friendly as she had proved her
self to his more sentimental interests. There were intricate, bristling 
things he rejoiced in; he liked to organise, to contend, to adminis
ter; he could make people work his will, believe in him, march 
before him and justify him. This was the art, as they said, of man
aging men-which rested, in him, further, on a bold though brood
ing ambition. It struck those who knew him well that he might do 
greater things than carry on a cotton-factory; there was nothing cot
tony about Caspar Goodwood, and his friends took for granted that 
he would somehow and somewhere write hi1nse]f in bigger letters. 
But it was as if something large and confused, son1ething dark and 
ugly, would have to call upon him: he was not after· all in harmony 
with mere smug peace and greed and gain, an order of things of 
which the vital breath was ubiquitous advertisement. It pleased 
Isabel to believe that he �ight have ridden, on a plunging steed, 
the ,vhirlwind of a great war-a war like the Civil strife that had 
overdarkened her conscious childhood and his ripening youth. 

She liked at any rate this idea of his being by character and in 
fact a mover of men-liked it much better than some other points in
his nature and aspect. She cared nothing for his cotton-mill-the 
Goodwood patent left her imagination absolutely cold. She wished 
him no ounce less of his manhood, but she sometimes thought he 
would be rather nicer if he looked, for instance, a little differently. 
His jaw was too square and set and his figure too straight and stiff: 
these things suggested a want of easy consonance with the deeper 
rhythms of life. Then she viewed with reserve a habit he had of 
dressing always in the same manner; it was not apparently that he 
\Vore the same clothes continually, for, on the contrary, his gar� 
ments had a way of looking rather too new. But they all seemed of 
the same piece; the figure, the stuff, was so drearily usual. She had 
reminded herself more than once that this was a frivolous objection 
to a person of his importance; and then she had amended the 
rebuke by saying that it would be a frivolous objection only if she 
were in love with him. She was not in love with him and therefore 
might criticise his small defects as, well as his great-which latter 
consisted in the collective reproach of his being too serious, or, 
rather, not of his being so, since one could never be, but certainly 
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of his seeming so. He showed his appetites and designs too simply 
and artlessly; when one was alone with him he talked too much 
about the same subject, and when other people were present he 
talked too little about anything. And yet he was of supremely 
strong, clean make-which was so much: she saw the different 
fitted parts of him as she had seen, in museums and portraits, the 
different fitted parts of armoured \varriors-in plates of steel hand
somely inlaid with gold. It was very strange: where, ever, was any 
tangible link between her impression and her act? Caspar Good
wood had never corresponded to her idea of a delightful person, and 
she supposed that this was why he left her so harshly critical. When, 
however, Lord Warburton, who not only did correspond with it, 
but gave an extension to the tenn, appealed to her approval, she 
found herself still unsatisfied. It was certainly strange. 

The sense of her incoherence was not a help to answering Mr. 
Goodwood's letter, and Isabel determined to leave it a while unhon
oured. If he had determined to persecute her he 1nust take the conse
quences; fore1nost among \vhich was his being left to perceive how 
little it charmed her that he should come down to Gardencourt. She 
was already liable to the incursions of one suitor at this place, and 
though it might be pleasant to be appreciated in opposite quarters 
there was a kind of grossness in entertaining two such passionate 
pleaders at once, even in a case where the entertainment should 
consist of dismissing them. She made no reply to Mr. Goodwood; 
but at the end of three days she wrote to Lord Warburton, and the 
letter belongs to our history. 

DEAR LoRD WARBURTON-A great deal of earnest thought has 
not led 111e to change my mind about the suggestion you were so 
kind as to n1ake me the other day. I am not, I am really and truly 
not, able to regard you in the light of a companion for life; or to 
think of your home-your various homes-as the settled seat of my 
existence. These things cannot be reasoned about, and I very ear
nestly entreat you not to return to the subject we discussed so 
exhaustively. We see our lives from our own point of view; that is 
the privilege of the weakest and hu1nblest of us; and I shall never 
be able to see mine in the manner you proposed. Kindly let this suf
fice you, and do me the justice to believe that I have given your 
proposal the deeply respectful consideration it deserves. It is with 
this very great regard that I remain sincerely yours, 

ISABEL ARCHER. 

While the author of this missive was making up her mind to des
patch it Henrietta Stackpole formed a resolve which was accompa
nied by no demur. She invited Ralph Touchett to take a walk with 
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her in the garden, and when he had assented with that alacrity 
which seemed constantly to testify to his high expectations, she 
informed him that she had a favour to ask of him. It may be admit
ted that at this information the young man flinched; for we know 
that Miss Stackpole had struck him as apt to push an advantage. 
The alarm was unreasoned, however; for he was clear about the area 
of her indiscretion as little as advised of its vertical depth, and he 
made a very civil profession of the desire to serve her. He was afraid 
of her and presently told her so. "When you look at me in a certain 
way my knees knock together, my faculties desert me; I'm filled 
with trepidation and I ask only for strength to execute your com
mands. You've an address that I've never encountered in any 
woman.'' 

"Well," Henrietta replied good-humouredly, "if I had not known 
before that you were trying somehow to abash me I should know it 
now. Of course I'm easy game-I was brought up with such differ
ent customs and ideas. I'm not used to your arbitrary standards, and 
I've never been spoken to in America as you have spoken to me. If 
a gentleman conversing with me over there were to speak to me like 
that I shouldn't know what to make of it. We take everything more 
naturally over there, and, after all, we're a great deal more simple. I 
admit that; I'm very simple myself. Of course if you choose to laugh 
at me for it you're very welcome; but I think on the whole I would 
rather be myself than you. I'm quite content to be myself; I don't 
want to change. There are plenty of people that appreciate me just 
as I am. It's true they're nice fresh free-born Americans!" Henrietta 
had lately taken up the tone of helpless innocence and large conces .. 
sion. "I want you to assist me a little," she went on. "I don't care 
in the least ·whether I amuse you while you do so; or, rather, I'm 
perfectly willing your amusement should be your reward. I ,vant you 
to help me about Isabel." 

"Has she injured you?" Ralph asked. 
"If she had I shouldn't mind, and I should never tell you. What 

I'm afraid of is that she'll injure herself." 
"I think that's very possible," said Ralph. 
His companion stopped in the garden-walk1 fixing on him per

haps the very gaze that unnerved him. "That too would amuse you, 
I suppose. The way you do say things! I never heard any one so 
indifferent.'' 

"To Isabel? Ah, not that!" 
"Well, you're not in love with her, I hope." 
"How can that be, when I'm in love with Another?" 
"You're in love with yourself, that's the Other\" Miss Stackpo\e 

declared. "Much good may it do you! But if. you wish to be serious 
once in your life here's a chance; and if you really care for your 
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cousin here's an opportunity to prove it. I don't expect you to 
understand her; that's too much to ask. But you needn't do that to 
grant my favour. I'll supply the necessary intelligence." 

"I shall enjoy that immensely!" Ralph exclaimed. "I'll be Cali
ban and you shall be Ariel."1

"You're not at all like Caliban, because you're sophisticated, and 
Caliban was not. But I'm not talking about imaginary characters; 
I'm talking about Isabel. Isabel's intensely real. What I wish to tell 
you is that I find her fearfully changed." 

"Since you came, do you mean?" 
"Since I came and before I came. She's not the same as she once 

so beautifully was." 
"As she was in America?" 
"Yes, in America. I suppose you know she comes from there. She 

can't help it, but she does." 
'�Do you want to change her back again?" 
"Of course I do, and I want you to help me." 
"Ah," said P,alph, "I'm only Caliban; I'm not Prospero." 
"You were Prospero enough to make her what she has become. 

You've acted on Isabel Archer since she came here, Mr. Touchett." 
"I, my dear Miss Stackpole? Never in the world. Isabel Archer 

has acted on me-yes; she acts on every one. But I've been abso
lutely passive." 

"You're too passive then. You had better stir yourself and be 
careful. Isabel's changing every day; she's drifting away-right out 
to sea. I've watched her and I can see it. She's not the bright Amer
ican girl she was. She's taking different views, a different colour, and 
turning away from her old ideals. I want to save those ideals, Mr. 
Touchett, and that's where you come in." 

"Not surely as an ideal?" 
"Well, I hope not," Henrietta replied promptly. "I've got a fear 

in my heart that she's going to marry one of these fell Europeans, 
and I want to prevent it." 

"Ah, I see," cried Ralph; "and to prevent it you want me to step 
in and marry her?" 

"Not quite; that remedy would be as bad as the disease, for 
you're the typical, the fell European from whom I wish to rescue 
her. No; I wish you to take an interest in another person-a young 
man to whom she once gave great encouragement and whom she 
now doesn't seem to think good enough. He's a thoroughly grand 
man and a very dear friend of mine, and I wish very much you 
would invite him to pay a visit here." 

Ra\pb was much puzz1ed by this appeal, and it is perhaps not to 
the credit of his purity of mind that he failed to look at it at first in 

1. Caliban, Ariel, and Prospero are all in Shakespeare's The Tempest.
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the simplest light. It wore, to his eyes, a tortuous air, and his fault 
was that he was not quite sure that anything in the world could 
really be as candid as this request of Miss Stackpole's appeared. 
That a young ,voman should demand that a gentleman whom she 
described as her very dear friend should be furnished with an oppor
tunity to n1ake himself agreeable to another young woman, a young 
woman whose attention had wandered and whose charms were 
greater-this was an anomaly which for the moment challenged all 
his ingenuity of interpretation. To read between the lines was easier 
than to follow the text, and to suppose that Miss Stackpole wished 
the gentleman invited to Gardencourt on her own account was the 
sign not so 1nuch of a vulgar as of an embarrassed mind. Even fron1 
this venial act of vulgarity, however, Ralph was saved, and saved by 
a force that I can only speak of as inspiration. With no more out
ward light on the subject than he already possessed he suddenly 
acquired the conviction that it would be a sovereign injustice to the 
correspondent of the Interviewer to assign a dishonourable 1notive 
to any act of hers. This conviction passed into his mind with 
extreme rapidity; it was perhaps kindled by the pure radiance of the 
young lady's imperturbable gaze. He returned this challenge a 
moment, consciously, resisting an inclination to fro,vn as one frowns 
in the presence of larger luminaries. "Who's the gentleman you 
speak of?" 

''Mr. Caspar Goodwood---0f Boston. He has been extreme]); 
attentive to Isabel-just as devoted to her as he can live. He has fol
lowed her out here and he's at present in London. I don't know his 
address

,. but I guess I can obtain it." 
"I've never heard of him," said Ralph. 
"Well, I suppose you haven't heard of every one. I don't believe 

he has ever heard of you; but that's no reason why Isabel shouldn't 
marry him.'' 

Ralph gave a mild a1nbiguous laugh. "What a rage you have for 
marrying people! Do you remember how you wanted to marry me

the other day?" 
"I've got over that. You don't know how to take such ideas. Mr. 

Goodwood does, however; and that's what I like about hin1. He's a 
splendid man and a perfect gentleman

,. 
and Isabel kno,vs it." 

"Is she very fond of him?" 
"If she isn't she ought to be. He's simply ,vrapped up in her." 
"And you \vish me to ask him here," said Ralph reflectively. 
"It would he an act of true hospitality." 
"Caspar Goodwood," Ralph continued-"it's rather a striking 

name." 
"I don't care anything about his name. It might be Ezekiel Jen

kins, and I should say the same. He's the only man I have ever seen 
whom I think worthy of Isabel." 
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"You're a very devoted friend," said Ralph. 
"Of course I am. If you say that to pour scorn on me I don't 

care." 
"I don't say it to pour scorn on you; I'm very much struck with 

·t " 
1 . 

"You're more satiric than ever, but I advise you not to laugh at 
Mr. Goodwood.'' 

"I assure you I'm very serious; you ought to understand that," 
said Ralph. 

In a moment his companion understood it. "I believe you are; 
now you're too serious." 

"You're difficult to please." 
"Oh, you're very serious indeed. You won't invite Mr. Good-

wood.'' 
"I don't know," said Ralph. "I'm capable of strange things. Tell 

me a little about Mr. Goodwood. What's he like?" 
"He's just the opposite of you. He's at the head of a cotton-fac-

tory; a very fine one." 
"Has he pleasant manners?" asked Ralph. 
"Splendid 1nanners-in the American style." 
"Would he be an agreeable member of our little circle?" 
''I don't think he'd care much about our little circle. He'd con-

centrate on Isabel.'' 
"And how would my cousin like that?" 
"Very possibly not at all. But it will be good for her. I_t will call 

back her thoughts." 
"Call them back-from where?" 
"From foreign parts and other unnatural places. Three months 

ago she gave Mr. Goodwood every reason to suppose he was accept
able to her, and it's not worthy of Isabel to go back on a real friend 
simply because she has changed the scene. I've changed the scene 
too, and the effect of it has been to make me care more for my old 
associations than ever. It's my belief that the sooner Isabel changes 
it back again the better. I know her well enough to know that she 
would never be truly happy over here, and I wish her to form some 
strong American tie that will act as a preservative." 

"Aren't you perhaps a little too much in a hurry?" Ralph 
enquired. "Don't you think you ought to give her more of a chance 
in poor old England?" 

"A chance to ruin her bright young life? One's never too much in 
a hurry to save a precious human creature from drowning." 

"As I understand it then," said l�alph, "you wish me to push Mr. 
Goodwood overboard after her. Do you know," .. he added, Hthat l've 
never heard her mention his name?" 

Henrietta gave a brilliant smile. "I'm delighted to hear that; it 
proves how much she thinks of him." 
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Ralph appeared to allow that there was a good deal in this, and 
he surrendered to thought while his companion watched him 
askance. "If I should invite Mr. Goodwood," he finally said, "it 
would be to quarrel with him." 

"Don't do that; he'd prove the better man." 
"You certainly are doing your best to make me hate him! I really 

don't think I can ask him. I should be afraid of being rude to him." 
"It's just as you please," Henrietta returned. "I had no idea you 

were in love with her yourself." 
"Do you really believe that?" the young man asked with lifted 

eyebrows. 
"That's the most natural speech I've ever heard you make! Of 

course I believe it," Miss Stackpole ingeniously said. 
"Well," Ralph concluded, "to prove to you that you're wrong I'll 

invite him. It must be of course as a friend of yours."' 
"It will not be as a friend of mine that he'll come; and it will not 

be to prove to me that I'm wrong that you'll ask hin1-but to prove 
it to yourself!" 

These last words of Miss Stackpole's ( on which the two presently 
separated) contained an amount of truth which Ralph Toµchett 
was obliged to recognise; but it so far took the edge from too sharp 
a recognition that, in spite of his suspecting it would be rather more 
indiscreet to keep than to break his promise, he wrote Mr. Good
wood a note of six lines, expressing the pleasure it would give Mr. 
Touchett the elder that he should join a little party at Gardencourt, 
of which Miss Stackpole was a valued member. Having sent his 
letter ( to the care of a banker whom Henrietta suggested) he 
waited in some suspense. He had heard this fresh formidable figure 
named for the first time; for when his mother had mentioned on 
her arrival that there was a story about the girl's having an 
"admirer" at home, the idea had seemed deficient in reality and he 
had taken no pains to ask questions the answers to which would 
involve only the vague or the disagreeable. Now, however, the 
native admiration of which his cousin was the object had become 
more concrete; it took the form of a young man who had followed 
her to London, who was interested in a cotton-mill and had man
ners in the most splendid of the American styles. Ralph had two 
theories about this intervener. Either his passion was a sentimental 
fiction of Miss Stackpole's ( there was always a sort of tacit under
standing among wo!Ilen, born of the solidarity of the sex, that they 
should discover or invent lovers for each other), in which case he 
was not to be feared and would probably not accept the invitation; 
or else he would accept the invitation and in this event prove him
self a creature too irrational to demand further consideration. The 
latter clause of Ralph's argument might have seemed incoherent.: 
but it embodied his conviction that if Mr. Goodwood were inter-
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ested in Isabel in the serious manner described by· Miss Stackpole 
he would not care to present himself at Gardencourt on a summons 
from the latter lady. "On this supposition,". said Ralph, "he must 
regard her as a thorn on the stem of his rose; as an intercessor he 
must find her wanting in tact." 

Two days after he had sent his invitation he received a very short 
note from Caspar Goodwood, thanking him for it, regretting that 
other engagements made a visit to Gardencourt impossible and pre ... 
senting many compliments to Miss Stackpole. Ralph handed the 
note to Henrietta, who, when she had read it, exclaimed: "Well, I 
never have heard of anything so stiff!" 

"I'm afraid he doesn't care so much about my cousin as you sup-
pose," Ralph observed. 

"No, it's not that; it's some subtler motive. His naturets very 
deep. But I'm determined to fathom it, and I shall write to him to 
know what he means." 

His refusal of Ralph's overtures was vaguely disconcerting; from 
the moment he declined to come to Gardencourt our friend began 
to think him of importance. He asked himself what it signified to 
him whether Isabel's admirers should be desperadoes or laggards; 
they were not rivals of his and were perfectly welcome to act out 
their genius. Nevertheless he felt much curiosity as to the result of 
Miss Stackpole's promised enquiry into the causes of Mr. Good
wood's stiffness-a curiosity for the present ungratified, inasmuch as 
when he asked her three days later if she had written to London she 
was obliged to confess she had written in vain. Mr. Goodwood had 
not replied. 

"I suppose he's thinking it over," she said; "he thinks everything 
over; he's not really at all impetuous. But I'm accustomed to having 
my letters answered the same day." She presently proposed to 
Isabel, at all events, that they should make an excursion to London 
together. "If I must tell the truth," she observed, "I'm not seeing 
much at this place, and I shouldn't think you were either. I've not 
even seen that aristocrat-what's his name?-Lord Washburton. 
He seems to let you severely alone.'' 

"Lord Warburton's coming to-morrow, I happen to know," 
replied her friend, who had received a note from the master of 
Lockleigh in answer to her own letter. "You'll have every opportu
nity of turning him inside out.'' 

"Well, he n1ay do for one letter, but what's one letter when you 
want to write fifty? I've described all the scenery in this vicinity and 
raved about all the old women and donkeys. You may say what you 
please, scenery doesn't make a vital letter. I must go back to 
London and get some impressions of real life. I was there but three 
days before I came away, and that's hardly time to get in touch.n 

As Isabel, on her journey from New York to Gardencourt, had 
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seen even less of the British capital than this, it appeared a happy 
suggestion of Henrietta's that the two should go thither on a visit 
of pleasure. The idea struck Isabel as charming; she was curious of 
the thick detail of London, which had always loo1ned large and rich 
to her. They turned over their schemes together and indulged in 
visions of romantic hours. TI1ey would stay at some picturesque old 
inn-one of the inns described bv Dickens2 -and drive over the 
town in those delightful hansoms. Henrietta was a literary woman, 
and the great advantage of being a literary woman was that yon 
could go everywhere and do everything. They would dine at a cof
fee-house and go afterwards to the play; they would frequent the 
Abbey and the British Museum and find out where Doctor Johnson 
had lived, and Goldsmith and Addison. Isabel grew eager and pres
ently unveiled the bright vision to Ralph, who burst into a fit of 
laughter which scarce expressed the sympathy she had desired. 

"It's a delightful plan," he said. "I advise you to go to the Duke's 
Head in Covent Garden, 3 an easy, informal, old-fashioned place, 
and I'll have you put down at my club." 

"Do you mean it's improper?'' Isabel asked. "Dear me, isn't 3ny
thing proper here? With Henrietta surely I may go anywhere; she 
isn't hampered in that way. She has travelled over the whole Ameri
can continent and can at least find her way about this minute 
island." 

"Ah then," said Ralph, "let m.e take advantage of her protection 
to go up to town as well. I may never have a chance to travel so 
safely!" 

XIV 

Miss Stackpole would have prepared to start immediately; but 
Isabel, as we have seen, had been notified that Lord Warburton 
would come again to Cardencourt, and she believed it her duty to 
remain there and see him. For four or five days he had made no 
response to her letter; then he had written, very briefly, to say he 
would come to luncheon two days later. There was something in 
these delays and postponements that touched the girl and renewed 
her sense of his desire to be considerate and patient, not to appear 
to urge her too grossly; a consideration the more studied that she 
was so sure he "really liked" her. Isabel told her uncle she had writ
ten to hi1n, 1nentioning also his intention of coming; and the old 
man, in consequence, left his room earlier than usual and made his 
appearance at the two o'clock repast. 1nis was by no means an act 
of vigilance on his part, but the fruit of a benevolent belief that his 

2. There are numerous studies of London as it was described in Dickens's fiction, among them
B. W. Matz, Dickensian Inns and Taverns (London, l 922).

3. Covent Garden hotels were not considered suitable for young ladies. flsted.: ''Tavistock Hote1,"
which was for men only.]
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being of. the company might help to cover any conjoined straying 
a way in case Isabel should give their noble visitor another hearing. 
That personage drove over from Lockleigh and brought the elder of 
his sisters with him, a measure presumably dictated by reflexions of

the sa1ne order as Mr. Touchett's. The two visitors were introduced 
to Miss Stackpole, who, at luncheon, occupied a seat adjoining Lord 
Warburton's. Isabel, who was nervous and had no relish for the 
prospect of again arguing the question he had so prematurely 
opened, could not help admiring his good-humoured self-possession, 
which quite disguised the symptoms of that preoccupation with her 
presence it \Vas natural she should suppose him to feel. He neither 
looked at her nor spoke to her, and the only sign of his emotion was 
that he avoided meeting her eyes. He had plenty of talk for the 
others, however, and he appeared to eat his luncheon with discrimi
nation and appetite. Miss Molyneux, who had a smooth, nun-like 
forehead and wore a large silver cross suspended from her neck, was 
evidently preoccupied with Henrietta Stackpole, upon whom her 
eyes constantly rested in a manner suggesting a conflict between 
deep alienation and yearning wonder. Of the two ladies from Lock
leigh she was the one Isabel had liked best; there was such a world 
of hereditary quiet in her. Isabel was sure moreover that her mild 
forehead and silver cross referred to some weird Anglican mystery 
-some delightful reinstitution perhaps of the quaint office of the
canoness. She wondered what Miss Molyneux would think of her if
she knew Miss Archer had refused her brother; and then she felt
sure that Miss Molyneux would never know-that Lord Warburton
never told her such things. He was fond of her and kind to her, but
on the whole he told her little. Such, at least, was Isabel's theory;
when, at table, she \Vas not occupied in conve�sation she was usually
occupied in forming theories about her neighbours. According to
Isabel, if Miss Molyneux should ever learn what had passed
between Miss Archer and Lord Warburton she would probably be
shocked at such a girl's failure to rise; or no, rather ( this was our
heroine's last position) she would impute to the young American
but a due consciousness of inequality.

Whatever Isabel might have made of her opportunities, at all 
events, Henrietta Stackpole was by no means disposed to neglect 
those in which she now found herself immersed. "Do you know 
you're the first lord I've ever seen?" she said very promptly to her 
neighbour. "I suppose you think I'm awfully benighted." 

"You've escaped seeing some very ugly men," Lord Warburton 
answered, looking a trifle absently about the table. 

HAre they very ugly? They lry to make us believe 1n America lliat 
they're all handsome and magnificent and that they wear wonderful 
robes and crowns." 
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"Ah, the robes and crowns a.re gone out of fashion," said Lord 
Warburton, "like your tomahawks and revolvers." 

"I'm sorry for that; I think an aristocracy ought to he splendid," 
Henrietta declared. "If it's not that, what is it?" 

"Oh, you know, it isn't much, at the best," her neighbour 
allowed. "Won't you have a potato?" 

"I don't care much for these European potatoes. I shouldn't 
know you from an ordinary American gentleman." 

"Do talk to me as if I were one," said Lord Warburton. "I don't 
see how you manage to get on without·potatoes; you must find so 
few things to eat over here."' 

Henrietta ,vas silent a little; there was a chance he was not sin
cere. "I've had hardly any appetite since I've been here," she went 
on at last; "so it doesn't much matter. I don't approve of you, you 
know; I feel as if I ought to tell you that." 

"Don't approve of me?'' 
"Yes; I don't suppose any one ever said such a thing to you 

before, did they? I don't approve of lords as an institution. I think 
the world has got beyond them-far beyond." 

"Oh, so do I. I don't approve of myself in the least. Sometimes it 
comes over me-how I should object to myself if I were not myself, 
don't you know? But that's rather good, by the way-not to be 
vainglorious.,, 

"Why don't you give it up then?" Miss Stackpole enquired. 
"Give up-a-?" asked Lord Warburton, me,eting her harsh 

inflexion with a very mellow one. 
"Give up being a lord." 
"Oh, I'm so little of one! One would really forget all about it if 

you wretched Americans were not constantly reminding one. How
ever, I do think of giving it up, the little there is left of it, one of 
these days." 

"I should like to see you do it!" Henrietta exclaimed rather 
grimly. 

"I'll invite you to the ceremony; we'll have a supper and a 
dance." 

"Well,'' said Miss Stackpole, "I like to see all sides. I don't 
approve of a privileged class, but I like to hear what they have to 
say for themselves." 

"Mighty little, as you seef" 
"I should like to draw you out a little more," Henrietta contin

ued. "But you're always looking a\vay. You're afraid of meeting my 
eye. I see you want to escape me." 

"No, I'm only looking for those despised potatoes." 
"Please explain about that young lady-your sister-then. I don't 

understand about her. Is she a Lady?" 
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"She's a capital good girl." 
"I don't like the way you say that-as if you wanted to change 

the subject. Is her position inferior to yours?" 
"We neither of us have any position to speak of; but she's better 

off than I, because she has none of the bother." 
"Yes, she doesn't look as if she had much bother. I wish I had as 

little bother as that. You do produce quiet people over here, what
ever else you may do." 

"Ah, you see one takes life easily, on the whole," said Lord War
burton. "And then you know we're very dull. Ah, we can be dull 
when we try!" 

"I should advise you to try something else. I shouldn't know 
what to talk to your sister about; she looks so different. Is that silver 
cross a badge?" 

"A badge?" 
"A sign of rank." 
Lord Warburton's glance had wandered a good deal, but at this 

it met the gaze of his neighbour. "Oh yes," he answered in a 
moment; "the women go in for those things. The silver cross is 
worn by the eldest daughters of Viscounts." Which was his harm
less revenge for having occasionally had his credulity too easily 
engaged in America. After luncheon he proposed to Isabel to come 
into the gallery and look at the pictures; and though she knew he 
had seen the pictures twenty times she complied without criticising 
this pretext. Her conscience now was very easy; eve.r since she sent 
him her letter she had felt particularly light of spirit. He walked 
slowly to the end of the gallery, staring at its contents and saying 
nothing; and then he suddenly broke out: "I hoped you wouldn't 
write to me that way." 

"It was the only way, Lord Warburton," said the girl. "Do try 
and believe that." 

"If I could believe it of course I should let you alone. But we 
can't believe by willing it; and I confess I don't understand. I could 
understand your disliking me; that I could understand well. But 
that you should admit you do-" 

"What have I admitted?" Isabel interrupted, turning slightly 
pale. 

"That you think me a good fellow; isn't that it?" She said noth
ing, and he went on: "You don't seem to have any reason, and that 
gives me a sense of injustice." 

"I have a reason, Lord Warburton." She said it in a tone that 
made his heart contract. 

"I should like very much lo know i�.11
"I'll tell you some day when there's more to show for it." 
"Excuse my saying that in the mean time I must doubt of it." 
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"You make me very unhappy/' said Isabel. 
"I'm not sorry for that; it may help you to know how I feel. Will 

you kindly answer me a question?" Isabel made n,a audible assent, 
but he apparently saw in her eyes something that gave him courage 
to go on: "Do you prefer some one else?" 

"That's a ,question I'd rather not answer." 
"Ah, you do then!" her suitor murmured with bitterness. 
The bitterness touched her, and she cried out: "You're mistaken! 

I don't." 
He sat down on a bench, unceren1oniously, doggedly, like a man 

in trouble; leaning his elbows on his knees and staring at the 
floor. "I can't even be glad of that," he said at last, throwing him
self back against the wall; "for that would be an excuse." 

She raised her eyebrows in surprise. "An excuse? Must I excuse 
1nyself?'' 

He paid, however, no answer to the question. Another idea had 
come into his head. "Is it my political opinions? Do you think I go 
too far?" 

"I can't object to your political opinions, because I don't under-
stand them." 

"You don't care what. I think{" he cried, getting up. "It's all the 
same to you." 

Isabel walked to the other side of the gallery and stood there 
showing him het charming back, her light slim figure, the length of 
her white neck as sh� bent her head, and the density of her dark 
braids. She stopped in front of a small picture as if for the purpose 
of examining it; and there was something so young and free in her 
movement that her very pliancy seemed to mock at him. Her eyes, 
ho\vever, saw nothing; they had suddenly been suffused with tears. 
In a moment he followed her, and by this time she had brushed her 
tears away; but when she turned round her face was pale and the 
expression of her eyes strange. "'Tnat reason that I wouldn't tell you 
-I'll tell it you after all. It's that I can't escaJ>P, my fate."

"Your fate?"
"I should try to escape it if I were to marry you."
"I don't understand. Why should not that be your fate as well as

anything else?" 
"Because it's not," said Isabel femininely. "I know it's not. It's 

not my fate to give up-I know it can't be." 
Poor Lord Warburton stared, an interrogative point in either eye. 

"Do you call marrying me giving up?" 
"Not in the usual sense. It's getting-getting-getting a great 

dea\. But it1 s giving up other chances." 
".Other chances for what?" 
"I don't mea11 chances to marry," said Isabel, her colour quickly 
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coming back to her. And then she stopped, looking down with a 
deep frownr as if it were hopeless to attempt to make her meaning 
clear. 

"I don't think it presumptuous in me to suggest that you'll gain 
more than you'll lose," her companion observed. 

"I can't escape unhappiness," said Isabel. "In marrying you I 
shall be trying to." 

"I don't know whether you'd try to, but you certainly would: 
that I must in candour admit!" he exclaimed with an anxious laugh. 

"I mustn't-I can't!" cried the girl. 
"Well, if you're bent on being miserable I don't see why you 

should make me so. Whatever charms a life of misery may have for 
you, it has none for me." 

"I'm not bent on a life of misery," said Isabel. 0I've always been 
intensely determined to be happy, and I've often believed I should 
be. I've told people that; you can ask them. But it comes over me 
every now and then that I can never be happy in any extraordinary 
way; not by turning away, by separating myself." 

"By separating yourself from what?" 
"From life. From the usual chances and dangers, from what most 

people know and suffer." 
Lord Warburton broke into a smile that almost denoted hope. 

"Why, 1ny dear Miss Archer," he began to explain with the most 
considerate eagerness, "I don't offer you any exoneration from life 
or from any chances or dangers \vhatever. I wish I could; depend 
upon it I would! For what do you take me, pray? Heaven help me, 
I'm not the Emperor of China! All I offer you is the chance of 
taking the common lot in a comfortable sort of -way� The common 
lot? Why, I'm devoted to the common lot! Strike an alliance with 
me, and I pro1nise you that you shall have plenty of it. You shall 
separate from nothing whatever-not even from· your friend Miss 
Stackpole." 

"She'd never approve of it," said Isabel, trying to smile and take 
advantage of this side-issue; despising herself too, not a little, for 
doing so. 

"Are we speaking of Miss Stackpole?" his lordship asked impa
tiently. "I never saw a person judge things on such theoretic 
grounds." 

"Now I suppose you're speaking of me," said Isabel with humil
ity; and she turned away again, for she saw Miss Molyneux enter 
the gallery, accompanied by Henrietta and by Ralph. 

Lord Warburton's sister addressed him with a certain timidity 
and 1eminded hin1 she ought to 1etu1n \1ome in time {01 ·tea, as she 
was expecting company to partake of it. He made no answer-ap
parently not having heard her; he was preoccupied, and with good 
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reason. Miss Molyneux-as if he had been Royalty-stood like a 
lady-in-waiting. 

"Well, I never, Miss Molyneux!" said Henrietta Stackpole. "If I 
wanted to go he'd have to go. If I wanted my brother to do a thing 
he'd have to do it." 

"Oh, Warburton does everything one wants," Miss Molyneux 
answered with a quick, shy laugh. "How very many pictures you 
have!n she went on, turning to Ralph. 

"They look a good many, because they' re all put together," said 
Ralph. "But it's really a bad way." 

"Oh, I think it's so nice. I wish we had a gallery at Lockleigh. 
I'm so very fond of pictures," Miss Molyneux went on, persistently, 
to Ralph, as if she were afraid Miss Stackpole would address her 
again. Henrietta appeared at once to fascinate and to frighten her. 

"Ah yes, picures are very convenient," said Ralph, who appeared 
to know better what style of reflexion was acceptable to her. 

"They're so very pleasant when it rains," the young lady continued. 
"It has rained of late so very often." 

"I'm sorry you're going away, Lord Warburton," said Henrietta. 
"I wanted to get a great deal more out of you." 

"I'm not going away," Lord Warburton answered. 
"Your sister says you must. In America the gentlemen obey the 

ladies. n
"I'm afraid we have some people to tea," said Miss Molyneux, 

looking at her brother. 
"Very good, my dear. We'll go." 
"I hoped you would resist!" Henrietta exclaimed. "I wanted to 

see what Miss Molyneux would do. 11 

"I never do anything," said this young lady. 
"I suppose in your position it's sufficient for you to exist!" Miss 

Stackpole returned. "I should like very much to see you at home." 
"You must come to Lockleigh again," said Miss Molyneux, very 

sweetly, to Isabel, ignoring this remark of Isabel's friend. 
Isabel looked into her quiet eyes a moment, and for that moment 

seemed to see in their grey depths the reflexion of everything she 
had rejected in rejecting Lord Warburton-the peace, the kindness, 
the honour, the possessions, a deep security and a great exclusion. 
She kissed Miss Molvneux and then she said: "I'm afraid I can 

. ''never come again. 
"Never again?" 
"I'm afraid I'm going away." 
"Oh, I'm so very sorry," said Miss Molyneux. "I think that's so 

f "very wrong o you. 
Lord Warburton watched this little passage; then he turned away 

and stared at a picture. Ralph, leaning against the rail before the 
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picture with his hands in his pockets, had for the moment been 
watching him. 

"I should like to see vou at home," said Henrietta, whom Lord 
Warburton found besid� him. "I should like an hour's talk with 
you; there are a great many questions I wish to ask you." 

"I shall be delighted to see you," the proprietor of Lockleigh 
answered; "but I'm certain not to be able to answer many of your 
questions. When will you come?" 

"Whenever Miss Archer will take me. We're thinking of going to 
London, but we'll go and see you first. I'm deter1nined to get some 
satisfaction out of you." 

"If it depends upon Miss Archer I'n1 afraid you won't get much. 
She won't con1e to Lockleigh; she doesn't like the place." 

"She told me it was lovely!" said Henrietta. 
Lord Warburton hesitated. "She won't come, all the same. You 

had better come alone," he added. 
Henrietta straightened herself, and her large eyes expanded. 

"Would you make that remark to an English lady?" she enquired 
with soft asperity.· 

Lord Warburton stared. "Yes, if I liked her enough." 
"You'd be careful not to like her enough. If Miss Archer won't 

visit your place again it's because she doesn't want to take me. I 
know what she thinks of me, and I suppose you think the same
that I oughtn't to bring in individuals." Lord Warburton was at a 
loss; he had not been made acquainted with Miss Stackpole's pro
fessional character and failed to catch her allusion. "Miss Archer 
has been warning you!" she therefore ,vent on. 

"Warning me?" 
"Isn't that why she can1e off alone with you here-to put you on 

your guard?" 
"Oh dear, no," said Lord Warburton brazenly; "our talk had no 

such solemn character as that.n 
"Well, you've been on your guard-intensely. I suppose it's natu

ral to you; that's just what I wanted to observe. And so, too, Miss 
Molyneux-she wouldn't commit herself. You have been warned, 
anyway," Henrietta continued, addressing this young lady; "but for 
you it wasn't necessary." 

"I hope not," said Miss Molyneux vaguely. 
"Miss Stackpole takes notes," Ralph soothingly explained. "She's 

a great satirist; she sees through us all and she works us up." 
"Well, I must say I never have had such a collection of bad 

material!" Henrietta declared, looking from Isabel to Lord Warbur
ton and from tl1is nobleman to his sistet and to Ra1ph. "There's 
something the matter with you all; you're as dismal as if you had 
got a bad cable." 
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"You do see through us, Miss Stackpole," said Ralph in a low 
tone, giving her a little intelligent nod as he led the party out of the 
gallery. "There's something the matter with us an.n 

Isabel came behind these t\vo; Miss Molyneux, who decidedly 
liked her immensely, had taken her am1, to walk beside her over the 
polished floor. Lord Warburton strolled on the other side with his 
hands behind him and his eyes lowered. For some moments he said 
nothing; and then, "Is it true you're going to London?" he asked. 

"I believe it has been arranged." 
"And when shall you come back?" 
"In a few days; but probably for a very short time. I'm going to 

Paris with n1v aunt." 
� 

"When, then, shall I see you again?" 
"Not for a good while.," said Isabel. "But son1e day or other, I 

hope." 
"Do you really hope it?" 
''Very much.'' 
He went a few steps in silence; then he stopped and put out his 

hand. "Good-bye." 
"Good-bye," said Isabel. 
Miss Molyneux kissed her again, and she let the two depart. 

After it, without rejoining 1-Ienrietta and Ralph, she retreated to her 
own room; in which apartment, before dinner, she was found by 
Mrs. Touchett, who had stopped on her way to the saloon. "I may 
as well tell you," said that lady, "that your uncle has informed me 
of your relations with Lord Warburton." 

Isabel considered. "Relations? They're hardly relations. TI1at's 
the strange part of it: he has seen me but three or four times." 

"Why did you tell your uncle rather than me?" Mrs. Touc11ett 
dispassionately asked. 

Again the girl hesitated. "Because he knows Lord Warburton 
better.'' 

"Yes, but I know you better.n 
"I'm not sure of that," said Isabel, smiling. 
"Neither am I, after all; especially when you give me that rather 

conceited look. One would think you were awfully pleased with 
yourself and had carried off a prize! I suppose that when you refuse 
an offer like Lord Warburton's it's because you expect to do some-
thing better. n

"Ah, my uncle didn't say that!" cried Isabel, smiling still. 

xv 

It h1d been 1tmnged tha.t the two young ladies should proceed to 
London under Ralph,s escort, though Mrs. Touchett looked with 
little favour on the plan. It was just the sort of plan, she said, that 
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Miss Stackpole would be sure to suggest, and she enquired if the 
correspondent of the Interviewer was to take the party to stay at her 
favourite boarding-house. 

"I don't care where she takes us to stay, so long as there's local 
colour," said Isabel. "1bat's what we're going to London for." 

"I suppose that after a girl has refused an English lord she may 
do anything," her aunt rejoined. "After that one needn't stand on 
trifles." 

"Should you have liked me to marry Lord Warburton?" Isabel 
enquired. 

"Of course I should." 
"I thought you disliked the English so much." 
"So I do; but it's all the greater reason for making use of them." 
"Is that your idea of marriage?" And Isabel ventured to add that 

her aunt appeared to her to have made very little use of Mr. Touch
ett. 

"Your uncle's not an English nobleman," said Mrs. Touchett, 
"though even if he had been I should sti11 probably have taken up 
my residence in Florence." 

"Do you think Lord Warbur�on could make me any better than 
I am?" the girl asked with some animation. "I don't mean I'm too 
good to improve. I mean-I mean that I don't love Lord Warbur
ton enough to marry him." 

"You did right to refuse him then," said Mrs. Touchett in her 
smallest, sparest voice. "Only, the next great offer you get, I hope 
you'll manage to come up to your standard." 

"We had better wait till the offer comes before we talk about it. 
I hope very much I may have no more offers for the present. They 
upset me completely." 

"You probably won't be troubled with them if you adopt perma
nently the Bohemian manner of life. However, I've promised Ralph 
not to criticise." 

"I'll do whatever Ralph says is right," Isabel returned. "I've 
unbounded confidence in Ralph." 

"His mother's much obliged to you!" this lady dryly laughed. 
"It seems to me indeed she ought to feel it!" Isabel irrepressibly 

answered. 
Ralph had assured her that there would be no violation of 

decency in their paying a visit-the little party of three-to the

sights of the metropolis; but Mrs. Touchett took a different view. 
Like many ladies of her country who had lived a long time in 
Europe, she had completely lost her native tact on such points> 

and 
in 11er reaction, not in itself deplorable, against the liberty allowed 
to young persons beyond the seas, had fallen into gratuitous and 
exaggerated scruples. Ralph accompanied their visitors to town and 
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established them at a quiet inn in a street that ran at right angles to 
Piccadilly. His first idea had been to take them to his father's house 
in Winchester Square, a large, dull mansion which at this period of 
the year was shrouded in silence and brown holland; but he 
bethought hi1nself that, the cook being at Gardencourt, there was 
no one in the house to get them their meals, and Pratt's Hotel1

accordingly became their resting-place. Ralph, on his side, found 
quarters in Winchester Square, having a "dent, there of which he 
was very fond and being fa111iliar with deeper fears than that of a 
cold kitchen. He availed himself largely indeed of the resources of 
Pratt's Hotel, beginning his day ,vith an early visit to his fellow 
travellers, who had Mr. Pratt in person, in a large bulging white 
waistcoat, to remove their dish-covers. Ralph turned up, as he said, 
after breakfast, and the little party made out a scheme of entertain
ment for the day. As London wears in the month of September a 
face blank but for its smears of prior service, the young man, who 
occasionally took an apologetic tone, was obliged to remind his 
companion, to Miss Stackpole's high derision, that there wasn't a 
creature in town. 

"I suppose you mean the artistocracy are absent," Henrietta 
answered; "but I don't think you could have a better proof that if 
they were absent altogether they wouldn't be 1nissed. It seems to 
me the place is about as full as it can be. There's no one here, of 
course, but three or four millions of people. What is it you call 
them-the lower-111iddle class? They're only the population of 
London, and that's of no consequence." 

Ralph declared that for him the aristocracy left no void that Miss 
Stackpole herself didn't fill, and that a more contented man was 
nowhere at that moment to be found. In this he spoke the truth, 
for the stale Septen1ber days, in the huge half-empty town, had a 
charm wrapped in them as a colo'-1,red gem might be wrapped in a 
dusty cloth. When he went hon1e at night to the empty house in 
Winchester Square, after a chain. of hours with his comparatively 
ardent friends, he wandered into the big dusky dining-room, where 
the candle he took from the hall-table, after letting himself in, con
stituted the only illumination. The square was still, the house was 
still; when he raised one of the \Vindows of the dining�room to let 
in the air he heard the slow creak of the boots of a lone constable. 
His own step, in the empty place, seemed loud and sonorous; some 
of the carpets had been raised, and whenever he moved he roused a 
melancholy echo. He sat down in one of the armchairs; the big dark 
dining table twinkled here and there in the sn1all candle-light; the 
pictures on the \Vall, an of them very brown, looked vague and 
incoherent. There was a ghostly presence as of dinn·ers long since di-
1. A "fami]y" hotel, mentioned in the Notebooks, p. 18.
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gested, of table-talk that had lost its actuality. This hint of the super
natural perhaps had something to do with the fact that his imagin
ation took a flight and that he remained in his chair a long time 
beyond the hour at which he should have been in bed; doing noth
ing, not even reading the evening paper. I say he did nothing, and I 
maintain the phrase in the face of the fact that he thought at these 
moments of Isabel. To think of Isabel could only be for him an idle 
pursuit, leading to nothing and profiting little to any one. His 
cousin had not yet seemed to hin1 so charn1ing as during these days 
spent in sounding, tourist-fashion, the deeps and shallows of the met
ropolitan element. Isabel was full of premises, conclusions, emotions; 
if she had come in search of local colour she found it every\vhere. 
She asked more questions than he could answer, and launched brave 
theories, as to historic cause and .social effect, that he was equally 
unable to accept or to refute. The party went more than once to 
the British Museum and to that brighter palace of art2 which 
reclaims for antique variety so large an area of a monotonous 
suburb; they spent a morning in the Abbey and went on a penny. 
steamer to the Tower; they looked at pictures both in public and 
private collections and sat on various occasions beneath the great 
trees in Kensington Gardens. Henrietta proved an indestructible 
sight-seer and a more lenient judge than Ralph had ventured to 
hope. She had indeed many disappointments, and London at large 
suffered from her vivid remen1brance of the strong points of the 
American civic idea: but she made the best of its dingy dignities 
and only heaved an occasional sigh and uttered a desultory "We11!" 
which led no further and lost itself in retrospect. The truth was 
that, as she said herself, she was not in her element. "I've not a 
sympathy with inanimate objects," she remarked to Isabel at the 
National Gallery;3 and she continued to suffer from the meagreness 
of the glimpse that had as yet been vouchsafed to her of the inner 
life. Landscapes by Turner4 and Assyrian bulls \Vere a poor substi
tute for the literary dinner-parties at which she had hoped to n1eet 
the genius and renown of Great Britain. 

"Where are your public men, where are your men and women of 
intellect?" she enquired of Ralph, standing in the middle of Trafal
gar Square as if she had supposed this to be a place where she 
would naturally meet a few. "That's one of them on the top of the 
column, you say-Lord Nelson? Was he a lord too? Wasn't he 
high enough, that they had to stick him a hundred feet in the air? 
That's the past-I don't care about the past; I want to see some .of 

2. Probably the South Kensington Museum, opened in 1857, and now called the Victoria and
Albert �1useum.

3. On Trafalgar Square, the Gallery was described by James in an essay in 1877 (The Painter's

Eye, p. 122).
4. J. M. \V. Turner (1775-) 85 l ), English landscape painter, chiefly a water-colorist.
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the leading minds of the present. I won't say of the future, because 
I don't be1ieve much in your future." Poor Ralph had few leading 
minds among his acquaintance and rarely enjoyed the pleasure of 
button-holing a celebrity; a state of things which appeared to Miss 
StackpoJe to indicate a deplorable want of enterprise. "If I were on 
the other side I should call," she said, "and tell the gentleman, 
whoever he n1ight be, that I had heard a great deal about him and 
had con1e to see for myself. But I gather from what you say that 
this is not the custom here. You seem to have plenty of meaningless 
customs, but none of those that would help along. We are in 
advance, certainly. I suppose I shall have to give up the social side 
altogether;" and Henrietta, though she went about \vith her guide
book and penci1 and wrote a letter to the Interviewer about the 
Tower ( in which she described the execution of Lady Jane Grey), fl
had a sad sense of falling below her mission. 

The incident that had preceded Isabel's departure fron1 Garden
court left a painful trace in our young woman's mind: when she felt 
again in her face, as from a recurrent wave, the cold breath of her 
last suitor's surprise, she could only muffie her head till the air 
cleared. She could not have done less than what she did; this was 
certainly true. But her necessity, all the same, had been as graceless 
as some physical act in a strained attitude, and she felt no desire to 
take credit for her conduct. Mixed with this imperfect pride, never
theless, was a feeling of freedom which in itself was sweet and 
which, as she wandered through the great city with her ill-matched 
companions, occasionally throbbed into odd demonstrations. When 
she walked in Kensington Gardens she stopped the children 
( mainly of the poorer sort) whom she saw playing on the grass; she 
asked them their na1nes and gave them sixpence and, when they 
were pretty, kissed them. Ralph noticed these quaint charities; he 
noticed everything she did. One afternoon, that his companions 
might pass the time, he invited t11em to tea in Winchester Square, 
and he had the house set in order as much as possible for their visit. 
There was another guest to meet them, an amiable bachelor, an old 
friend of Ralph's \¥ho happened to be in town and for whom 
prompt commerce \Vith Miss Stackpole appeared to have neither 
difficulty nor dread. Mr. Bantling, a stout, sleek, smiling man of 
forty, wonderfully dressed, universally informed and incoherently 
amused, laughed immoderately at everything Henrietta said, gave 
her several cups of tea, examined in her society the bric-d-brac, of 
which Ralph had a considerable collection, and afterwards, when 
the host proposed they should go out into the square and pretend it 

5. Executed in 1554 in the Tower of London, with her husband. She had been proclaimed
queen after the death of Edward VI in a short-lived attempt to exclude Mary, a Catholic,
from the throne.
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was a fete-cha.mpetre,6 walked round the limited enclosure several 
times with her and, at a dozen turns of their talk, bounded respon
sive-as with a positive passion for argument-to her remarks upon 
the inner life. 

"Oh, I see; I dare say you found it very quiet at Gardencourt. 
Naturally there's not much going on there when there's such a lot 
of illness about. Touchett's very bad, you know; the doctors have 
forbidden his being in England at all, and he has only come back to 
take care of his father. Tiie old 1nan, I believe, has half a dozen 
things the 1natter with him. They call it gout, but to my certain 
knowledge he has organic disease so developed that you may depend 
upon it he'll go, some day soon, quite quickly. Of course that sort 
of thing makes a dreadfully duU house; I wonder they have people 
when they can do so little for them. Then I believe Mr. Touchett's 
always squabbling with his wife; she lives away from her husband, 
you know, in that extraordinary American way of yours. If you want 
a house where there's always something going on, I recommend you 
to go down and stay with my sister, Lady Pensil, in Bedfordshire. 
I'll write her to-morrow and I'm sure she'll be delighted to ask you. 
I know just what you want-you want a house where they go in for 
theatricals and picnics and that sort of thing. My sister's just that 
sort of woman; she's always getting up something or other and she's 
always glad to have the sort of people who help her. I'm sure she'll 
ask you �own by return of post: she's tremendously fond of distin
guished people and writers. She writes herself, you know; but I 
haven't read everything she has written. It's usually poetry, and I 
don't go in much for poetry-unless it's Byron. I suppose you think 
a great deal of Byron in America," Mr. Bantling continued, expand
ing in the stimulating air of Miss Stackpole's attention� bringing up 
his sequences promptly and changing his topic with an easy turn of 
hand. Yet he none the less gracefully kept in sight of the idea, daz
zling to Henrietta, of her going to stay with Lady Pens.ii in Bedford
shire. "I understand what you want; you want to see some genuine 
English sport. The Touchetts aren't English at all, you know; they 
have their own habits, their own language, their own food-some 
odd r�ligion even, I believe, of their own. The old man thinks ifs 
wicked to hunt, I'm told. You must get down to my sister's in time 
for the theatricals, and I'm sure she'll be glad to give you a part. 
I'm sure you act well; I know you're very clever. My sister's forty 
years old and has seven children, but she's going to play the princi
pal part. Plain as she is she makes up awfully well-I will say for 
her. Of course you needn't act if you don't want to." 

In this manner Mr. Bantling delivered himself while they strolled 
over the grass in Winchester Square, which, although it had been 
6. A village feast.
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peppered by the London soot, invited the tread to linger. Henrietta 
thought her blooming, easy-voiced bachelor, with his impressibility 
to feminine merit and his splendid range of suggestion, a very agree
able man, and she valued the opportunity he offered her. "I don't 
know but I would go, if your sister should ask n1e. I think it ,vould 
be my duty. What do you call her name?" 

"PensiJ. It's an odd name, but it isn't a bad one�" 
· "I think one name's as good as another. But what's her rank?"
"Oh, she's a baron's wife; a convenient sort of rank. You're fine

enough and you're not too fine·." 
"I don't know but what she'd be too fine for me. What do you 

call the place she lives in-Bedfordshire?" 
"She lives away in the northern corner of it. It's a tiresome coun

try, but I dare say you won't mind it. I'll try and run down ,vhile 
you're there .. " 

All this was very pleasant to Miss Stackpole, and she was sorry to 
be obliged to separate from Lady Pensil's obliging brother. But it

happened that she had met the day before, in Piccadilly, some 
friends whom she had not seen for a vear: the Miss Climbers, two 

.I 

ladies from Wilmington, Delaware, who had been travelling on the 
Continent and were now preparing to re-embark. Henrietta had had 
a long interview with them on the Piccadilly pavement, and though 
the three ladies all talked at once they had not exhausted their 
store. It had been ·agreed therefore that Henrietta should come and 
dine ,vith then1 in their lodgings in Jermyn Street at six o'clock on 
the 1norrow, and she now bethought herself of this engagement. 
She prepared to start for Jermyn Street, taking leave first of Ralph 
Touchett and Isabel, who, seated on garden chairs in another part 
of the enclosure, were occupied-if the term may be used-,vith an 
exchange of amenities less pointed than the practical colloquy of 
Miss Stackpole and Mr. Bantling. When it had been settled 
between Isabel and her friend that thev should be reunited at some 

� 

reputable hour at Pratt's Hotel, Ralph remarked that the latter 
must have a cab. She couldn't walk all the way to Jermyn Street. 

"I suppose you mean it's improper for me to walk alone!" Hen
rietta exclaimed. "Merciful powers, have I come to this?" 

"TI1ere's not the slightest need of your walking alone," Mr. Ban .. 
tling gaily interposed. "I should be greatly pleased to go with you." 

"I simply meant that you'd be late for dinner/' Ralph returned. 
"Those poor ladies may easily believe that we refuse, at the last, to 
spare you." 

"You had better have a hansom, Henrietta," said Isabel. 
"I1U get you a hansom if you'\\ trust me," Mr. Bantling went on. 

"We _might walk a little till \Ve meet one." 
"I don't see why I shouldn't trust him, do you?

n Henrietta 
enquired of Isabel. 
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"I don't see what Mr. Bantling could do to you," Isabel obligingly 
answered; "but, if you like, we'll walk with you till you find your 
cab." 

"Never mind; we'll go alone. Come on, Mr. Bantling, and take 
care you get me a good one." 

Mr. Bantling promised to do his best, and the two took their 
departure, leaving the girl and her cousin together in the square, 
over which a clear September twilight had now begun to gather. It

was perfectly still; the wide quadrangle of dusky houses showed 
lights in none of the windows, where the shutters and blinds were 
closed; the pavements were a vacant expanse, and, putting aside two 
small children from a neighbouring slum, who, attracted by symp
toms of abnormal animation in the interior, poked their faces 
between the rusty rails of the enclosure, the most vivid object 
within sight was the big red pillar-post on the southeast corner. 

"Henrietta will ask him to get into the cab and go with her to 
Jermyn Street," Ralph observed. He always spoke of Miss Stackpole 
as Henrietta. 

"Very possibly,'' said his companion. 
"Or rather, no, she won't," he went on. "But Bantling will ask 

leave to get in." 
"Very likely again. I'm very glad they're such good friends." 
"She has made a conquest. He thinks her a brilliant woman. It

may go far," said Ralph. 
Isabel was briefly silent. "I call Henrietta a very brilliant woman, 

but I don't think it ,vill go far. They would never really know each 
other. He has not the least idea what she really is, and she has no 
just comprehension of Mr. Bantling." 

"There's no more usual basis of union than a mutual misunder
standing. But it ought not to be so difficult to understand Bob Ban
tling," Ralph added. "He is a very simple organism." 

"Yes, but Henrietta's a simpler one still. And, pray, what am I to 
do?" Isabel asked, looking about her through the fading light, in 
which the limited land-scape.gardening of the square took on a 
large and effective appearance. "I don't imagine that you'll propose 
that you and I, for our amusement, shall drive about London in a 
h ,,ansom. 

"There's no reason we shouldn't stay here-if you don't dislike 
it. It's very warm; there will be half an hour yet before dark; and if 
you permit it 1'11 light a cigarette." 

"You may do what you please," said Isabel, "if you'll amuse me 
till seven o'clock. I propose at that hour to go back and partake of a 
simple and solitary repast-two poached eggs and a muffin-at 
Pratt's Hotel." 

"Mayn't I dine with you?" Ralph asked. 
"No, you'll dine at your club." 
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'rhey had wandered back to their chairs in the centre of the 
square again, and Ralph had lighted his cigarette. It would have 
given hin1 extreme pleasure to be present in person at the modest 
little feast she had sketched; but in default of this he liked even 
being forbidden. For the moment, however, he liked immensely 
being alone with her, in the thickening dusk, in the centre of the 
multitudinous town; it made her seem to depend upon him and to 
be in his power. This power he could exert but vaguely; the best 
exercise of it was to accept her decisions submissively-which indeed 
there was already an emotion in doing. "\Vhy \von't you ]et n1e 
dine with you?" he demanded after a pause. 

"Because I don't care for it." 
"I suppose you're tired of me." 
"I shall be an hour hence. You see I have the gift of foreknow

ledge." 
"Oh, I shall be delightful meanwhile," said Ralph. But he said 

nothing more, and as she made no rejoinder they sat some time in a 
stillness which seemed to contradict his pro111ise of entertainment. 
It seemed to him she was preoccupied, and he wondered what ·she 
was thinking about; there were two or three very possible subjects. 
At last he spoke again. "Is your objection to my society this evening 
caused by your expectation of another visitor?" 

She turned her head with a glance of her clear, fair eyes. 
"Another visitor? What visitor should I have?" 

He had none to suggest; which made his question seem to him
self silly as well as brutal. "You've a great many friends that I don't 
know. You've a whole past from which I was perversely excluded." 

"You were reserved for my future. You must remember that my 
past is over there across the water. There's none of it here in 
London." 

"Very good, then, since your future is seated beside you. Capital 
thing to have your future so handy." And Ralph lighted another 
cigarette and reflected that Isabel probably meant she had received 
news that Mr. Caspar Goodwood had crossed to Paris. After he had 
lighted his cigarette he puffed it a while, and then he resumed. "I 
promised just now to be very amusing; but you see I don't come up 
to the mark, and the fact is there's a good deal of temerity in one's 
undertaking to amuse a person like you. What do you care for my 
feeble attempts? You've grand ideas-you've a high standard in 
such matters. I ought at least to bring in a band of music or a com
pany of mountebanks."' 

"One mountebank's enough, and you do very well. Pray go on, 
and in another ten minutes I shall begin to laugh." 

"I assure you I'm very serious," said Ralph. "You do really ask a 
great deal." 



VOL. I: xv 131 

"I don't know what you mean. I ask nothing!" 
"You accept nothing,'' said Ralph. She coloured, and now sud .. 

denly it seemed to her that she guessed his meaning. But why should 
he speak to her of such things? He hesitated a little and then he 
continued: "There's something I should like very much to say to 
you. It's a question I wish to ask. It seems to me I've a right to ask 
it, because I've a kind of interest in the answer." 

"Ask what you will," Isabel replied gently, "and I'll try to satisfy 
you." 

"Well then, I hope you won't mind my saying that Warburton 
has told me of something that has passed between you.'' 

Isabel suppressed a start; she sat looking at her open fan. ''Very 
good; I suppose it was natural he should tell you." 

"I have his leave to let you know he has done so. He has some 
hope still,'' said Ralph. 

"Still?" 
"He had it a few days ago." 
"I don't believe he has any now," said the girl. 
"I'm very sorry for him then; he's such an honest man." 
"Pray, did he ask you to talk to me?" 
"No, not that. But he told me because he couldn't help it. We're 

old friends, and he was greatly disappointed. He sent me a line 
asking me to come and see him, and I drove over to Lockleigh the 
day before he and his sister lunched with us. He was very heavy
hearted; he had just got a letter from you." 

"Did he show you the letter?" asked Isabel with momentary lofti
ness. 

"By no means. But he told me it was a neat refusal. I was very 
sorry for him," Ralph repeated. 

For some moments Isabel said nothing; then at last, "Do you 
know how often he had seen me?" she enquired. "Five or six 
times." 

''That's to your glory.'' 
"It's not for that I say it." 
"What then do you say it for? Not to prove that poor Warbur

ton's state of mind'$ superficial, because I'm pretty sure you don't 
think that.'' 

Isabel certainly was unable to say she thought it; but presently 
she said something else. "If you've not been requested by Lord 
Warburton to argue with me, then you're doing it disinterestedly
or for the love of argument." 

"I've no wish to argue with you at all. I only wish to leave you 
alone. I'm simply greatly interested in your own sentiments." 

"I'n1 greatly obliged to you!" cried Isabel with a slightly nervous 
laugh. 
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"Of course you mean that I'm meddling in what doesn't concern 
me. But why shouldn't I speak to you of this matter without annoy
ing you or embarrassing myself? What's the use of being your 
cousin if I can't have a few privileges? What's the use of adoring 
you without hope of a reward if I can't have a few compensations? 
Whafs the use of being ill and disabled and restricted to mere 
spectatorship at the game of life if I really can't see the show when 
I've paid so much for my ticket? Tell me this," Ralph went on 
while she listened to him with quickened attention. "What had you 
in mind when you refused Lord Warburton?" 

"What had I in mind?" 
"What was the logic-the view of your situation-that dictated 

so remarkable an act?" 
"I didn't wish to marry him-if that's logic." 
"No, that's not logic-and I knew that before. It's really nothing, 

you know. What was it you said to yourself? You certainly said 
more than that." 

Isabel reflected a moment, then answered with a question of her 
own. "Why do you call it a remarkable act? That's what your 
mother thinks too." 

"Warburton's such a thorough good sort; as a man, I consider he 
has hardly a fault. And then he's what they call here no end of a 
swell. He has immense possessions, and his wife would be thought a 
superior being. He unites the intrinsic and the extrinsic advan
tages." 

Isabel watched her cousin to see how far he would go. "I 
refused him because he was too perfect then. I'm not perfect 
myself, and he's too good for me. Besides, his perfection would irri
tate me." 

"'Inat's ingenious rather than candid," said Ralph. "As a fact you 
think nothing in the world too perfect for you." 

"Do you think I'm so good?" 
"No, but you're exacting, all the same, without the excuse of 

thinking yourself good. Nineteen women out of twenty, however, 
even of the most exacting sort, would have managed to do with 
Warburton. Perhaps you don't know how he has been stalked." 

"I don't wish to know. But it seems to me," said Isabel, "that 
one day when we talked of him you mentioned odd things in him." 

Ralph smokingly considered. "I hope that what I said then had 
no weight with you; for they were not faults, the things I spoke of: 
they were simply peculiarities of his position. If I had known he 
wished to marry you I'd never have alluded to them. I think I said 
that as regards that position he was rather a sceptic. It would have 
been in your power to make him a believer." 

"I think not. I don't understand the matter, and I'm not con-
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scions of any mission of that sort. You're evidently disappointed," 
Isabel added, looking at her cousin with rueful gentleness. '�You'd 
have liked me to make such a marriage." 

"Not in the least. I'm absolutely without a wish on the subject. I 
don't pretend to advise you, and I content myself with watching 
you-with the deepest interest.'' 

She gave rather a conscious sigh. "I wish I could be as interesting 
to myself as I am to you!" 

"There you're not candid again; you're extremely interesting to 
yourself. Do you know, however," said Ralph, "that if you've really 
given Warburton his final answer I'm.rather glad it has been what 
it was. I don't mean I'm glad for you, and still less of course for. 
him. I'm glad for myself." 

"Are you thinking of proposing to me?" 
"By no means. From the point of view I speak of that would be 

fatal; I should kill the goose that supplies me with the material of 
my inimitable omelettes. I use that animal as the symbol of my 
insane illusions. \Vhat I mean is that I shall have the thrill of 
seeing what a young lady does who won't marry Lord Warburton." 

"That's what your mother counts upon too," said Isabel. 
"Ah, there will be plenty of spectators! We shall hang on the rest 

of your career. I shall not see all of it, but I shall probably see the 
most interesting years. Of course if you were to marry our friend 
you'd still have a career-a very decent, in fact a very brilliant one. 
But relatively speaking it would be a little prosaic. It would be 
definitely marked out in advance; it would be wanting in the unex
pected. You know I'm extremely fond of the unexpected, and now 
that you've kept the game in your hands I depend on your giving us 
some grand example of it." 

"I don't understand you very well," said Isabel, "but I do so well 
enough to be able to say that if you look for grand examples of any
thing from me I shall disappoint you." 

"You'll do so only by disappointing yourself-and that will go 
hard with you!" 

To this she made no direct reply; there was an amount of truth 
in it that would bear consideration. At last she said abruptly: "I 
don't see what harm there is in my wishing not to tie myself. I 
don't want to begin life by marrying. There are other things a 
woman can do." 

"There's nothing she can do so well. But you're of course so 
many-sided." 

"If one's two-sided it's enough," said Isabel. 
"You're the most charming ·of polygons!" her companion broke 

out. At a glance from his companion, however, he became grave, 
and to prove it went on: "You want to see life-you'll be hanged if 
you don't, as the young men say." 
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"I don't think I want to see it as the young n1en want to see it. 
But I do want to look about me." 

"You want to drain the .cup of experience." 
"No, I don't wish to touch the cup of experience. It's a poisoned 

drink! I only want to see for myself." 
"You want to see, but not to feel," Ralph remarked. 
"I don't think that if one's a sentient being one can n1ake the 

distinction. I'm a good deal like I-Ienrietta. The other day when I 
asked her if she wished to marry she said: 'Not till I've seen 
Europe!' I too don't wish to marry till I've seen Europe.n 

"You evidently expect. a crowned head will be struck with you." 
"No, that would be worse than marrying Lord Warburton. But 

it's getting very dark," Isabel continued, "and I must go home." 
She rose from her place, but Ralph· only sat still and looked at her. 
As he ren1ained ther� she stopped, and they exchanged a gaze tl1at 
was full on either side, but especially on Ralph's, of utterances too 
vague for words. 

"You've ans,vered my question," he said at last. "You've told me 
what I wanted. I'm greatly obliged to you." 

"It seems to me I've told you very little.'.' 
"You've told me the great thing: that the world interests you and 

that you want to throw yourself into it." 
Her silvery eyes shone a moment in the dusk. "I never said that." 
"I think you meant it. Don't repudiate it. It's so fine!" 
"I don't kno\v what you're trying to fasten upon me, for I'm not 

in the least an adventurous spirit. Women are not like men." 
Ralph slowly rose from his seat and they walked together to the 

gate of the square. "No," he said; "women rarely boast of their 
courage. Men do so with a certain frequency.H 

"Men have it to boast of!" 
"Women have it too. You've a great deal." 
"Enough to go home in a cab to Pratt's Hotel, but not more." 
Ralph unlocked the gat�, and after they bad passed out he fas-

tened it. "We'll find your cab," he said; and as they turned toward 
a neighbouring street in which this quest might avail he asked her 
again if he mightn't see her safely to the inn. 

"By no means," she answered; "you're very tired; you must go 
home and go to bed." 

The cab was found, and he helped her into it, standing a 
moment at the door. "When people forget I'm a poor creature I'm 
often incommoded," he said. "But it's worse when they remember 
·t,"1 . 

XVI 

She had had no hidden motive in wishing him not to take her 
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home; it simply struck her that for some days past she had con
sumed an inordinate quantity of his time, and the independent 
spirit of the A1nerican girl whom extravagance of aid places in an 
attitude that she ends by finding "affected" had made her decide 
that for these few hours she must suffice to herself. She had more
over a great fondness for intervals of solitude, which since her 
arrival in ·England had been but meagrely met. It was a luxury she 
could always command at home and she had wittingly missed it. 
That evening, however, an incident occurred which-had there been 
a critic to note it-would have taken all colour from the theory that 
the wish to be quite by herself had caused her to dispense with her 
cousin's attendance. Seated toward nine o'clock in the dim illnn1i
nation of Pratt's Hotel and trying with the aid of two tall candles 
to lose herself in a volume she had brought from Gardencourt, she 
succeeded only to the extent of reading other words than those 
printed on the page-words that Ralph had spoken to her that 
afternoon. Suddenlv the well-1nufHed knuckle of the waiter was 

j 

applied to the door, which presently gave way to his exhibition, 
even as a glorious trophy, of the card of a visitor. When this 
1nemento had offered to her fixed sight the name of Mr. Caspar 
Goodwood she let the man stand before her without signifying her 
wishes. 

"Shall I show the gentleman up, ma'am?" he asked with a 
slightly encouraging inflexion. 

Isabel hesitated still and while she hesitated glanced at the 
mirror. "He n1ay con1e in," she said at last; and waited for him not 
so much s1noothing her hair as girding her spirit. 

Caspar C.,.oodwood was accordingly the next 1noment shaking 
hands with her, but sayi_ng nothing till the servant had left the 
room. "\Vhy didn't you answer my letter?" he then asked iri a 
quick, full, slightly peremptory tone-the tone of a man whose 
questions were habitually pointed and \Vho was capable of much 
insistence. 

She answered by a ready question, "How did you know I was 
here?" 

"Miss Stackpole let me know," said Caspar Good wood. "She told 
me you would probably be at hon1e alone this evening and would 
be willing to see me." 

"Where did she see you-to tell you that?" 
"She didn't see me; she wrote to me." 
Isabel was silent; neither had sat down; they stood there with an 

air of defiance, or at least of contention. "Henrietta never told me 
she was wrlting to you/, she saIJ at last. "This ;s not ldnd of her.JJ 

"Is it so disagreeable to you to see n1e?" asked the young man. 
"I didn't expect it. I don't like such surprises." 
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"But you knew I was in town; it was natural we should meet." 
"Do you call this meeting? I hoped I shouldn't see you. In so big 

a place as London it seemed very possible." 
"It was apparently repugnant to you even to write to me," her 

visitor went on. 
Isabel made no reply; the sense of Henrietta Stackpole's treach

ery, as she momentarily qualified it, was strong within her. "Hen
rietta's certainly not a 1nodel of all the delicacies!" she exclaimed 
with bitterness. "It was a great liberty to take." 

"I suppose I'm not a model either-of those virtues or of any 
othe·rs. The fault's mine as much as hers." 

As Isabel looked at him it seemed to her that his jaw had never 
been more square. This might have displeased her, but she took a 
different turn. "No, it's not your fault so much as hers. What 
you've done was inevitable, I suppose, for you." 

"It was indeed!" cried Caspar Goodwood with a voluntary laugh. 
"And now that I've come, at any rate, mayn't I stay?" 

"You may sit down, certainly." 
She went back to her chair again, while her visitor took the first 

place that offered, in the manner of a man accustomed to pay little 
thought to that sort of furtherance. "I've been hoping every day for 
an answer to my letter. You might have written me a few lines." 

"It wasn't the trouble of writing that prevented me; I could as 
easily have written you four pages as one. But my silence was an 
intention," Isabel said. "I thought it the best thing.'' 

He sat with eyes fixed on hers while she spoke; then he lowered 
them and attached them to a spot in the carpet as if he were 
making a strong effort to say nothing but what he ought. He was a 
strong man in the wrong, and he was acute enough to see that an 
uncompromising exhibition of his strength would only throw the 
falsity of his position into relief. Isabel was not incapable of tasting 
any advantage of position over a person of this quality, and though 
little desirous to flaunt it in his face she could enjoy being able to 
say "You know you oughtn't to have written to me yourself!" and 
to say it with an air of triumph. 

Caspar Goodwood raised his eyes to her own again; they seemed 
to shine through a vizard . of a helmet. He had a strong sense of 
justice and was ready any day in the year-over and above this-to 
argue the question of his rights. "You said you hoped never to hear 
from me again; I know that. But I never accepted any such rule as 
my own. I warned you that you should hear very soon." 

"I didn't say I hoped never to hear from you," said Isabel. 
"Not for five years then; for ten years; twenty years. It's the same 

thing." 
"Do you find it so? It seems to me there's a great difference. I 
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can imagine that at the end of ten years we might have a very pleas
ant correspondence. I shall have matured my epistolary style." 

She looked away while she spoke these words, knowing them of 
so much less earnest a cast than the countenance of her listener. 
Her eyes, however, at last came back to him, just as he said very 
irrelevantly: "Are you enjoying your visit to your uncle?" 

"Very much indeed." She dropped, but then she broke out. 
"What good do you expect to get by insisting?" 

"The good of not losing you." 
"You've no right to talk of losing what's not yours. And even 

from your own point of view," Isabel added, "You ought to know 
when to let one alone." 

"I disgust you very much," said Caspar Goodwood gloomily; not 
as if to provoke her to compassion for a man conscious of this 
blighting fact, but as if to set it well before himself, so that he 
might endeavour to act with his eyes on it. 

"Yes, you don't at all delight me, you don't fit in, not in any 
way, just now, and the worst is that your putting it to the proof in 
this manner is quite unnecessary." It wasn't certainly as if his 
nature had been soft, so that pin-pricks would draw blood from it; 
and from the first of her acquaintance with him, and of her having 
to defend herself against a certain air that he had of kno\ving better 
what was good for her than she knew herself, she had recognised 
the fact that perfect frankness \\'as her best weapon. To attempt to 
spare his sensibility or to escape from him edgewise, as one might 
do from a man who had barred the way less sturdily-this, in deal
ing with Caspar Goodwood, who would grasp at everything of every 
sort that one might give him, was wasted agility. It was not that he 
had not susceptibilities, but his passive surface, as well as his active, 
was large and hard, and he might always be trusted to dress his 
wounds, so far as they required it, himself. She came back, even for 
her measure of possible pangs and aches in him, to her old sense 
that he, was naturally plated and steeled, armed essentially for aggres-. 
SlOD. 

"I can't reconcile myself to that," he simply said. There was a 
dangerous liberality about it; for she felt how open it was to him to 
make the point that he had not always disgusted her. 

"I can't reconcile myself to it either, and it's not the state of 
things that ought to exist between us. If you'd only try to banish 
me from your mind for a few months we should be on good terms 
again." 

"I see. If I should cease to think of you at all for a prescribed 
time, I should find I could keep it up indefinitely." 

"Indefinitely is more than I ask. It's more even than I should 
like." 
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"You know that what you ask is impossible," said the young 
man, taking his adjective for granted in a manner she found irritat-
. 
1ng. 

"Aren't you capable of making a calculated effort?" she 
demanded. "You're strong for everything else; why shouldn't you be 
strong for that?" 

"An effort calculated for what?" And then as she hung fire, "I'm 
capable of nothing with regard to you," he went on, "but just of 
being infernally in love with you. If one's strong one loves only the 
more strongly." 

"There's a good deal in that;" and indeed our young lady felt the 
force of it-felt it thrown off, into the vast of truth and poetry, as 
practically a bait to her imagination. But she promptly came round. 
"Think of me or not, as you find most possible; only leave me 
alone." 

"Until when?" 
"Well, for a year or two." 
"Which do you mean? Between one year and two there's all the 

difference in the world." 
"Call it t,vo then," said Isabel with a studied effect of eagerness.
"And what shall I gain by that?

,
, her friend asked with no sign of. . 

w1nc1ng. 
"You'll have obliged me greatly." 
"And what \vill be my reward?" 
"Do you need a reward for an act of generosity?" 
"Yes, when it involves a great sacrifice." 
"There's no generosity without some sacrifice. Men don't under

stand such things. If you make the sacrifice you'll have all my admi
ration." 

''I don't care a cent for your admiration-not one straw, with 
nothing to show for it. When will you marry me? 'That's the only 
question." 

"Never-if you go on making me feel only as I feel at present." 
"What do I gain then by not trying to make you feel otherwise?" 
''You'll gain quite as much as by worrying me to death!" Caspar 

Goodwood bent his eyes again and gazed a while into the crown of 
his hat. A deep flush overspread his face; she could see her sharp
ness had at last penetrated. TI1is immediately had a value--classic, 
romantic, redeeming, what did she know?-for her; "the strong 
man in pain" was one of the categories of the human appeal, little 
charm as he might exert in the given case. "Why do you make me 
say such things to you?" she cried in a trembling voice. "I only 
want to be gentle-to be thoroughly kind. It's not de1ightfu1 to me 
to feel people care for me and yet to have to try and reason them 
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out of it. I think others �lso ought to be considerate; we have each 
to judge for ourselves. I know you're considerate, as much as you 
can be; you've good reasons for what you do. But I really don't 
want to marry, or to talk about it at all now. I shall probably never 
do it-no, never. I've a perfect right to feel that way, and it's no 
kindness to a woman to press her so hard, to urge her against her 
will. If I give you pain I can only say I'm very sorry. It's not my 
fault; I can't marry you simply to please you. I won't say that I 
shall always remain your friend, because when women say that, in 
these situations, it passes, I believe, for a sort of mockery. But try 
me some day." 

Caspar Goodwood, during this speech, had kept his eyes fixed 
upon the name of his hatter, and it was not until some time after 
she had ceased speaking that he raised them. When he did so the 
sight of a rosy, lovely eagerness in Isabel's face threw some confu
sion into his attempt to analyse her words. "I'll go home-I'll go 
to-morrow-I'll leave you alone," he brought out at last. "Only," he 
heavily said, "I hate to lose sight of youl" 

"Never fear. I shall do no harm." 
"You'll marry some one else, as sure as I sit here," Caspar Good-

wood declared. 
"Do you think that a generous charge?" 
"Why not? Plenty of men will try to make you." 
"I told you just now that I don't wish to marry and that I almost 

certainly never shall." 
"I know you did, and I like your 'almost certainly'! I put no faith 

in what you say." 
"Thank you very much. Do you accuse me of lying to shake you 

off? You say very delicate things." 
"Why should I not say that? You've given me no pledge of any

thing at all." 
"No, that's all that would be wanting!" 
"You may perhaps even believe you're safe-from wishing to be.

But you're not,n the young man went on as if preparing himself for 
the worst. 

"Very well then. We'll put it that I'm not safe. Have it as you 
please." 

"I don't know, however," said Caspar Goodwood, "that my keep
ing you in sight would prevent it." 

"Don't you indeed? I'm after all very much afraid of you. Do you. 
think I'm so very easily pleased?" she asked suddenly, changing her 
tone. 

"No-I don't; I shall try to console 1nyself with that. But there 
are a certain number of very dazzling men in the world, no doubt; 
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and if there were only one it would be enough. The most dazzling 
of all will make straight for you. You'll be sure to take no one who 
isn't dazzling." 

"If you mean by dazzling brilliantly clever," Isabel said-"and I
can't imagine what else ,you mean-I don't need the aid of a clever 
man to teach n1e how to live. I can find it out for myself." 

"Find out how to Jive alone? I \vish that, when you have, you'd 
teach me!"

She looked at him a moment; then with a quick smile, "Oh, you

ought to marry!" she said. 
He might be pardoned if for an instant this exclamation seemed 

to him to sound the infernal note, and it is not on record that her 
motive for discharging such a shaft had been of the clearest. He 
oughtn't to stride about lean and hungry, however-she certainly 
felt that for him. "God forgive you!" he murmured bet\\,een his 
teeth as he turned away. 

Her accent had put her slightly in the wrong, and after a 
moment she felt the need to right herself. The easiest way to do it 
was to place him where she had been. "You do me great injustice 
-you say what you don't know!" she broke out. "I shouldn't be an
easy victim-I've proved it."

"Oh, to me, perfectly." 
"I've proved it to others as well." And she paused a moment. "I 

refused a proposal of marriage last week; what they call-no doubt 
-a dazzling one."

"I'm very glad to hear it," said the young man gravely.
"It was a proposal many girls would have accepted; it had every

thing to recommend it." Isabel had not proposed to herself to tell 
this story, but, now she had begun, the satisfaction of speaking it 
out and doing herself justice took possession of her. "I was offered a 
great position and a great fortune-by a person whom I like 
extremely.'' 

Caspar watched her with intense interest. "Is he an English .. 
man?" 

"He's an English nobleman,'' said Isabel. 
Her visitor received this announcement at first in silence, but at 

last said: "I'm glad he's disappointed." 
"Well then, as you have companions in misfortune, make the best 

of it.'' 
"I don't call him a companion," said Caspar grimly. 
"Why not-since I declined his offer absolutely?" 
"That doesn't make him my companion. Besides, he's an Eng

lishman." 
"And pray isn't an Englishman a human being?" Isabel asked. 
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"Oh, those people? They're not of my humanity, and I don't care 
what becomes of them." 

"You're very angry," said the girl. "We've discussed this matter 
quite enough." 

"Oh yes, I'm very angry. I plead guilty to that!" 
. She turned away from him, walked to the open window and 
stood a moment looking into the dusky void of the street, where a 
turbid gaslight alone represented social animation. For some time 
neither of these young persons spoke; Caspar lingered near the 
chimney-piece with eyes gloomily attached. She had virtually 
requested him to go-he knew that; but at the risk of making him
self odious he kept his ground. She was too nursed a need to be 
easily renounced, and he had crossed the sea all to wring from her 
some scrap of a vow. Presently she left the window and stood again 
before hirrt. ''You do 1ne very little justice-after my telling you 
what I told you just now. I'm sorry I told you-since it matters so 
little to you." 

"Ah," cried the young man, "if you were thinking of me when 
you did it!" And then he paused with the fear that she might con
tradict so happy a thought. 

"I was thinking of you a little," said Isabel. 
"A little? I don't understand. If the knowledge of what I feel for 

you had any weight with you at all, calling it a 'little' is a poor 
account of it." 

Isabel shook her head as if to carry off a blunder. ''I've refused a 
most kind, noble gentleman. Make the most of that." 

"I thank you then," said Caspar Goodwood gravely. "I thank you 
immensely." 

"And now you had better go home." 
"May I not see you again?" he asked. 
"I think it's better not. You'll be sure to talk of this, and you see 

it leads to nothing.'' 
"I promise you not to say a word that will annoy you." 
Isabel reflected and then ans,vered: "I return in a day or two to 

my uncle's, and I can't propose to you to come there. It would be 
too inconsistent." 

Caspar Goodwood, on his side, considered. ''You must do me jus
tice too. I received an invitation to your uncle's more than a week 
ago, and I declined it." 

She betrayed surprise. "�From whom was your invitation?" 
"From Mr. Ralph Touchett, whon1 I suppose to be your cousin. I 

declined it because I had not your authorisation to accept it. The 
suggestion that Mr. Touchett should invite me appeared to have 
come from Miss Stackpole." 
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"It certainly never did from me. Henrietta really goes very far," 
Isabel added. 

"Don't be too hard on her-that touches me.'-'

"No; if you declined you did quite right, and I thank you for it." 
And she gave a little shudder of dismay at the thought that Lord 
Warburton and Mr. Goodwood 1night have met at Gardencourt: it 
would have been so awkward for Lord Warburton. 

"When you leave your uncle where do you go?" her companion 
asked. 

"I go abroad with my aunt-to Florence and other places." 
1,he serenity of this announcement struck a chill to the young 

man's heart; he seemed to see her whirled a\vay into circles from 
which he was inexorably excluded. Nevertheless he went on quickly 
with his questions. "And when shall you come back to America?" 

"Perhaps not for a long time. I'm very happy here." 
"Do you mean to give up your country?" 
"Don't be an infant!" 
i'Well, you'll be out of n1y sight indeed!" said Caspar Good

wood. 
"I don't know," she answered rather grandly. "The world-with 

all these places so arranged and so touching each other--comes to 
strike one as rather small." 

It's a sight too big for me!" Caspar exclaimed with a simplicity 
our young lady 1night have found touching if her face had not been 
set against concessions. 

This attitude was part of a system, a theory, that she had lately 
embraced, and to be thorough she said after a moment: "Don't 
think me unkind if I say it's just that-being out of your sight
that I like. If you were in the same place I should feel you were 
watching 1ne, and I don't like that-I like my liberty too much. If 
there's a thing in the world I'm fond of," she went on with a slight 
recurrence of grandeur, "it's my personal independence." 

But whatever there might be of the too superior in this speech 
moved Caspar Goodwood's admiration; there was nothing he 
winced at in the large air of it. He had never supposed she hadn't 
wings and the need of beautiful free movements-he wasn't, with 
his own long arms and strides, afraid of any force in her. Isabel's 
words, if they had been meant to shock him, failed of the mark and 
only n1ade him smile with the sense that here was common ground. 
"Who would wish less to curtail your liberty than I? What can give 
me greater pleasure than to see you perfectly independent-doing 
whatever you like? It's to make you independent that I want to 
marry you." 

"That's a beautiful sophism," said the girl with a smile more 
beautiful still. 
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"An unmarried ,voman-a girl of your age-isn't independent. 
There are a11 sorts of things she can't do. She's hampered at every 
step." 

"'Inat's as she looks at the question," Isabel answered with ·much 
spirit. "I'm not in my first youth-I can do what I choose-I 
belong quite to the independent class. I've neither father nor 
mother; I'm poor and of a serious disposition; I'm not pretty. I 
therefore am not. bound to be timid and conventional; indeed I 
can't afford such luxuries. Besides, I try to judge things for myself; 
to judge ,vrong, I think, is more honourable than not to judge at 
all. I don't ,vish to be a n1ere sheep in the flock; I wish to choose 
my fate and know something of human affairs beyond what other 
people think it compatible \vith propriety to tell me." She paused a 
moment, but not long enough for her companion to reply. He was 
apparently on the point of doing so when she went on: ''Let me say 
this to you, Mr. Goodwood. You're so kind as to speak of being 
afraid of my marrying. If you should hear a rumour that I'm on the 
point of doing so-girls are liable to have such things said about 
them-remember ,vhat I have told you about my love of liberty and 
venture to doubt it." 

There was something passionately positive in the tone in which 
she gave him this advice, and he saw a shining candour in her eyes 
that helped him to believe her. On the whole he felt reassured, and 
you might have perceived it by the manner in which he said, quite 
eagerly: "You want sin1ply to travel for two years? I'm quite willing 
to wait two years, and you may do what you like in the interval. If 
that's all you want, pray say so. I don't want you to be conven
tional; do I strike you as conventional myself? Do you want to 
improve your mind? Your mind's quite good enough for me; but if 
it interests you to ,vander about a \vhile and see different countries I 
shall be delighted to help you in any way in my power." 

"You're very generous; that's nothing new to me. The best way 
to help me will be to put as many hundred miles of sea between us 
as possible." 

"One would think you were going to commit some atrocity!" said 
Caspar Goodwood. 

"Perhaps I am. I wish to be free even to do that if the fancy 
takes me.'' 

"Well then," he said slowly, "I'll go home." And he put out his 
hand, trying to look contented and confident. 

Isabel's confidence in him, however, was greater than any he could 
feel in her. Not that he thou�ht her cal;lab]e· of committing an 
atrocity; but, turn it over as he would, there was something omi
nous in the way she reserved her option. As she took his hand she 
felt a great respect for him; she knew how much he cared for her 
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and she thought him magnanimous. They stood so for a moment, 
looking at each other, united by a hand-clasp which was not merely 
passive on her side. "That's right," she said very kindly, almost 
tenderly. "You'll lose nothing by being a reasonable man." 

"But I'll con1e back, ,vherever you are, two years hence," he 
returned with characteristic grimness. 

We have seen that our young lady was inconsequent, and at this 
she suddenly changed her note. "Ah, remember, I promise nothing 
-absolutely nothing!" Then more softly, as if to help him to leave
her: "And remember too that I shall not be an easy victim!"

"You'll get very sick of your independence." 
"Perhaps I shall; it's even very probable. \Vhen that day comes I

shall be very glad to see you." 
She had laid her hand on the knob of the door that led into her 

room, and she waited a moment to see whether her visitor would 
not take his departure. But he appeared unable to move; there was 
still an immense unwillingness in his attitude and a sore remon
strance in his eyes. "I must leave you now," said Isabel; and she 
opened the door and passed into the other room. 

The apartment was dark, but the darkness was tempered by a 
vague radiance sent up through the window from the court of the 
hotel, and Isabel could make out the masses of the furniture, the 
dim shining of the mirror and the looming of the big four-posted 
bed. She stood still a moment� listening, and at last she heard 
Caspar Goodwood walk out of the sitting-room and close the door 
behind him. She stood still a little longer, and then, by an irresisti
ble impulse, dropped on her knees before her bed and hid her face 
in her arms. 

XVII 

She was not praying; she was trembling-trembling all over. 
Vibration was easy to her, was in fact too constant with her, and she 
found herself now humming like a smitten harp. She only asked, 
however, to put on the cover, to case herself again in brown hol
land, but she \vished to resist her excitement, and the attitude of 
devotion, which she kept for some time, seemed to help her to be 
still. She intensely rejoiced that Caspar Goodwood was gone; there 
was son1ething in having thus got rid of him that was like the pay
ment, for a stamped receipt, of some debt too long on her mind. As 
she felt the glad relief she bowed her head a little lower; the sense 
was there, throbbing in her heart; it was part of her emotion, but it 
�,as a thing to be ashamed of-it was profane and out of place. It 
was not for some ten minutes that she rose from her knees, and 
even ,vhen she came back to the sitting-room her tremor had not 
quite subsided. It had had, verily, two causes: part of it was to be 
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accounted for by her long discussion with Mr. Goodwood, but it 
might be feared that the rest was simply the enjoyment she found 
in the exercise of her power. She sat down in the same chair again 
and took up her book, but without going through the form of open
ing the volume. She leaned back, with that low,. soft, aspiring 
murmur with which she often uttered her response to accidents of 
which the brighter side was not superficially obvious, and yielded to. 
the satisfaction of having refused two ardent suitors in a fortnight. 
That love of liberty of which she had given Caspar Goodwood so 
bold a sketch was as yet almost exclusively theoretic; she had not 
been able to indulge it on a large scale. But it appeared to her she 
had done something; she had tasted of the delight, if not of battle, 
at least of victory; she had done what was truest to her plan. In the 
glow of this consciousness the image of Mr. Goodwood taking his 
sad walk homeward through the dingy town presented itself with a 
certain reproachful force; so that, as at the same moment the door 
of the room was opened, she rose with an apprehension that he had 
come back. But it was only Henrietta Stackpole returning from her 
dinner. 

Miss Stackpole immediately saw that our young lady had been 
"through" something, and indeed the discovery demanded no great 
penetration. She went straight up to her friend, who received her 
without a greeting. Isabel's elation in having sent Caspar Goodwood 
back to America presupposed her being in a manner glad he had 
come to see her; but at the same time she perfectly remembered 
Henrietta had had no right to set a trap for her. "Has he been here, 
dear?" the latter yearningly asked. 

Isabel turned away and for some moments answered nothing. 
"You acted very wrongly," she declared at last. 

"I acted for the best. I only hope you acted as well." 
"You're not · the judge. I can't trust you," said Isabel. 
This declaration was unfiattering, but Henrietta was much too 

unselfish to heed the charge it conveyed; she cared only for what it 
intimated with regard to her friend. "Isabel Archer," she observed 
with equal abruptness and solemnity, "if you marry one of these 
people I'll never speak to you again!" 

"Before making so terrible a threat you had better wait till I'm 
asked," Isabel replied. Never having said a word to Miss Stackpole 
about Lord Warburton's overtures, she had now no impulse what
ever to justify herself to Henrietta by telling her that she had 
refused that nobleman. 

"Oh1 you'll be asked 9uick enoughr once you �et off on the Conti-

nent. Annie Climber was asked three times in Italy-poor plain 
little Annie." 

"Well, if Annie Climber wasn't captured why should I be?" 
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"I don't believe Annie was pressed; but you'll be." 
"That's a flattering conviction,." said Isabel without alarm. 
"I don't flatter you, Isabel, I tell you the truth!" cried her friend. 

"I hope you don't mean to tell 1ne that you didn't give Mr. Good
wood some hope." 

"I don't see why I should tell you anything; as I said to you just 
no,v, I can't trust you. But since you're so much interested in Mr. 
Goodwood I won't conceal from you that he returns immediately to 
America." 

"You don't mean to say you've sent him off?" Henrietta almost 
shrieked. 

"I asked him to leave me alone_; and I ask you the same, Hen
rietta." Miss Stackpole glittered for an instant with dismay, and 
then passed to the mirror over the chimney-piece and took off her 
bonnet. "I hope you've enjoyed your dinner," Isabel went on. 

But her companion was not to be diverted by frivolous proposi
tions. "Do you know where you're going, Isabel Archer?" 

"Just now I'm going to bed," said Isabel with persistent frivolity. 
"Do you know where you're drifting?" Henrietta pursued, hold

ing out her bonnet delicately. 
"No, I haven't the least idea, and I find it very pleasant not to 

know. A swift carriage, of a dark night, rattling with four horses 
over roads that one can't see-that's my idea of happiness." 

"Mr. Goodwood certainly didn't teach you to say such things as 
that-like the heroine of an immoral novel," said Miss Stackpole. 
"You're drifting to some great mistake." 

Isabel was irritated by her friend's interference, yet she still tried 
to think what truth this declaration could represent. She could 
think of nothing that diverted her from saying: "You niust be very 
fond of me, Henrietta, to be willing to be so aggressive." 

"I love you intensely, Isabel," said Miss Stackpole with feeling. 
"Well, if you love me intensely let me as intensely alone. I asked 

that of Mr. Goodwood, and I must also ask it of you." 
"Take care you're not let alone too much." 
"That's what Mr. Goodwood said to me. I told him I must take 

the risks." 
"You're a creature of risks-you make me shudder!" cried Hen

rietta. "When does Mr. Goodwood return to America?" 
''I don't know-he didn't tell me." 
"Perhaps you didn't enquire,'' said Henrietta with the note of 

righteous irony. 
"I g11ve him t�� Httl� satisfacbon to have the righ! lo ask ques

tions of him.�' 
This assertion seemed to Miss Stackpole for a moment to bid 
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defiance to comment; but at last she exclaimed: "We11, Isabel, if I 
didn't know you I might think you were heartless!" 

"Take care, n said Isabel; "you're spoiling me." 
"I'm afraid I've done that already. I hope, at least," Miss Stack .. 

pole added, "that he may cross with Annie Climber!" 
Isabel learned from her the next morning that she had deter

mined n.ot to return to Gardencourt (where old Mr. Touchett had 
promised her a renewed welcome), but to await in London the 
arrival of the invitation that Mr. Bantling had promised her from 
his sister Lady Pensil. Miss Stackpole related very freely he_r conver
sation with Ralph Touchett's sociable friend and declared to Isabel 
that she really believed she had now got hold of something that

would lead to something. On the receipt of Lady Pensil's letter
Mr. Bantling had virtually guaranteed the arrival of this document 
-she would immediately depart for Bedfordshire, and if Isabel
cared to look out for her impressions in the Interviewer she would
certainly find them. Henrietta was evidently going to see something
of the inner life this time.

"Do you know where you're drifting, Henrietta Stackpole?" 
Isabel asked, imitating the ton� in which her friend had spoken the 
night before. 

"I'm drifting to a big position-that of the Queen of American 
Journalism. If my next letter isn't copied all over the West I'll swal
low my penwiper!" 

She had arranged with her friend Miss Annie Climber, the young 
lady of the continental offers, that they should go together to make 
those purchases which were to constitute Miss Climber's farewell to

a hemisphere in which she at least had been appreciated; and she 
presently repaired to Jermyn Street to pick up her companion. 
Shortly after her departure Ralph Touchett was announced, and as 
soon as he came in Isabel saw he had something on his mind. H.e 
verv soon took his cousin into his confidence. He had received from 

.; 

his mother a telegram to the effect that his father had had a sharp 
attack of his old malady, that she was much alarmed and that she 
begged he would instantly return to Cardencourt. On this occasion 
at least Mrs. Touchett's devotiort to the electric wire was not open 
to criticism. 

"I've judged it best to see the great doctor, Sir Matthew Hope, 
first," Ralph said; "by great good luck he's in town. He's to see me 
at half-past twelve, and I shall make sure of his coming down to 
Gardencourt-which he will do the more readily as he has already 
seen my father several times, both there and in London. There's an 
express at two-lorty-hve, which 1 sha11 take; and you'll come back 
with me or remain here a few days longer, exactly as you prefer." 

"I shall certainly go with you," Isabel returned. "I don't suppose 
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I can be of any use to my unclet but if he's ill I shall like to be near 
him." 

"I think you're fond of him," said Ralph with a certain shy pleas
ure in his face. "You appreciate him, which all the world hasn't 
done. The quality's too fine." 

"I quite adore him," Isabel after a moment said. 
"That's very well. After his son he's your greatest admirer." 
She welcomed this assurance, but she gave secretly a small sigh of 

relief at the thought that Mr. Touchett was one of those admirers 
who couldn't propose to 1narry her. This, however, was not what 
she spoke; she went on to inform Ralph that there were other rea
sons for her not remaining in London. She was tired of it and 
wished to leave it; and then Henrietta was going away-going to 
stay in Bedfordshire. 

"In Bedfordshire?" 
"With Lady Pensil, the sister of Mr. Bantling, who has answered 

for an invitation." 
Ralph was feeling anxious, but at this he broke into a laugh. Sud

denly, none the less, his gravity returned. "Bantling's a man of 
courage. But if the invitation should get lost on the way?" 

"I thought the British post-office was impeccable." 
"The good Homer sometimes nods,"1 said Ralph. "However," he 

went on more brightly, "the good Bantling never does, and, ,vhat
ever happens, he'll take care of Henrietta." 

Ralph went to keep his appointment with Sir Mathew Hope, and 
Isabel made her arrangements for quitting Pratt's Hotel. Her uncle's 
danger touched her nearly, and while she stood before her open 
trunk, looking about her vaguely for what she should put into it, 
the tears suddenly rose to her eyes. It was perhaps for this reason 
that when Ralph came back at two o'clock to take her to the sta
tion she was not yet ready. He found Miss Stackpole, however, in 
the sitting-room, where she had just risen from her luncheon, and 
this lady immediately expressed her regret at his father's illness. 

"He's a grand old man," she said; "he's faithful to the last. If it's 
really to be the last-pardon my alluding to it, but you must often 
have thought of the possibility-I'm sorry that I shall not be at 
Gardencourt." 

"You'll amuse yourself much more in Bedfordshire." 
"I shall be sorry to amuse myself at such a time," said Henrietta 

with much propriety. But she immediately added: "I should like so 
to commemorate the closing scene." 

"My father may live a long time," said Ralph simply. 'Then, 
adverting to topics more cheerful, he interrogated Miss Stackpole as 
to her own future. 

I. The original of this common phrase, meaning "even the best make mistakes," is in Horace's
Ars Poetica (I. 3 59).



VOL. I: XVII 149 

Now that Ralph was in trouble she addressed him in a tone of 
larger allowance and told hin1 that she was much indebted to him 
for having made her acquainted with Mr. Bantling. "He has told 
me just the things I want to know," she said; "all the society-items 
and all about the royal family. I can't make out that what he tells 
me about the royal family is much to their credit; but he says that's 
only my peculiar way of looking at it. Well> all I want is that he 
should give me the facts; I can put them together quick enough, 
once I've got then1." And she added that Mr. Bantling had been so 
good as to promise to come and take her out that afternoon. 

"To take you where?" Ralph ventured to enquire. 
"To Buckingha1n Palace. He's going to show me over it, so that I 

may get some idea how they live." 
"Ah," said Ralph, "we leave you in good hands. The first thing 

we shall hear is that you're invited to Windsor Castle." 
"If they ask me, I shall certainly go. Once I get started I'm not 

afraid. But for all that," Henrietta added in a moment, "I'm not 
satisfied; I'm not at peace about Isabel." 

"What is her last misdemeanour?" 
"Well, I've told you before, and I suppose there's no harm in my 

going on. I always finish a subject that I take up. Mr. Goodwood was 
here last night." 

Ralph opened his eyes; he even blushed a little-his blush being 
the sign of an emotion somewhat acute. He reme1nbered that 
Isabel, in separating from him in Winchester Square, had repu
diated his suggestion that her motive in doing so was the expecta
tion of a visitor at Pratt's Hotel, and it was a new pang to him to 
have to suspect her of duplicity. On the other hand, he quickly said 
to himself, what concern was it of his that she should have made an 
appointment with a lover? Had it not been thought graceful in 
every age that young ladies should make a mystery of such appoint
ments? Ralph gave Miss Stackpole a diplomatic answer. "I should 
have thought that, with the views you expressed to me the other 
day, this would satisfy you perfectly." 

"That he should come to see her? That was very well, as far as it 
went. It was a little plot of mine; I let him know that we were in 
London, and ,vhen it had been arranged that I should spend the 
evening out I sent him a \vord-the word we just utter to the 'wise.' 
I hoped he would find her alone; I won't pretend I didn't hope that 
you'd be out of the way. He came to see her, but he might as well 
have stayed away." 

"Isabel was cruel?"-and Ralph's face lighted with the relief of 
his cousin's not baving shown duplicity. 

"I don't exactly know what passed between them. But she gave 
him no satisfaction-she sent him back to America." 

"Poor Mr. Goodwoodl" Ralph sighed. 
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"Her only idea seems to be to get rid of him," Henrietta went 
on. 

"Poor Mr. Goodwoodr' Ralph repeated. The exclamation, it 
must be confessed, ,vas automatic; it failed exactly to express his 
though ts, which were taking another line. 

"You don't say that as if you felt it. I don't believe you care." 
"Ah," said Ralph, "you must remember that I don't know this 

interesting young man-that I've never seen him." 
"Well, I shall see him, and I shall tell him not to give up. If I 

didn't believe Isabel would come round," Miss Stackpole added
"well, I'd give up myself. I mean I'd give her up!" 

XVIII 

It had occurred to Ralph that, in the conditions, Isabel's parting 
with her friend might be of a slightly embarrassed nature, and he 
went down to the door of the hotel in advance of his cousin, who, 
after a slight delay, followed with the traces of an unaccepted 
remonstrance, as he thought, in her eyes. The two made the journey 
to Gardencourt in almost unbroken silence, and the servant who 
met them at the station had no better news to give them of Mr. 
Touchett-a fact which caused Ralph to congratulate himself 
afresh on Sir Matthew Hope's having promised to come down in 
the five o'clock train and spend the night. Mrs. Touchett, he 
learned, on reaching home, had been constantly \\,ith the old man 
and was with him at that moment; and this fact made Ralph say to 
himself that, after all, what his mother wanted was just easy occa
sion. The finer natures were those that shone at the larger times. 
Isabel went to her own room, noting throughout the house that per
ceptible hush which precedes a crisis. At the end of an hour, how
ever, she came downstairs in search of her aunt, whom she wished 
to ask about Mr. Touchett. She went into the library, but Mrs. 
Touchett was not there, and as the weather, which had been damp 
and chill, was now altogether spoiled, it was not probable she had 
gone for her usual walk in the grounds. Isabel was on the point of 
ringing to send a question to her room, when this purpose quickly 
yielded to an unexpected sound-the sound of low music proceed
ing apparently from the saloon. She knew her aunt never touched 
the piano, and the musician was therefore probably Ralph, who 
played for his own amusement. 1nat he should have resorted to this 
recreation at the present time indicated apparently that his anxiety 
about his father had been relieved; so that the girl took her way, 
almost with restored cheer, toward the source of the harmony. The 
drawing-room at Gardencourt wa� an apartment of gteat distances, 
and., as the piano was placed at the end of it furthest removed from 
the door at which she entered, her arrival was not noticed by the 
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person seated before the instrument. This person was neither Ralph 
nor his mother; it was a lady whom Isabel immediately saw to be a 
stranger to herself, though her back was presented to the door. This 
back-an ample and well-dressed one-Isabel viewed for some 
moments with surprise. The lady was of course a visitor who had 
arrived during her absence and who had not been mentioned by 
either of the servants--one of them her aunt's maid--of whom she 
had had speech since her return. Isabel had already learned, how
ever, with what treasures of reserve the function of receiving orders 
may be accompanied, and she was particularly conscious of having 
been treated with dryness by her aunt's maid, through whose hands 
she had slipped perhaps a little too mistrustfully and with an effect 
of plum.age but the more lustrous. The advent of a guest was in 
itself far from disconcerting; she had not yet divested herself of a

young faith that each new aquaintance would exert some momen
tous influence on her life. Bv the time she had made these reflex-

� 

ions she became aware that the lady at the piano played remarkably 
well. She was playing something of Schubert's-Isabel knew not 
what, but recognised Schubert1-and she touched the piano with a 
discretion of her own. It showed skill, it showed feeling; Isabel sat 
down noiselessly on the nearest .chair and waited till the end of the 
piece. When it was finished she felt a strong desire to thank the 
player, and rose from her seat to do so, while at the same time the 
stranger turned quickly round, as if but just aware of her presence. 

"That's very beautiful, and your playing makes it more beautiful 
still," said Isabel with all the young radiance with which ·she usually 
uttered a truthful rapture. 

''You don't think I disturbed Mr. Touchett then?" the n1usician 
answered as sweetly as this compliment deserved. "The house is so 
large and his room so far away that I thought I might venture, espe
cially as I played just-just du bout des doigts."2

"She's a Frenchwoman," Isabel said to herself; "she says that as 
if she were French." And this supposition made the visitor more 
interesting to our speculative heroine. "I hope my uncle's doing 
well," Isabel added. "I should think that to hear such lovely music 
as that \\1ould really make him feel better." 

The lady smiled and discriminated. "I'm afraid there are 
moments in life when even Schubert has nothing to say to us. We 
must admit, however, that they are our worst." 

"I'm not in that state now then," said Isabel. "On the contrary I 
should be so glad if you would play something more." 

"If it will give you pleasure-delighted." And this obliging 
p�rg�fi took her place again and struck a few chords, whHe Isabel 
sat down nearer the instrument. Suddenly the new-eomer stopped 
1. [ l st ed. : "Beethoven. "J
2. At the tip of my fingers.
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with her hands on the keys, half-turning and looking over her shoul
der. She was forty years old and not pretty, though her expression 
charmed. "Pardon me," she said; "but are you the niece-the 
young American?" 

"I'm my aunt's niece," Isabel replied with simplicity. 
The lady at the piano sat still a moment longer, casting her air of 

interest over her shoulder. "That's very well; we're compatriots." 
And then she began to play. 

"Ah then she's not French," Isabel murmured; and as the oppo
site supposition had made her romantic it might have seemed that 
this revelation would have marked a drop. But such was not the 
fact; rarer even than to be French seemed it to be American on 
such interesting terms. 

The lady played in the same manner as before, softly and sol
emnly, and while she played the shadows deepened in the room. 
The autumn twilight gathered in, and from her place Isabel could 
see the rain, which had now begun in earnest, washing the cold
looking lawn and the wind shaking the great trees. At last, when 
the music had ceased, her companion got up and, coming nearer 
with a smile, before Isabel had time to thank her again, said: "I'm 
very glad you've come back; I've heard a great deal about you." 

Isabel thought her a very attractive person, but nevertheless spoke 
with a certain abruptness in reply to this speech. "Fron1 whom have 
you heard about me?" 

The stranger hesitated a single moment and then, "From your 
unc1e," she answered. "I've been here three days, and the first day 
he let me come and pay him a visit in his room. Then he talked 
constantly of you." 

''As you didn't know me that 1nust rather have bored you." 
"It made me want to know you. All the more that since then

your aunt being so much with Mr. Touchett-l've been quite alone 
and have got rather tired of my own society. I've not chosen a good 
moment for my visit." 

A servant. had come in with lamps and ,vas presently followed by 
another bearing the tea-tray. On the appearance of this repast Mrs. 
Touchett had apparently been notifie-d, for she now arrived and 
addressed herself to the tea-pot. Her greeting to her niece did not 
differ materially from her manner of raising the lid of this recepta
cle in order to glance at the contents: in neither act was it becom
ing to make a show of avidity. Questioned about her husband she 
was unable to say he was better; but the local doctor was with him, 
and much light was expected from this gentleman's consultation 
with SiI Matthew Hope. 

"I suppose you two ladies have made acquaintance," she pursued. 
"If you haven't I recommend you to do so; for so long as we contin-
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ue-Ralph and I-to cluster about Mr. Touchett's bed you're not 
likely to have much society but each other." 

"I know nothing about you but that you're a great musician," 
Isabel said to the visitor. 

"There's a good deal more than that to know," Mrs. Touchett 
affirmed in her Ii ttle dry tone. 

"A very little of it, I am sure, will content Miss Archer!" the lady 
exclaimed with a light laugh. "I'm an old friend of your aunt's. I've 
lived much in Florence. I'm Madame Merle." She made this last 
announcement as if she were referring to a person of tolerably dis
tinct identity. For Isabel, however, it represented little; she could 
only continue to feel that Madame Merle had as charming a 
manner as any she had ever encountered. 

"She's not a foreigner in spite of her name," said Mrs. Touchett. 
"She was born-I always forget where you were born.'' 

"It's hardly worth while then I should tell you." 
"On the contrary," said Mrs. Touchett, who rarely missed· a logi .. 

cal point; "if I remembered your telling me would be quite super
fluous." 

Madame Merle glanced at Isabel with a sort of world-wide smile, 
a thing that over-reached frontiers. "I was born under the shadow 
of the national banner." 

"She's too fond of mystery," said Mrs. Touchett; "that's her 
great fault." 

"Ah," exclaimed Madame Merle, "I've great faults, but I don't 
think that's one of them; it certainly isn't the greatest. I came into 
the world in the Brooklyn navy-yard. My father was a high officer in 
the United States Navy, and had a post-a post of responsibility
in that establishment at the time. I suppose I ought to love the sea, 
but I hate it. That's why I don't return to America. I love the land; 
the great thing is to love something." 

Isabel, as a dispassionate witness, had not been struck with the 
force of Mrs. Touchett's characterisation of her visitor, who had an 
expressive, communicative, responsive face, by no means of the sort 
which, to Isabel's mind, suggested a secretive disposition. It was a 
face that told of an amplitude of nature and of quick and free 
motions and, though it had no regular beauty, was in the highest 
degree engaging and attaching. Madame Merle was a ta11, fair, 
smooth woman; everything in her person was round and replete, 
though without those accumulations which suggest heaviness. Her 
features were thick but in perfect proportion and harmony, and her 
complexion had a healthy clearness. Her 0rey ey�� w�r, �mall but 
full of light and incapable of stupidity-incapable, according to 
some people, even of tears; she had a liberal, full-rimmed mouth 
\.vhich when she smiled drew itself upward to the left side in a 
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manner that most people thought very odd, some very affected and 
a few very graceful. Isabel inclined to range herself in the last cate
gory. Madame Merle had thick, fair hair, arranged somehow "classi
cally" and as if she \Vere a Bust, Isabel judged-a Juno or a Niobe;3

and large white hands, of a perfect shape, a shape so perfect that 
their possessor, preferring to leave them unadorned, wore no jew
elled rings. Isabel had taken her at first, as we have seen, for a 
Frenchwoman; but extended observation might have ranked her as 
a German-a German of high degree, perhaps an Austrian, a baron
ess, a countess, a princess. It would never have been supposed she 
had come into the world in Brooklyn-though one could doubtless 
not have carried through any argument that the air of distinction 
marking her in so eminent a degree was inconsistent with such a 
birth. It was true that the national banner had floated immediately 
over her cradle, and the breezy freedom of the stars and stripes 
might have shed an influence upon the attitude she there took 
towards life. And yet she had evidently nothing of the fluttered, flap
ping quality of a morsel of bunting in the wind; her manner 
expressed the repose and confidence which come from a large expe
rience. Experience, however, had not quenched her youth; it had 
simply made her sympathetic and supple. She was in a word a 
woman of strong impulses kept in admirable order. This com
mended itself to Isabel as an ideal combination. 

The girl made these reflexions while the three ladies sat at their 
tea, but that ceremony was interrupted before long by the arrival of 
the great doctor from London, who had been immediately ushered 
into the drawing-room. Mrs. Touchett took him off to the library 
for a private talk; and then Madame Merle and Isabel parted, to 
1neet again at dinner. The idea of seeing more of this interesting 
woman did much to mitigate Isabel's sense of the sadness now set
tling on Gardencourt. 

When she came into the drawing-room before dinner she found 
the place empty; but in the course of a moment Ralph arrived. His 
anxiety about his father had been lightened; Sir Matthew Hope's 
view of his condition was less depressed than his own had been. 
The doctor r�commended that the nurse alone should remain with 
the old 1nan for the next three or four hours; so that Ralph, his 
mother and the great physician himself were free to dine at table. 
Mrs. Touchett and Sir Matthew appeared; Madame Merle was the 
last. 

Before she came Isabel spoke of her to Ralph, who was standing 

before the fireplace. "fray who i� this Madame Merle1"
"The cleverest woman I know, not excepting yourself/' said 

Ralph. 

3. Niobe wept for her dead children until she turned into a stone column from which her tears
continued to flow.
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"I thought she seemed very pleasant." 
"I was sure you'd think her very pleasant." 
''Is that why you invited her?" 

-
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"I didn't invite her, and when we came back from London I 
didn't kno\v she was here. No one invited her. She's a friend of my 
mother's, and just after you and I went to town my mother got a 
note from her. She had arrived in England ( she usually lives 
abroad, though she has first and last spent a good deal of time 
here), and asked leave to come down for a few days. She's a woman 
who can make such proposals with perfect confidence; she's so wel
come wherever she goes. And with my mother there could be no 
question of hesitating; she's the one person in the world whom my 
mother very much admires. If she were not herself ( which she after 
all n1uch prefers), she would like to be Madame Merle. It would 
indeed be a great change." 

'·Well, shets very charming," said Isabel. "And she plays beauti-
fully." 

"She does everything beautifully. She's complete." 
Isabel looked at her cousin a moment. "You don't like her." 
"On the contrary, I was once in love with her." 
"And she didn't care for you, and that's why you don't like her." 
"How can we have discussed such things? Monsieur Merle was 

then living." 
"Is he dead now?" 
"So she says." 
"Don't you believe her?" 
"Yes, because the statement agrees with the probabilities. The 

husband of Madame Merle would be likely to pass away." 
Isabel gazed at her cousin again. "I don't know what you mean. 

You mean something-that you don't mean. What was Monsieur 
Merle?" 

"The husband of Madame." 
"You're very odious. Has she any children?" 
"Not the least little child-fortunately." 
"Fortunately?" 
"I mean fortunately for the child. She'd be sure to spoil it." 
Isabel was apparently on the point of assuring her cousin for the 

third time that he was odious; but the discussion was interrupted by 
the arrival of the lady who was the topic O·f it. She ca1ne rustling in 
quickly, apologising for being late, fastening a bracelet, dressed in 
dark blue satin, which exposed a white bosom that was ineffectually 
covered by a curious silver necklace. Ralph offered her his arm with 

the exaggerated alertness of a man who was no longer a lover. 
Even if this had still been his condition, however, Ralph had 

other things to think about. The great doctor spent the night at 
Gardencourt and, returning to London on the morrow, after 
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another consultation with Mr. Touchett's own medical adviser, con
curred in Ralph's desire that he should see the patient again on the 
day following. On the day following Sir Matthew Hope reappeared 
at Gardencourt,. and no,v took a less encouraging vie,v of the old 
man, ,vho h�d gro\vn ,vorse in the twenty-four hours. His feebleness 
was extreme, and to his son, who constantly sat by his bedside, it 
often seemed that his end must be at hand. The local doctor, a very 
sagacious man, in ,vhom Ralph had secretly more confidence than 
in his distinguished colleague, was constantly in attendance, and Sir 
Matthew Hope came back several times. Mr. Touchett was much of 
the time unconscious; he slept a great deal; he rarely spoke. Isabel 
had a great desire to be useful to him and \Vas allowed to watch 
with him at hours when his. other attendants ( of whom Mrs. 
Touchett was not the least regular) went to take rest. He never 
seemed to know her, and she al\vays said to herself "Suppose he 
should die· while I'm sitting here;" an idea which excited her and 
kept her a wake. Once he opened his eyes for a while and fixed them 
upon her intelligently, but ,vhen she went to him, hoping he would 
recognise her, he closed them and relapsed into stupor. The day 
after this, however, he revived for a longer .time; but on this occa
sion Ralph only was with him. The old man began to talk, much to 
his son's satisfaction, \vho assured him that they should presently 
have him sitting up. 

"No, my boy," said Mr. Touchett, "not unless you bury me in a 
sitting posture, as some of the ancients-was it the ancients?-used 
to do." 

"Ah, daddy, don't talk about that," Ralph murmured. "You 
mustn't deny that you're getting better." 

"There will be no need of my denying it if you don't say it," the 
old man answered. "Why should \Ve prevaricate just at the last? 
We never prevaricated before. I've got to die some time, and it's 
better to die when one's sick than \vhen one's \vell. I'm very sick
as sick as I shall ever be. I hope you don't \Vant to prove that I shall 
ever be worse than this? That would be too bad. You don't? Well 
then." 

Having made this excellent point he became quiet; but the next 
time that Ralph was \Vith him he again addressed himself to conver
sation. The nurse had gone to her supper and Ralph was alone in 
charge, having just relieved Mrs. Touchett, who had been on guard 
since dinner. The room was lighted only by the flickering fire, 
which of late had become necessary, and Ralph's tall shadow was 
projected over wall and ceiling with an outline constantly varying 
but a1ways grotesque. 

"Who's that '"'ith me-is it my son?'' the old man asked. 
"Yes, it's your son, daddy." 
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"And is there no one else?" 
"No one else." 

157 

Mr. Touchett said nothing for a while; and then, "I want to talk

a little," he went on. 
"Won't it tire you?" Ralph demurred. 
"It won't matter if it does. I shall have a long rest. I want to talk

about you." 
Ralph had drawn nearer to the bed; he sat leaning forward with 

his hand on his father's. "You had better select a brighter topic." 
· "You were always bright; I used to be proud of your brightness. I

should like so much to think you'd do something." 
"If you leave us," said Ralph, "I shall do nothing but miss you." 
"That's just what I don't want; it's what I want to talk about. 

You must get a ne\v interest." 
"I don't want a new interest, daddy. I have more old ones than I 

know what to do with." 
The old man lay there looking at his son; his face was the face of 

the dying, but his eyes were the eyes of ·oaniel Touchett. He 
seemed to be reckoning over Ralph's interests. "Of course you have 
your mother," he said at last. "You'll take care of her." 

"My mother will always take care of herself," Ralph returned. 
"Well," said his father, "perhaps as she grows older she'll need a 

little help." 
"I shall not see that. She'll outlive me.�' 
"Very likely she will; but that's no reason-!" Mr. Touchett let 

his phrase die a\vay in a helpless but not quite querulous sigh and 
remained silent again. 

"Don't trouble yourself about us," said his son. "My mother and 
I get on very well together, you know." 

"You get on by always being apart; that's not natural." 
"If you leave us we shall probably see more of each other.'' 
"Well," the old man observed with \vandering irrelevance, "it 

can't be said that n1y death will make much difference in your 
mother's life." 

"It will probably make n1ore than you think." 
"Well, she'll have more money," said Mr. Touchett. "I've left 

her a good wife's portion, just as if she had been a good wife." 
"She has been one, daddy, according to her own theory. She has 

never troubled you." 
"Ah, some troubles are pleasant," Mr. Touchett murmured. 

"Those you've given me for instance. But your �other has been less 
-less-vvhat shall I call it? less out of the wav since I've been ill. I

J 

presume she knows I've noticed it." 
"I shal1 certainly tell her so; I'm glad you mention it." 
"It won't �ake any difference to her; she doesn>t do it to please 
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me. She does it to please-to please-· " And he lay a while trying 
to think why she did it. "She does it because it suits her. But that's 
not what I want to talk about," he added. "It's about you. You'll 
be very well off." 

"Yes," said _Ralph, "I know that. But I hope you've not forgotten 
the talk we had a year ago-when I told you exactly what money I 
should need and begged you to make some good use of the rest." 

"Yes, yes, I ren1em ber. I made a new will-in a few days. I sup
pose it was the first time such a thing had happened-a young man 
trying to get a will made against him." 

"It is not against me," said Ralph. "It would be against me to 
have a large property to take care of. It's impossible for a man in 
my state of health to spend much money, and enough is as good as 
a feast." 

"Well, you'll have enough-and something over. There will be 
more than enough for one-there will be enough for two." 

"That's too much," said Ralph. 
''Ah, don't say that. The best thing you can do, when I'm gone, 

will be to marry." 
Ralph had foreseen what his father was coming to, and this 

suggestion was by no means fresh. It had long been Mr. Touchett's 
most ingenious way of taking the cheerful view of his son's possible 
duration. Ralph had usually treated it facetiously; but present cir
cumstances proscribed the facetious. He simply fell back in his chair 
and returned his father's appealing gaze. 

"If I, with a wife who hasn't been very fond of me, have had a 
very happy life," said the old man, carrying his ingenuity further 
still, "what a life mightn't you have if you should marry a person 
different from Mrs. Touchett. There are more different from her 
than there are like her." Ralph still said nothing; and after a pause 
his father resumed softly: "What do you think of your cousin?" 

At this Ralph started, meeting the question with a strained smile. 
"Do I understand you to propose that I should marry Isabel?" 

"Well, that's what it comes to in the end. Don't you like 
Isabel?" 

"Yes, very much." And Ralph got up from his chair and wan
dered over to the fire. He stood before it an instant and then he 
stooped and stirred it mechanically. "I like Isabel very much," he 
repeated. 

"Well," said his father, "I know she likes you. She has told me · 
how much she likes you." 

"Did she remark that she wou]d like to marry me?" 
"No, but she can,t have anything against you. And she's the most 

charming young lady I've ever seen. And she would be good to you. 
I have thought a great deal about it." 
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"So have I," said Ralph, coming back to the bedside again. "I 
don't mind telling you that." 

"You are in love with her, then? I should think you would be. 
It's as if she came over on purpose." 

"No, I'm not in love with her; but I should be if-if certain 
things were different.,, 

"Ah, things are always different from what they might be," said 
the old man. "If you wait for them to change you'll never do any
thing. I don't know whether you know," he went on; "but _I sup
pose there's no harm in my alluding to it at such an hour as this: 
there was some one wanted to marry Isabel the other day, and she 
wouldn't have him." 

"I know she refused Warburton: he told me himself." 
"Well, that proves there's a chance for somebody else." 
"Somebody else took his chance the other day in London-and 

got nothing by it." 
"Was it you?" Mr. Touchett eagerly asked. 
"No, it was an older friend; a poor gentleman who came over 

from America to see about it." 
"Well, I'm sorry for him, whoever he was. But it only proves 

what I say-that the way's open to you." 
"If it is, dear father, it's all the greater pity that I'm unable to 

tread it. I haven't many convictions; but I have three or four that I 
hold strongly. One is that people, on the whole, had better not 
marry their cousins. Another is that people in an advanced stage of 
pulmonary disorder had better not marry at all." 

The old man raised his weak hand and moved it to and fro 
before his face. "What do you mean by that? You look at things in 
a way that would make everything wrong. What sort of cousin is a 
cousin that you had never seen for more than twenty years of her 
life? We're all each other's cousins, and if we stopped at that the 
buman race would die out. It's just the same with your bad lung. 
You're a great deal better than you used to be. All you want is to 
lead a natural life. It is a great deal more natural to marry a pretty 
young lady that you're in love with than it is to remain single on 
false principles." 

"I'm not in love with Isabel," said Ralph. 
"You said just now that you would be if you didn't think it 

wrong. I want to prove to you that it isn't wrong." 
"It will only tire you, dear daddy," said Ralph, who marvelled at 

his father's tenacity and at his finding strength to insist. "Then 
where shall we all be?" 

"Where shall you be if I don't provide for you? You won't have 
anything to do with the bank, and you won't have me to take care 
of. You say you've so many interests; but I can't make them out." 
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Ralph leaned back in his chair with folded arms; his eyes were 
fixed for some time in meditation. At last, with the air of a man 
fairly mustering courage, "I take a great interest in my cousin," he 
said, "but not the sort of interest you desire. I shall not live many 
years; but I hope I shall live long enough to see what she does with 
herself. She's entirely independent of me; I can exercise very little 
influence upon her life. But I should like to do something for her." 

"What should you like to do?" 
"I should like to put a little wind in her sails." 
"What do you mean by that?" 
''I should like to put it into her power to do some of the things 

she wants. She wants to see the ,vorld for instance. I should like to 
put money in her purse." 

"Ah, I'm glad you've thought of that," said the old man. "But 
I've thought of it too. I've left her a legacy-five thousand pounds." 

"That's capital; it's very kind of you. But I should like to do a 
little more." 

Something of that veiled acuteness with which it had been on 
Daniel Touchett's part the habit of a lifetime to listen to a financial 
proposition still lingered in the face in which the invalid had not 
obliterated the n1an of business. "I shall be happy to consider it," 
he said softly. 

"Isabel's poor then. My mother tells me that she has but a few 
hundred dollars a year. I should like to make her rich." 

"What do you mean by rich?" 
"I call people rich when they're able to meet the requirements of 

their imagination. Isabel has a great deal of imagination." 
"So have you, my son," said Mr. Touchett, listening very atten

tively bu� a little confusedly. 
"You tell me I shall have money enough for two. What I want is 

that you should kindly relieve me of my superfluity and make it 
over to Isabel. Divide n1y inheritance into two equal halves and give 
her the second." 

"To do what she likes with?" 
"Absolutely \vhat she likes." 
"And without an equivalent?" 
"What equivalent could there be?" 
"The one I've already mentioned." 

� 

"Her marrying-some one or other? It's just to do away with 
anything of that sort that I make my suggestion. If she has an easy 
income she'll never have to marry for a support. That's what I want 
cannily to prevent. She wishes to be free, and your bequest will 
make her free." 

"Well, you seem to have thought it out," said Mr. Touchett. 
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"But I don't see why you appeal to me. The money will be yours, 
and you can easily give it to her yourself." 

Ralph openly stared. "Ah, dear father, I can't offer Isabel money!" 
The old man gave a groan. "Don't tell me you're not in love with 

her! Do you want me to have the credit of it?" 
"Entirely. I should like it simply to be a clause in your will, with

out the slightest reference to me." 
"Do you want me to make a new will then?" 
"A few words will do it; you can attend to it the next time you 

feel a little lively." 
"You must telegraph to Mr. Hilary then. I'll do nothing without 

my solicitor." 
"You shall see Mr. Hilary to-morrow." 
"He'll think we've quarrelled, you and I," said the old man. 
"Very probably; I shall like him to think it," said Ralph, smiling; 

"and, to carry out the idea, I give you notice that I shall be very 
sharp, quite horrid and strange, with you." 

The humour of this appeared to touch his father, who lay a little 
while taking it in. "I'll do anything you like," Mr. Touchett said at 
last; "but I'm not sure it's right. You say you want to put wind in 
her sails; but aren't you afraid of putting too much?" 

"I should like to see her going before the breeze I" Ralph 
answered. 

"You speak as if it were for your mere amusement." 
"So it is, a good deal." 
"Well, I don't think I understand," said Mr. Touchett with a 

sigh. "Young men are very different from what I was. When I cared 
for a girl-when I was young-I wanted to do more than look at 
her. You've scruples that I shouldn't have had, and you've ideas that 
I shouldn't have had either. You say Isabel wants to be free, and 
that her being rich will keep her from marrying for money. Do you 
t.liink that she's a girl to do that?"

"By no means. But she has less money than she has ever had 
before. Her father then gave her everything, because he used to 
spend his capital. She has nothing but the crumbs of that feast to 
live on, and she doesn't really know how meagre they are-she has 
yet to learn it. My mother has told me all about it. Isabel will learn it 
when she's really thrown upon the ,vorld, and it would be very pain
ful to me to think of her coming to the consciousness of a lot of 
wants she should be unable to satisfy." 

"I've left her five thousand pounds. She can satisfy a good many 
wants with that." 

"She can indeed. But she would probably spend it in two or 
three years." 
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"You think she'd be extravagant then?" 
"Most certainly," said Ralph, smiling serenely. 
Poor Mr. Touchett's acuteness was rapidly giving place to pure 

confusion. "It would merely be a question of time then, her spend
ing the larger sum?" 

"No-though at first I think she'd plunge into that pretty freely: 
she'd probably make over a part of it to each of her sisters. But 
after that she'd come to her senses, remember she has still a life
time before her, and live within her means." 

"Well, you have worked it out," said the old man helplessly. 
"You do take an interest in her, certainly." 

"You can't consistently say I go too far. You wished me to go 
further." 

"Well, I don't know," Mr. Touchett answered. "I don't think I 
enter into your spirit. It seems to me immoral." 

"Immoral, dear daddy?" 
"Well, I don't know that it's right to make everything so easy for 

a person." 
"It surely depends upon the person. When the person's good, 

your making things easy is all to the credit of virtue. To facilitate 
the execution of good impulses, what can be a nobler act?" 

This was a little difficult to follow, and Mr. Touchett considered 
it for awhile. At last he said: "Isabel's a sweet young thing; but do 
you think she's so good as that?" 

"She's as good as her best opportunities," :Ralph returned. 
"Well," Mr. Touchett declared, "she ought to get a great many 

opportunities for sixty thousand pounds." 
"I've no doubt she will." 
"Of course I'll do what you want," said the old man. "I only 

want to understand it a little." 
"We11, dear daddy, don't you understand it now?" his son caress

ingly asked. "If you don't we won't take any more trouble about it. 
We'll leave it alone." 

Mr. Touchett lay a long time stiH. Ralph supposed he had given 
up the attempt to fo11ow. But at last, quite lucidly, he began again. 
"Tell me this. first. Doesn't it occur to you that a young lady with 
sixty thousand pounds may fall a victim to the fortune-hunters?" 

"She'll hardly fall a victim to more than one." 
"Well, one's too many." 
"Decidedly. That's a risk, and it has entered into my calculation. 

I think it's appreciable, but I think it's sn1all, and I'1n prepared to 
take it." 

Poor Mr Touchett's acuteness had passed into perplexity, and J1is 
perplexity now passed into admiration. ''Well,· you have gone into 
it!" he repeated. "But I don't see what good you're to get of it." 
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Ralph leaned over his father's pillows and gently sn1oothed them; 
he was aware their talk had been unduly prolonged. "I shall get just 
the good I said a few 1no1nents ago I wished to put into Isabel's 
reach-that of having met the requirements of my imagination. But 
it's scandalous, the way I've taken advantage of you!" 

XIX 

As tArs. Touchett had foretold, Isabel and Madame Merle were 
thrown much together during the illness of their host, so that if 
they had not become intimate it would have been almost a breach 
of good manners. Their manners were of the best, but in addition 
to this they happened to please each other. It is perhaps too much 
to say that they swore an eternal friendship, but tacitly at least they 
called the future to witness. Isabel did so with a perfectly good con
science, though she would have hesitated to admit she was intimate 
with her new friend in the high sense she privately attached to this 
term. She often wondered indeed if she ever had been, or ever could 
be, intimate ,vith any one. She had an ideal of friendship as well as 
of several other sentiments, ,vhich it failed to seem to her in this 
case-it had not seemed to her in other cases-that the actual com
pletely expressed. But she often reminded herself that there ,vere 
essential reasons why one's ideal could never become concrete. It was 
a thing to believe in, not to see-a matter of faith, not of experi
ence. Experience, however, might supply us with very creditable 
imitations of it, and the part of wisdom was to 1nake the best of 
these. Certainly, on the whole, Isabel had never encountered a more 
agreeable and interesting figure than Mada1ne Merle; she had never 
n1et a person having less of that fault which is the principal obstacle 
to friendship-the air of reproducing the 1nore tiresome, the stale, 
the too-fa1niliar parts of one's own character. The gates of the girl's 
confidence were opened wider than they had ever been; she said 
things to this amiable auditress that she had not yet said to any 
one. Sometimes she took alarm at her candour: it was as if she had 
given to a co1nparative stranger the key to her cabinet of jewels. 
These spiritual gen1s were the only ones of any magnitude that 
Isabel possessed, but there was all the greater reason for their being 
carefully guarded. Afterwards, ho\vever, she always ren1embered that 
one should never regret a generous error and that if Mada1ne Merle 
had not the 111erits she attributed to her, so 1nuch the worse for 
l\1adame Merle. There was no doubt she had great 1nerits-she was 
charming, sy1npathetic, intelligent, cultivated. More than this ( for 
it had not been Isabel's ill-fortune to go through life without 1neet
ing in her own sex several persons of who1n no less could fairly be 
said), she was rare, superior and preerninent. There are 1nany amia
ble people in the world, and :Madan1e �1erle was far fro1n being vul-



164 THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY 

garly good-natured and restlessly witty. She knew how to think-an 
accon1plishment rare in women; and she had thought to very good 
purpose. Of course, too, she knew how to feel; Isabel .couldn't have 
spent a \veek with her without being sure of that. This \vas indeed 
Mada1ne Merle's great talent, her most perfect gift. Life had told 
upon her; she had felt it strongly, and it \Vas part of the satisfaction 
to be taken in her society that when the girl talked of what she was 
pleased to call serious n1atters th is lady understood her so easily and 
quickly. E1notion, it is true, had become \vith her· rather historic; 
she n1ade no secret of the fact that the fount of passion, thanks to 
having been rather violently tapped at one period, didn't flow quite 
so freely as of yore. She proposed moreover, as we11 as expected, to 
cease feeling; she freely admitted that of old she had been a little 
1nad, and now she pretended to be perfectly sane. 

"I judge more than I used to," she said to Isabel, "but it seen1s 
to 1ne one has earned the right. One can't judge till one's forty; 
before that we're too eager, too hard, too cruel, and in addition 
1nuch too ignorant. I'm sorry for you; it ,vi11 be a long time before 
you're forty. But every gain's a loss of some kind; I often think that 
after forty one can't really feel. The freshness, the quickness have 
certainly gone. You'll keep them longer than most people; it will be 
a great satisfaction to me to see you some years hence. I want to see 
what life makes of you. One thing's certain-it can't spoil you. It 
may pull you about horribly, but I defy it to break you up." 

Isabel received this assurance as a young soldier, still panting 
fro1n a slight skirmish in which he has come off with honour, n1ight 
receive a pat on the shoulder fron1 his colonel. Like such a recogni
tion of merit it seemed to come \vith authority. How could the 
lightest word do less on the part of a person who was prepared to 
say, of almost everything Isabel told her, "Oh, I've been in that, my 
dear; it passes, like everything else." On many of her interlocutors 
Madame Merle might have produced an irritating effect; it was dis
concertingly difficult to surprise her. But Isabel, though by no 
means incapable of desiring to be effective, had not at present this 
impulse. She \Vas too sincere, too interested in her judicious com
panion. And then moreover Madame Merle never said such things 
in the tone of triumph or of boastfulness; they dropped from her 
like cold confessions. 

A period of bad weather had settled upon Gardencourt; the days 
gre\v shorter and there was an end to the pretty tea-parties on the 
lawn. But our young woman had long indoor conversations with her 
felJow visitor, and in spite of the rain the two ladies often sallied 
forth for � w�lk, equipped with �he defensive apparatus which the 
English climate and the English genius have between them brought 
to such perfection. Madame Merle liked almost everything, includ-
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ing the English rain. "There's always a little of it and never too 
1nuch at once," she said; "and it never wets you and it always smells 
good." She declared that in England the pleasures of smell were 
great-that in this inimitable island there was a certain mixture of 
fog and beer and soot which, however odd it might sound, was the 
national aroma, and ,,,as most agreeable to the nostril; and she used 
to lift the sleeve of her British overcoat and bury her nose in it, 
inhaling the clear, fine scent of the wool. Poor Ralph Touchett, as 
soon as the autumn had begun to define itself, became almost a 
prisoner; in bad weather he was unable to step out of the house, 
and he used sometimes to stand at one of the windows ,vith his 
hands in his pockets and, from a countenance half-rueful, half-eriti
cal, \Vatch Isabel and Madame Merle as they v.;alked down the 
avenue under a pair of umbrellas. The roads about Gardencourt 
\vere so firm, even in the worst \Veather, that the two ladies always 
came back with a healthy g1o\v in their cheeks, looking at the soles 
of their neat, stout boots and declaring that their walk had done 
the1n inexpressible good. Before luncheon, always, Madame Merle 
\vas engaged; Isabel admired and envied her rigid possession of her 
morning. Our heroine had always passed for a person of resources 
and had taken a certain pride in being one; but she wandered, as by 
the wrong side of the \vall of a private garden, round the enclosed 
talents, accomplishments, aptitudes of Madame Merle. She found 
herself desiring to emulate them, and in twenty such \vays this lady 
presented herself as a n1odel. "I should like awfully to be so!" Isabel 
secr,etly exclain1ed, more than once, as one after another of her 
friend's fine aspects caught the light, and before long she �ne\v that 
she had learned a lesson from a high authority. It took no great 
time indeed for her to feel herself, as the phrase is, under an influ
ence. "\Vhat's the harm," she wondered, "so long as it's a good 
one'? The n1ore one's under a good influence the better. The only 
thing is to see our steps as we take them-to understand them as 
\Ve go. That, no doubt, I shall always do. I needn't be afraid of 
becoming too pliable; isn't it my fault that I'm not pliable 
enough?" It is said that in1itation is the sincerest flattery; and if 
Isabel \vas so1netimes 1noved to gape at her friend aspiringly and 
despairingly it \Vas not so much because she desired herself to shine 
as because she ,vished to hold up the lamp for Madame Merle. She 
liked her extren1e1v, but ,vas even more dazzled than attracted. She 

., 

sometin1es asked herself what Henrietta Stackpole would say to her 
thinking so 1nuch of this perverted product of their common soil, 
and had a conviction that it would be severely judged. Henrietta 
\vot11d not at aH subscribe to Mad�nne Merle: for reasons she could 
not have defined this truth came home to the girl. On the other 
hand she \Vas equally sure that, should the occasion offer, her new 
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friend would strike off some happy view· of her old: Madame Merle 
was too hun1orous, too observant, not to do justice to Henrietta, 
and on becoming acquainted with her would probably give the 
measure of a tact which Miss Stackpole couldn't hope to emulate. · 
She appeared to have in her experience a touchstone for everything, 
and somewhere in the capacious pocket of her genial men1ory she 
would find the key to Henrietta's value. "That's the great thing," 
Isabel solemnly pondered; "that's the supreme good fortune: to be 
in a better position for appreciating people than they are for appre
ciating you." 1\nd she added that such, when one considered it, was 
simply the essence of the aristocratic situation. In this light, if in 
none other, one should aim at the aristocratic situation. 

I may not count over all the links in the chain which led Isabel 
to think of Madame Merle's situation as aristocratic-a view of it 
never expressed in any reference made to it by that lady herself. She 
had known great things and great people, but she had never played 
a great part. She was one of the small ones of the earth; she had not 
been born to honours; she knew the world too ,,·ell to nourish fatu
ous il1 usions on the article of her own place in it. She had encoun
tered many of the fortunate few and was perfectly aware of those 
points at which their fortune differed from hers. But if by her 
informed n1easure she was no figure for a high scene, she had yet to 
Isabel's imagination a sort of greatness. To be so cultivated and civ
ilised, so wise and so easy, and still make so light of it-that was 
really to be a great lady, especially when one so carried and pre
sented one's self. It was as if somehow she had all society under 
contribution, and all the arts and graces it practised-or was the 
effect rather that of charming uses found for her, even from a dis
tance, subtle service rendered by her to a clamorous world wherever 
she might be? After breakfast she wrote a succession of letters, as 
those arriving for her appeared innumerable: her correspondence 
was a source of surprise to Isabel when they sometimes walked 
together to the village post-office to deposit Madame Merle's offer
ing to the mail. She knew more people, as she told Isabel, than she 
knew what to do ,vith, and something was always turning up to be 
written about. Of painting she was devotedly fond, and made no 
more of brushing in a sketch than of pulling off her gloves. At Gar
dencourt she was perpetually taking advantage of an hour's sunshine 
to go out with a camp-stool and a box of water-colours. That she 
was a brave musician we have already perceived, and it was evidence 
of the fact that when she seated herself at the piano, as she always 
did in the evening, her listeners resigned themselves without a 
murmur to losing the grace of her talk. Isabel, since she had known 
her, felt ashamed of her own facility, which she now looked upon as 
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basely inferior; and indeed, though she had been thought rather a 
prodigy at home, the loss to society when, in taking her place upon 
the music-stooJ, she turned her back to the room, was usually 
deemed greater than the gain. When Madame Merle was neither 
\vriting, nor painting, nor touching the piano, she was usually 
employed upon wonderful tasks of rich embroidery, cushions, cur
tains, decorations for the chimney-piece; an art in which her bold, 
free invention was as noted as the agility of her needle. She was 
never idle, for when engaged in none of the ways I have mentioned 
she \\1as either reading ( she appeared to Isabel to read "everything 
important"), or walking out, or playing patience \vith the cards, or 
talking with her fellow inmates. And with all this she had always 
the social quality, was never rudely absent and yet never too seated. 
She laid down her pastimes as easily as she took them up; she 
worked and talked at the same time, and appeared to impute scant 
worth to anything she did. She gave away her sketches and tapes
tries; she rose from the piano or remained there, according to the 
convenience of her auditors, which she al\vays unerringly divined. 
She was in short the most comfortable, profitable, amenable person 
to live with. If for Isabel she had a fault it ,;vas that she was not 
natural; by which the girl meant, not that she was either affected or 
pretentious, since from these vulgar vices no \voman could have 
been more exempt, but that her nature had been too much overlaid 
by custom and her angles too much rubbed away. She had become 
too flexible, too useful, was too ripe and too final. She was in a 
word too perfectly the social animal that man and woman are sup
posed to have been intended to be; and she had rid herself of every 
remnant of that tonic wildness which we may assume to have 
belonged even to the most amiable persons in the ages before coun
try-house life was the fashion. Isabel found it difficult to think of 
her in any detachment or privacy, she existed only in her relations, 
direct or indirect, with her fellow mortals. One might wonder what 
commerce she could possibly hold \vith her own spirit. One al\vays 
ended, however, by feeling that a charming surface doesn't necessar
ily prove one superficial; this was an illusion in which, in one's 
youth, one had but just ·escaped being nourished. Madan1e Merle 
was not superficial-not she. She was deep, and her nature spoke 
none the less in her behaviour because it spoke a conventional 
tongue. "Whaf s language at all but a convention?" said Isabel. 
"She has the good taste not to pretend, like some people I've met, 
to express herself by original signs." 

"I'n1 afraid you've suffered much," she once found occasion to 

say to her friend in response to some allusion that had appeared to 
reach far. 
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"What 111akes you think tha t?n Madame Merle asked with the 
a1nused sn1ile of a person seated at a gan1e of guesses. "I hope I 
haven't too n1uch the droop of the 1nisunderstood." 

"No; but you son1ctin1es say things that I think people ,vho have 
al\vays been happy \VOuldn't have found out." 

"I haven't always been happy." said Madame l\llerle, sn1iling sti11, 
hut with a 111ock gravity� as if she were te1ling a child a secret. 
"Such a ,vonderful thing!" 

But Isabel rose to the irony. "A great 111any people give n1e the 
impression of never having for a mon1ent felt anything." 

"It's very true; there are many more iron pots certainly than por
celain. But you may depend on it that every one bears some 1nark; 
even the hardest iron pots have a Jittle bruise, a little h-Ole some
\vhere. I flatter n1yself that I'n1 rather stout, but if I n1ust tell you 
the truth I've been shockingly chipped and cracked. I do very well 
for service yet, because I've been cleverly n1ended; and I try to 
remain in the cupboard-the quiet, dusky cupboard where there's 
an odour of stale spices-as much as I can. But \vhen I've to come 
out and into a strong light-then, 1ny dear, I'm a horror!" 

I kno\v not ,vhether it \Vas on this occasion or on son1e other that 
\vhen the conversation had taken the turn I have just indicated she 
said to Isabel that she. \VOtild some dav a tale unfo1d. 1 Isabel assured 

./ 

her she should delight to listen to one, and reminded her more than 
once of this engagen1ent. Madame Merle, however, begged repeat
edly for a respite, and at last frankly told her young companion that 
they 1nust \1/ait till they knew each other better. This would be sure 
to happen; a long friendship so visibly lay before them. Isabel 
assented, but at the same time enquired if she mightn't be trusted 
-if she appeared capable of a betrayal of confidence.

"It's not that I'n1 afraid of your repeating what I say," her fello\v
visitor answered; "I'm afraid, on the contrary, of your taking it too 
1nuch to yourself. You'd judge me too harshly; you're of the cruel 
age." She preferred for the present to talk to Isabel of Isabel, and 
exhibited the greatest interest in our heroine's history, sentin1ents, 
opinions, prospects. She made her chatter and listened to her chat
ter \v..ith infinite good nature. 'Ibis flattered and quickened the girl, 
\1/ho ,vas struck with all the distinguished people her friend had 
known and with her having lived, as Mrs. Touchett said, in the best 
company in Europe. Isabel thought the better of herself for enjoy
ing the favour of a person who had so large a field of comparison; 
and it was perhaps partly to gratify the sense of profiting by com
parison that she often appealed to these stores of reminiscence. 
Madame Met\e \1ad been a dwe\ler in many lands and bad socia1 

I. "I could a tale unfold whose lightest word/Would harrow up thy soul" (Hamlet, I. v).
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ties in a dozen different countries. "I don't pretend to be educated,'' 
she would say, "but I think I know my Europe;" and she spoke one 
day of going to Sweden to stay with an old friend; and another of 
proceeding to Malta to follow up a new acquaintance. With Eng
land, where she had often dwelt, she was thoroughly familiar, and 
for Isabel's benefit threw a great deal of light upon the customs of 
the country and the character of the people, who "after all," as she 
was fond of saying, were the most convenient in the world to live 
with. 

"You mustn't think it strange her remaining here at such a time 
as this, \vhen Mr. Touchett's passing a,vay,'' that gentleman's wife 
remarked to her niece. "She is incapable of a mistake; she's the most 
tactful woman I know. It's a favour to me that she stays; she's put
ting off a lot of visits at great houses," said Mrs. Touchett, who 
never forgot that when she herself was in England her social value 
sank two or three degrees in the scale. "She has her pick of places; 
she's not in want of a shelter. But I've asked her to put in this time 
because I wish you to know her. I think it will be a good thing for 
you. Serena Merle hasn't a fault." 

"If I didn't already like her very much that description might 
alarm me," Isabel returned. 

"She's never the least little bit 'off.' I've brought you out here 
and I \Vish to do the best for you. Your sister Lily told me she 
hoped I ,votdd give you plenty of opportunities. I give you one in 
putting you in relation with Madame Merle. She's one of the most 
brilliant women in Europe." 

"I like her better than I like your description of her," Isabel pers
isted in saying. 

"Do you flatter yourself that you'll ever feel her open to criti-
cism? I hope you'll let n1e know when you do.'' 

"That \Vill be cruel-to you,'' said Isabel. 
"You needn't mind me. You won't discover a fault in her." 
"Perhaps not. But I dare say I shan't miss it." 
"She kno\vs absolutely everything on earth there is to know," said 

Mrs. Touchett. 
Isabel after this observed to their companion that she hoped she 

knew Mrs. Touchett considered she hadn't a speck on her perfec
tion. On which "I'm obliged to you," Madame Merle replied, "but 
I'm afraid your aunt imagines, or at least alludes to, no aberrations 
that the clock-face doesn't register." 

"So that you mean you've a wild side that's unknown to her?" 
"Ah no, I fear my darkest sides are my tan1est. I mean that 

having no tau1\:s, for your aunt, means that one's never 1ate for din
ner-that is for her dinner. I was not late, by the vvay, the other 
day, when you came back from London; the clock was just at eight 
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when I can1e into the drawing-room: it was the rest of you that 
were before the time. It means that one answers a letter the day 
one gets it and that when one co111es to stay with her one doesn't 
bring too much luggage and is careful not to be taken ill. For Mrs. 
Touchett those things constitute virtue; it's a blessing to be able to 
reduce it to its elements." 

Mada1ne Merle's O\Vn conversation, it will be perceived, \vas 
enriched with bold, free touches of criticism, ,vhich, even when 
they had a restrictive effect, never struck Isabel as ill-natured. It 
couldn't occur to the girl for instance that Mrs. Touchett's accon1-
plished guest was abusing her; and this for very good reasons. In the 
first place Isabel rose eagerly to the sense of her shades; in the 
second Madan1e Merle implied that there \vas a great deal 111ore to 
say; and it was clear in the third that for a person to speak to one 
without ceremony ·of one's near relations ,vas an agreeable sign of 
that person's intimacy with one's self. These signs of deep commun
ion multiplied as the days elapsed, and there \Vas none of \vhich 
Isabel was 1nore sensible than of her con1panion' s preference for 
n1aking Miss Archer herself a topic. Though she referred frequently 
to the incidents of her own- career she never lingered upon them; 
she was as little of a gross egotist as she was of a flat gossip. 

"l'1n old and stale and faded," she said more than once; "I'm of 
no 1nore interest than last ,veek's newspaper. You're young and 
fresh and of to-day; you've the great thing-you've actuality. I once 
had it-we all have it for an hour. You, however, will have it for 
longer. Let us talk about you then; you can say nothing I shall not 
care to hear. Ifs a sign that I'm growing old-that I like to talk 
,vith younger people. I think ifs a very pretty compensation. If \Ve

can't have youth within us we can have it outside, and I really 
think we see it and feel it better that way. Of course we must be in 
sympathy ,vith it-that I shall always be. I don't know that I shall 
ever be ill-natured with old people-I hope not; there are certainly 
son1e old people I adore. But I shaH never be anything but abject 
with the young; they touch n1e and appeal to me too much. I give 
you carte blanche2 then; you can even be impertinent if you like; I 
shall let it pass and horribly spoil you. I speak as if I were a hun
dred years old, you say? Well, I am, if you please; I was born 
before the French Revolution. Ah, 1ny dear, ;e viens de loin;3 I 
belong to the old, old world. But it's not of that I want to talk; I 
want to talk about the new. You 1nust tell n1e more about America; 
you never tell me enough. I-Iere I've been since I was brought here 
as a helpless child, and it's ridiculous, or rather it's scandalous, ho,\1

little I know about that splendid, dreadful, funny country-surely 

2. A free hand.

3. I come from far back: I'm an old-timer.
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the greatest and drollest of them all. There are a great many of us 
like that in these parts, and I must say I think we're a ,vretched set 
of people. You should live in your own land; \vhatever it may be 
you have your natural place there. If we're not good Americans 
\Ve're certainly poor Europeans; we've no natural place here. We're 
mere parasites, crawling over the surface; we haven't our feet in the 
soil. At least one can know it and not have illusions. A woman per
haps can get on; a woman, it seems to me, has no natural place any
where; wherever she finds herself she has to remain on the surface 
and, more or less, to crawl. You protest, my dear? you're horrified? 
you declare you'll never crawl? It's very true that I don't see you 
crawling; you stand more upright than a good many poor creatures. 
Very good; on the whole, I don't think you'll crawl. ·But the men, 
the Americans; ;e vous demande un peu,4 what do they make of it 
over here? I don't envy them trying to arrange then1selves. Look at 
poor Ralph Touchett; what sort ·of a figure do you call that? Fortu
nately he has a consumption; I say fortunately, because it gives him 
so1nething to do. His consumption's his carriere;5 it's a kind of posi
tion. You can say: 'Oh, Mr. Touchett, he takes care of his lungs, he 
knows a great deal about climates.' But without that who would he 
be, what would he represent? 'Mr. Ralph Touchett: an American 
who lives in Europe.' That signifies absolutely nothing-it's impos
sible anything should signify less. 'He's very cultivated,' they say: 
'he has a very pretty collection of old snuff-boxes.' The co11ection is 
all that's wanted to make it pitiful. I'm tired _of the sound of the 
word; I think it's grotesque. With the poor old father it's different; 
he has his identity, and ifs rather a massive one. He represents a 
great financial house, and that, in our day, is as good as anything 
else. For an American, at any rate, that will do very well. But I per
sist in thinking your cousin very lucky to have a chronic 1nalady so 
long as he doesn't die of it. It's n1uch better than the snuff-boxes. If 
he weren't ill, you say, he'd do something?-he'd take his father's 
place in the house. My poor child, I doubt it; I don't think he's at 
all fond of the house. 1-lowever, you know him better than I, 
though I used to know hi1n rather well, and he may have the bene
fit of the doubt. The worst case, I think, is a friend of mine, a 
countryman of ours, who lives in Italy ( where he also was brought 
before he knew better), and who is one of the most delightful 1nen 
I know. Some day you must know him. I'll bring you together and 
then you'll see what I mean. I1e's Gilbert Osmond-he lives in 
Italy; that's all one can say about him or make of hi1n. He's exceed
ingly clever, a man n1ade to be distinguished; but, as I tell you, you 
exhaust the description when you say he's Mr. Osmond who lives 

4. I only ask you.
5. Career.
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tout betement6 in Italy. No career, no name, no position� no for
tune, no past, no future, no anything. Oh yes, he paints, if you 
please-paints in water-colours; like me, only better than I. His 
painting's pretty bad; on the whole I'm rather glad of that. Fortu
nately he's very indolent, so indolent that it amounts to a sort of 
position. He can say, 'Oh, I do nothing; I'm too deadly lazy. You 
can do nothing to-day unless you get up at five o'clock in the n1orn
ing.' In that way he becomes a sort of exception; you feel he might 
do something if he'd only rise early. He never speaks of his painting 
-to people at large; he's too clever for that. But he has a little girl
-a dear little girl; he does speak of her. He's devoted to her, and if
it were a career to be an excellent father he'd be very distinguished.
But l'1n afraid that's no better than the snuff-boxes; perhaps not
even so good. Tell me what they do in America," pursued Madame
Merle, who, it 1nust be observed parenthetically, did not deliver her
self all at once of these reflexions, which are presented in a cluster
for the convenience of the reader. She talked of Florence, where
Mr. Osmond lived and where Mrs. Touchett occupied a medireval
palace; she talked of Rome, where she herself had a little pied-a
terre7 with some rather good old damask. She talked of places, of
people and even, as the phrase is, of "subjects"; and fron1 time to
time she talked of their kind old host and of the prospect of his
recovery. From the first she had thought this prospect small, and
Isabel had been struck with the positive, discriminating, competent
way in which she took the measure of his ren1ainder of life. One
evening she announced definitely that he wouldn't live.

''Sir Matthew Hope told me so as plainly as \vas proper," she 
said; "standing there, near the fire, before dinner. He makes himself 
very agreeable, the great doctor. I don't mean his saying that has 
anything to do with it. But he says such things with great tact. I had 
told him I felt ill at my ease, staying here at such a time; it seemed -
to me so indiscreet-it wasn't as if I could nurse. 'You must remain, 
you must remain,' he answered; 'your office will come later.' Wasn't 
that a very delicate way of saying both that poor Mr. Touchett would 
go and that I might be of some use. as a consoler? In fact, however, 
I shall not be of the slightest use. You aunt will console herself; 
she, and she alone, knows just how much consolation she'll require. 
It would be a very delicate matter for another person to undertake 
to administer the dose. With your cousin it will be different; he'll 
miss his father immensely. But I should never presume to condole 
with Mr. Ralph; we're not on those terms." Madame Merle had 
alluded more than once to some undefined incongruity in her rela
tions with Ralph Touchett; so Isabel took this occasion of asking 
her if they were not good friends. 
6. Quite foolishly.
7. A smaH apartment or occasional lodging.
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"Perfectly, but he doesn't like me." 
"What have you done to him?" 
"Nothing whatever. But one has no need of a reason for that." 
"For not liking you? I think one has need of a very good reason." 
"You're very kind. Be sure you have one ready for the day you 

begin." 
"Begin to dislike you? I shall never begin." 
"I hope not; because if you do you'll never end. That's the way 

with your cousin; he doesn't get over it. It's an antipathy of nature 
-if I can ca11 it that \Vhen it's all on his side. I've nothing what
ever against him and don't bear him the least little grudge for not
doing me justice. Justice is all I want. However, one feels that he's a
gentleman and would never say anything underhand about one.
Cartes sur table, "8 Madame Merle subjoined in a moment, "I'm
not afraid of him."

"I hope not indeed," said Isabel, who added something about his 
being the kindest creature living. She remembered, however, that on 
her first asking him a bout Madame Merle he had ans\vered her in a 
manner which this lady might have thought injurious \vithout being 
explicit. There was son1ething between them, Isabel said to herself, 
but she said nothing more than this. If it were something of import
ance it should inspire respect; if it were not it was. not \vorth her 
curiosity. With all her love of kno\vledge she had a natural shrink
ing from raising curtains and looking into unlighted corners. The 
love of kno\vledge coexisted in her mind with the finest capacity for 
. 

ignorance .. 
But Madame Merle sometimes said things that startled her, made 

her raise her clear eyebrows at the time and think of the words 
afterwards. "I'd give a great deal to be your age again," she broke 
out once with a bitterness which, though diluted in her customary 
amplitude of ease, was imperfectly disguised by it. "If I could ·only 
begin again-if I could have my life before me!" 

"Your life's before you yet," Isabel answered gently, for she was 
vaguely awe-struck. 

"No; the best part's gone, and gone for nothing." 
'"Surely not for nothing," said Isabel. 
"Why not-what have I got? Neither husband, nor child, nor 

fortune, nor position, nor the traces of a beauty that I never had." 
"You have many friends, dear lady." 
"I'm not so sure!" cried Madame Merle. 
"Ah, you're wrong. You have memories, graces, talents-" 
But l\1adame Merle interrupted her. "What have my talents 

brought me? Nothing but the need of using them still, to get 
through the hours, the years, to cheat myself with son1e pretence of 
n1oven1ent, of unconsciousness. As for my graces and men1ories the 
8. Open and aboveboard; to put one's ca�ds on the table.
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less said about them the better. You1ll be my friend till you find a 
better use for your friendship." 

"It wi11 be for you to see that I don't then," said Isabel. 
"Yes; I would make an effort to keep you." And her companion 

looked at her gravely. "When I say I should like to be your age I

mean with your qualities-frank, generous, sincere like you. In that 
case I should have made something better of my life." 

"What should you have liked to do that you've not done?" 
Madame Merle took a sheet of music-she was seated at the 

piano and had abruptly ,vheeled about on the stool when she first 
spoke-and mechanically turned the leaves. "I'm very ambitious!" 
she at last replied. 

"And your ambitions have not been satisfied? They must have 
been great." 

"They were great. I should make myself ridiculous by talking of 
them." 

Isabel wondered what they could have been-whether Madame 
Merle had aspired to wear a crown. "I don't know what your idea 
of success n1ay be, but you seem to me to have been successful. To 
me indeed you're a vivid image of success." 

Madame Merle tossed away the music with a smile. "What's 
your idea of success?" 

"You evidently think it must be a very tame one. It's to see some 
dream of one's youth come true.,,. 

"Ah,'' Madame Merle exclaimed, "that I've never seenl But my 
dreams were so great-so preposterous. Heaven forgive me, I'm 
dreaming now!" And she turned back to the piano and began 
grandly to play. On the morrow she said to Isabel that her defini
tion of success had been very pretty, yet frightfully sad. Measured 
in that way, who had ever succeeded? The dreams of one's youth, 
why they were enchanting, they were divine! Who had ever seen 
such things come to pass? 

"I myself-a few of them," Isabel ventured to answer. 
"Already? They must have been dreams of yesterday." 
"I began to dream very young,'' Isabel smiled. 
''Ah, if you mean the aspirations of your childhood-that of 

having a pink sash and a doll that could close her eyes." 
"No, I don't mean that." 
"Or a young man with a fine moustache going down on his knees 

to you." 
"No, nor that either," Isabel declared with still more emphasis. 
Madame Merle appeared to note this eagerness. "I suspect that's 

what you do n1ean. We
?

ve all had the young man with the mous
tache. He's the inevitable young man; he doesn't count." 

Isabel was silent a little but then spoke with extreme and charac-
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teristic inconsequence. "Why shouldn't he count? There are young 
men and young men." 

"And yours was a paragon-is that what you mean?" asked her 
friend with a laugh. "If you've had the identical young man yon 
dreamed· of, then that was success, and I congratulate you with all 
my heart. Only in that case why didn't you fly with him to his 
castle in the Apennines?" 

"He has no castle in the Apennines." 
"What has he? An ugly brick house in Fortieth Street? Don't tell 

me that; I refuse to recognise that as an ideal." 
"I don't care anything about his house," said Isabel. 
"That's very crude of you. When you've lived as long as I you'll 

see that every human being has his shell and that you must take the 
shell into account. By the shell I mean the whole envelope of cir
cumstances. There's no such thing as an isolated man or woman; 
we're each of us made up of some cluster of appurtenances. What 
shall we call our 'self'? Where does it begin? where does it end? It
overflows into everything that belongs to us-and then it flows back 
again. I know a large part of myself is in the clothes I choose to 
wear. I've a great respect for things! One's self-for other people
is one's expression of one's self; and one's house, one's furniture, 
one's garments, the books one reads, the company one keeps-these 
things are all expressive." 

This was very metaphysical; not more so, however, than several 
observations Madame Merle had already made. Isabel was fond of 
metaphysics, but was unable to accompany her friend into this bold 
analysis of the human personality. "I don't agree with you. I think 
just the other way. I don't know whether I succeed in expressing 
myself, but I know that nothing else expresses me. Nothing that 
belongs to me is any measure of me; everything's on the contrary a 
limit, a barrier, and a perfectly arbitrary one. Certainly the clothes 
which, as you say, I· choose to wear, don''t express me; and heaven 
forbid they should!" 

"You dress very well," Madame Merle lightly interposed. 
"Possibly; but I don't care to be judged by that. My clothes may 

express the dressmaker, but they don't express me. To begin with 
it's not my own choice that I wear them; they're imposed upon n1e 
by society.'' 

"Should you prefer to go without them?" Madame Merle 
enquired in a tone which virtually terminated the discussion. 

I am bound to confess, though it 1nay cast some discredit on the 
sketch I have given of the youthful loyalty practised by our heroine 
toward this accomplished woman, that Isabel 11ad said nofh;ng 
whatever to her about Lord Warburton and had been equally reti
cent on the subject of Caspar Goodwood. She had not, however, 

' 
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concealed the fact that she had had opportunities of marrying and 
had even let her friend know of how advantageous a kind they had 
been. Lord Warburton had left Lockleigh and was. gone to Scot
land, taking his sisters with him; and though he had written to 
Ralph more than once to ask about Mr. Touchett's health the girl 
\vas not liable to the embarrassment of such enquiries as, had he 
still been in the neighbourhood, he would probably have felt bound 
to n1ake in person. He had excellent \vays, but she felt sure that if 
he had come to Gardencourt he would have seen Madame Merle, 
and that if he had seen her he would have liked her and betraved to 

J 

her that he was in love with her young friend. It so happened that 
during this lady's previous visits to Gardencourt=-each of them 
much shorter than the present-he had either not been at Lock
leigh or had not called at Mr. Touchett's. Therefore, though she 
knew him by name as the great man of that county, she had no 
cause to suspect hi1n as a suitor of Mrs. Touchett's freshly-imported 

. 

niece. 
"You've plenty of time," she had said to Isabel in return for the 

mutilated confidences which our young won1an made her and which 
didn't pretend to be perfect, though we have seen that at moments 
th_e girl had compunctions at having said so much. "I'm glad you've 
done nothing yet-that you have it still to do. It's a very good 
thing for a girl to have refused a few good offers-so long of course 
as they are not the best she's likely to have. Pardon me if my tone 
seems horribly corrupt; one must take the worldly view sometimes. 
Only don't keep on refusing for the sake of refusing. It's a pleasant 
exercise of power; but accepting·'s after all an exercise of power as 
well. There's always the danger of refusing once too often. It was 
not the one I fell into- I didn't refuse often enough. You're an 
exquisite creature, and I should like to see you married to a prime 
minister. But speaking strictly, you know, you're not what is techni
ca11y called a parti. 0 You're extremely good-looking and extremely 
clever; in yourself you're quite exceptional. You appear to have the 
vaguest ideas about your earthly possessions; but from what I can 
make out you're not embarrassed with an income. I wish you had a 
Ji ttle money." 

"I \Vish I had!" said Isabel, simply, apparently forgetting for the 
moment that her poverty had been a venial fault for two gallant 
gentlemen. 

II?- spite of Sir Matthew Hope's benevolent recommendation 
Madame Merle did not remain to the end, as the issue of poor Mr. 
Touchett's malady had now come fran�ly to be designated. She was 
uude:r pledge� to otheI people which had at \as\: to be redeemed, 
9. Marriageable; a good match.
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and she left Gardencourt with the understanding that she should in 
any event see Mrs. Touchett there again, or else in town, before 
quitting England. Her parting with Isabel was even more like the 
beginning of a friendship than their meeting had been. "I'm going 
to six places in succession, but I shall see no one I like so well as 
you. They'll all be old friends, however; one doesn't make new 
friends at my age. I've made a great exception for you. You must 
remember that and must think as well of me as possible. You must 
reward me by believing in me." 

By way of answer Isabel kissed her, and, though some women kiss 
with facility, there are kisses and kisses, and this embrace was· satis
factory to Madame Merle. Our young lady, after this, was much 
alone; she saw her aunt and cousin only at meals, and discovered 
that of the hours during which Mrs. Touchett was invisible only a 
minor portion was now devoted to nursing her husband. She spent 
the rest in her own apartments, to which access was not allowed 
even to her niece, apparently occupied there with mysterious and 
inscrutable exercises. At table she was grave and silent; but her sol
emnity was not an attitude-Isabel could see it was a conviction. 
She wondered if her aunt repented of having taken her own way so 
much; but there was no visible evidence of this-no tears, no sighs, 
no exaggeration of a zeal always to its own sense adequate. Mrs. 
Touchett see1�ed simply to feel the need of thinking things over 
and summing them up; she had a little moral account-book-with 
columns unerringly ruled and a sharp steel clasp-which she kept 
with exemplary neatness. Uttered reflection had with her ever, at 
any rate, a practical ring. "If I had foreseen this I'd not have pro
posed your con1ing abroad now," she said to Isabel after Madame 
Merle had left the house. "I'd have waited and sent for you next 
year." 

"So that perhaps I should never have known my uncle? It's a 
great happiness to me to have come now." 

"That's very well. But it was not that you might know your uncle 
that I brought you to Europe." A perfectly veracious speech; but, as 
Isabel thought, not as perfectly timed. She had leisure to think of 
this and other matters. She took a solitary walk every day and spent 
vague hours in turning over books in the library. Among the sub
jects that engaged her attention were the adventures of her friend 
Miss Stackpole, \vith whom she was in regular correspondence. 
Isabel 1iked her friend's private epistolary style better than her 
public; that is she felt her public letters ,vould have been excellent 
if they had not been printed. Henrietta's career, how�ver, was not 
so successful as n1ight 11ave been wished even in the interest of her 
private felicity; that vie\v of the inner life of Great Britain which 
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she was so eager to take appeared to dance before her like an ignis 
fatuus. 1 The invitation from Lady Pensil, for mysterious reasons, 
had never arrived; and poor Mr. Bantling himself, with all his 
friendly ingenuity, had been unable to explain so grave a dereliction 
on the part of a missive that had obviously been sent. He had evi
dently taken 1--Ienrietta's affairs much to heart, and believed that he 
owed her a set-off to this illusory visit to Bedfordshire. "He says he 
should think I would go to the Continent," Henrietta wrote; "and 
as he thinks of going there himself I suppose his advice is sincere. 
He wants to know why I don't. take a view of French life; and it's a 
fact that I want very much to see the new Republic. Mr. Bantling 
doesn't care much about the Republic, but he thinks of going over 
to Paris anyway. I must say he's quite as attentive as I could wish, 
and at least I shall have seen one polite Englishman. I keep telling 
Mr. Bantling that he ought to have been an American, and you 
should see how that pleases him. Whenever I say so he always 
breaks out with the same exclamation-'Ah, but really, con1e 
now!' " A few days later she wrote that she had decided to go to 
Paris at the end of the week and that Mr. Bantling had promised to 
see her off-perhaps even would go as far as Dover with her. She 
would wait in Paris till Jsabel should arrive, Henrietta added; speak
ing quite as if Isabel were to start on her continental journey alone 
and making no allusion to Mrs. Touchett. Bearing in mind his 
interest in their late companion, our heroine communicated several 
passages from this correspondence to Ralph, who followed with an 
emotion akin to suspense the career of the representative of the 
Interviewer. 

"It seems to me she's doing very well," he said, "going over to 
Paris with an ex-Lancer! If she wants something to write about she 
has only to describe that episode." 

"It's not conventional, certainly," Isabel answered; "but if you 
mean that-as far as Henrietta is concerned-it's not perfectly 
innocent, you're very much mistaken. You'll never understand Hen
rietta." 

"Pardon me, I understand her perfectly. I didn't at all at first, 
but now I've the point of view. I'm afraid, however, that Bantling 
hasn't; he may have some surprises. Oh, I understand Henrietta as 
well as if I had made her!" 

Isabel was by no means sure of this, but she abstained from 
expressing further doubt, for she was disposed in these days to 
extend a great charity to her cousin. One afternoon less than a week 
after Madame Merle's departure she was seated in the library with a 
volume to which her attention was not fastened. She had placed 
herself in a deep window-bench, from which she looked out into the 

l. Will o' the wisp; a modern construction meaning "foolish fire."
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dull, damp park; and as the library stood at right angles to the 
entrance-front of the house she could see the doctor's brougham, 
which had been waiting for the last two hours before the door. She 
was struck with his remaining so long, but at last she saw him appear 
in the portico, stand a moment slowly drawing on his gloves and 
looking at the knees of his horse, and then get into the vehicle and 
roll away. Isabel kept her place for half an hour; there was a great 
stillness in the house. It was so great that when she at last heard a 
soft, slow step on the deep carpet of the room she was almost star
tled by the sound. She turned quickly away from the window and 
saw Ralph Touchett standing there with his hands still in his pock
ets, but with a face absolutely void of its usual latent smile. She got 
up and her movement and glance were a question. 

"It's all over," said Ralph. 
"Do you mean that my uncle·--?" And Isabel stopped. 
"My dear father died an hour ago." 
''Ah, my poor Ralph!" she gently wailed, putting out her two 

hands to him. 
xx 

Some fortnight after this Madame Merle drove up in a hansom 
cab to the house in Winchester Square. As she descended from her 
vehicle she observed, suspended between the dining-room windows, 
a large, neat, wooden tablet, on whose fresh black ground were 
inscribed in white paint the words-"This noble freehold mansion 
to be sold"; with the name of the agent to whom application 
should be made. "They certainly lose no time," said the visitor as, 
after sounding the big brass knocker, she waited to be admitted; 
"it's a practical country!" And within the house, as she ascended to 
the drawing-room, she perceived numerous signs of abdication; pic
tures removed from the walls and placed upon sofas, windows 
undraped and floors laid bare. Mrs. Touchett presently received her 
and intimated in a few words that condolences might be taken for 
granted. 

"I know what you're going to say-he was a very good man. But 
I know it better than any one, because I gave him more chance to 
show it. In that I think I was a good wife." Mrs. Touchett added 
that at the end her husband apparently recognised this fact. "He 
has treated 1ne most liberally," she said; "I won't say more liberally 
than I expected, because I didn't expect. You know that as a gen
eral thing I don't expect. But he chose, I presume, to recognise the 
fact that though I lived much abroad and mingled-you may say 
freely-in foreign life, I. never eihihit�d the �mall��t pr�feren�� f�r 
any one else." · 

"For any one but yourself," Madame Merle mentally observed; 
but the reflexion was perfectly inaudible. 
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''I never sacrificed my husband to another," Mrs. Touchett con
tinued \vith her stout curtness. 

"Oh no," thought Madame Merle; "you never did anything for 
another!" 

There \Vas a certain cynicism in these mute comments which 
demands an explanation; the more so as they are not in accord 
either with the vie,v-somewhat superficial perhaps-that we have 
hitherto enjoyed of Madame Merle's character or with the literal 
facts of Mrs. Touchett's history; the more so, too, as Madame 
Merle had a \vell-founded conviction that her friend's last remark 
was not in the least to be construed as a side-thrust at herself. The 
truth is that the moment she had crossed the threshold she received 
an impression that Mr. Touchett's death had had subtle conse
quences and that these consequences had been profitable to a little 
circle of persons among whom she was not numbered. Of course it 
was an event which would naturally have consequences; her imagi
nation had more than once rested upon this fact during her stay at 
Gardencourt. But it had been one thing to foresee such a matter 
mentaJly and another to stand among its massive records. The idea 
of a distribution of property-she \vould almost have said of spoils 
-just now pressed upon her senses and irritated her with a sense of
exclusion. I am far from wishing to picture her as one of the hungry
mouths or envious hearts of the general herd, but \Ve have already
learned of her having desires that had never been satisfied. If she
had been questioned, she would of course have admitted-with a
fine proud sn1ile-that she had not the faintest claim to a share in
Mr. Touchett's relics. "There was never anything in the world
between us," she ,vould have· said. "There was never that, poor
man!"-with a fillip of her thumb and her third finger. I hasten to
add, moreover, that if she couldn't at the present moment keep
from quite perversely yearning she was·careful not to betray herself.
She had after all as much sympathy for Mrs. Touchett's gains as for
her losses.

"He has left me this house," the newly-made widow said; "but of 
course I shall not live in it; I've a much better one in Florence. The 
will was opened only three days since, but I've already offered the 
house for sale. I've also a share in the bank; but I don't yet under
stand if I'm obliged to leave it there. If not I shall certainly take it 
out. Ralph, of course, has Gardencourt; but I'm not sure that he'll 
have means to keep up the place. He's naturally left very well off, 
but his father has given away an immense deal of money; there are 
bequests to a string of third cousins in Vermont. Ralph, ho\vever, is 
very fond of Cardencourt and would be quite capable of living 
there-in summer-,vith a maid-of-all-work and a gardener's boy. 
There's one remarkable clause in my husband's will,'' Mrs. Touch
ett added. "He has left my niece a fortune." 
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"A fortune!" Madame Merle softly repeated. 
"Isabel steps into something like seventy thousand pounds." 
Madame Merle's hands were clasped in her lap; at this she raised 

them, still clasped, and held them a moment against her bosom 
while her eyes, a little dilated, fixed themselves on those of her 
friend. "Ah," she cried, "the clever creature!" 

Mrs. Touchett gave her a quick look. "What do you mean by 
that?" 

For an instant Madame Merle's colour rose and she dropped her 
eyes. "It certainly is clever to achieve such results-without an 
effort!" 

"There assuredly was no effort. Don't call it an achievement." 
Madame Merle was seldom guilty of the awkwardness of retract

ing what she had said; her wisdom was shown rather in maintaining 
it and placing it in a favourable light. "My dear friend, Isabel 
would certainly not have had seventy thousand pounds left her if 
she had not been the most charming girl in the world. Her charm 
includes great cleverness." 

"She never dreamed, I'm sure, of my husband's doing anything for 
her; and I never dreamed of it either, for he never spoke to me of 
his intention," Mrs. Touchett said. "She had no claim upon him 
whatever; it was no great recommendation to him that she was my 
niece. Whatever she achieved she achieved unconsciously." 

"Ah," rejoined Madame Merle, "those are the greatest strokes!'' 
Mrs. Touchett reserved her opinion. "The girl's fortunate; I don't 

deny that. But for the present she's simply stupefied." 
"Do you mean that she doesn't know what to do with the 

money?" 
"That, I think, she has hardly considered. She doesn't know what 

to think about the matter at all. It has been as if a big gun were 
suddenly fired off behind her; she's feeling herself to see if she be 
hurt. It's but three days since she received a visit from the principal 
executor, who came in person, very gallantly, to notify her. He told 
me afterwards that \vhen he had made his little speech she suddenly 
burst into tears. The money's to remain in the affairs of the bank, 
and she's to draw the interest." 

Madame Merle shook her head with a wise and no\v quite benig
nant smile. "How very delicious! After she has done that two or 
three times she'll get used to it." Then after a silence, "What does 
your son think of it?" she abruptly asked. 

"He left England before the will was read-used up by his fatigue 
and anxiety and hurrying off to the south. He's on his way to the 
Riviera and rve not yet heard from him. But it's not likely he'll ever 
object to anything done by his father." 

"Didn't you say his O\vn share had been cut down?" 
"Only at his wish. I know that he urged his father to do some-
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thing for the people in America. He's not in the least addicted to 
looking after number one." 

''It depends upon whom he regards as number one!" said Madame 
Merle. And she remained thoughtful a moment, her eyes bent on 
the floor. "Am I not to see your happy niece?" she asked at last as 
she raised them. 

"You may see her; but you'll not be struck with her being happy. 
She has looked as solemn, these three days, as a Cimabue 
Madonna!"1 And Mrs. Touchett rang for a servant. 

Isabel ca1ne in shortly after the footman had been sent to call 
her; and Madame Merle thought, as she appeared, that Mrs. Touch
ett's comparison had its force. The girl was pale and grave-an 
effect not mitigated by her deeper mourning; but the smile of her 
brightest moments came into her face as she saw Madame Merle, 
who went forward, laid her hand on our heroine's shoulder and, 
after looking at her a moment, kissed her as if she were returning 
the kiss she had received from her at Gardencourt. Tbis was the 
only allusion the visitor, in her great good taste, made for the pre
sent to her young friend's inheritance. 

Mrs. Touchett had no purpose of awaiting in London the sale of 
her house. After selecting from among its furniture the objects she 
wished to transport to her other abode, she left the rest of its con
tents to be disposed of by the auctioneer and took her departure for 
the Continent. She was of course accompanied on this journey by 
her niece, who now had plenty of leisure to measure and weigh and 
otherwise handle the windfall on which Madame Merle had cov
ertly congratulated her. Isabel thought very often of the fact of her 
acc�ssion of means, looking at it in a dozen different lights; but we 
shall not now attempt to follow her train of thought or to explain 
exactly why her new consciousness was at first oppressive. This fail
ure to rise to immediate joy was indeed but brief; the girl presently 
made up her mind that to be rich was a virtue because it was to be 
able to do, and that to do could only be sweet. It was the graceful 
contrary of the stupid side of weakness--especially the feminine 
variety. To be weak was, for a delicate young person, rather grace
ful, but, after all, as Isabel said to herself, there was a larger grace 
than that. Just now, it is true, there was not much to do--once she 
had sent off a cheque to Lily and another to poor Edith; but she 
was thankful for the quiet months which her mourning robes and 
her aunfs fresh widowhood compelled them to spend together. The 
acquisition of power n1ade her serious; she scrutinised her power 
with a kind of tender ferocity, but was not eager to exercise it. She 
began to do so during a stay of some weeks which she eventually 
made with her aunt in Paris, though in ways that will inevitably 
1. Giovanni Cimabue (ca. 1240-ca. 1302), Florentine painter and mosaicist.
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present themselves as trivial. They were the ways most naturally 
imposed in a city in which the shops are the admiration of the 
world, and that were prescribed unreservedly by the guidance of 
Mrs. Touchett, who took a rigidly practical view of the transforma
tion of her niece from a poor girl to a rich one. "Now that you're a 
young woman of fortune you must know how to play the part-I 
mean to play it well," she said to Isabel once for all; and she added 
that the girl's first duty was to have everything handsome. ''You 
don't know how to take care of your things, but you must learn," 
she went on; this was Isabel's second duty. Isabel submitted, but for 
the present her imagination was not kindled; she longed for oppor
tunities, but these were not the opportunities she meant. 

Mrs. Touchett rarely changed her plans, and, having intended 
before her husband's death to spend a part of the winter in Paris, 
saw no reason to deprive herself-still less to deprive her compan
ion-of this advantage. Though they would live in great retirement 
she might still present her niece, informally, to the little circle of 
her fellow countrymen dwelling upon the skirts of the Champs 
Elysees. With many of these amiable colonists Mrs. Touchett was 
intimate; she shared their expatriation, their convictions, their pas
times, their ennui. Isabel saw them arrive with a good deal of assi
duity at her aunt's hotel, and pronounced on them with a trench
ancy doubtless to be accounted for by the temporary exaltation of 
her sense of human duty. She made up her mind that their lives 
were, though luxurious, inane, and incurred some disfavour by 
expressing this view on bright Sunday afternoons, when the Ameri
can absentees were engaged in calling on each other. Though her 
listeners passed for people kept exemplarily genial by their cooks 
and dressmakers, two or three of them thought her cleverness, 
which was generally admitted, inferior to that of the new theatrical 
pieces. "You all live here this way, but what does it lead to?" she 
was pleased to ask. "It doesn't seem to lead to anything, and I 
should think you'd get very tired of it." 

Mrs. Touchett thought the question worthy of Henrietta Stack
pole. The two ladies had found Henrietta in Paris, and Isabel con
stantly saw her; so that Mrs. Touchett had some reason for saying 
to herself that if her niece were not clever enough to originate 
almost anything, she might be suspected of having borrowed that 
style of remark from her journalistic friend. The first occasion on 
which Isabel had spoken was that of a visit paid by the two ladies 
to Mrs. Luce, an old friend of Mrs. Touchett's and the only person 
in Paris she now went to see. Mrs. Luce had been living in Paris 
since the days of Louis Philippe;2 she used to say jocosely that she 

2. Louis Philippe, a constitutional monarch, reigned from the Revolution of 1830 until the
Revolution of 1848 and the establishment of the Second Republic.
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was one of the generation of 1830-a joke of which the point was 
not always taken. When it failed Mrs. Luce used to explain-"Oh 
yes, I'm one of the romantics;" her French had never become quite 
perfect. She was always at home on Sunday afternoons and sur
rounded by sympathetic compatriots, usually the same. In fact she 
was at home at all times, and reproduced with wondrous truth in 
her we11-cushioned little comer of the brilliant city, the domestic 
tone of her native Baltimore. Tbis reduced Mr. Luce, her worthy 
husband, a tall, lean, grizzled, well-brushed gentleman who wore a 
gold eye-glass and carried his hat a little too much on the back of 
his head, to mere platonic praise of the "distractions" of Paris
they were his great word-since you would never have guessed from 
what cares he escaped to them. One of them was that he went 
every day to the American banker's, where he found a post-office 
that was almost as sociable and colloquial an institution as in an 
American country town. He passed an hour ( in fine weather) in a 
chair in Champs Elysees, and he dined uncommonly well at his 
own table, seated above a waxed floor which it was Mrs. Luce's hap
piness to believe had a finer polish than any other in the French 
capital. Occasionally he dined with a friend or two at the Cafe 
Anglais, 3 where his talent for ordering a dinner was a source of 
felicity to his companions and an object of admiration even to the 
headwaiter of the establishment. These were his only known pas
times, but they had beguiled his hours for upwards of half a cen
tury, and they doubtless justified his frequent declaration that there 
was no place like Paris. In no other place, on these terms, could Mr. 
Luce flatter himself that he was enjoying life. There was nothing 
like Paris, but it must be confessed that Mr. Luce thought less 
highly of this scene of his dissipations than in earlier days. In the 
list of his resources his political reflections should not be omitted, 
for they were doubtless the animating principle of many hours that 
superficially seemed vacant. Like many of his fellow colonists Mr. 
Luce was a high-or rather a deep--conservative, and gave no 
countenance to the government lately established in France. He 
had no faith in its duration and would assure you from year to year 
that its end was close at hand. "They want to be kept down, sir, to 
be kept down; nothing but the strong hand-the iron heel-will do 
for them," he would frequently say of the French people; and his 
ideal of a fine showy clever rule was that of the superseded Empire. 
"Paris is much less attractive than in the days of the Emperor; he

knew how to make a city pleasant," Mr. Luce had often remarked 
to Mrs. Touchett, who was quite of his own way of thinking and 
wished to know what one had crossed that odious Atlantic for but 
to get away from republics. 
3. One of the best restaurants in Paris.
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"Why, madam, sitting in the Champs Elysees, opposite to the 
Palace of Industry, I've seen the court-earriages from the Tuileries 
pass up and down as many as seven times a day. I remember one 
occasion when they went as high as nine. What do you see now? 
It's no use talking, the style's all gone. Napoleon knew what the 
French people want, and there'll be a dark cloud over Paris, our 
Paris, till they get the Empire back again." 

Among Mrs. Luce's visitors on Sunday afternoons was a young 
man with whom Isabel had had a good deal of conversation and 
whom she found full of valuable knowledge. Mr. Edward Rosier
Ned Rosier as he was called-was native to New York and had been 
brought up in Paris, living there under the eye of his father who, as 
it happened, had been an early and intimate friend of the late Mr. 
Archer. Edward Rosier remembered Isabel as a little girl; it had 
been his father who came to the rescue of the small Archers at the 
inn at Neufchatel (he was travelling that way with the boy and had 
stopped at the hotel by chance), after their bonne had gone off 
with the Russian prince and when Mr. Archer's whereabouts 
remained for some days a mystery. Isabel remembered perfectly the 
neat little male child whose hair smelt of a delicious cosmetic and 
who had a bonne all his own, warranted to Jose sight of him under 
no provocation. Isabel took a walk with the pair beside the lake and 
thought little Edward as pretty as an angel-a comparison by no 
means conventional in her mind, for she had a very definite concep
tion of a type of features which she supposed to be angelic and 
which her ne\.v friend perfectly illustrated. A small pink face sur
mounted by a blue velvet bonnet and set off by a stiff embroidered 
collar had become the countenance of her childish dreams; and she 
had firmly believed for some time afterwards that the heavenly hosts 
conversed among themselves in a queer little dialect of French-Eng
lish, expressing the properest sentiments, as when Edward told her 
that he was "defended"4 by his bonne to go near the edge of the 
lake, and that one must always obey to one's bonne. Ned Rosier's 
English had improved; at least it exhibited in a less degree the French 
variation. His father was dead and his bonne dismissed, but the 
young man still conformed to the spirit of their teaching-he never 
went to the edge of the lake. There was still something agreeable to 
the nostrils about him and something not offensive to nobler 
organs. He was a very gentle and gracious youth, with what are 
called cultivated tastes-an acquaintance with old china, with good 
wine, with the bindings of books, with the Almanach de Gotha,5

with the best shops, the best hotels, the hours of railway.trains. He 
could order a dinner almost as well as Mr. Luce, and it was proba-
4. The governess was using the French word defense to keep him from going near the water.
5. A periodical record giving data concerning the royal, princely, and noble families of Europe.
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ble that as his experience accumulated he would be a worthy succes
sor to that gentleman, whose rather grim politics he also advocated 
in a soft and innocent voice. He had some charming roo1ns in Paris, 
decorated with old Spanish altar-lace, the envy of his female friends, 
who declared that his chimney-piece was better draped than the 
high shoulders of many a duchess. He usually, however, spent a 
part of every winter at Pau,6 and had once passed a couple of months 
in the United States. 

He took a great interest in Isabel and remembered perfectly the 
walk at Neufchatel, when she would persist in going so near the 
edge, I-le seemed to recognise this same tendency in the subversive 
enquiry that I quoted a moment ago, and set himself to answer our 
heroine's question with greater urbanity than it perhaps deserved. 
"What does it lead to, Miss Archer? Why Paris leads everywhere .. 
You can't go anywhere unless you come here first. Every one that 
comes to Europe has got to pass through. You don't mean it in that 
sense so much? You mean what: good it does ·you? Well, how can 
you penetrate futurity? How can you tell what lies ahead? If it's a 
pleasant road I don't care where it leads. I like the road, Miss 
Archer; I like the dear old asphalte. You can't get tired of it-you 
can't if you try. You think you would, but you wouldn't; there's 
always something new and fresh. 1,ake the 1Iotel Drouot, 7 now; 
they sometimes have three and four sales a week. Where can you 
get such things as you can here? In spite of all they say I maintain 
they're cheaper too, if you know the right places. I know plenty of 
places, but I keep them to myself. I'll tell you, if you like, as a par
ticular favour; only you mustn't tell any one else. Don't you go any
where without asking me first; 1 want you to promise me that. As a 
general thing avoid the Boulevards; there's very little to be done on 
the Boulevards. Speaking conscientiously-sans blague8-I don't be
lieve any one knows Paris better than I. You and Mrs. Touchett must 
come and breakfast with me sorne day, and I'll show you my things; 
;e ne vous dis que �a!9 TI1ere has been a great deal of talk about Lon
don of late; it's the fashion to cry up London. But there's nothing in 
it-you can't do anything in London. No Louis Quinze-nothing of 
the First Empire; nothing but their eternal Queen Anne. 1 It's good 
for one's bed-room, Queen A11ne-for one's washing-room; but it 
isn't proper for a salon.2 Do 1 spend. my life at the auctioneer's?" 

6. Tourist center in southwest France.
7. Also known as the Hotel des Ventes Mobilieres, it was noted for its extensive auctions of works

of grt.
8. Without fooling; no kidding.
9. That's all I'm saying.
l. Styles of French and English decorative arts and crafts identified with the reigns of Louis XV

(1715-1774), Queen Anne (1702-1714) and Napoleon (1804-1815).
2. Drawing room.
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Mr. Rosier pursued in answer to another question of Isabel's. ''Oh 
no; I haven't the means. I wish l had. You think I'm a mere trifler; 
I can tell by the expression of your face-you've got a wonderfully 
expressive face. I hope you don't mind my saying that; I mean it as 
a kind of warning. You think I ought to do something, and so do 1

1

so long as you leave it vague. But when you come to the point you 
see you have to stop. I can't go home and be a shopkeeper. You 
think I'm very well fitted? Ah, Miss Archer, you overrate me. I can 
buy very well, but I can't sell; you should see when I sometimes try 
to get rid of my things. It takes much more ability to make other 
people buy than to buy yourself. When I think how clever they 
must be, the people who make me buy! Ah no; I couldn't be a 
shopkeeper. I can't be a doctor; it's a repulsive business. I can't be a 
clergyman; I haven't got convictions. And then I can't pronounce 
the names right in the Bible. They're very difficult, in the Old Tes
tament particularly. I can't be a lawyer; I don't understand-ho\\!· 
do you call it?-the American procedure. Is there anything else? 
There's nothing for a gentleman in America. I should like to be a 
diplomatist; but American diplomacy-that's not for gentlemen 
either. I'm sure if you had seen the last min-"

Henrietta Stackpole, who was often with her friend when Mr. 
Rosier� coming to pay his compliments late in the afternoon:

expressed himself after the fashion I have sketched, usually inter
rupted the young man at this point and read him a lecture on the 
duties of the American citizen. She thought hin1 most unnatural; he 
was worse than poor Ralph Touchett. Henrietta, however, was at 
this time more than ever addicted to fine criticism-, for her con
science had been freshly alarmed as regards Isabel. She had not con
gratulated this young lady on her augmentations and begged to be 
excused from doing so. 

"If Mr. Touchett had consulted me about leaving you the 
money," she frankly asserted, "I'd have said to him 'Never!' " 

"I see," Isabel had answered. "You think it will prove a curse in 
disguise. Perhaps it will." 

"Leave it to some one you care less for-that's what I should 
have said." 

"To yourself for instance?
,
: Isabel suggested jocosely. And then1

"Do you really believe it will ruin me?" she asked in quite another 
tone. 

"I hope it won't ruin you; but it will certainly confirm your dan
gerous tendencies." 

"Do you mean the love of luxury--of extravagance?" 
uNo, no," said Hentietta; "I mean )TO\\I exposure on the moral 

side. I approve of luxury; I think we ought to be as elegant as possi
ble. Look at the luxury of our western cities; I've seen nothing over 
here to compare with it. I hope you'll never beco1ne grossly sensual; 
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but I'm not afraid of that. The peri] for you is that you live too 
much in the world of your own dreams. You're not enough in con
tact with reality-\vith the toiling, striving, suffering, I may even 
say sinning, world that surrounds you. You're too fastidious; you've 
too many graceful illusions. Your newly-acquired thousands will shut 
you up more and 1nore to the society of a few selfish and heartless 
people who will be interested in keeping them up." 

Isabel's eyes expanded as she gazed at this lurid scene. "What are 
my illusions?" she asked. "I try so hard not to have any." 

"Well," said Henrietta, "you think you can lead a romantic life, 
that you can live by pleasing yourself and pleasing others. You'll 
find you're mistaken. Whatever life you lead you must put your 
soul in it-to make any sort of success of it; and from the moment 
you do that it ceases to be romance, I assure you: it becomes grim 
reality! And you can't always please yourself; you must sometimes 
please other people. That, I admit, you're very ready to do; but 
there's another thing that's still more important-you must often 
displease others. You 1nust always be ready for that-you must 
never shrink from it. That doesn't suit you at all-you're too fond 
of admiration, you like to be thought well of. You think we can 
escape disagreeable duties by taking romantic views-that's your 
great illusion, 1ny dear. But we can't. You must be prepared on 
many occasions in life to please no one at all-not even yourself." 

Isabel shook her head sadly; she looked troubled and frightened. 
"This, for you, Henrietta," she said, "must be one of those occa
sions!" 

It was certainly true that Miss Stackpole, during her visit to 
Paris, which had been professionally more remunerative than her 
English sojourn, had not been living in the world of dreams. Mr. 
Bantling, who had now returned to England, was her companion for 
the first four weeks of her stay; and about Mr. Bantling there was 
nothing dreamy. Isabel learned from her friend that the two had led 
a life of great personal intimacy and that this had been a peculiar 
advantage to Henrietta, owing to the gentleman's remarkable 
knowledge of Paris. He had explained everything, shown her every
thing, been her constant guide and interpreter. They had break
fasted together, dined together, gone to the theatre together, 
supped together, really in a manner quite lived together. He was a 
true friend, Henrietta more than once assured our heroine; and she 
had never supposed that she could like any Englishman so well. 
Isabel could not have told you why, but she found something that 
ministered to mirth in the alliance the correspondent of the Inter

viewer had struck with Lady Pensil's btothet; her amusement mote
over subsisted in face of the fact that she thought it a credit to each 
of them. Isabel couldn't rid herself of a suspicion that they were 
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playing somehow at cross-purposes-that the simplicity of each had 
been entrapped. But this simplicity was on either side none the less 
honourable. It was as graceful on Henrietta's part to believe that Mr. 
Bantling took an interest in the diffusion of lively journalism and in 
consolidating the position of lady-eorrespondents as it was on the 
part of his companion to suppose that the cause of the Interviewer

-a periodical of which he never formed a very definite
conception-was, if subtly analysed ( a task to which Mr. Bantling
felt himself quite equal), but the cause of Miss Staclcpole's need of
demonstrative affection. Each of these groping celibates supplied at
any rate a want of which the other was impatiently conscious. Mr.
Bantling, who was of rather a slow and a discursive habit, relished a
prompt, keen, positive woman, who charmed him by the influence
of a shining, challenging eye and a kind of bandbox freshness, and
who kindled a perception of raciness in a mind to which the usual
fare of life seemed unsalted. Henrietta, on the other hand, enjoyed
the society of a gentleman who appeared somehow, in his way,
made, by expensive, roundabout, almost "quaint" processes, for her
use, and whose leisured state, though generally indefensible, was a
decided boon to a breathless mate, and who was furnished with an
easy, traditional, though by no means exhaustive, answer to almost
any social or practical question that could come up. She often
found Mr. Bantling's answers very convenient, and in the press of
catching the American post would largely and showily address them
to publicity. It was to be feared that she was indeed drifting toward
those abysses of sophistication as to which Isabel, wishing ·for a
good-humoured retort, had warned her. There _might be danger in
store for Isabel; but it was scarcely to be hoped that Miss Stackpole,
on her side, would find permanent rest in any adoption of the views
of a class pledged to all the old abuses. Isabel continued to warn her
good-humouredly; Lady Pensil's obliging brother was sometimes, on
our heroine's lips, an object of irreverent and facetious allusion.
Nothing, however, could exceed Henrietta's amiability on this
point; she used to abound in the sense of Isabel's irony and to enu-
1nerate with elation the hours she had spent with this pedect man
of the world-a term that had ceased to make with her, as pre
viously, for opprobrium. Then, a few mo1nents later, she would
forget that they had been talking jocosely and would mention with
impulsive earnestness some expedition she had enjoyed in his com
pany. She would say: "Oh, I know all about Versailles; I went there
with Mr. Bantling. I was bound to see it thoroughly-I warned him
when we went out there that I was thorough: so we spent th-ree
days at the hotel and wandered an over the place. It was lovely
weather-a kind of Indian summer, only not so good. We just lived
in that park. Oh yes; you can't tell me anything about Versailles."
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Henrietta appeared to have made arrangements to meet her gallant 
friend during the spring in Italy. 

XXI 

Mrs. Touchett, before arriving in Paris, had fixed the day for her 
departure and by the middle of February had begun to travel south
ward. She interrupted her journey to pay a visit to her son, who at 
San Remo, on the Italian shore of the Mediterranean, had been 
spending a dull, bright winter beneath a slow-moving white 
umbrella. Isabel went with her aunt as a matter of course, though 
Mrs. Touchett, with homely, customary logic, had laid before her a 
pair of alternatives. 

"Now, of course, you're completely your own mistress and are as 
free as the bird on the bough. I don't mean you were not so before, 
but you're at present on a different footing-property erects a kind 
of barrier. You can do a great many things if you're rich which 
would be severely criticised if you \Vere poor. You can go and come, 
you can travel alone, you can have your own establishment: I mean 
of course if you'll take a companion-some decayed gentlewoman, 
with a darned cashmere and dyed hair, who paints on velvet. You 
don't think you'd like that? Of course you can do as you please; I 
only want you to understand how much you're at liberty. You 
might take Miss Stackpole as your dame de compagnie; 1 she'd keep 
people off very well. I think, however, that it's a great deal better 
you should remain with me, in spite of there being no obligation. 
It's better for several reasons, quite apart from your liking it. I 
shouldn't think you'd like it, but I recommend you to make the sac
rifice. Of course whatever novelty there may have been at first in 
my society has quite passed away, and you see me as I am-a dull, 
obstinate, narrow-mii;ided old woman." 

"I don't think you're at all dull," Isabel had replied to this. 
"But you do think I'm obstinate and narrow-minded? I told you 

so!" said Mrs. Touchett with much elation at being justified. 
Isabel remained for the present with her aunt, because, in spite 

of eccentric impulses, she had a great regard for what was usually 
deemed decent, and a young gentlewoman without visible relations 
had always struck her as a flower without foliage. It was true that 
Mrs. Touchett's conversation had never again appeared so brilliant 
as that first afternoon in Albany, when she sat in her damp ,vater
proof and sketched the opportunities that Europe would offer to a 
young person of taste. This, however, was in a great measure the 
girl's own fault; she had got a glimpse of her aunt's experience, and 
her lmaglnadon constant1y anticipated the judgements and emo
tions of a woman who had very little of the same faculty. Apart 
from this, Mrs. Touchett had a great merit; she was as honest as a 
I. Lady companion.
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pair of compasses. There was a comfort in her stiffness and firmness; 
you knew exactly where to find .her and were never liable to chance 
encounters and concussions. On her own ground she was perfectly 
present, but was never over-inquisitive as regards the territory of her 
neigh hour. Isabel came at last to have a kind of undemonstrable 
pity for her; there seemed something so dreary in the condition of a 
person whose nature had, as it were, so little surface-offered so 
limited a face to the accretions of human contact. Nothing tender, 
nothing sympathetic, had ever had a chance to fasten upon it-no 
wind-sown blossom, no familiar softening moss. Her offered, her 
passive extent, in other words, was about that of a knife-edge. Isabel 
had reason to believe none the less that as she advanced in life she 
made more of those concessions to the sense of something obscurely 
distinct from convenience-more of them than she independently 
exacted. She was learning to sacrifice consistency to considerations 
of that inferior order for which the excuse must be found in the 
particular case. It was not to the credit of her absolute rectitude 
that she should have gone the longest way round to Florence in 
order to spend a few weeks with her invalid son; since in former 
years it had been one of her most definite convictions that when 
Ralph wished to see her he was at liberty to remember that Palazzo 
Crescentini contained a large apartment known as the quarter of 
the signorino. 

"I want to ask you something," Isabel said to this young man the 
day after her arrival at San Remo-"something I've thought more 
than once of asking you by letter, but that I've hesitated on the 
whole to write about. Face to face, nevertheless, my question seems 
easy enough. Did you know your father intended to leave me so 
much money?" 

Ralph stretched his legs a little further than usual and gazed a 
little more fixedly at the Mediterranean. "What does it matter, my 
dear Isabel, whether I knew? My father was very obstinate." 

"So," said the girl, "you did know." 
"Yes; he told me. We even talked it over a little." 
"What did he do it for?" asked Isabel abruptly. 
"Why, as a kind of compliment." 
"A compliment on what?" 
"On your so beautifully existing." 
"He liked me too much," she presently declared. 
"That's a way we all have." 
"If I believed that I should be very unhappy. Fortunately I don't 

believe it. I want to be treat�d with justice; I want nothing but 
that." 

"Very good. But you must remember that justice to a lovely 
being is after all a florid sort of sentiment." 

"I'm not a lovely being. How can you say that, at the very 
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moment when I'm asking such odious questions? I must seem to 
you delicate!" 

"You seem to me troubled,'' said Ralph. 
"I an1 troubled." 
"About what?" 
For a 1noment she answered nothing; then she broke out: "Do 

you think it good for me suddenly to be made so rich? Henrietta 
doesn't." 

"Oh, hang Henrietta!" said Ralph coarsely. "If you ask me I'm 
delighted at it."

"Is that why your father did it-for your amusement?" 
"I differ with Miss Stackpole," Ralph went on more gravely. "I 

think it very good for you to have means." 
Isabel looked at him with serious eyes. "I wonder whether you 

know what's good for me-or whether you care." 
"If I know depend upon it I care. Shall I tell you what it is? Not 

to torment yourself." 
"Not to torment you, I suppose you mean." 
"You can't do that; I'm proof. Take things more easily. Don't 

ask yourself so much whether this or that is good for you. Don't 
question your conscience so n1uch-it will get out of tune like a 
strummed piano. Keep it for great occasions. Don't try so much to 
form your character-it's like trying to pull open a tight, tender 
young rose. Live as you like best, and your character will take care 
of itself. Most things are good for you; the exceptions are very rare, 
and a comfortable income's not one of them." Ralph paused, smil
ing; Isabel had listened quickly. "You've too much power of 
thought-above all too much conscience," Ralph added. "It's out 
of all reason, the number of things you think wrong. Put back your 
watch. Diet your fever. Spread your wings; rise above the ground. 
It's never wrong to do that.'' 

She had listened eagerly, as I say; and it was her nature to under
stand quickly. "I wonder if you appreciate what you say. If you do, 
you take a great responsibility." 

"You frighten me a little, but I think I'm right," said Ralph, 
persisting in cheer. 

"All the same what you say is very true," Isabel pursued. "You 
could say nothing more true. I'm absorbed in myself-I look at life 
too much as a doctor's prescription. Why indeed should we perpet
ually be thinking whether things are good for us, as if we were 
patients lying in a hospital? Why should I be so afraid of not doing 
right? As if it mattered to the world whether I do right or wrong!'' 

"You're a capita\ person to advise," said Ralph; "you take the

wind out of my sails!" 
She looked at him as if she had not heard him-though she was 
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following out the train of reflexion which he himself had kindled. 
"I try to care more about the world than about myself-but I 
always come back to myself. It's because I'm afraid." She stopped; 
her voice had trembled a little. "Yes, I'm afraid; I can't tell you. A 
large fortune n1eans freedom, and I'm afraid of that. It's such a fine 
thing, and one should make such a good use of it. If one shouldn't 
one would be ashamed. And one must keep thinking; it's a constant 
effort. I'm not sure it's not a greater happiness to be powerless." 

"For weak people I've no doubt it's a greater happiness. For weak 
people the effort not to be contemptible must be great." 

"And how do you know I'm not weak?" Isabel asked. 
"Ah," Ralph answered with a flush that the girl noticed, "if you 

are I'm awfully sold!" 
The charm of the Mediterranean coast only deepened for our 

heroine on acquaintance, for it was the threshold of Italy, the gate 
of admirations. Italy, as yet imperfectly seen and felt, stretched 
before her as a land of promise, a land in which a love of the beau .. 
tiful might be comforted by endless knowledge. Whenever she 
strolled upon the shore with her cousin-and she was the compan
ion of his daily walk-she looked across the sea, with longing eyes, 
to where she knew that Genoa lay. She was glad to pause, however, 
on the edge of this larger adventure; there was such a thrill even in 
the preliminary hovering. It affected her moreover as a peaceful 
interlude, as a hush of the drum and fife in a career which she had 
little warrant as yet for regarding as agitated, but which nevertheless 
she was constantly picturing to herself by the light of her hopes, her 
fears, her fancies, her ambitions, her predilections, and which 
reflected these subjective accidents in a. 1nanner sufficiently dramatic. 
Madame Merle had predicted to Mrs. Touchett that after their 
young friend had put her hand into her pocket half a dozen times 
she would be reconciled to the idea that it had been filled by a 
munificent uncle; and the event justified, as it had so often justified 
before, that lady's perspicacity. Ralph Touchett had praised his 
cousin for being morally inflammable, that is for being quick to 
take a hint that was meant as good advice. His advice had perhaps 
helped the matter; she had at any rate before leaving San Remo 
grown used to feeling rich. The consciousness in question found a 
proper place in rather a dense little group of ideas that she had 
about herself, and often it was by no means the least agreeable. It 
took perpetually for granted a thousand good intentions. She lost 
herself in a maze of visions; the fine things to be done by a rich, 
independent, generous girl who took a large human view of occa
sions and obligations were sublime in the mass. Her fortune therefore 
became to her mind a part of her better self; it gave her import
ance, gave her even, to her own imagination, a certain ideal beauty. 
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What it did for her in the imagination of others is another affair, 
and on this point we must also touch in time. The visions I have 
just spoken of were mixed with other debates. Isabel liked better to 
think of the future than of the past; but at times, as she listened to 
the murmur of the Mediterranean waves, her glance took a back
ward flight. It rested upon two figures which, in spite of increasing 
distance, were still sufficiently salient; they were recognisable ,vith
out difficulty as those of Caspar Goodwood and Lord Warburton. 
It was strange how quickly these images of energy had fallen into 
the background of our young lady's life. It was in her disposition at 
all times to lose faith in the reality of absent things; she could 
summon back her faith, in case of need, with an effort, but the 
effort was often painful even when the reality had been pleasant. 
The past was apt to look dead and its revival rather to show the 
livid light of a judgement-day. The girl moreover was not prone to 
take for granted that she herself lived in the mind of others-she 
had not the fatuity to believe she left indelible traces. She was capa
ble of being wounded by the discovery that she had been forgotten; 
but of all liberties the one she herself found sweetest was the liberty 
to forget. She had not given her last shilling, sentimentally speak
ing, either to Caspar Goodwood or to Lord Warburton, and yet 
couldn't but feel them appreciably in debt to her. She had of course 
reminded herself that she was to hear from Mr. Goodwood again; 
but this was not to be for another year and a half, and in that time 
a great many things might happen. She had indeed failed to say to 
herself that her American suitor might find some other girl more 
comfortable to woo; because, though it was certain many other girls 
would prove so, she had not the smallest belief that this merit 
would attract him. But she reftected that she herself might know 
the humiliation of change, might really, for that matter, come to 
the end of the things that were not Caspar ( even though there 
appeared so many of them), and find rest in those very elements of 
his presence which struck her now as impediments to the finer 
respiration. It was conceivable that these impediments should some 
day prove a sort of blessing in disguise-a clear and quiet harbour 
enclosed by a brave granite breakwater. But that day could only 
come in its order, and she couldn't wait for it with folded hands. 
That Lord Warburton should continue to cherish her image seemed 
to her more than a ·noble humility or an enlightened pride ought to 
wish to reckon with. She had so definitely undertaken to preserve no 
record of what had passed between them that a corresponding effort 
on his own part would be eminently just. This was not, as it may 
seem, merely a theory tinged with sarcasm. Isabel candidly believed 
that his lordship would, in the usual phrase, get over his disappoint
ment. He had been deeply affected-this she believed, and she was 
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still capable of deriving pleasure from the belief; but it was absurd 
that a man both so intelligent and so honourably dealt with should 
cultivate a scar out of proportion to any wound. Englishmen liked 
moreover to be comfortable, said Isabel, and there could be little 
comfort for Lord Warburton, in the long run, in brooding over a 
self-sufficient American girl who had been but a casual acquaint
ance. She flattered herself that, should she hear from one day to 
another that he had married some young woman of his own country 
who had done more to deserve him, she should receive the news 
without a pang even of surprise. It would have proved that he 
believed she was firm-which was what she wished to seem to him. 
That alone was grateful to her pride. 

XXII 

On one of the first days of May, some six months after old Mr. 
Touchett's death, a small group that might have been described by 
a painter as composing well was gathered in one of the many rooms 
of an ancient villa crowning an olive-muffled hill outside of the 
Roman gate of Florence. The villa was a long, rather blank-looking 
structure, with the far-projecting roof which Tuscany loves and 
which, on the hills that encircle Florence, when considered from a 
distance, makes so harmonious a rectangle with the straight, dark, 
definite cypresses that usually rise in groups of three or four beside 
it. The house had a front upon a little grassy, empty, rural piazza 
which occupied a part of the hill-top; and this front, pierced with a 
few windows in irregular relations and furnished with a stone bench 
lengthily adjusted to the base of the structure and useful as a loung
ing-place to one or two persons wearing more or less of that air of 
undervalued merit which in Italy, for some reason or other, always 
gracefully invests any one who confidently assumes a perfectly pas
sive attitude-this antique, solid, weather-worn, yet imposing front 
had a somewhat incommunicative character. It was the mask, not 
the face of the house. It had heavy lids, but no eyes; the house in 
reality looked another \Vay-looked off behind, into splendid open
ness and the range of the afternoon light. In that quarter the vi11a 
overhung the slope of its hill and the long valley of the Amo, hazy 
with Italian colour. It had a narrow garden, in the manner of a ter
race, productive chiefly of tangles of wild roses and other old stone 
benches, mossy and sun-warmed. The parapet of the terrace was just 
the height to lean upon, and beneath it the ground declined into 
the vagueness of olive-crops and vineyards. It is not, however, with 
the out�ide of the place that we are concerned7 on this bright morn
ing of ripened spring its tenants had reason to prefer the shady side 
of the wall. The windows of the ground-floor, as you saw them from 
the piazza, were, in their noble proportions, extremely architectural; 
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but their function see1ned less to offer communication with the 
world than to defy the world to look in. They were massively cross
barred, and placed at such a height that curiosity, even on tiptoe, 
expired before it reached them. In an apartn1ent Jighted by a row of 
three of these jealous apertures--one of the several distinct apart
ments into which the villa was divided and which were mainly occu
pied by foreigners of random race long resident in Florence-a gen
tleman was seated in company with a young girl and two good sis
ters from a religious house. The roon1 was, however, less sombre 
than our indications may have represented, for it had a wide, high 
door, which now stood open into the tangled garden behind; and 
the tall iron lattices admitted on occasion 1nore than enough of the 
Italian sunshine. It was moreover a seat of ease, indeed of luxury, 
telling of arrange1nents subtly studied and refinements frankly pro
claimed, and containing a variety of those faded hangings of damask 
and tapestry, those chests and cabinets of carved and time-polished 
oak, those angular specimens of pictorial art in frames as pedanti
cally primitive, those perverse-looking relics of medireval brass and 
pottery, of which Italy has long been the not quite exhausted store
house. These things kept terms with articles of modern furniture in 
which large allowance had been made for a lounging generation; it 
was to be noticed that ·an the chairs were deep and well padded and 
that much space was occupied by a writing-table of which the inge
nious perfection bore the stamp of London and the nineteenth cen
tury. There were books in profusion and magazines and newspapers, 
and a few small, odd, elaborate pictures, chiefly in water-colour. 
One of these productions stood on a drawing-room easel before 
which, at the moment we begin to be concerned with her, the 
young girl I have mentioned had placed herself. She was looking at 
the picture in silence. 

Silence-absolute silence-had not fallen upon her companions; 
but their talk had an appearance of embarrassed continuity. The 
two good sisters had not settled themselves in their respective 
chairs; their attitude expressed a final reserve and their faces showed 
the glaze of prudence. They were plain, ample, mild-featured 
women, with a kind of business-like modesty to which the imper
sonal aspect of their stiffened linen and of the serge that draped 
them as if nailed on frames gave an advantage. One of them, a 
person of a certain age, in spectacles, with a fresh complexion and a 
full cheek, had a more discriminating manner than her colleague, as 
well as the responsibility of their errand, which apparently related 
to the youn0 girl. This object of interest wore her hat-an orna-
ment of extreme simplicity and not at variance with her plain 
muslin gown, too sho_rt for her years, though it must already have 
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been "let out." The .gentleman who might have been supposed to 
be entertaining the two nuns was perhaps conscious of the difficul
ties of his function, it being in its way as arduous to converse with 
the very meek as with the very mighty. At· the same time he was 
clearly much occupied with their quiet charge, and while she turned 
her back to him his eyes rested gravely on her slim, small figure. He 
was a man of forty, with a high but well-shaped head, on which the 
hair, still dense, but prematurely grizzled, had been cropped close. 
He had a fine, narrow, extremely modelled and composed face, of 
which the only fault was just this effect of its running a trifle too 
much to points; an appearance to which the shape of the beard con. 
tributed not a little. This beard, cut in the manner of the portraits 
of the sixteenth century and surmounted by a fair moustache, of 
which the ends had a romantic upward flourish, gave its wearer a 
foreign, traditionary look and suggested that he was a gentleman 
who studied style. His conscious, curious eyes, however, eyes at once 
vague and penetrating, intelligent and hard, expressive of the 
observer as well as of the dreamer, would have assured you that he 
studied it only within well-ehosen limits, and that in so far as he 
sought it he found it. You would have been much at a loss to deter
mine his original clime and country; he had none of the superficial 
signs that usually render the answer to this question an insipidly 
easy one. If he had English blood in his veins it had probably 
received some French or Italian commixture; but he suggested, fine 
gold coin as he was, no stamp nor emblem of the common mintage 
that provides for general circulation; he was the elegant complicated 
medal struck off for a special occasion. He had a light, lean, rather 
languid-looking figure, and was apparently neither tall nor short. He 
was dressed as a man dresses who takes little other trouble about it 
than to have no vulgar things. 

"Well, my dear, what do you think of it?" he asked of the young 
girl. He used the Italian tongue, and used it with perfect ease; but 
this would not have convinced you he was Italian. 

The child turned her head earnestly to one side and the other. 
"It's very pretty, papa. Did you make it yourself?" 

"Certainly I made it. Don't you think I'm clever?" 
"Yes, papa, very clever; I also have learned to make pictures." 

And she turned round and showed a small, fair face painted with a 
fixed and intensely sweet smile. 

"You should have brought me a specimen of your powers." 
"I've brought a great many; they're in my trunk." 
"She draws very-very carefully," the elder of the nuns remarked, 

speaking in French. 
"I'm glad to hear it. Is it you who have instructed her?" 
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"Happily no," said the good sister, blushing a little. "Ce n'est pas 
ma partie. 1 I teach nothing. I leave that to those who are wiser. 
We've an excellent drawing-master, Mr.-Mr.-what is his name?" 
she asked of her companion. 

Her companion looked about at the carpet. "It's a German 
name," she said in Italian, as if it needed to be translated. 

"Yes," the other went on, "he's a German, and we've had him 
many years." 

The young girl, who was not heeding the conversation, had wan
dered away to the open door of the large room and stood looking 
into the garden. "And you, my sister, are French," said the gentle
man. 

"Yes, sir," the visitor gently replied. "I speak to the pupils in my 
own tongue. I know no other. But we have sisters of other countries 
-English, German, Irish. They all speak their proper language."

The gentleman gave a smile. "Has my daughter been under the
care of one of the Irish ladies?" And then, as he saw that his visi
tors suspected a joke, though failing to understand it, "You're very 
complete,'' he instantly added. 

"Oh, yes, we're complete. We've everything, and everything's of 
the best." 

"We have gymnastics," the Italian sister ventured to remark. 
"But not dangerous." 

"I hope not. Is that your branch?" A question which provoked 
much candid hilarity on the part of the two ladies; on the subsid
ence of which their entertainer, glancing at his daughter, remarked 
that she had grown. 

"Yes, but I think she has finished. She'll remain-not big," said 
the French sister. 

"I'm not sorry. I prefer women like books-very good and not 
too long. But I know," the gentleman said, ''no particular reason 
why my child should be short." 

The nun gave a temperate shrug, as if to intimate that such 
things might be beyond our knowledge. "She's in very good health; 
that's the best thing." 

"Yes, she looks sound." And the young girl's father watched her 
a moment. "What do you see in the garden?" he asked in French. 

"I see many Bowers," she replied in a sweet, small voice and with 
an accent as good as his own. 

"Yes, but not many good ones. However, such as they are, go out 
and gather some for ces dames." 

The child turned to him with her smile heightened by pleasure. 
"May I, truly?" 

"Ah, when I tell you," said her father. 

I. That's not in my line; that's not what I do.
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The girl glanced at the elder of the nuns. "May I, truly, ma

mere?" 
"Obey monsieur your father, my child," said the sister, blushing . 

again. 
The child, satisfied with this authorisation, descended from the 

threshold and was presently lost to sight. "You don't spoil them," 
said her father gaily. 

"For everything they must ask leave. 'Inat's our system. Leave is 
freely granted, but they must ask it." 

"Oh, I don't quarrel with your system; I've no doubt it's excel
lent. I sent you my daughter to see what you'd make of her. I had 
faith." 

"One must have faith," the sister blandly rejoined, gazing 
through her spectacles. 

"Well, has my faith been rewarded? What have you made of 
her?" 

The sister dropped h·er eyes a moment. "A good Christian, mon
sieur." 

Her host dropped his eyes as well; but it was probable that the 
movement had in each case a different spring. "Yes, and what 
else?" 

He watched the lady from the convent, probably thinking she 
would say that a good Christian was everything; but for all her sim
plicity she was not so crude as that. "A charming young lady-a 
real little woman-a daughter in whom you will have nothing but 
con ten tmen t." 

"She seems to me very gentille,"2 said the father. "She's really 
pretty." 

"She's perfect. She has no faults." 
"She never had any as a child, and I'm glad you have given her 

none." 
''We love her too much," said the spectacled sister with dignity. 

"And as for faults, how can we give what we have not? Le couvent 
n'est pas comme le monde, monsieur.3 She's our daughter, as you 
may say. We've had her since she was so small." 

"Of all those we shall lose this year she's the one we shall miss 
most," the younger woman murmured deferentially. 

"Ah, yes, we shall talk long of her," said the other. "We shall 
hold her up to the new ones." And at this the good sister appeared 
to find her spectacles dim; while her companion, after fumbling a 
moment, presently drew forth a pocket-handkerchief of durable 
texture. 

''It's not certain you'll lose her; nothing' s settled yet," their host 

2. Nice.
3. The convent is not like any other place, sir. (Literal1y, "not like the world.")
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rejoined quickly; not as if to anticipate their tears, but in the tone 
of a man saying what was most agreeable to himself. 

"We should be very happy to believe that. Fifteen is very young 
to leave us." 

"Oh," exclaimed the gentleman with more vivacity than he had 
yet used, "it is not I who wish to take her away. I wish you could 
keep her always!" 

"Ah, monsieur," said the elder sister, smiling and getting up, 
"good as she is, she's made for the world. Le monde y _gagnera."4

"If all the good people were hidden away in convents how would 
the world get on?" her companion softly enquired, rising also. 

Th.is was a question of a wider bearing than the good woman 
apparently supposed; and the lady in spectacles took a harmonising 
view by saying comfortably: "Fortunately there are good people 
everywhere." 

"If you're going there will be two less here," her host remarked 
gallantly. 

For this extravagant sally his simple visitors had no answer, and 
they simply looked at each other in decent deprecation; but their 
confusion was speedily covered by the return of the young girl with 
two large bunches of roses-one of them all white, the other red. 

"I give you your choice, mamman Catherine," said the child. 
"It's only the colour that's different, mamman Justine; there are 
just as many roses in one bunch as in the other." 

The two sisters turned to each other, smiling and hesitating, with 
"Which wi11 you take?" and "No, it's for you to choose." 

"I '11 take the red, thank you," said mother Catherine in the spec
tacles. "I'm so red myself. Titey'll comfort us on our way back to 
Rome." 

"Ah, they won't last," cried the young girl. "I wish I could give 
you something that would last!" 

"You've given us a good memory of yourself, my daughter. Titat 
will last I" 

"I wish nuns could wear pretty things. I would give you my blue 
beads," the child went on. 

"And do you go back to Rome to-night?" her father enquired. 
"Yes, we take the train again. We've so much to do la-bas."5

"Are you not tired?" 
"We are never tired." 
"Ah, my sister, sometimes," murmured the junior votaress. 
"Not to-day, at any rate. We have rested too well here. Que Dieu 

vous garde, ma 'fille."6

Their host, while they exchanged kisses with his daughter, went 

4. The world will be the better for it.
5. There.

6. Cod protect you, my child.
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for\vard to open the door through which they were . to pass; but as 
he did so he gave a slight exclamation, and stood looking beyond. 
The door opened into a vaulted ante-chamber, as high as a chapel 
and paved with red tiles; and into this ante-chamber a lady had just 
been admitted by a servant, a lad in shabby livery, who was no\v 
ushering her to\vard the apartment in which our friends were 
grouped. The gentleman at the door, after dropping his exclan1a
tion, remained silent; in silence too the lady advanced. He gave her 
no further audible greeting and offered her no hand, but stood aside 
to let her pass into the saloon. At the threshold she hesitated. "Is 
there any one?" she asked. 

"S0n1e one you may see." 
She went in and found herself confronted with the two nuns and 

their pupil, who was coming forward, between then1, with a hand in 
the ann of each. At the sight of the new visitor they all paused, and 
the lady, vvho had also stopped, stood looking at_ them. The young 
girl gave a little soft cry: "Ah, Madame Merle!" 

The visitor had been slightly startled, but her manner the next 
instant was none the less gracious. "Yes, it's Madame Merle, come 
to welcome you home." And she held out two hands to the girl, 
\vho imn1ediately came up to her, presenting her forehead to be 
kissed. Madame Merle saluted this portion of her charming little 
person and then stood smiling at the two nuns. They acknowledged 
her smile with a decent obeisance, but permitted themselves no 
direct scrutiny of this i1nposing, brilliant won1an, ,vho seemed to 
bring in with her something of the radiance of the outer world. 

"These ladies have brought n1y daughter hon1e, and no\v they 
return to the convent," the gentleman explained. 

"Ah, you go back to Rome? I've lately come from there. It's very 
lovely no\v," said Madame Merle. 

The good sisters, standing with their hands folded into their 
sleeves, accepted this staten1ent uncritically; and the master of the 
house asked his new visitor. how long it was since she had left 
Rome. "She came to see me at the convent," said the young girl 
before the lady add.ressed had time to reply. 

"I've been 1nore than once, Pansy," Madame Merle declared. 
"Am I not your great friend in Rome?" 

"I remember the last tin1e best/' said Pansy, "because you told 
me I should come away." 

"Did you tell her that?" the child's father asked. 
"I hardly remember. I told her \vhat I thought would please her. 

I've been in Florence a week. I hoped you would come to see me." 
"I should have done so if I had kno\vn you ,vere there. One 

doesn't know such things by inspiration-though I suppose one 
ought. You had better sit down." 
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These two speeches were made in a particular tone of voice-a 
tone half-lo,vered and carefully quiet, but as fron1 habit rather than 
from any definite need. Madame Merle looked about. her, choosing 
her seat. "You're going to the door with these women? Let me of 
course not interrupt the cere1nony. Je vous salue, 1nesda1nes,"7 she 
added, in French, to the nuns, as if to dismiss them. 

"This lady's a great friend of ours; you will have seen her at the 
convent," said their entertainer. "We've much faith in her judge
ment, and she'll help n1e to decide whether n1y daughter sha�l 
return to you at the end of the holidays." 

"'I hope you'll decide in our favour, n1adame," the sister in spec-
tacles ventured to remark. 

"That's Mr. Osmond's pleasantry; I decide nothing," said 
Madame Merle, but also as in pleasantry. "I believe you've a very 
good school, but Miss Osmond's friends must reme1nber that she's 
very naturally n1eant for the world." 

"That's what I've told monsieur," sister Catherine answered. 
"It's precisely to fit her for the world," she munnured, glancing at 
Pansy, who stood, at a little distance, attentive to Madame Merle's 
elegant apparel. 

"Do you hear that, Pansy? You're very naturally meant for the 
world," said Pansy's father. 

The child fixed him an instant with her pure young eyes. "Am I 
not meant for you, papa?" 

Papa gave a quick, light laugh. "That doesn't prev�nt it! I'm of 
the world, Pansy." 

"Kindly permit us to retire," said sister Catherine. "Be good and 
wise and happy in any case, my daughter." 

"I shall certainly come back and see you,'' Pansy returned, 
recom1nencing her embraces, which were presently interrupted by 
Madame Merle. 

"Stay with me, dear child," she said, "while your father takes the 
good ladies to the door." 

Pa�sy stared, disappointed, yet not protesting. She was evidently 
impregnated with the idea of submission, which was due to any one 
who took the tone of authority; and she was a passive spectator of 
the operation of her fate. "May I not see mamman Catherine get 
into the carriage?" she nevertheless asked very gently. 

"It would please me better if you'd remain with me," said 
Madame Merle, while Mr. Osmond and his companions, who had 
bowed low again to the other visitor, passed into the ante-ehamber. 

"Oh yes, I '11 stay," Pansy answered; and she stood near Madame 
Merle, surrendering her little hand, which this lady took. She stared 
out of the window; her eyes had filled with tears. 

7. I greet you, ladies. This is a word play on: "le vous salue, Marie"-''Hai), Mary."
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"I'm glad they've taught you to obey," said Madame Merle. 
"That's what good little girls should do." 

"Oh yes, I obey very well," cried Pansy with· soft eagerness, 
almost with boastfulness, as if she had been speaking of her piano
pla ying. And then she gave a faint, just audible sigh. 

Madame Merle, holding her hand, drew it across her own fine 
palm and looked at it. The gaze was critical, but it found nothing 
to deprecate; the child's small hand was delicate and fair. "I hope 
they always see that you wear gloves," she said in a moment. ''Little 
girls usually dislike them." 

"I used to dislike them, but I like them now," the child made 
answer. 

"Very good, I'll make you a present of a dozen." 
"I thank you very much. What colours will they be?" Pansy 

demanded with interest. 
Madame �Ierle meditated. "Useful colours." 
"But very pretty?" 
"Are you very fond of pretty things?" 
"Yes; but-but not too fond," said Pansy with a trace of asceti

cism. 
"Well, they won'f be too pretty," Madame Merle returned with 

a laugh. She took the child's other hand and drew her nearer; after 
which, looking at her a moment, "Shall you miss mother Cather
ine?" she went on. 

''Yes-when I think of her." 
"Try then not to think of her. Perhaps some day," added 

Madame Merle, "you'll have another 1nother.'' 
"I don't think that's necessary," Pansy said, repeating her little 

soft conciliatory sigh. "I had more than thirty mothers at the con
vent." 

Her father's step sounded again in the ante.chamber, and 
Madame Merle got up, releasing the child. Mr. Osmond came in 
and close1 the door; then, ,vithout looking at Madame Merle, he 
pushed one or two chairs back into their places. His visitor waited a 
moment for him to speak, watching hi1n as he moved about. Then 
at last she said: "I hoped you'd have come to Rome. I thought it 
possible you'd have wished yourself to fetch Pansy away." 

"That was a natural supposition; but I'm afraid it's not the first 
time I've acted in defiance of your calculations." 

"Yes," said Madame Merle, "I think you very perverse." 
Mr. Osmond busied himself for a moment in the room-there 

was plenty of space in it to move about-in the fashion of a man 
mechanically seeking pretexts for not giving an attention which may 
be embarrassing. Presently, however, he had exhausted his pretexts; 
there was nothing left for him-unless he took up a book-but to 
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stand ,vith his hands behind him looking at Pansy. "Why didn't 
you come and see the last of mamman Catherine?" he asked of her 
abruptly in French. 

Pansy hesitated a 1noment, glancing at Madame Merle. "I ask�d 
her to stay with me," said this lady, who had seated herself again in 
another place. 

"Ah, that was better," Osmond conceded. With which he 
dropped into a chair and sat looking at Madame Merle; bent for
ward a little, his elbows on the edge of the arms and his hands 
interlocked. 

"She's going to give me some gloves," said Pansy. 
"You needn't tell that to every one, my dear," Madame Merle 

observed. 
"You're very kind to her," said Osmond. "She's supposed to have 

everything she needs." 
"I should think she had had enough of the nuns." 
"If we're going to discuss that matter she had better go out of 

the room." 
"Let her stay," said Madame Merle. "We'll talk of something 

else." 
"If you like I won't listen," Pansy suggested with an appearance 

of candour which imposed conviction. 
"You may listen, charming child, because you won't understand,'' 

her father replied. The child sat down, deferentially, near the open 
door, ,vithin sight of the garden, into \vhich she directed her inno
cent, wistful eyes; and Mr. Osmond \vent on irrelevantly, addressing 
himself to his other companion. "You're looking particularly well." 

"I think I always look the same," said Madame Merle. 
"You always are the same. You don't vary. You're a wonderful 

woman." 
"Yes, I think I am." 
"You sometimes change your mind, however. You told me on 

your return from England that you wouldn't leave Rome again for 
the present.'' 

"I'm pleased that you remember so well what I say. That was my 
intention. But I've come to Florence to meet some friends who 
have latelv arrived and as to whose movements I was at that time 
uncertain." 

"That reason's characteristic. You're always doing something for 
your friends." 

Madame Merle smiled straight at her host. "It's less characteris
tic than your comment upon it-which is perfectly insincere. I 
don't, however, make a crime of that," she added, "because if you 
don't believe what you say there's no reason why you should. I 
don't ruin myself for my friends; I don't deserve your praise. I care 
greatly for myself." 
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"Exactly; but yourself includes so many other selves-so much of 
every one else and of everything. I never knew a person whose life 
touched so many other lives." 

"What do you call one's life?" asked Madame Merle. "One's 
appearance, one's movements, one's engagements, one's society?" 

"I call your life your ambitions," said Osmond. 
Madame Merle looked a moment at Pansy. "I wonder if she 

understands that," she murmured. 
"You see she can't stay with us!" And Pansy's father gave rather 

a joyless smile. "Go into the garden, mignonne, 8 and pluck a flower 
or two for Madame Merle," he went on in French. 

"That's just what I wanted to do," Pansy exclaimed, rising with 
promptness and noiselessly departing. Her father followed her to 
the open door, stood a moment watching her, and then came back, 
but remained standing, or rather strolling to and fro, as if to culti
vate a sense of freedom \vhich in another attitude might be want-. 
1ng. 

"My ambitions are principally for you," said Madame Merle, 
looking up at him with a certain courage. 

"That comes back to what I say. I'm part of your life-I and a 
thousand others. You're not selfish-I can't admit that. If you were 
selfish, what should I be? What epithet would properly describe 
me?" 

"You're indolent. For me that's your worst fault." 
"I'm afraid it's really my best." 
"You don't care," said Madame Merle gravely. 
''No; I don't think I care much. What sort of a fault do you call 

that? My indolence, at any rate, was one of the reasons I didn't go 
to Rome. But it ,vas only one of them." 

"It's not of importance-to me at least-that you didn't go; 
though I should have been glad to see you. I'm glad you're not in 
Rome no,v-which you might be, would probably be, if you had 
gone there a month ago. There's something I should like you to do 
at present in Florence." 

"Please remember my indolence," said Osmo;nd. 
"I do remember it; but I beg you to forget it. In that way you'll 

have both the virtue and the reward. This is not a great labour, and 
it may prove a real interest. How long is it since you made a ne\v 
acquaintance?" 

"I don't think I've made any since I made yours." 
"It's time then you should make another. There's a friend of 

mine I want you to know." 
Mr. Osmond, in his walk, had gone back to the open door again 

and was looking at his daughter as she moved about in the intense 

8. Dear.
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sunshine. "What good will it do me?'' he asked with a sort of 
genial crudity. 

Madame Merle waited. "It will amuse you." There was nothing 
crude in this rejoinder; it had been thoroughly well considered. 

"If you say that, you know, I believe it,'' said Osmond, coming 
toward her. "There are some points in which my confidence in you 
is complete. I'm perfectly aware, for instance, that you know good 
society from bad.'' 

"Society is all bad." 
"Pardon me. That ·isn't-the knowledge I impute to you-a 

common sort of wisdom. You've gained it in the right way--experi
mentally; you've compared an imn1ense number of more or less 
impossible people with each other." 

"Well, I invite you to profit by my knowledge." 
''To profit? Are you very sure that I shall?" 
"It's what I hope. It will depend on yourself. If I could only 

induce you to make an effort!" 
"Ah, there you are! I knew something tiresome was coming. 

What in the world-that's likely to turn up here-is worth an 
effort." 

Madame Merle flushed as with a wounded intention. "Don't be 
foolish, Osmond. No one knows better than you what is worth an 
effort. Haven't I seen you in old days?" 

"I recognise some things. But they're none of them probable in

this poor life." 
"It's the effort that makes them probable," said Madame Merle. 
"There's something in that. Who then is your friend?" 
"The person I came to Florence to see. She's a niece of Mrs. 

Touchett, whom you'll not have forgotten." 
"A niece? The word niece suggests youth and ignorance. I see 

what you're coming to." 
"Yes, she's young-twenty-three years old. She's a great friend of 

mine. I met her for the first time in England, several months ago, 
and we struck up a grand alliance. I like her immensely, and I do 
what I don't do every day-I admire·her. You'll do the same." 

"Not if I can help it." 
"Precisely. But you won't be able to help it." 
"Is she beautiful, clever, rich, splendid, universally intelligent and 

unprecedentedly virtuous? It's only on those conditions that I care 
to make her acquaintance. You know I asked you some time ago 
never to speak to me of a creature who shouldn't correspond to that 
description. I know plenty of dingy people; I don't want to know 
any more." 

"Miss Archer isn't dingy; she's as bright as the morning. She cor-
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responds to your description; it's for that I wish you to know her. 
She fills all your requirements." 

"More or less, of course." 
"No; quite literally. She's beautiful, accomplished, generous and, 

for an American, well-born. She's also very clever and very amiable, 
and she has a handsome fortune." 

Mr. Osmond listened to this in silence, appearing to turn it over 
in his mind with his eyes on his informant. "What do you want to 
do with her?" he asked at last. 

"What you see. Put her in your way." 
"Isn't she meant for something better than that?" 
"I don't pretend to know what people are meant for," said 

Madame Merle. "I only know what I can do with them." 
"I'm sorry for Miss Archer!" Osmond declared. 
Madame Merle got up. "If that's a beginning of interest in her I 

take note of it." 
The two stood there face to face; she settled her mantilla, looking 

down at it as she did so. "You're looking very well," Osmond 
repeated still less relevantly than before. "You have some idea. 
You're never so well as when you've got an idea; they're always 
becoming to you." 

In the manner and tone of these two persons, on first meeting at 
any juncture, and especially when they met in the presence of 
others, was something indirect and circumspect, as if they had 
approached each other obliquely and addressed each other by impli
cation. The effect of ea�h appeared to be to intensify to an appreci
able degree the self-eonsciousness of the other. Madame Merle of 
course carried off any embarrassment better than her friend; but 
even Madame Merle had not on this occasion the form she would 
have liked to have-the perfect self-possession she would have 
wished to wear for her host. The point to be made is, however, that 
at a certain moment the element between them, whatever it was, 
always levelled itself and left them more closely face to face than 
either ever was with any one else. This was what had happened 
no,v. 1.,hey stood there knowing each other well and each on the 
whole willing to accept the satisfaction of knowing as a compensa
tion for the inconvenience-whatever it might be--of being known. 
"I wish very much you were not so heartless," Madame Merle qui
etly said. "It has always been against you, and it will be against you 
now." 

"I'm not so heartless as you think. Every now and then some

thing touches me-as for instance your saying just now that your
ambitions are for me. I don't understand it; I don't see how or why 
they should be. But it touches me, all the same." 
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"You'll probably understand it even less as time goes on� There 
are so1ne things you'll never understand. There's no particular need 
you should." 

"You, after all, are the most remarkable of women," said 
Osmond. "You have more in you than almost any one. I don't see 
why you think Mrs. Touchett's niece should matter very much to 
me, when-when-" But he paused a moment. 

"When I myself have mattered so little?" 
"That of course is not what I meant to say. When I've known 

and appreciated such a woman as you." 
"Isabel Archer's better than I," said Madame Merle. 
Her companion gave a laugh. "How little you must think of her 

to say that!" 
"Do you suppose I'm capable of jealousy? Please answer me 

that." 
"With regard to me? No; on the whole I don't." 
"Come and see me then, two days hence. I'm staying at Mrs. 

Touchett's-Palazzo Crescentini-and the girl will be there." 
"Why didn't you ask me that at first simply, without speaking of 

the girl?" said Osmond. "You could have had her there at any 
rate." 

Madame Merle looked at him in the manner of a woman whom 
no question he could ever put would find unprepared. "Do you wish 
to know why? Because I've spoken of you to her." 

Osmond frowned and turned away. "I'd rather not know that." 
Then in a moment he pointed out the easel supporting the little 
wat�r-colour drawing. "Have you seen what's there-my last?" 

Madame Merle dre,v near and considered. "Is it the \! enetian 
Alps-one of your last year's sketches?" 

"Yes-but how you guess everything!" 
She looked a moment longer, then turned away. "You know I 

don't care for your drawings." 
"I know it, yet I'm always surprised at it. They're really so much 

better than most people's." 
"That may very well be. But as the only thing you do-well, it's 

so little. I should have liked you to do so many other things: those 
were my ambitions." 

"Yes; you've told me many times-things that were impossible." 
"Things that were impossible," said Madame Merle. And then in 

quite a different tone: "In itself your little picture's very good." She 
looked about the room-at the old cabinets, pictures, tapestries, sur
faces of faded silk. "Your rooms at least are perfect. I'm struck with 
that afresh whenever I come back; I know none better anywhere. 
You understand this sort of thing as nobody anywhere does. Youive 
such adorable taste." 

"I'm sick of my adorable taste," said Gilbert Osmond. 
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"You must nevertheless let Miss Archer come and see it. I've told 
her about it." 

"I don't object to showing my things-when people are not 
idiots." 

"You do it delightfully. As cicerone9 of your museum you appear 
to particular advantage." 

Mr. Osmond, in return for this compliment, simply looked at 
once colder and more attentive. "Did you say she was rich?" 

"She has seventy thousand pounds." 
"En ecus bien comptes?"1

"There's no doubt whatever about her fortune. I've seen it, as I 
may say." 

"Satisfactory woman!-1 mean you. And if I go to see her shall I 
see the mother?" 

"The mother? She has none-nor father either." 
"The aunt then-whom did you say?-Mrs. Touchett." 
"I can easily keep her out of the way." 
"I don't object to her," said Osmond; "I rather like Mrs. Touch

ett. She has a sort of old-fashioned character that's passing away-a 
vivid identity. But that long jackanapes the son-is he about the 
place?'' 

"He's there, but he won't trouble you." 
"He's a good deal of a donkey." 
"I think you're mistaken. He's a very clever man. But he's not 

fond of being about when I'm there, because he doesn't like me." 
"What could be more asinine than that? Did you say she has 

looks?" Osmond went on. 
"Yes; but I won't say it again, lest you should be disappointed in 

them. Come and make a beginning; that's all I ask of you." 
"A beginning of what?" 
Madame Merle was silent a little. "I. want you of course to marry 

her." 
"The beginning of the end? Well, I '11 see for myself. Have you 

told her that?" 
"For what do you take me? She's not so coarse a piece of machi

nery-nor am I.'' 
"Really," said Osmond after some meditation, "I don't under

stand your ambitions." 
"I think you'll understand this one after you've seen Miss Archtr. 

Suspend your judgement." Madam Merle, as she spoke, had drawn 
near the open door of the garden, where she stood a moment look
ing out. "Pansy has really grown pretty," she presently added. 

"So it seemed to me." 
· "But she has had enough of the convent."

9. A guide who explains antiquities to tourists.
l. In carefully counted money?
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"I don't know," said Osmond. "I like what they've made of ner. 
It's very charming." 

"That's not the convent. It's the child's nature." 
"It's the combination, I think. She's as pure as a pearl." 
"Why doesn't she come back with my flowers then?" Madame 

Merle asked. "She's not in a hurry." 
'�We'll go and get them." 
"She doesn't like me," the visitor murmured as she raised her 

parasol and they passed into the garden. 

XXIII 

Madame Merle, who had come to Florence on Mrs. Touchett's 
arrival at the invitation of this lady-Mrs. Touchett offering her for 
a month the hospitality of Palazzo Crescentini-the judicious 
Madame Merle spoke to Isabel afresh about Gilbert Osmond and 
expressed the hope she might know him; making, however, no such 
point of the matter as we have seen her do in recommending the 
girl herself to Mr. Osmond's attention. The reason of this was per
haps that Isabel offered no resistance whatever to Madame Merle's 
proposal. In Italy, as in England, the lady had a multitude of 
friends, both among the natives ·of the country and its heteroge
neous visitors. She had mentioned to Isabel most of the people the 
girl would find it well to "meef' --of course, she said, Isabel could 
know whomever in the wide world she would-and had placed Mr. 
Osmond near the top of the list. He was an old friend of her own; 
she had known him these dozen years; he was one of the cleverest 
and most agreeable men-well, in Europe simply. He was alto
gether above the respectable average; quite another affair. He wasn't 
a professional charmer-far from it, and the effect he produced 
depended a good deal on the state of his neives and his spirits. 
When not in the right mood he could fall as low as any one, saved 
only by his looking at such hours rather like a demoralised prince in 
exile. But if he cared or was interested or rightly challenged-just 
exactly rightly it had to be-then one felt his cleverness and his dis
tinction. Those qualities didn't depend, in him, as in so many 
people, on his not committing or exposing himself. He had his per
versities-which indeed Isabel would find to be the case with all the 
men really worth knowing-and didn't cause his light to shine 
equally for all persons. Madame Merle, however, thought she could 
undertake that for Isabel he would be brilliant. He was easily bored, 
too easily, and dull people always put him out; but a quick and cul
tivated girl like Isabel would give him a stimulus which was too 
absent from his life. At any rate he was a person not to miss. One 
shouldn't attempt to live in Italy without making a friend of Gil
bert Osmond, who knew more about the country than any one 
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except two or three German professors. And if they had more 
knowledge than he it was he who had most perception and taste
being artistic through and through. Isabel remembered that her 
friend had spoken of him during their plunge, at Gardencourt, into 
the deeps of talk, and wondered a little what was the nature of the 
tie binding these superior spirits. She felt that Madame Merle's ties 
always somehow had histories, and such an impression was part of 
the interest created by this inordinate woman. As regards her rela
tions with Mr. Osmond, however, she hinted at nothing but a 
long-established calm friendship. Isabel said she should be happy to 
know a person who had enjoyed so high a confidence for so many 
years. "You ought to see a great many men," Madame Merle 
remarked; "you ought to see as many as possible, so as to get used 
to them." 

"Used to them?" Isabel repeated with that solemn stare which 
sometimes seemed to proclaim her deficient in the sense of comedy. 
"Why, I'm not afraid of them-I'm as used to them as the cook to 
the butcher-boys." 

"Used to them, I mean, so as to despise them. That's what one 
comes to with most of them. You'll pick out, for your society, the 
few whom you don't despise." 

This was a note of cynicism that Madame Merle didn't often 
allow· herself to sound; but Isabel was not alarmed, for she had 
never supposed that as one saw more of the world the sentiment of 
respect became the most active of one's emotions. It was excited, 
none the less, by the beautiful city of Florence, which pleased her 
not less than Madame Merle had promised; and if her unassisted 
perception had not been able to gauge its charms she had clever 
companions as priests to the mystery. She was in no want indeed of 
aesthetic illumination, for Ralph found it a joy that renewed his 
own early passion to act as cicerone to his eager young kinswoman. 
Madame Merle remained at home; she had seen the treasures of 
Florence again and again and had always something else to do. But 
she talked of all things with remarkable vividness of memory -she 
recalled the right-hand corner of the large Perugino and the posi
tion of the hands of the Saint Elizabeth in the picture next to it.1

She had her opinions as to the character of many famous works of 
art, differing often from Ralph with great sharpness and defending 
her interpretations with as much ingenuity as good-humour. Isabel 
listened to the discussions taking place between the two with a 
sense that she might derive much benefit from them and that they 
were among the advantages she couldn't have enjoyed for instance 

I. Pietro Perugino (ca. 1450-1523), Italian painter. There was a Madonna of Perugino,s in the
. Uffizi Gallery in which St. Sebastian's feet figu·re prominently in the lower right-hand corner.
The reference to St. Elizabeth's hands might be to Albertinelli's The Visitation o{St. Elizabeth, 
also in the Uffizi. 
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in Albany. In the clear May mornings before the formal breakfast 
-this repast at Mrs. Touchett's was served at twelve o'clock-she
wandered with her cousin through the narrow and sombre Floren
tine streets, resting a while in the thicker dusk of some historic
church or the vaulted chambers of some dispeopled convent. She
went to the galleries and palaces; she looked at the pictures and
statues that had hitherto been great names to her, and exchanged
for a knowledge which was sometimes a limitation a presentiment
which proved usually to have been a blank. She performed all those
acts of mental prostration in which, on a first visit to Italy, youth
and enthusiasm so freely indulge; she felt her heart beat in the pres
ence of immortal genius and knew the sweetness of rising tears in

eyes to which faded fresco and darkened marble grew dim. But the
return, every day, was even pleasanter than the going forth; the
return into the wide, monumental court of the great house in which
Mrs. Touchett, many years before, had established herself, and into
the high, cool rooms where the carven rafters and pompous frescoes
of the sixteenth century looked down on the familiar commodities
of the age of adve_rtisement. Mrs. Touchett inhabited an historic
building in a narrow street whose very name recalled the strife of
medireval factions; and found compensation for the darkness of
her frontage in the modicity of her rent and the brightness of a
garden where nature itself looked as archaic as the rugged architec
ture of the palace and which cleared and scented the rooms in regu
lar use. To live in such a place was, for Isabel, to hold to her ear all
day a shell of the sea of the past. This vague eternal rumour kept
her imagination awake.

Gilbert Osmond came to see Madame Merle, who presented him 
to the young lady lurking at the other side of the room. Isabel took 
on this occasion little part in the talk; she scarcely even smiled 
when the others turned to her invitingly; she sat there as if she had 
been at the play and had paid even a large sum for her place. Mrs. 
Touchett was not present, and these two had it, for the effect of 
brilliancy, all their own way. Titey talked of the Florentine, the 
Roman, the cosmopolite world, and might have been distinguished 
performers figuring for a charity .. It all had the rich readiness that 
would have come from rehearsal. Madame Merle appealed to her as 
if she had been on the stage, but she could ignore any learnt cue 
without spoiling the scene-though of course she thus put dread
fully in the wrong the friend who had told Mr. Osmond she could 
be depended on. This was no matter for once; even if more had 
been involved she could have made no attempt to shine. There was 
something in the visitot that checked her and held her in suspense 
-made it more important she should get an impression of him
than that she should produce one herself. Besides, she had little



VOL. I: XXIII 213 

skill in producing an impression which she knew to be expected: 
nothing could be happier, in general, than to seem dazzling, but she 
had a perverse unwillingness to glitter by arrangement. Mr. 
Osmond, to do him justice, had a well-bred air of expecting noth
ing, a quiet ease that covered everything,. even the first show of his 
own wit. This \vas the more grateful as his face, his head, was sensi
tive; he was not handsome, but he was fine, as fine as one of the 
drawings in the long gallery2 above the bridge of the Uffizi. And his 
very voice was fine-the more strangely that, with its clearness, it 
yet somehow wasn't sweet. This had had really to do with making 
her abstain from interference. His utterance was the vibration of 
glass, and if she had put out her finger she might have changed the 
pitch and spoiled the concert. Yet before he went she had to speak. 

"Madame Merle," he said, "consents to come up to my hill-top 
some day next week and drink tea in my garden. It would give me 
much pleasure if you would come with her. It's thought rather pret
ty-there's what they call a general view. My daughter too would 
be so glad-or rather, for she's too young to have strong emotions, I
should be so glad-so very glad." And Mr. Osmond paused with a 
slight air of embarrassment, leaving his sentence unfinished. "I 
should be so happy if you could know my daughter," he went on a 
moment afterwards. 

Isabel replied that she should be delighted to see Miss Osmond 
and that if Madame Merle would show her the way to the hill-top. 

· she should be very grateful. Upon this assurance the visitor took his
leave; �fter which Isabel fully expected her friend would scold her
for having been so stupid. But to her surprise that lady, who indeed
never fell into the mere matter-of-eourse, said to her in a few
moments: "You were charming, my dear; you were just as one
would have wished you. You're never disappointing."

A rebuke might possibly have been irritating, though it is much
more probable that Isabel would have taken it in good part; but,
strange to say, the words that Madame Merle actually used caused
her the first feeling of displeasure she had known this ally to excite.
"Thafs 1nore than I intended," she answered coldly. "I'm under no
obligation that I know of to charn1 Mr. Osmond."

Madame Merle perceptibly flushed, but we know it was not her
habit to retract. "My dear child, I didn't speak for him, poor n1an; I
spoke for yourself. It's not of course a question as to his liking you;
it matters little whether he likes you or not! But I thought you
liked him."

"I did," said Isabel honestly. "But I don't see what that matters
either."

2. A gallery of art on the upper story of the Uffizi which at that time contained the richest and
most varied co1lection of art in the world.
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"Everything that concerns you matters to me/' Madame Merle 
returned with her weary nobleness; "especially when at the same 
time another old friend's concerned." 

Whatever Isabel's obligations may have been to Mr. Osmond, it 
must be admitted that she found them sufficient to lead her to put 
to Ralph sundry questions about him. She thought Ralph's judge
ments distorted by his trials, but she flattered herself she had 
learned to make allowance for that. 

"Do I know him?" said her cousin. "Oh, yes, I 'know' him; not 
well, but on the whole enough. I've never cultivated his society, and 
he apparently has never found mine indispensable to his happiness. 
Who is he, what is he? He's a vague, unexplained American who 
has been Jiving these thirty years, or less, in Italy. Why do I call 
him unexplained? Only as a cover for my ignorance; I don't know 
his antecedents, his family, his origin. For all I do know he may be 
a prince in disguise; he rather looks like one, by the way-like a 
prince who has abdicated in a fit of fastidiousness and has been in a 
state of disgust ever since. He used to live in Rome; but of late 
years he has taken up his abode here; I remember hearing him say 
that Rome has grown vulgar. He has a great dread of vulgarity; 
that's his special line; he hasn't any other that I know of. He lives 
on his income, which I suspect of not being vulgarly large. He's a 
poor but honest gentleman-that's what he· calls himself. He mar
ried young and lost his wife, and I believe he has a daughter. He also 
has a sister, who's married to some small Count or other, of these 
parts; I remember meeting her of old. She's nicer than he, I should 
think, but rather impossible. I remember there used to be some sto
ries about her. I don't think I recommend you to know her. But 
·\-vhy don't you ask Madame Merle about these people? She knows
them all much better than I."

"I ask you because I want your opinion as well as hers," said 
Isabel. 

"A fig for my opinionf If you fa11 in love with Mr. Osmond what 
will you care for that?" 

"Not much, probably. But meanwhile it has a certain import
ance. The more information one has about one's dangers the 
better.'' 

"I don't agree to that-it may make them dangers. We know too 
much about people in these days; we hear too much. Our ears, our 
minds, our mouths, are stuffed with personalities. Don't mind any
thing any one tells you about any one else. Judge every one and 
everything for yourself." 

''That's what I try to do," said Isabel; "but when you do that 
people call you conceited." 

"You're not to mind them-that's precisely my argument; not to 
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mind what they say about yourself any more than what they say 
a bout your friend or your enemy." 

Isabel considered. "I think you're right; but there are some things 
I can't help minding: for instance when my friend's attacked or 
when I myself am praised." 

"Of course you're always at liberty to judge the critic. Judge 
people as critics, however," Ralph added, "and you'll condemn 
them all!" 

"I shall see Mr. Osmond for myself," said Isabel. "I've promised 
to pay him a visit." 

"To pay him a visit?" 
"To go and see his view, his pictures, his daughter-I don't know 

exactly what. Madame Merle's to take me; she tells me a great 
many ladies call on him." 

"Ah, with Madame Merle you may go anywhere, de confi.ance,"3

said Ralph. "She knows none but the best people."' 
Isabel said no more about Mr. Osmond, but she presently re

marked to her cousin that she was not satisfied with his tone 
about Madame Merle. "It seems to me you insinuate things about 
her. I don't know what you mean, but if you've any grounds for dis
liking her I think you should either mention them frankly or else 
say nothing at all." 

Ralph, however, resented this charge with more apparent earnest
ness than he commonly used. "I speak of Madame Merle exactly as 
I speak to her: with an even exaggerated respect." 

"Exaggerated, precisely. That's what I complain of." 
"I do so because Madame Merle's merits are exaggerated." 
"By whom, pray? By me? If so I do her a poor service." 
"No, no; by herself." 
"Ah, I protest!" Isabel earnestly cried. "If ever there was a 

woman who made small claims-!" 
"You put your finger on it," Ralph interrupted. "Her modesty's 

exaggerated. She has no business with small claims-she has a per
fect right to make large ones." 

"Her merits are large then. You contradict yourself." 
"Her merits are immense," said Ralph. "She's indescribably 

blameless; a pathless desert of virtue; the only woman I know who 
never gives one a chance." 
. "A chance for what?" 

"Well, say to call her a fool! She's the only woman I know who 
has but that one little fault.'' 

Isabel turned away with impatience. "I don't understand you; 
you' re too paradoxical for my plain mind.n 

"Let me explain. When I say she exaggerates I don't mean it in 
3. With confidence.
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the vulgar sense-that she boasts, overstates, gives too fine an 
account of herself. I mean literally that she pushes the search for 
perfection too far-that her merits are in themselves overstrained. 
She's too good, too kind, too clever, too learned, too accomplished, 
too everything. She's too complete, in a word. I confess to you that 
she acts on my nerves and that I feel about her a good deal as the 
intensely human Athenian felt about Aristides the J ust."4

Isabel looked hard at· her cousin; but the mocking spirit, if it

lurked in his words, failed on this occasion to peep from his face. 
"Do you wish Madame Merle to be banished?" 

"By no means. She's much too good company. I delight in 
Madame Merle," said Ralph Touchett simply. 

"You're very odious, sir!" Isabel exclaimed. And then she asked 
him if he knew anything that was not to the honour of her brilliant 
friend. 

"Nothing whatever. Don't you see that's just what I mean? On 
the character of every one else you may find some little black speck; 
if I were to take half an_ hour to it, some day, I've no doubt I 
should be able to find one on yours. For my own, of course, I'm 
spotted like a leopard. But on Madame Merle's nothing, nothing, 
nothing!" 

"That's just what I think!" said Isabel with a toss of her head. 
"1bat is why I like her so much." 

"She's a capital person for you to know. Since you wish to see the 
world you couldn't have a better guide." 

"I suppose you mean by that that she's worldly?" 
"Worldly? No," said Ralph, "she's the great round world itself!" 
It had certainly not, as Isabel for the moment took it into her 

head to believe, been a refinement of malice in him to say that he 
delighted in Madame Merle. Ralph Touchett took his refreshment 
wherever he could find it, and he would not have forgiven himself if 
he had been left wholly unbeguiled by such a mistress of the social 
art. There are deep-lying sympathies and antipathies, and it may 
have been that, in spite of the administered justice she enjoyed at his 
hands, her absence from his mother's house would not have made 
life barren to him. But Ralph Touchett had learned more or less 
inscrutably to attend, and there could have been nothing so "sus
tained" to attend to as the general performance of Madame Merle. 
He tasted her in sips, he let her stand, with an opportuneness she 
herself could not have surpassed. There were moments when he felt 
almost sorry for her; and these, oddly enough, were the moments 
when his kindness was least demonstrative. He was sure she had 
been yearningly ambitious and that what she had visibly accom-
4. Arjstides (ca. 530-468 B.C.). Athenian statesman and general famed for his probity in public

life. At least one citizen voted to ostracize Aristides because he was tired of hearing everyone
caH him ''the Just."
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plished was far below her secret measure. She had got herself into 
perfect training, but had won none of the prizes. She was always 
plain Madame Merle, the widow of a Swiss negociant,5 with a small 
income and a large acquaintance, who stayed with people a great 
deal and was almost as universally "liked" as some new volume of 
smooth twaddle. The contrast between this position and any one of 
some half-dozen others that he supposed to have at various 
moments engaged her hope had an element of the tragical. His 
mother thought he got on beautifully with their genial guest; to 
Mrs. Touchett's sense two persons who dealt so largely in too-inge
nious theories of conduct-that is of their own-would have 1nuch 
in common. He had given due consideration to Isabel's intimacy 
with her eminent friend, having long since made up his mind that 
he could not, without opposition, keep his cousin to himself; and he 
made the best of it, as he had done of worse things. He believed it 
would take care of itself; it wouldn't last forever. Neither of these 
two superior persons knew the other as well as she supposed, and 
when each had made an important discovery or two there would be, 
if not a rupture, at least a relaxation. Meanwhile he was quite will
ing to admit that the conversation of the elder lady was an advan
tage to the younger, who had a great deaf to learn and would doubt
less learn it better from Madame Merle than from some other 
instructors of the young. It was not probable that Isabel would be 
injured. 

XXIV 

It would certainly have been hard to see what injury could arise to 
her from the visit she presently paid to Mr. Osmond's hill-top. 
Nothing could have been more charming than this occasion-a soft 
afternoon in the full maturity of the Tuscan spring. The compan
ions drove out of the Roman Gate, beneath the enormous blank 
superstructure which crowns the fine clear arch of that portal and 
makes it nakedly impressiv�, and wound between high-walled lanes 
into which the wealth of blossoming orchards overdrooped and 
flung a fragrance, until they reached the small superurban piazza, of 
crooked shape, where the long brown wall of the villa occupied in 
part by Mr. Osmond formed a principal, or at least a very imposing, 
object. Isabel went ,vith her friend through a wide, high court, 
where a clear shadow rested below and a pair of light-arched galler
ies, f:.icing each other above, caught the upper sunshine upon their 
slin1 columns and the flowering pl.ants in which they were dressed. 
There was something grave and strong in the place; it looked some-
how as if, once you were in, you would need an act ol energy to get 
out. For Isabel, however, there was of course as yet no thought of 
5. Merchant, trader.
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getting out, but only of advancing. Mr. Osmond met her in the 
cold ante-ehamber-it was cold even in the month of May-and 
ushered her, with her conductress, into the apartment to which we 
have already been introduced. Madame Merle was in front, and 
while Isabel lingered a little, talking with him, she went forward 
familiarly and greeted two persons who were seated in the saloon. 
One of these ,vas little Pansy, on whom she bestowed a kiss; the 
other was a lady \vhom Mr. Osmond indicated to Isabel as his 
sister, the Countess Gemini. "And that's my little girl," he said, 
"who has just come out of her convent." 

Pansy had on a scant white dress, and her fair hair was neatly 
arranged in a net; she wore her small shoes tied sandal-fashion 
about her ankles. She made Isabel a little conventual curtsey and 
then came to be kissed. The Countess Gemini sin1ply nodded with
out getting up: Isabel could see she was a \voman of high fashion. 
She was thin and dark and not at all pretty, having features that 
suggested some tropical bird-a long beak-like nose, small, quickly
moving eyes and a mouth and chin that receded extremely. Her 
expression, however, thanks to various intensities of emphasis and 
wonder, of horror and joy, was not inhuman, and, as regards her 
appearance, it was plain she· understood herself and made the most 
of her points. Her attire, voluminous and delicate, bristling with ele
gance, had the look of shimmering plumage, and her attitudes were 
as light and sudden as those of a creature vvho perched upon twigs. 
She had a great deal of manner; Isabel, who had never known any 
one with so much manner, immediately classed her as the most 
affected of ,vomen. She remem·bered that Ralph had not recom
mended her as an acquaintance; but she was ready to acknowledge 
that to a casual view the Countess Gemini revealed no depths. Her 
demonstrations suggested the violent waving of some flag of general 
truce-white silk with fluttering streamers. 

"You'll believe I'm glad to see you when I tell you it's only 
because I knew you were to be here that I came myself. I don't 
come and see my brother-I make him come and see me. This hill 
of his is impossible-I don't see what possesses him. Really, 
Osmond, you'll be the ruin of my horses some day, and if it hurts 
them you'll have to give me another pair. I heard them wheezing 
to-day; I assure you I did. Ifs very disagreeable to hear one's horses 
wheezing when one's sitting in the carriage; it sounds too a_s if they 
weren't what they should be. But I've always had good horses; what
ever else I may have lacked I've always managed that. My husband 
doesn't know much, but I think he knows a horse. In general Ital
ians don't, but my husband goes in, according to his poot light, for 
everything English. My horses are English-so it's all the greater 
pity they should be ruined. I must tell you," she went on, directly 
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addressing Isabel, "that Osmond doesn't often invite me; I don't 
think he likes to have me. It was quite my own idea, coming to-day. 
I like to see new people, and I'm sure you're very new. But don't sit 
there; that chair's not what it looks. There are some very good seats 
here, but there are also some horrors." 

These remarks were delivered with a series of little jerks and 
pecks, of roulades of shrillness, and in an accent that was as some 
fond recall of good English, or rather of good American, in adver
sity. 

"I don't like to have you, my dear?" said her brother. "I'm sure 
you're invaluable/' 

"I don't see any horrors anywhere," Isabel returned, looking 
.about her. "Everything seems to me beautiful and precious." 

"I've a few good things," Mr. Osmond a11owed; "indeed I've 
nothing very bad. But I've not what I should have liked." 

He stood there a little awkwardly, smiling and glancing about; his 
manner was an odd mixture of the detached and the involved. He 
seemed to hint that nothing but the right "values" was of any con
sequence. Isabel made a rapid induction: perfect simplicity was not 
the badge of his family. Even the little girl from the convent, ,vho, 
in her prim white dress, with her small submissive face and her 
hands locked before her, stood there as if she were about to partake 
of her first communion, even Mr. Osmond's diminutive daughter 
had a kind of finish that was not entirely artless. 

"You'd have liked a few things from the Uffizi and the Pitti
that's what you'd have liked," said Madame Merle. 

"Poor Osmond, with his old curtains and crucifixes!" the Count
ess Gemini exclaimed; she appeared to call her br-0ther only by his 
family-name. Her ejaculation had no particular object; she smiled at 
Isabel as she made it and looked at her from head to foot. 

Her brother had not heard her; he seemed to be thinking what 
he could say to Isabel. "Won't you have some tea?-you must be 
very tired," he at last bethought himself of remarking. 

''No indeed, I'm not tired; what have I done to tire me?" Isabel 
felt a certain need of being very direct, of pretending to nothing; 
there ,vas something in the air, in her general impression of things 
-she could hardly have said what it was-that deprived her of all

disposition to put herself forward. The place, the occasion, the com
bination of people, signified more than lay on the surface; she
would try to understand-she would not simply utter graceful plati
tudes. Poor Isabel was doubtless not aware that many women would
have uttered graceful platitudes to cover the working of their obser-
vation. It must be confessed that her pride was a trifle alarmed. A

man she had heard spoken of in terms that excited interest and who 
was evidently capable of distinguishing himself, had invited her, a 
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young lady not lavish of her favours, to come to his house. No,v 
that she had done so the burden of the entertainment rested natu
rally on his wit. Isabel was not rendered less observant, and for the 
moment, we judge, she was not rendered more indulgent, by per
ceiving that Mr. Osn1ond carried· his burden less complacently than 
might have been expected. "What a fool I was to have let myself so 
needlessly in-!" she could fancy his exclaiming to himself. 

"You'll be tired when you go ho1ne, if he shows you all his bibe
lots and gives you a lecture on each," said the Countess Gemini. 

"I'm not afraid of that; but if I'm tired I shall at least have 
learned something." 

"Very little, I suspect. But my sister's dreadfully afraid of learn
ing anything," said Mr. Osmond. 

"Oh, I confess to that; I don't want to know anything more-I 
know too much already. The n1ore you know the 111ore unhappy you 
are." 

"You should not undervalue knowledge before Pansy, ,vho has 
not finished her education," Madame Merle interposed with a 
smile. 

"Pansy will never know any harm," said the child's father. 
"Pansy's a little convent-flower."' 

"Oh, the convents, the convents!" cried the Countess \vith a 
flutter of her ruffies. "Speak to me of the convents! You n1ay learn 
anything there; I'm a convent-flower myself. I don't pretend to be 
good, but the nuns do. Don't you see what I mean?" she went on, 
appealing to Isabel. 

Isabel was not sure she saw, and she answered that she was very 
bad at follo,ving argun1ents. The Countess then declared that she 
herself detested arguments, but that this was her brother's taste-he 
would always discuss. "For me," she said, "one should like a thing 
or one shouldn't; one can't like everything, of course. But one 
shouldn't attempt to reason it out-you never know where it may 
lead you. There are son1e very good feelings that n1ay have bad rea
sons, don't you know? And then there are very bad feelings, some
times, that have good reasons. Don't you see what I mean? I don't 
care anything about reasons, but I know what I like." 

"Ah, that's the great thing," said Isabel, smiling and suspecting 
that her acquaintance with this lightly-flitting personage would not 
lead to intellectual repose. If the Countess objected to argument 
Isabel at this moment had as little taste for it, and she put out her 
hand to Pansy with a pleasant sense that such a gesture committed 
her to nothing that would admit of a divergence of views. Gilbert 
Os1nond apparently took a rather hopeless view of his sister's tone; 
he turned the conversation to another topic. He presently sat down 
on the other side of his daughter, who had shyly brushed Isabel's 
fingers with her own; but he ended by drawing her out of her chair 



VOL. I: XXIV 221 

and making her stand between his knees, leaning against him while 
he passed his am1 round her slimness. The child fixed her eyes on 
Isabel with a still, disinterested gaze which seemed void of an inten
tion, yet conscious of an attraction. Mr. Osmond talked of many 
things; Madame Merle had said he could be agreeable when he 
chose, and to-day, after a little, he appeared not only to have chosen 
but to have determined. Madame Merle and the Countess Gemini 
sat a little apart, conversing in the effortless n1anner of persons who 
knew each other well enough to take their ease; but every now and 
then Isabel heard the Countess, at something said by her comp�n
ion, plunge into the latter's lucidity as a poodle splashes after a 
thrown stick. It was as if Madame Merle were seeing how far she 
would go. Mr. Osmond talked of Florence, of Italy, of the pleasure 
of living in that country and of the abatements to the pleasure. 
There were both satisfactions and drawbacks; the drawbacks were 
numerous; strangers were too apt to see such a world as all romantic. 
It met the case soothingly for the human, for the social failure-by 
which he meant the people who couldn't "realise," as they said, on 
their sensibility: they could keep it about them there, in their pov
erty, \vithout ridicule, as you might keep an heirloom or an incon
venient entailed place that brought you in nothing. Thus there were 
advantages in living in the country which contained the greatest 
sum of beauty. Certain impressions you could get only there. 
Others, favourable to life, you never got, and you got some that 
were very bad. But from time to time you got one of a quality that 
made up for everything. Italy, all the same, had spoiled a gr�at 
many people; he was even fatuous enough to believe at times that 
he himself might have been a better man if he had spent less of his 
life there. It made one idle and dilettantish and second-rate; it had 
no discipline for the character, didn't cultivate in you, otherwise 
expressed, the successful social and other "cheek" that flourished in 
Paris and London. "We're sweetly provincial," said Mr. Osmond, 
"and I'n1 perfectly aware that I myself am as rusty as a key that has 
no lock to fit it. It polishes me up a little to talk with you-not 
that I venture to pretend I can turn that very complicated lock I 
suspect your intellect of beingf But you'll be going away before I've 
seen you three times, and I shall perhaps never see you after that. 
That's what it is to live in a country that people come to. When 
they're disagreeable here it's bad enough; when they're agreeable it's 
still worse. As soon as you like them they're off again! I've been 
deceived too often; I've ceased to form attachments, to permit 
myself to feel attractions. You mean to stay-to settle? That would 
be really comfortable. Ah yes, your aunt's a sort of guarantee; I 
believe she may be depended on. Oh, she's an old Florentine; I 
mean literally an old one; not a modern outsider. She's a contempo-
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rary of the Medici; 1 she must have been present at the burning of 
Savonarola, 2 and I'm not sure she didn't throw a handful of chips 
into the flame. Her face is very much like some faces in the early pic
tures; little, dry, definite faces that must have had a good deal of 
expression, but almost always the same one. Indeed I can sho,v you 
her portrait in a fresco of Ghirlandaio's.3 I hope you don't object to 
my speaking that way of your aunt, eh? I've an idea you don't. Per
haps you think that's even worse. I assure you there's no want of 
respect in it, to either of you. You know I'm a particular admirer of 
Mrs. Touchett." 

While Isabel's host exerted himself to entertain her in this some
what confidential fashion she looked occasionally at Madame Merle, 
who met her eyes with an inattentive smile in which, on this occa
sion, there was no infelicitous intimation that our heroine appeared 
to advantage. Madame Merle eventually proposed to the Countess 
Gemini that they should go into the garden, and the Countess, 
rising and shaking out her feathers, began to rustle toward the door. 
"Poor Miss Archer!'' she exclaimed, surveying the other group with 
expressive compassion. "She has been brought quite into the family.'' 

"Miss 1\rcher can certainly have nothing but sympathy for a 
family to \vhich you belong," Mr. Osmond answered, with a laugh 
which, though it had something of a n1ocking ring, had also a finer 
patience. 

"I don't know what you mean by that! I'm sure she'll see no 
harm in me but what you tell her. I'm better than he says, Miss 
Archer," the Countess v1ent on. "l,m only rather an idiot and a 
bore. Is that all he has said? Ah then, you keep him in good-hu
mour. Has he opened on one of his favourite subjects? I give you 
notice that there are two or three that he treats a fond.4 In that 
case you had better take off your bonnet." 

"I don't think I know what Mr. Osmond's favourite subjects 
are," said Isabel, who had risen to her feet. 

The Countess assumed for an instant an attitude of intense medi
tation, pressing one of her hands, with the finger-tips gathe;red 
together, to her forehead. "I'll tell you in a moment. One,s Machia
velli; the other's Vittoria Colonna; the next is Metastasio."5

1. A powerful, talented family which directed the fortunes of Florence from the fifteenth to the
eighteenth centuries. Their patronage of the arts Jed Florence to become the greatest depository
of European culture since Athens.

2. Girolamo Savonarola (1452-1498), Italian religious reformer who became the spiritual ruler
of Florence when the Medici were temporarily exiled in 1494.

3. Domenico Ghirlandaio (1449-1494), Florentine painter. There were numerous frescoes of
his in Florence.

4. Thoroughly, exhaustively.
5. Nicco\o Machiave\\1 (146()-\ 527), F\01entine author and statesman, whose book The Prince

is a guide for gaining and holding political power. Vittoria Colonna (1492-1547), of a noble
Roman family, a poetess who was held in high esteem by Michelangelo, her friend. Pietro
Metastasio (1698-1782), poet and dramatist, known in particular for operatic melodramas,
some of which were set to music by Handel and Mozart.



VOL. I: XXIV 223 

"Ah, with me," said Madame Merle, passing her arm into the 
Countess Gemini's as if to guide her course to the garden, "Mr. 
Osmond's never so historical." 

"Oh you," the Countess answered as they moved away, "you 
yourself are Machiavelli-you yourself are Vittoria Colonna!" 

"We shall hear next that poor Madame Merle is Metastasio!" 
Gilbert Osn1ond resignedly sighed. 

Isabel had got up on the assumption that they too were to go 
into the garden; but her host stood there with no apparent inclina
tion to leave the room, his hands in the pockets of his jacket and 
his daughter, who had now locked her arm into one of his own, 
clinging to him and looking up while her eyes moved from his own 
face to Isabel's. Isabel waited, with a certain unuttered contented
ness, to have her movements directed; she liked Mr. Osmond>s talk, 
his company: she had what always gave her a very private thrill, the 
consciousness of a new relation. Through the open doors of the 
great room she saw Madame Merle and the Countess stroll across 
the fine grass of the garden; then she turned, and her eyes wandered 
over the things scattered about her. The understanding had been 
that Mr. Osmond should show her his treasures; his pictures and 
cabinets all looked like treasures. Isabel after a moment went 
toward one of the pictures to see it better; but just as she had done 
so he said to her abruptly: "Miss Archer, what do you think of my 
sister?'' 

She faced him with some surprise. "Ah, don't ask me that-I've 
seen your sister too little. n

"Yes, you've seen her very little; but you must have observed that 
there is not a great deal of her to see. What do you think of our 
family tone?" he went on with his cool smile. "I should like to 
know how it strikes a fresh, unprejudiced mind. I know what you're 
going to say-you've had almost no observation of it. Of course this 
is only a glimpse. But just take notice, in future, if you have a 
chance. I sometimes think we've got into a rather bad way, living 
off here among things and people not our own, without responsi
bilities or attachments, with nothing to hold us together or keep us 
up; marrying foreigners, forming artificial tastes, playing tricks with 
our natural mission. Let me add, though, that I say that much more 
for myself than for my sister. She's a very honest lady-more so 
than she seems. She's rather unhappy, and _as she's not of a serious 
tum she doesn't tend to show it tragically: she shows it comically 
instead. She has got a horrid husband, though I'm not sure she 
mal<e� the b��t of him, Of cour��, hQ,veve,, a horrid husband's an 
awkward thing. Madame Merle gives her excellent advice, but it's 
a good deal like giving a child a dictionary to learn a language with. 
He can look out the words, but he can't put them together. My 
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sister needs a grammar, but unfortunately she's not gran1matical. 
Pardon my troubling you \vith these details; n1y sister was very 
right in saying you've been taken into the family. Let me take 
do\vn that picture; you want more light." 

He took down the picture, carried it toward the window, related 
son1e curious facts about it. She looked at the other works of art, and 
he gave her such further information as might appear most accept
able to a young lady making a call on a summer afternoon. His pic
tures, his n1edallions and tapestries ,vere interesting; but after a 
\vhile Isabel felt the o,vner much more so, and independently of 
then1, thickly as they seemed to overhang him. He resembled no 
one she had ever seen; most of the people she knew might be div
ided into groups of half a dozen specimens. There were one or two 
exceptions to this; she could think for instance of no group that 
would contain her aunt Lydia. There were other people who were, 
relatively speaking, original-original, as one might say, by courtesy 
-such as Mr. Goodwood, as her cousin Ralph, as Henrietta Stack
pole, as Lord Warburton, as Madan1e Merle. But in essentials, when
one came to look at them, these individuals belonged to types
already present to her mind. Her mind contained no class offering a
natural place to l\1r. Osmond-he \Vas a specimen apart. It was not
that she recognised all these truths at the hour, but they were fall
ing into order before her. For the moment she only said to herself
that this "new relation" would perhaps prove her very most distin
guished. Madame Merle had had that note of rarity, but what quite
other power it immediately gained when sounded by a man! It was
not so much what he said and did, but rather what he withheld,
that marked him for her as by one of those signs of the highly
curious that he was sho,ving her on the underside of old plates and
in the corner of sixteenth-century dra\vings: he indulged in no strik
ing deflections from common usage, he was an original ,vithout
being an eccentric. She had never met a person of so fine a grain.
The peculiarity was physical, to begin with, and it extended to
impalpabilities. His dense, delicate hair, his overdrawn, retouched
features, his clear complexion, ripe without being coarse, the very
evenness of the growth of his beard, and that light, smooth slen
derness of structure which made the movement of a single one of his
fingers produce the effect of an expressive gesture-these personal
points struck our sensitive young woman as signs of quality, of
intensity, somehow as promises of interest. He was certainly fastidi
ous and critical; he was probably irritable. His sensibility had gov
erned him-possibly governed him too much; it had made him
impatient of vulgar troubles and had led him to live by himself, in a
sorted, sifted, arranged world, thinking about art and beauty and
history. He had consulted his taste in everything-his taste alone
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perhaps, as a sick man consciously incurable consults at last only his 
lawyer: that was what made him so different from every one else. 
Ralph had something of this same quality, this appearance of think
ing that life was a matter of connoisseurship; but in Ralph it was an 
anomaly, a kind of humorous excrescence, whereas in Mr. Osmond 
it was the keynote, and everything was in harmony with it. She was 
certainly far from understanding him completely; his meaning was 
not at all times obvious. It was hard to see what he meant for 
instance by speaking of his provincial side-which was exactly the 
side she would have taken him most to lack. Was it a harmless par
adox, intended to puzzle her? or was it the last refinement of high 
culture? She trusted she should learn in time; it would be very inter
esting to learn. If it ,vas provincial to have that harmony, what then 
was the finish of the capital? And she could put this question in 
spite of so feeling her host a shy personage; since such shyness as his 
-the shyness of ticklish nerves and fine perceptions-was perfectly
consistent with the best breeding. Indeed it was almost a proof of
standards and touchstones other than the vulgar: he must be so sure
the vulgar would be first on the ground. He wasn't a man of easy
assurance, who chatted and gossiped with the fluency of a superfi
cial nature; he was critical of himself as well as of others, and, exact
ing a good deal of others, to think them agreeable, probably took a
rather ironical view of what he himself offered: a proof into the bar
gain that he was not grossly conceited. If he had not be·en shy he
wouldn't have effected that gradual, subtle, successful conversion of
it to which she owed both what pleased her in him and what mysti
fied her. If he. had suddenly asked her what she thought of the
Countess Gemini, that was doubtless a proof that he was interested
in her; it could scarcely be as a help to knowledge of his own sister.
That he should be so interested showed an enquiring mind; but it
was a little singular he should sacrifice his fraternal feeling to his
curiosity. This was the 1nost eccentric thing he had done.

There were two other roon1s, beyond the one in which she had 
been received, equally full of romantic objects, and in these apart
ments Isabel spent a quarter of an hour. Everything was in the last 
degree curious and precious, and Mr. Osmond continued to be the 
kindest of ciceroni as he ·led her fron1 one fine piece to another and 
still held his little girl by the hand. His kindness almost surprised 
our young friend, ,vho wondered why he should take so much trou
ble for her; and she was oppressed at last with the accumulation of 
beauty and knowledge to which she found herself introduced. There 
was enough for the present; she had ceased. to attend to what he

said; she listened to him with attentive eyes, but was not thinking of 
what he told her. He probably thought her quicker, cleverer in every 
way, more prepared, than she was. Madame Merle would have 
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pleasantly exaggerated; which was a pity, because in the end he 
would be sure to find out, and then perhaps even her real intelli
gence wouldn't reconcile him to his mistake. A part of Isabel's 
fatigue ca111e from the effort to appear as intelligent as she believed 
Madame Merle had described her, and from the fear (very unusual 
with her) of exposing-not her ignorance; for that she cared con1-
paratively little-but her possible grossness of perception. It would 
have annoyed her to express a liking for something he, in his supe
rior enlightenment, \VOuld think she oughtn't to Jike; or to pass by 
something at which the truly initiated inind would arrest itself. She 
had no wish to fall into that grotesqueness-in which she had seen 
women ( and it was a warning) serenely, yet ignobly, flounder. She 
was very careful therefore as to what she said, as to what she 
noticed or failed to notice; more careful than she had ever been 
before. 

They came back into the first of the rooms, where the tea had 
been served; but as the two other ladies were still on the terrace, 
and as Isabel had not yet been made acquainted with the view, the 
paramount distinction of the place, Mr. Osmond directed her steps 
into the garden without more delay. Madame Merle and the Count
ess had had chairs brought out, and as the afternoon was lovely the 
Countess proposed they should take their tea in the open air. Pansy 
therefore was sent to bid the servant bring out the preparations. 
The sun had got lo\v, the golden light took a deeper tone, and on 
the mountains and the plain that stretched beneath them the 
masses of purple shadow glowed as richly as the places that were 
still exposed. The scene had an extraordinary charm. The air was 
almost solemnly still, and the large expanse of the landscape, with 
its gardenlike culture and nobleness of outline, its teeming valley 
and delicately-fretted hills, its peculiarly human-looking touches of 
habitation, lay there_ in splendid harmony and classic grace. "You 
seem so well pleased that I think you can be trusted to come back," 
Osmond said as he led his companion to one of the angles of the 
terrace. 

"I shall certainly come back," she returned, "in spite of what you 
say about its being bad to live in Italy. What was that you said 
about one's natural mission? I wonder if I should forsake my natu
ral mission if I were to settle in Florence." 

"A woman's natural mission is to be where she's n1ost appre
ciated." 

"The point's to find out whefe that ·is." 
"Very true-she often wastes a ;reat deal of time in the en�ui

rr
. 

People ought to make it very plain to her." 
"Such a matter would have to be 1nade very plain to me," 

smiled Isabel. 
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"I'm glad, at any rate, to hear you talk of settling. Madame 
Merle had given me an idea that you were of a rather roving dispo
sition. I thought she spoke of your having some plan of going round 
the world." 

"I'm rather ashamed of my plans; I make a new one every day." 
"I don't see why you should be ashamed; it's the greatest of 

pleasures." 
"It seems frivolous, I think," said Isabel. "One ought to choose 

something very deliberately, and be faithful to that." 
"By that rule then, I've not been frivolous." 
"Have you never made plans?" 
"Yes, I made one years ago, and I'm acting on it to-day." 
"It must have been a very pleasant one," Isabel permitted herself 

to observe. 
"It was very simple. It was to be as quiet as possible." 
"As quiet?" the girl repeated. 
"Not to worry-not to strive nor struggle. To resign myself. To 

be content with little." He spoke these sentences slowly, with short 
pauses between, and his intelligent regard was fixed on his visitor's 
with the conscious air of a man who has brought himself to confess 
something. 

"Do you call that simple?" she asked with mild irony. 
"Yes, because it's negative." 
"Has your life been negative?" 
"Call it affirmative if you like. Only it has affirmed my indiffer

ence. Mind you, not my natural indifference-I had none. ·.But my 
studied, my ,vilful renunciation." 

She scarcely understood him; it seemed a question whether he 
were joking or not. Why should a 1nan who struck her as having a 
great fund of reserve suddenly bring himself to be so confidential? 
This was his affair, however, and his confidences were interesting. "I 
don't see why you should have renounced," she said in a moment. 

"Because I could do nothing. I had no prospects, I was poor, and 
I was not a man of genius. I had no talents even; I took my meas
ure early in life. I was simply the most fastidious young gentleman 
living. There \Vere two or three people in the ,vorld I envied-the 
Emperor of Russia, for instance

,. 
and the Sultan of Turkey! There 

were even moments when I envied the Pope of Rome-for the con
sideration he enjoys. I should have been delighted to be considered 
to that extent; but since that couldn't be I didn't care for anything 
less, and I made up my mind not to go in for honours. The leanest 
gentleman can always consider himself, and fortunately I was, 

though lean, a gentleman. I could do nothing in Italy-I couldn't 
even be an Italian patriot. To do that I should have had to get out 
of the country; and I was too fond of it to leave it, to say nothing 
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of n1y being too well satisfied with it, on th·e whole, as it then was, 
to "Yish it altered. So I've passed a great many years here on that 
quiet plan I spoke of. I've not been at all unhappy. I don't mean to 
say I've cared for nothing; but the things I've cared for· have been 
definite-limited. The events of my life have been absolutely unper
ceived by any one save myself; getting an old silver crucifix at a bar
gain (I've never boug�t anything dear, of course), or discovering, as 
I once did, a sketch by Correggio6 on a panel daubed over by some 
inspired idiot." 

This would have been rather a dry account of Mr. Osmond's 
career if Isabel had fully believed it; but her imagination supplied 
the human element which she was sure had not been wanting. His 
life had been mingled with other lives n1ore than he admitted; nat
urally she couldn't expect him to enter into this. For the present 
she abstained from provoking further revelations; to intimate that 
he had not told her everything would be more familiar and less con
siderate than she now desired to be-would in fact be uproariously 
vulgar. He had certainly told her quite enough. It was her present 
inclination, however, to express a measured sympathy for the suc
cess with which he had preserved his independence. "That's a very 
pleasant life," she said, "to renounce everything but Correggio!" 

"Oh, I've made in my way a good thing of it. Don't imagine I'm 
whining about it. Ifs one's own fault if one isn't happy." 

This was large; she kept down to something smaller. "Have you 
lived here always?" 

"No, not always. I lived a long time at Naples, and many years in 
Rome. But I've been here a good while. Perhaps I shall have to 
change, ho\vever; to do something else. I've no longer myself to 
think of. My daughter's growing up and may very possibly not care 
so much for the Correggios and crucifixes as I. I shall have to do 
,vhat's best for Pansy." 

"Yes, do that," said Isabel. "She's such a dear little girl."· 
"Ah," cried Gilbert Osmond beautifully, "she's a little saint of 

heaven! She is my great happiness!" 

XXV 

While this sufficiently intimate colloquy ( prolonged for some 
time after we cease to follow it.) went forward Madame Merle and 
her companion, breaking a silence of some duration, had begun to 
exchange remarks. They were sitting in an attitude of unexpressed 
expectancy; an attitude especially marked on the part of the Count
ess Gemini, who, being of a more nervous temperament than her 
friend, practised with less success the art of disguising impatience. 

6. Antonio Allegri da Correggio (ca. 1494-1534). Since he often decorated chapels, he would
present sketches for approval. James, in 1874, praised his "naturalness of manner" (The Painter's
Eye, p. 8)).
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What these ladies were waiting for would not have been apparent 
and was perhaps not very definite to their own minds. Madame 
Merle waited for Osmond to release their young friend from her 
tete-a-tete, and the Countess waited because Madame Merle did. 
The Countess, moreover, by waiting, found the time ripe for one of 
her pretty perversities. She might have desired for some minutes to 
place it. Her brother wandered with Isabel to the end of the garden, 
to which point her eyes followed them. 

"My dear," she then observed to her companion, "you'll excuse 
me if I don't congratulate you!" 

"Very willingly, for I don't in the least know why you sh?uld." 
"Haven't you a little plan that you think rather well of?" And 

the Countess nodded at the sequestered couple. 
Madame Merle's eyes took the same direction; then she looked 

serenely at her neighbour. "You know I never understand you very 
well,'' she smiled. 

"No one can understand better than you when you wish. I see 
that j'ust now you don't wish." 

"You say things to me that no one else does," said Madame 
Merle gravely, yet without bitterness. 

"You mean things you don't like? Doesn't Osmond sometimes 
say such things?" 

"What your brother says has a point." 
"Yes, a poisoned one sometimes. If you mean that I'm not so 

clever as he you mustn't think I shall suffer from your sense of our 
difference. But it will be much better that you should understand 
me." 

"Why so?" asked Madame Merle. "To what will it conduce?" 
"If I don't approve of your plan you ought to know it in order to 

appreciate the danger of my interfering with it." 
Madame Merle looked as if she were ready to ad1nit that there 

might be something in this; but in a moment she said quietly: 
"You think 1ne more calculating than I am." 

"It's not your calculating I think ill of; it's your calculating 
wrong. You've done so in this case." 

"You must have made extensive calculations yourself to discover 
that." 

"No, I've not had time. I've seen the girl but this once," said the 
Countess, "and the conviction has suddenly come to me. I like her 
very much." 

''So do I," Madame Merle mentioned. 
''You've a strange way of showing it." 
"Surely I've given her the advantage of making your acquaint

ance.'' 
"That indeed," piped the Countess, "is perhaps the best thing 

that could happen to her!" 
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Madan1e Merle said nothing for some time. The Countess's 
rnanner \vas odious, was really low; but it was an old story, and wjth 
her eyes upon the violet slope of Monte Morello she gave herself _up 
to reflection. "My .dear lady," she finally resumed, "I advise you not 
to agitate yourself. The matter you allude to concerns three persons 
1nuch stronger of purpose than yourself." 

"Three persons? You and Osmond of course. But is Miss Archer 
also very strong of purpose?" 

''Quite as much so as we." 
"Ah then," said the Countess radiantly, "if I convince her it's 

her interest to resist you she'll do so successfully!" 
"Resist us? Why do you express yourself so coarsely? She's not 

exposed to compulsion or deception." 
"I'm not sure of that. You're capable of anything, you and 

Osmond. I don't mean Osmond by himself, and I don't mean you 
by yourself. But together you're dangerous-like some chemical 
combination." 

"You had better leave us alone then," smiled Madame Merle. 
"I don't mean to touch you-but I shall talk to that girl." 
"My poor Amy," Madame M·erle n1urmured, '·I don't see what 

has got into your head." 
"I take an interest in her-that's what has got into my head. I 

like her." 
Madame Merle hesitated a moment. "I don't think she likes 

you." 
The Countess's bright little eyes expanded and her face was set 

in a grimace. "Ah, you are dangerous--even by yourself!" 
"If you want her to ]ike you don't abuse your brother to her," 

said Madame Merle. 
"I don't suppose you pretend she has fallen in love with him in 

two interviews." 
Madame Merle looked a moment at Isabel and at the master of 

the house. He was leaning against the parapet, facing her, his arms 
folded; and she at present was evidently not lost in the mere imper
sonal view, persistently as she gazed at it. As Madame Merle 
watched her she lowered her eyes; she was listening, possibly with a 
certain embarrassment, while she pressed the point of her parasol 
into the path. Madame Merle rose from her chair. "Yes, I think 
so!" she pronounced. 

The shabby footboy, summoned by Pansy-he might, tarnished 
as to livery and quaint as to type, have issued from some stray 
sketch of old-time manners, been "put in" by the brush of a Longhi 
or a Coya1-had come out wiih a small table and placed it on the 
I. Pietro Longhi (1702-1805), Venetian painter, and Francisco Jose de Goya (1746-1828),

Spanish painter and engraver. Both were penetrating observers and interpreters of their re
spective social worlds.
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grass, and then had gone back and fetched the tea-tray; after which 
he had again disappeared, to return with a couple of chairs. Pansy 
had watched these proceedings with the deepest interest, standing 
with her small hands folded together upon the front of her scanty 
frock; but she had not presumed to offer assistance. When the tea
table had been arranged, however, she gently approached her aunt. 

"Do you think papa would object to my making the tea?" 
The Countess looked at her with a deliberately critical gaze and 

without answering her question, "My poor niece," she said, "is that 
your best frock?" 

"Ah no," Pansy answered, "it's just a little toilette2 for common 
occasions." 

"Do you call it a common occasion when I come to see you?-to 
say nothing of Madame Merle and the pretty lady yonder." 

Pansy reflected a moment, turning gravely from one of the per
sons mentioned to the other. Then her face broke into its perfect 
smile. "I have a pretty dress, but even that one's very simple. Why 
s·hould I expose it beside your beautiful things?" 

"Because it's the prettiest you have; f�r me you must always wear 
the prettiest. Please put it on the next time. It seems to me they 
don't dress you so well as they might." 

The child sparingly stroked down her antiquated skirt. "It's a 
good little dress to make tea-don't you think? Don't you believe 
papa would allow me?" 

"Impossible for me to say, my child," said the Countess. "For 
me, your father's ideas are unfathomable. Madame Merle under
stands them better. Ask her."

Madame Merle smiled with her usual grace. ''It's a weighty ques
tion-let me think. It seems to n1e it would please your father to 
see a careful little daughter making his tea. It's the proper duty of 
the daughter of the house-when she grows up." 

"So it seems to me, Madame Merle!" Pansy cried. "You shall see 
how ,vell I'll make it. A spoonful for each." And she began to busy 
herself at the table. 

"Two spoonfuls for me," said the Countess, who, with Madame 
Merle, remained for some moments watching her. "Listen to me, 
Pansy," the Countess resumed at last. "I should like to know what 
you think of your visitor.'' 

"Ah, she's not mine-she's papa's," Pansy objected. 
"Miss Archer came to see you as well," said Madame Merle. 
"I'm very happy to hear that. She has been very polite to me." 
"Do you like her then?" the Countess asked. 
«Shers charming-charming," Pansy repeated in her 1itt1e neat 

conversational tone. "She pleases me thoroughly." 

2. Dress.
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"And how do you think she pleases your father?" 
"Ah really, Countess!" murmured Madame Merle dissuasively. 

"Go and call them to tea," she went on to the child. 
"You'll see if they don't like it!" Pansy declared; and departed to 

sum1non the others, who had still lingered at the end of the terrace. 
"If Miss Archer's to become her mother it's surely interesting to 

know if the child likes her," said the Countess. 
"If your brother marries again it won't be for Pansy's sake," 

Mada111e Merle replied. "She'll soon be sixteen, and after that she'H 
begin to need a husband rather than a stepn1other." 

"And will you provide the husband as well?" 
"I shall certainly take an interest in her marrying fortunately. I 

imagine you'll do the same." 
"Indeed I shan't!" cried the Countess. "Why should I, of all 

women, set such a price on a husband?" 
"You didn't marry fortunately; that's what I'm speaking of. 

When I say a husband I mean a good one." 
"There are no good ones. Osmond won't be a good one." 
Madame Merle closed her eyes a moment. ''You're irritated just 

now; I don't know why," she presently said. "I don't think you'll 
really object either to your brother's or to your niece's marrying, 
when the time comes for them to do so; and as regards Pansy I'm 
confident that ,ve shall some day have the pleasure of looking for a 
husband for her together. Your large acquaintance will be a great 
help." 

"Yes, I'm irritated," the Countess answered. "You often irritate 
me. Your own coolness is fabulous. You're a strange woman." 

''It's mµch better that we should always act together," Madame 
Merle went on. 

"D� you mean that as a threat?" asked the Countess rising. 
Madame Merle shook her head as for quiet amusement. "No 

indeed, you've not my coolness!" 
Isabel and Mr. Osmond were now slowly coming toward them 

and Isabel had taken Pansy by the hand. "Do you pretend to 
believe he'd make her happy?" the Countess demanded. 

"If he should marry Miss Archer I suppose he'd behave like a 
gentleman." 

The Countess jerked herself into a succession of attitudes. "Do 
you mean as most gentlemen behave? That would be much to be 
thankful for! Of course Osmond's a gentleman; his own sister 
needn't be reminded of that. But does he think he can marry any 
girl he happens to pick out? Osmond's a gentleman, of course; but I 
must say I've never, no, no, never, seen any one ·of Osmond's pre
tensions! What they're all founded on is more than I can say. I'm 
his own sister; I might be supposed to know. Who is he, if you 
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please? What has he ever done? If there had been anything particu
larly grand in his origin-if he were made of some superior clay-I 
presume I should have got some inkling of it. If the.re had been any 
great honours or splendours in the family I should certainly have 
made the m�st of them: they would have been quite in my line. 
But there's nothing, nothing, nothing. One's parents were charming 
people of course; but so were yours, I've no doubt. Every one's a 
charming person now-a-days. Even I'm a charming person; don't 
laugh, it has literally been said. As for Osmond, he has always 
appeared to believe that he's descended from the gods." 

"You may say what you please," said Madame Merle, who had 
listened to this quick outbreak none the less attentively, we may 
believe, because her eye wandered away from the speaker and her 
hands busied themselves with adjusting the knots of ribbon on her 
dress. "You Osmonds are a fine race-your blood must flow from 
some very pure source. Your brother, like an intelligent man, has 
had the conviction of it if he has not had the proofs. You're modest 
about it, but you yourself are extremely distinguished. What do you 
say about your niece? The child's a little princess. Nevertheless," 
Madame Merle added, "it won't be an easy matter for Osmond to 
marry Miss Archer. Yet he can try." 

"I hope she'H refuse him. It will take him down a little." 
"We mustn't forget that he is one of the cleverest of men." 
"I've heard you say that before, but I haven't yet discovered what 

he has done." 
"What he has done? He has done nothing that has had to be 

undone. And he has known how to wait." 
"To wait for Miss Archer's money? How much of it is there?" 
"That's not what I mean," said Madame Merle. "Miss Archer 

has seventy thousand pounds." 
"Well, it's a pity she's so charming," the Countess declared. "To 

be sacrificed, any girl would do. She needn't be superior." 
"If she weren't superior your brother would never look at her. He 

must have the best." 
"Yes," returned the Countess as they went forward a little to 

meet the others, "he's very hard to satisfy. That makes me tremble 
for her happiness!" 

XXVI 

Gilbert Osmond came to see Isabel again; that is he came to Pal
azzo Crescentini. He had other friends there as well, and to Mrs. 
Touchett and Madame Merle he was always impartially civil; but 
the former of these ladies noted the fact that in the course of a fort
night he called five times, and compared it with another fact that 
she found no difficulty in ren1embering. Two visits a year had hith-
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erto constituted his regular tribute to Mrs. Touchett's worth, and she 
had never observed him select for such visits those moments, of 
almost periodical recurrence, when Madan1e Merle was under her 
roof. It was not for Madame Merle that he came; these two were 
old friends and he never put himself out for her. He was not fond 
of Ralph-Ralph had told her so-and it was not supposable that 
Mr. Osn1ond had suddenly taken a fancy to her son. Ralph was 
imperturbable-Ralph had a kind of loose-fitting urbanity that 
wrapped him about like an ill-made overcoat, but of which he never 
divested himself; he thought Mr. Osmond very good con1pany and 
was willing at any tin1e to look. at him in the light of hospitality. 
But he didn't flatter hin1self that the desire to repair a past injustice 
was the motive of their visitor's calls; he read the situation more 
clearly. Isabel was the attraction, and in all conscience a sufficient 
one. Osmond was a critic, a student of the exquisite, and it was nat
ural he should be curious of so rare an apparition. So when his 
1nother observed to him that it was plain what Mr. Osmond was 
thinking of, Ralph replied that he was quite of her opinion. Mrs. 
Touchett had from far back found a place on her scant list for this 
gentleman, though wondering dimly by what art and what process 
-so negative and so \vise as they were-he had everywhere effec
tively imposed himself. As he had never been an in1portunate visitor
he had had no chance to be offensive, and he was recommended to
her by his appearance of being as well able to do without her as she
was to do without him-a quality that always, oddly enough, affected
her as providing ground for a relation with her. It gave her no satis
faction, however, to think that he had taken it into his head to
marry her niece. Such an alliance, on Isabel's part, would have an
air of almost morbid perversity. Mrs. Touchett easily remembered
that the girl had refused an English peer; and that a young lady
with whom Lord Warburton had not successfully wrestled should
content herself with an obscure American dilettante, a middle-aged
widower with an uncanny child and an ambiguous income, this
answered to nothing in Mrs. Touchett's conception of success. She
took, it will be observed, not the sentimental, but the political, view
of matrimony-a view which has always had much to recommend
it. "I trust she won't have the folly to listen to him," she said to
her son; to which Ralph replied that Isabel's listening was one thing
and Isabel's answering quite another. He knew she had listened to
several parties, as his father would have said, but had made them
listen in return; and he found much entertainment in the idea that
in these few months of his knowing her he should observe a fresh
suitor at her gate. She had wanted to see life, and fortune was serv
ing her to her taste; a succession of fine gentlemen going down on
their knees to her would do as well as anything else. Ralph looked
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forward to a fourth, a fifth, a tenth besieger; he had no conviction 
she would stop at a third. She would keep the gate ajar and open a 
parley; she would certainly not allow number three to come in. He 
expressed this view, somewhat after this fashion, to his mother, who 
looked at him as if he had been dancing a jig. He had such a fanci
ful, pictorial way of saying things that he might as well address her 
in the deaf-mute's alphabet. 

"I don't think I know what you mean," she said; "you use too 
many figures of speech; I could never understand allegories. The 
two words in the language I most respect are Yes and No. If Isabel 
wants to marry Mr. Osmond she'll do so in spite of all your com
parisons. Let her alone to find a fine one herself for anything she 
undertakes. I know very little about the young man in America; I 
don't think she spends much of her time in thinking of him, and I 
suspect he has got tired of waiting for her. There's nothing in life 
to prevent her marrying Mr. Osmond if she only looks at him in a 
certain way. That's all very well; no one approves more than I of 
one's pleasing one's self. But she takes her pleasure in such odd 
things; she's capable of marrying Mr. Osmond for the beauty of his 
opinions or for his autograph of Michael Angelo. She wants to be 
disinterested: as if she were the only person who's in danger of not 
being so! \Vi11 he be so disinterested when he has the spending of 
her money? That was her idea before your father's death, and it has 
acquired new charms for her since. She ought to marry some one of 
whose disinterestedness she shall herself be sure; and there would be 
no such proof of that as his having a fortune of his own." 

"My dear mother, I'm not afraid," Ralph answered. "She's 
making fools of us all. She'll please herself, of course; but she'll do 
so by studying human nature at close quarters and yet retaining her 
liberty. She has started on an exploring expedition, and I don't 
think she'll change her course, at the outset, at a signal from Gil
bert ()smond. She may have slackened speed for an hour, but 
before we know it she'll be steaming away again. Excuse another 
metaphor." 

Mrs. Touchett excused it perhaps, but was not so much reassured 
as to withhold from Madame Merle the expression of her fears. 
"You who know everything," she said, "you must know this: 
whether that curious creature's really making love to my niece." 

"Gilbert Osmond?" Madame Merle widened her clear eyes and, 
with a full intelligence, "Heaven help us," she exclaimed, "that's an 
idea!" 

"Hadn't it occurred to you?"

"You make me feel an idiot, but I confess it hadn't. I wonder," 
she added, "if it has occurred to Isabel." 

"Oh, I shall now ask her," said Mrs. Touchett. 
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Madame Merle reflected. "Don't put it into her head. The thing 
\vould be to ask Mr. Osmond.'' 

"I can't do that," said Mrs. Touchett. "I \von't have him enquire 
of me-as he perfectly may with that air of his, given Isabel's situa
tion-what business it is of mine." 

"I'll ask him myself," Madame Merle bravely declared. 
"But what business-for him-is it of yours?" 
"It's being none \Vhatever is just why I can afford to speak. It's so 

much less my business than any one's else that he can put me off 
with anything he chooses. But it will be by the way he does this 
that I shall know." 

"Pray let me hear then," said Mrs. Touchett, "of the fruits of 
your penetration. If I can't speak to him, however, at least I can 
speak to Isabel." 

Her companion sounded at this the note of warning. "Don't he 
too quick with her. Don't inflame her imagination." 

"I never did anything in life to any one's imagination. But I'm 
always sure of her doing something-well, not of my kind.'' 

"No, you wouldn't like this," Madame Merle observed without 
the point of interrogation. 

"Why in the world should I, pray? Mr. Osmond has nothing the 
least solid to offer." 

Again Madame Merle was silent while her thoughtful smile drew 
up her mouth even more charmingly than usual toward the left 
corner. "Let us distinguish. Gilbert Osmond's certainly not the first 
comer. He's a man ,vho in favourable conditions might very well 
make a great impression. He has made a great impression, to my 
knowledge, more than once." 

"Don't tell me about his probably quite cold-blooded love-affairs; 
they're nothing to me!" Mrs. Touchett cried. "What you say's pre
cisely why I wish he would cease his visits. He has nothing in the 
world that I know of but a dozen or two of early masters and a 
more or less pert little daughter." 

"The early masters are now worth a good deal of money/' said 
Madame Merle, "and the daughter's a very young and very inno
cent and very harmless person." 

"In other words she's an insipid little chit. Is that what you 
mean? Having no fortune she can't hope to marry as they marry 
here; so that Isabel will have to furnish her either with a mainte
nance or \vith a dowry." 

"Isabel probably wouldn't object to being kind to her. I think she 
likes the poor child." 

"Another reason then for Mr. Osmond's stopping at homel Oth
envise, a ,veek hence, \Ve shall have my niece arriving at the convic .. 
tion that her 1nission in life's to prove that a stepmother may sacri
fice herself-and that, to prove it, she must first become one." 
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"She would make a charming stepmother," smiled Madame 
Merle; "but I quite agree with you that she had better not decide 
upon her mission too hastily. Changing the form of one's mission's 
almost as difficult as changing the shape of one's nose: there they 
are, each, in the middle of one's face and one's character-one has 
to begin too far back. But I'll investigate and report to you." 

All this went on quite over Isabel's head; she had no suspicions 
that her relations with Mr. Osmond were being discussed. Madame 
Merle had said nothing to put her on her guard; she alluded no 
more pointedly to him than to the other gentlemen of Florence, 
native and foreign, who now arrived in considerable numbers to pay 
their respects to Miss Archer's aunt. Isabel thought him interesting 
-she came back to that; she liked so to think of him. She had car
ried away an image from her visit to his hill-top which her subse
quent knowledge of him did nothing to efface and which put on for
her a particular harmony with other supposed and divined things,
histories within histories: the image of a quiet, clever, sensitive, dis
tinguished man, strolling on a moss-grown terrace above the sweet
Val d' Arno1 and holding by the hand a little girl whose bell-like
clearness gave a new grace to childhood. The picture had no flour
ishes, but she liked its lowness of tone and the atmosphere of
summer twilight that pervaded it. It spoke of the kind of personal
issue that touched her most nearly; of the choice between objects,
subjects, contacts-what might she call them?-of a thin and those
of a rich association; of a lonely, studious life in a lovely land; of an
old sorrow that sometimes ached to-day; of a feeling of pride that
was perhaps exaggerated, but that had an element of nobleness; of a
care for beauty and perfection so natural and so cultivated together
that the career appeared to stretch beneath it in the disposed vistas
and with the ranges of steps and terraces and fountains of a formal
Italian garden-allowing only for arid places freshened by the natu
ral dews of a quaint half-anxious, half-helpless fatherhood. At Pal
azzo Crescentini Mr. Osmond's manner remained the same;
diffident at first-oh se]f-eonscious beyond doubt! and full of the
effort ( visible only to a sympathetic eye) to overcome this disadvan
tage; an effort which usually resulted in a great deal of easy, lively,
very positive, rather aggressive, always suggestive talk. Mr.
Osmond's talk was not injured by the indication of an eagerness to
shine; Isabel found no difficulty in believing that a person was sin
cere who 1had so many of the signs of strong conviction-as for
instance an explicit and graceful appreciation of anything that
n1ight be said on his own side of the question, said perhaps by Miss
Archer in especial. What continued to please this young woman
was that while he talked so for amusement he didn't talk, as she

1. The scenic valley of the River Arno.
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had heard people, for "effect." He uttered his ideas as if, odd as 
they often appeared, he \vere used to them and had lived with 
them; old polished knobs and heads and handles, of precious sub
stance, that could be fitted if necessary to new walking-sticks-not 
switches plucked in destitution from the common tree and then too 
elegantly waved about. One day he brought his small daughter with 
him, and she rejoiced to renew acquaintance with the child, who, as 
she presented her forehead to be kissed by every member of the 
circle, re1ninded her vividly of an ingenue2 in a French play. Isabel 
had never seen a little person of this pattern; American girls were 
very different-different too were the maidens of England. Pansy 
was so formed and finished for her tiny place in the world, and yet 
in imagination, as one could see, so innocent and infantine. She sat 
on the sofa by Isabel; she wore a small grenadine mantle and a pair 
of the useful gloves that Madame Merle had given her-little grey 
gloves with a single button. She was like a sheet of blank paper
the ideal ;eune fi.lle3 of foreign fiction. Isabel hoped that so fair and 
smooth a page would be covered with an edifying text. 

The Countess Gemini also came to call upon her, but the Count
ess was quite another affair. She was by no 1neans a blank sheet; she 
had been written over in a variety of hands, and Mrs. Touchett, 
who felt by no n1eans honoured by her visit, pronounced that a 
number of unmistakeable blots were to be seen upon her surface. 
The Countess gave rise indeed to some discussion between the mis
tress of the house and the visitor from Rome, in which Madame 
Merle ( who was not such a fool as to irritate people by always 
agreeing with them) availed herself felicitously enough of that 
large license of dissent which her hostess permitted as freely as 
she practised it. Mrs. Touchett had declared it a piece of audacity 
that this highly compromised character should have presented her
self at such a time of day at the door of a house in \vhich she was 
esteemed so little as she must long have known herself to be at Pal
azzo Crescentini. Isabel had been made acquainted with the estimate 
prevailing under that roof: it represented Mr. Os1nond's sister as a 
lady who had so misn1anaged her in1proprieties that they had ceased 
to hang together at all-which was at the least what one asked of 
such matters-and had become the mere floating fragments of a 
wrecked reno\vn, incommoding social circulation. She had been 
married by her n1other-a more administrative person, with an 
appreciation of foreign titles which the daughter, to do her justice, 
had probably by this time thrown off-to an Italian nobleman who 
had perhaps given her some excuse for attempting to quench the 
consciousness of outrage. The Countess, however, had consoled her
self outrageously, and the list of her excuses had now lost itself in 
2. Innocent, ingenuous person.
3. Cid, maiden.
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the labyrinth of her adventures. Mrs. Touchett had never consented 
to receive her, though the Countess had made overtures of old. 
Florence was not an austere city; but, as Mrs. Touchett said, she 
had to draw the line some\vhere. 

Madame Merle defended the luckless lady with a great deal of 
zeal and wit. She couldn't see why Mrs. Touchett should make a 
scapegoat of a ,voman ,vho had really done no harm, who had only 
done good in the \Vrong way. One must certainly draw the line, but 
while one \Vas about it one should draw it straight: it was a very 
crooked chalk-1nark that would exclude the Countess Gemini. In 
that case Mrs. Touchett had better shut up her house; this perhaps 
\vould be the best course so long as she remained in Florence. One 
must be fair and not make arbitrary differences: the Countess had 
doubtless been imprudent, she had not been so clever as other 
women. She \Vas a good creature, not clever at all; but since when 
had that been a ground of exclusion from the best society? For ever 
so long now one had heard nothing about her, and there could be 
no better proof of her having renounced the error of her ways than 
her desire to become a member of Mrs. Touchett's circle. Isabel 
could contribute nothing to this interesting dispute, not even a 
patient attention; she contented herself with having given a friendly 
welcome to the unfortunate lady, ,vho, \vhatever her defects, had at 
least the merit of being Mr. Osmond's sister. As she liked the 
brother Isabel thought it proper to try and like the sister: in spite of 
the growing complexity of things she was still capable of these prim
itive sequences. She had not received the happiest in1pression of the 
Countess on meeting her at the villa, but was thankful for an 
opportunity to repair the accident. Had not Mr. Osmond remarked 
that she was a respectable person? To have proceeded from Gilbert 
Osmond this ,vas a crude proposition, but Madame Merle bestowed 
upon it a certain improving polish. She told Isabel more about the 
poor Countess than Mr. Osmond had done, and related the history 
of her marriage and its consequences. The Count was a member 
of an ancient Tuscan family, but of such sn1all estate that he had 
been glad to accept Amy Osmond, in spite of the questionable 
beauty which had yet not hampered her career, with the modest 
dowry her mother was able to offer-a sum about equivalent to that 
which had already formed her brother's share of their patrimony. 
Count Gemini since then, however, had inherited money, and now 
they were well enough off, as Italians \vent, though Amy was hor
ribly extravagant. The Count was a low-lived brute; he had given his 
wife every pretext. She had no children; she had lost three within 
a year 0£ their birth. Her mother, "vho had bristled ,-.,1th pretensions 
to elegant learning and published descriptive poems and corres
ponded on Italian subjects with the English \veekly journals, her 
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mother had died three years after the Countess's 1narriage, the 
father, lost in the grey American dawn of the situation, but re
puted originally rich and wild, having died 1nuch earlier. One 
could see this in Gilbert Osmond, Madame Merle held-see 
that he had been brought up by a \voman; though, to do hin1 
justice, one \vould suppose it had been by a more sensible woman 
than the American Corinne,4 as Mr_s. Osmond had liked to be 
called. She had brought her children to Italy after her husband's 
death, and Mrs. rr ouchett ren1embered her during the year that fol
lowed her arrival. She thought her a horrible snob; but this was an 
irregularity of judgn1ent on Mrs. Touchett's part, for she, like Mrs. 
Osmond, approved of political n1arriages. The Countess was very 
good company and not really the featherhead she seemed; all one 
had to do \vith her was to observe the simple condition of not 
believing a \vord she said. Madame Merle had always made the best 
of her for her brother's sake; he appreciated any kindness shown to 
Amy, because ( if it had to be confessed for him) he rather felt she 
let down their common name. Naturally he couldn't like her style, 
her shrillness, her egotism, her violations of taste and above all of 
truth: she acted badly on his nerves, she was not his sort of woman. 
What was his sort of woma�? Oh, the very opposite of the Count
ess, a ,voman to whom the truth should be habitually sacred. Isabel 
was unable to estimate the number of times her visitor had, in half 
an hour, profaned it: the Countess indeed had given her an impres
sion of rather silly sincerity. She had talked almost exclusively about 
herself; how much she should like to know Miss Archer; how thank
ful she should be for a real friend; how base the people in Florence 
were; how tired she was of the place; how much she should like to 
live somewhere else-in Paris, in London, in Washington; how 
impossible it was to get anything nice to wear in Italy except a little 
old lace; how dear the world was growing everywhere; what a life of 
suffering and privation she had led. Madame Merle listened with 
interest to Isabel's account of this passage, but she had not needed 
it to feel exempt from anxiety. On the whole she was not afraid of 
the Countess, and she could afford to do what was altogether best 
-not to appear so.

Isabel had meanwhile another visitor, whom it was not, even
behind her back, so easy a matter to patronise. Henrietta Stackpole, 
\Vho had left Paris after Mrs. Touchetf s departure for San Remo 
and had worked her way do\vn, as she said, through the cities of 
North Italy, reached the banks of the Arno about the middle of 
May. Madame Merle surveyed her \.vith a single glance, took her in 
from head to foot, and after a pang of despair determined to endure 
her. She determined indeed to delight in her. She mightn't be 

4. Corinna (6th century, B.C. ). a lyric poetess of Boeotia, who wrote in a simple style and, it is
said, instructed Pindar.
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inhaled as a rose, but she might be grasped as a nettle. Madame 
Merle genially squeezed her into insignificance, and Isabel felt that 
in foreseeing this liberality she had done justice to her friend's intel
ligence. Henrietta's arrival had been announced by Mr. Bantling, 
who, coming down from Nice while she was at Venice, and expect
ing to find her in Florence, which she had not yet reached, called at 
Palazzo Crescentini to express his disappointment. Henrietta's own 
advent occurred two days later and produced in Mr. Bantling an 
emotion amply accounted for by the fact that he had not seen her 
since the termination of the episode at Versailles. The humorous 
view of his situation was generally taken, but it was uttered only by 
Ralph Touchett, who, in the privacy of his own apartment, when 
Bantling smoked a cigar there, indulged in goodness knew what 
strong comedy on the subject of the all-judging one and her British 
backer. Titis gentleman took the joke in perfectly good part and 
candidly confessed that he regarded the affair as a positive intellec
tual adventure. He liked Miss Stackpole extremely; he thought she 
had a wonderful head on her shoulders, and found great comfort in 
the society of a woman who was not perpetually thinking about 
what would be said and how what she did, how what they did-and 
they had done things!-would look. Miss Stackpole never cared how 
anything looked, and, if she didn't care, pray why should he? 13ut 
his curiosity had been roused; he wanted awfully to see if she ever 
would care. He was prepared to go as far as she-he didn't see why 
he should break down first. 

Henrietta showed no signs of breaking down. Her prospects had 
brightened on her leaving England, and she was now in the full 
enjoyment of her copious resources. She had indeed been obliged to 
sacrifice her hopes with regard to the inner life; the social question, 
on the Continent, bristled with difficulties even more numerous 
than those she had encountered in England. But on the Continent 
there \vas the outer life, which was palpable and visible at every 
turn, and more easily convertible to literary uses than the customs 
of those opaque islanders. Out of doors in foreign lands, as she inge
niously remarked, one seemed to see the right side of the tapestry; 
out of doors in England one seemed to see the wrong side, which 
gave one no notion of the figure. The admission costs her historian 
a pang, but Henrietta, despairing of more occult things, was now 
paying much attention to the outer life. She had been studying it 
for two months at Venice, from which city she sent to the Inter
viewer a conscientious account of the gondolas, the Piazza, the 
Bridge of Sighs, the pigeons and the young boatman who chanted 
Tasso.5 The Interviewer was perhaps disappointed, but Henrietta 
was at least seeing Europe. Her present purpose was to get down to 

5. Torquato Tasso (1544-1595), author of Jerusalem Delivered, also wrote lyric poetry.
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Rome before the malaria should come on-she apparently supposed 
that it began on a fixed day; and with this design she was to spend 
at present but few days in Florence. Mr. Bantling was to go with her 
to Ron1e, and she pointed out to Isabel that as he had been there 
before, as he was a military man and as he had had a classical edu
cation-he had been bred at Eton, where they study nothing but 
Latin and Whyte-Melville, 6 said Miss Stackpole-he would be a 
most useful companion in the city of the Cresars. At this juncture 
Ralph had the happy idea of proposing to Isabel that she also, 
under his own escort, should make a pilgrimage to Rome. She 
expected to pass a portion of the next winter there-that was very 
well; but meantime there was no harn1 in surveying the field. There 
were ten days left of the beautiful month of May-the most pre
cious month of all to the true Rome-lover. Isabel would beco1ne a 
Rome-lover; that was a foregone conclusion. She was provided with 
a trusty companion of her own sex, whose society, thanks to the 
fact of other calls on this lady's attention, would probably not be 
oppressive. Madame Merle would remain with Mrs. Touchett; she 
had left Rome for the summer and wouldn't care to return. She 
professed herself delighted to be left at peace in Florence; she had 
locked up her apartment and sent her cook home to Palestrina.7

She urged Isabel, however, to assent to Ralph's proposal, and 
assured her that a good introduction to Rome was not a thing to be 
despised. Isabel in truth needed no urging, and the party of four 
arranged its little journey. Mrs. Touchett, on this occasion, had 
resigned herself to the absence of a duenna;8 we have seen that she 
now inclined to the belief that her niece should stand alone. One of 
Isabel's preparations consisted of her seeing Gilbert Osmond before 
she started and mentioning her intention to him. 

"I should like to be in Rome with you," he commented. "I 
should like to see you on that wonderful ground.'" 

She scarcely faltered. "You might come then." 
"But you'll have a lot of people with you." 
"Ah," Isabel admitted, "of course I shall not be alone." 
For a moment he said nothing more. "You'll like it," he went on 

at last. "They've spoiled it, but you'll rave about it." 
"Ought I to dislike it because, poor old dear-the Niobe of 

Nations, you know-it has been spoiled?" she asked. 
"No, I think not. It has been spoiled so often," he smiled. "If I 

were to go, what should I do with my little girl?" 
"Can't you leave her at the villa?" 

6. George John Whyte-Melville (1821-1878), novelist who wrote primarily about hunting, was
educated a\ Eton and served in Crimea.

7. A town near Rome.
8. A chaperon.
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"I don't know that I like that-though there's a very good old 
woman who looks after her. I can't afford a governess." 

"Bring her with you then," said Isabel promptly. 
Mr. Osmond looked grave. "She has been in Rome all winter, at 

her convent; and she's too young to make journeys of pleasure." 
"You don't like bringing her forward?" Isabel enquired. 
"No, I think young girls should be kept out of the world." 
"I was brought up on a different system." 
"You? Oh, with you it succeeded, because you-you were excep

tional." 

"I don't see why," said Isabel, who, however, was not sure there 
was not some truth in the speech. 

Mr. Osmond didn't explain; he simply went on: "If I thought it 
would make her resemble you to join a social group in Rome I'd 
take her there to-morrow." 

"Don't make her resemble me," said Isabel. "Keep her like her-
self." 

"I might send her to my sister,'' Mr. Osmond observed. He had 
almost the air of asking advice; he seemed to like to talk over his 
domestic matters with Miss Archer. 

"Yes," she concurred; "I think that wouldn't do much towards 
making her resemble me!" 

After she had left Florence Gilbert Osmond met Madame Merle 
at the Countess Gemini's. There were other people present; the 
Countess's drawing-room was usually well filled, and the talk had 
been general, but after a while Osmond left his place and came and 
sat on an ottoman half-behind, half-beside Madame Merle's chair. 
"She wants me to go to Rome with her," he remarked in a low . 
voice. 

"To go with her?" 
"To be there while she's there. She proposed it." 
"I suppose you mean that you proposed it and she assented." 
"Of course I gave her a chance. But she's encouraging-she's very 

encouraging." 
"I rejoice to hear it-but don't cry victory too soon. Of course 

you'll go to Rome." 
"Ah," said Osmond, "it makes one work, this idea of yours!" 
"Don't pretend you don't enjoy it-you're very ungrateful. 

You've not been so well occupied these many years." 
''The way you take ifs beautiful," said Osmond. "I ought to be 

grateful for that." 
"Not too much so, however," Madame Merle answered. She 

talked with her usual smile, leaning bac� in her chair and looking 
round the room. "You've made a very good impression, and I've 
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seen for myself that you've received one. You've not come to Mrs. 
Touchett's seven times to oblige me." 

"The girl's not disagreeable," Osmond quietly conceded. 
Madame Merle dropped her eye on hin1 a n1oment, during which 

her lips closed with a certain firmness. "Is that all you can find to 
say about that fine creature?" 

"All? Isn't it enough? Of how many people have you heard me 
say more?" 

She made no answer to this, but still presented her talkative grace 
to the room. "You're unfathomable," she murmured at last "I'm 
frightened at the abyss into which I shall have cast her." 

He took it almost gaily. "You can,t draw back-you've gone too 
far." 

"Very good; but yon must do the rest yourself." 
"I shall do it," said Gilbert Osmond. 
Madame Merle remained silent and he changed his place again; 

but when she rose to go he also took leave. Mrs. Touchett's victoria 
was awaiting her guest in the court, and after he had helped his 
friend into it he stood there detaining her. "You're very indiscreet," 
she said rather wearily; "you shouldn't have n1oved when I did." 

He had taken off his hat; he passed his hand over his forehead. "I 
always forget; I'm out of the habit." 

"You're quite unfathomable," she repeated, glancing up at the 
,vindows of the house, a modern structure in the new part of the 
to,vn. 

He paid no heed to this remark, but spoke in his own sense. 
"She's really very charming. I've scarcely known any one more 
grace£ ul.'' 

"It does me good to hear you say that. The better you like her 
the better for me." 

"I like her very much. She's all you described her, and into the 
bargain capable, I feel, of great devotion. She has only one fault." 

"What's that?" 
"Too many ideas." 
"I warned you she was clever." 
"Fortunately they're very bad ones," said Osmond. 
"Why is that fortunate?" 
"Dame,9 if they must be sacrificed!" 
Madame Merle leaned back, looking straight before her; then she 

spoke to the coachman. But her friend again detained her. "If I go 
to Rome what shall I do with Pansy?" 

"I '11 go and see her," said Madame Merle. 

XXVII 

I may not attempt to report in its fulness our young woman's 

9. Indeed, we1J (an interjection).
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response to the deep appeal of Rome, to analyse her feelings as she 
trod the pavement of the Forum or to number her pulsations as she 
crossed the threshold of Saint Peter's. It is enough to say that her 
impression was such as might have been expected of a person of her 
freshness and her eagerness. She had always been fond of history, 
and here was history in the stones of the street and the atoms of 
the sunshine. She had an imagination that kindled at the mention 
of great deeds, and wherever she turned some great deed had been 
acted. These things strongly moved her, but moved her all inwardly. 
It seemed to her companions that she talked less than usual, and 
Ralph Touchett, when he appeared to be looking listlessly and awk
wardly over her head, was really dropping on her an intensity of 
observation. By her own measure she was very happy; she would 
even have been willing to take these hours for the happiest she was 
ever to know. The sense of the terrible human past was heavy to 
her, but that of something altogether contemporary would suddenly 
give it wings that it could wave in the blue. Her consciousness was 
so mixed that she scarcely knew where the different parts of it 
would lead her, and she went about jn a repressed ecstasy of con
templation, seeing often in the things she looked at a great deal 
1nore than was there, and yet not seeing many of the items enumer
ated in her Murray. 1 Rome, as Ralph said, confessed to the psychol
ogical moment. The herd of reechoing tourists had departed and 
1nost' of the solemn places had relapsed into solemnity. The sky was 
a blaze of blue, and the plash of the fountains in their mossy niches 
had lost its chill and doubled its music. On the corners of the 
warn1, bright streets one stumbled on bundles of flowers. Our 
friends had gone one afternoon-it was the third of their stay-to 
look at the latest excavations in the Forum, these labours having 
been for some time previous largely extended. They had descended 
from the modern street to the level of the Sacred Way, along which 
they wandered with a reverence of step which was not the same on 
the part of each. Henrietta Stackpole was struck with the fact that 
ancient Rome had been paved a good deal like New York, and even 
found an analogy between the deep chariot-ruts traceable in the 
antique street and the overjangled iron grooves which express the 
intensity of American life. The sun had begun to sink, the air was a 
golden haze, and the long shadows of broken column and vague 
pedestal leaned across the field of ruin. Henrietta wandered away 
with Mr. Bantling, whom it was apparently delightful to her to hear 
speak of Julius Caesar as a "cheeky old boy,'' and Ralph addressed 
such elucidations as he was prepared to offer to the attentive ear of 
our heroine. One of the humble archreologists who hover about the 
place had put hin1self at the disposal of the two, and repeated his 

I. John Murray. a London publishing h�use, produced a series of respected "Handbooks" for
travelers.
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lesson with a fluency which the decline of the season had done 
nothing to impair. A process of digging was on view in a remote 
corner of the Forun1, and he presently ren1arked that if it should 
please the signori to go and watch it a little they might see some
thing of interest. The proposal con1mended itself 1nore to Ralph 
than to Isabel, weary with 1nuch wandering; so that she adn1onished 
her con1panion to satisfy his curiosity while she patiently a\\r·aited 
his return. The hour and the place were much to her taste-she 
should enjoy being briefly alone. Ralph accordingly went off with 
the cicerone while Isabel sat down on a prostrate column near the 
foundations of the Capitol. She wanted a short solitude, but she 
was not long to enjoy it. Keen as was her interest in the rugged 
relics of the Ron1an past that lay scattered about her and in which 
the corrosion of centuries had still left so much of individual life, 
her thoughts, after resting a while on these things, had wandered, 
by a concatenation of stages it might require son1e subtlety to trace, 
to regions and objects charged with a more active appeal. From the 
Roman past to Isabel Archer's future was a long stride, but her 
imagination had taken it in a single flight and now hovered in slovv 
circles over the nearer and richer field. She was so absorbed in her 
thoughts, as she bent her eyes upon a row of cracked but not dislo
cated slabs covering the ground at her feet, that she had not heard 
the sound of approaching footsteps before a shadow was thrown 
across the line of her vision. She looked up and saw a gentleman-a 
gentleman ,vho was not Ralph come back to say that the excava
tions ,vere a bore. 1'his personage was startled as she was startled; 
he stood there baring his head to her perceptibly pale surprise. 

"Lord Warburton!" Isabel exclaimed as she rose. 
"I had no idea it ,vas you. I turned that corner and came upon 

you. ',.

She looked· about her to explain. "I'm alone, but my companions 
have just left me. My cousin's gone to look at the work over there." 

"Ah yes; I see." And Lord Warburton's eyes wandered vaguely in 
the direction she had indicated. He stood firmly before her now; he 
had recovered his balance and seemed to wish to show it, though 
very kindly. "Don't let n1e disturb you,'' he went on, looking at her 
dejected pillar. "I'm afraid you're tired." 

"Yes, I'm rather tired." She hesitated a moment, but sat down 
again. "Don't let 1ne interrupt you," she added. 

"Oh dear, I'm quite alone, I've nothing on earth to do. I had no 
idea you were in Rome. I've just come from the East. I'm only pass
ing through." 

"You've been making a long journey," said Isabe1, who had 
learned fron1 Ralph that Lord Warburton was absent from Eng
land. 

"Yes, I came abroad for six months-soon after I saw you last. 
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I've been in 1,urkey and Asia Minor; I came the other day from 
Athens." He managed not to be awkward, but he wasn't easy, and 
after a longer look at th� girl he came down to nature.. "Do you 
wish 1ne to leave you, or will you let me stay a little?" 

She took it all humanely. "I don't wish you to ]eave n1e, Lord 
Warburton: I'm very glad to see you." 

"Thank you for saying that. May I sit down?" 
The fluted shaft on which she had taken her seat would have 

afforded a resting-place to several persons, and there was plenty of 
room even for a highly-developed Englishman. This fine specimen 
of that great class seated himself near our young lady, and in the 
course of five minutes he had asked her several questions, taken 
rather at random and to which, as he put some of them twice over, 
he apparently somewhat missed catching the answer; had given her 
too some information about himself which was not wasted upon her 
calmer feminine sense. He repeated more than once that he had not 
expected to meet her, and it was evident that the encounter 
touched him in a way that would have made preparation advisable. 
He began abruptly to pass from the impunity of things to their 
solemnity, and from their being delightful to their being impossible. 
He was splendidly sunburnt; even his multitudinous beard had been 
burnished by the fire of Asia. He was dressed in the loose-fitting, 
heterogeneous garments in which the English travel1er in foreign 
lands is wont to consult his comfort and affirm his nationality; and 
with his pleasant steady eyes, his bronzed complexion, fresh beneath 
its seasoning, his manly figure, his minimising manner and his gen
eral air of being a gentleman and an explorer, he was such a repre
sentative of the British race as need not in any clime have been 
disavowed by those who have a kindness for it. Isabel noted these 
things and was glad she had always liked him. He had kept, evidently 
in spite of shocks, every one of his merits-properties these partak
ing of the essence of great decent houses, as one might put it; re
sembling their innermost fixtures and ornaments, not subject to 
vulgar shifting and removable only by some whole break-up. They 
talked of the n1atters naturally in order; her uncle's death, Ralph's 
state of health, the way she had passed her winter, her visit to Rome, 
her return to Florence, her plans for the summer, the hotel she was 
staying at; and then of Lord Warburton's own adventures, move
ments, intentions, impressions and present domicile. At last there 
was a silence, and it said so n1uch more than either had said that it 
scarce needed his final words. "I've written to you several times." 

"Written to me? I've never had your letters." 
"I never sent them. I burned them up." 
"Ah," laughed Isabel, "it was better that you should do that than

I!
,
, 
"I thought you wouldn't care for them," he went on with a sim-
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plicity that touched her. "lt seemed to me that after all I had no 
right to trouble you with letters." 

"I should have been very glad to have news of you. You know 
ho\v I hoped that-that-" But she stopped; there would be such 
a flatness in the utterance of her thought. 

"I know what you're going to say. You hoped we should always 
remain good friends." This formula, as Lord Warburton uttered it, 
was certainly flat enough; but then he was interested in making it 
appear so. 

She found herself reduced simply to "Please don't talk of all 
that"; a speech which hardly struck her as improvement on the 
other. 

"It's a small consolation to allow me!" her companion exclaimed 
with force. 

"I can't pretend to console you," said the girl, who, all still as 
she sat there, threw herself back with a sort of inward triumph on 
the answer that had satisfied him so little six months before. He 
was pleasant, he was powerful, he was gallant; there was no better 
man than he. But her answer remained. 

"It's very well you don't try to console me; it wouldn't be in your 
power," she heard him say through the. medium of her strange ela
tion. 

"I hoped \Ve should meet again, because I had no fear you 
would attempt to make me feel I had wronged you. But when you 
do that-the pain's greater than the pleasure." And she got up with 
a small conscious majesty, looking for her companions. 

"I don't want to make you feel that; of course I can't say that. I 
only just want you to know one or two things-in fairness to 
myself, as it were. I won't return to the subject again. I felt very 
strongly what I expressed to you last year; I couldn't think of any
thing else. I tried to forget-energetically, systematically. I tried to 
take an interest in somebody else. I tell you this because I want you 
to know I did my duty. I didn't succeed. It was for the same purpose 
I went abroad-as far away as possible. They say travelling distracts 
the mind, but it didn't distract mine. I've thought of you perpetu
ally, ever since I last saw you. I'm exactly the same. I love you just 
as much, and everything I said to you then is just as true. This 
instant at which I speak to you shows me again exactly how, to my 
great misfortune, you just insuperably charm me. There-I can't say 
less. I don't mean, however, to insist; it's only for a moment. I may 
add that when I came upon you a few minutes since, without the 
smallest idea of seeing you, I was, upon my honour, in the very act 
of wishing I knew where you were." He had recovered his self-eon
trol, and while he spoke it became complete. He might have been 
addressing a small committee-making all quietly and clearly a 
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statement of importance; aided by ari occasional look at a paper of 
notes concealed in his hat, which he had not again put on. And the 
committee, assuredly, would have felt the point proved. 

"I've often thought of you, Lord Warburton," Isabel answered. 
"You may be sure I shall always do that." And she added in a tone 
of which she tried to keep up the kindness and keep down the 
meaning: "There's no harm in that on either side." 

They walked along together, and she was prompt to ask about his 
sisters and request him to let them know she had done so. He made 
for the moment no further reference to their great question, but 
dipped again into shallower and safer waters. But he wished to 
know when she was to leave Rome, and on her mentioning the 
limit of her stay declared he was glad it was still so distant. 

"Why do you say that if you yourself are only passing through?" 
she enquired with some anxiety. 

"Ah, when I said I was passing through I didn't mean that one 
would treat Rome as if it were Clapham Junction.2 To pass through 
Rome is to stop a week or two." 

"Say frankly that you mean to stay as long as I do!" 
His flushed smile, for a little, seemed to sound her. "You won't 

like that. You're _afraid you'll see too much of me." 
"It doesn't matter what I like. I certainly can't expect you to 

leave this delightful place on my account. But I confess I'm afraid 
of you." 

"Afraid I'll begin again? I promise to be very careful." 
'fhey had gradually stopped and they stood a moment face to 

face. "Poor Lord Warburton!" she said with a compassion intended 
to be good for both of them. 

"Poor Lord Warburton indeed! But I'll be careful." 
"You may be unhappy, but you shall not make me so. That I 

can't allow." 
"If I believed I could make you unhappy I think I should try it.' 

At this she walked in advance and he also proceeded. "I'll never say 
a word to displease you." 

"Very good. If you do, our friendship's at an end." 
"Perhaps some day-after a while-you'll give me leave." 
"Give you leave to make me unhappy?" 
He hesitated. "To tell you again-" But he checked himself. "I'll 

keep it down. I'll keep it down always." 
Ralph Touchett had been joined in his visit to the excavation by 

Miss Stackpole and her attendant, and these three now emerged 
from among the mounds of earth and stone collected round the 
aperture and came into sight of Isabel and her con1panion. Poor 
Ralph hailed his friend with joy qualified by wonder,. and Henrietta 
2. A small, suburban railway station near London.
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exclaimed in a high voice, "Gracious, there's that lord!" Ralph and 
his English neighbour greeted with the austerity with which, after 
long separations, English neigh hours greet, and Miss Stackpole 
rested her large intellectual gaze upon the sunburnt traveller. But 
she soon established her relation to the crisis. "I don't suppose you 
remember me, sir." 

"Indeed I do remember you," said Lord Warburton. "I asked 
you to come and see me, and you never came." 

"I don't go everywhere I'm asked," Miss Stackpole answered 
coldly. 

"Ah well, I won't ask you again," laughed the n1aster of Lockleigh. 
"If you do I'll go; so be sure!" 
Lord Warburton, for all his hilarity, seemed sure enough. Mr. 

Bantling had stood by without claiming a recognition, but he no"' 
took occasion to nod to his lordship, who answered him with a 
friendly "Oh, you here, Bantling?'' and a handshake. 

"Well," said Henrietta, "I didn't know you knew him!'' 
"I guess you don't know every one I know," Mr. Bantling 

rejoined facetiously. 
"I thought that when an Englishman knew a lord he always told 

you." 
"Ah, I'm afraid Bantling was asha1ned of me," Lord Warburton 

laughed again. Isabel· took pleasure in that note; she gave a small 
sigh of relief as they kept their course homeward. 

The next day was Sunday; she spent her morning over two long 
letters--one to her sister Lily, the other to Madame Merle; but in 
neither of these epistles did she mention the fact that a rejected 
suitor had threatened her with another appeal. Of a Sunday after
noon all good Romans ( and the best Romans are often the north
ern barbarians) follow the custom of going to vespers3 at Saint 
Peter's; and it had been agreed among our friends that they would 
drive together to the great church. After lunch, an hour before the 
carriage came, Lord Warburton presented himself at the Hotel de 
Paris and paid a visit to the two ladies, Ralph Touchett and Mr. 
Bantling having gone out together. The visitor seemed to have 
wished to give Isabel a proof of his intention to keep the promise 
made her the evening before; he wa_s both discreet and frank-not 
even dumbly importunate or remotely intense. He thus left her to 
judge \vhat a mere good friend he could be. He talked about bis 
travels, about Persia, about Turkey, and when Miss Stackpole asked 
him whether it would "pay" for her to visit those countries assured 
her they offe ed fl g{eat field tQ fema e enteipii�e. I�aDel d.d him

justice, but she wondered what his purpose was and what he 

3. Evening office; the Roman rite includes prayers, psalms, and the Magnificat.
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expected to gain even by proving the superior strain of his sincerity. 
If he expected to melt her by showing what a good fellow he was, 
he might spare himself the trouble. She knew the superior strain of 
everything about him, and nothing he could now do was required to 
light the view. Moreover his being in Rome at all affected her as- a
complication of the wrong sort-she _liked so complications of the 
right. Nevertheless, ,vhen, on bringing his call to a close, he said he 
too should be at Saint Peter's and should look out for her and her 
friends, she was obliged to reply that he must follow his conven-
. 

1ence. 
In the church, as she strolled over its tesselated acres, he was the 

first person she encountered. She had not been one of the superior· 
tourists who are "disappointed" in Saint Peter's and find it smaller 
than its fame; the first time she passed beneath the huge leathern 
curtain that strains and bangs at the entrance, the first time she 
found herself beneath the far-arching dome and saw the light driz
zle down through the air thickened with incense and with the 
reflections of marble and gilt, of mosaic and bronze, her conception 
of greatness rose and dizzily rose. After this it never lacked space to 
soar. She gazed and wondered like a child or a peasant, she paid her 
silent tribute to the seated sublime. Lord Warburton walked beside 
her and talked of Saint Sophia of Constantinople; she feared for 
instance that he would end by calling attention to his exemplary 
conduct. T'1.e service had not yet begun, but at Saint Peter's there is 
much to observe, and as there is something almost profane in the 
vastness of the place, which seems meant as much for physical as 
for spiritual exercise, the different figures and groups, the mingled 
worshippers and spectators, may f9llow their various intentions 
without conflict or scandal. In that splendid immensity individual 
indiscretion carries but a short distance. Isabel and her companions, 
however, were guilty of none; for though Henrietta was obliged in 
candour to declare that Michael Angelo's dome suffered by compari
son with that of the Capitol at Washington, she addressed her pro
test chiefly to Mr. Bantling's ear and reserved it in its more accen
tuated form for the columns of the Interviewer. Isabel made the cir
cuit of the church with his lordship, and as they drew near the 
choir on the left of the entrance the voices of the Pope's singers 
were borne to them over the heads of the large number of persons 
clustered outside the doors. They paused a while on the skirts of 
this crowd, composed in equal measure of Roman cockneys and 
inquisit�ve strangers, and while they stood there the sacred concert 
went forward. ·Ralph, ,vith Henrietta and Mr. Bantling, \Vas appar
ently within, where Isabel, looking beyond the dense group in front 
of her, saw the afternoon light, silvered by clouds of incense that 
seemed to mingle with the splendid chant, slope through the 
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embossed recesses of high windows. After a while· the singing 
stopped and then Lord Warburton seemed disposed to move off 
with her. Isabel could only accompany hin1; \vhereupon she found 
herself confronted with Gilbert Osmond, ,vho appeared to have 
been standing at a short distance behind her. He nO\\' approached 
\vith all the forn1s-he appeared to have multiplied then1 on this 
occasion to suit the place. 

"So you decided to con1e?" she said as she put out her hand. 
"Yes, I came last night and called this afternoon at your hotel. 

They told me you had come here_, and I looked about for you." 
''The others are inside," she decided to say. 
"I didn't come for the others," he promptly returned. 
She looked away; Lord Warburton was watching then1; perhaps 

he had heard this. Suddenly she remen1bered it to be just what he 
had said to her the n1orning he came to Gardencourt to ask her to 
marry him. Mr. Osmond's words had brought the colour to her 
cheek, and this re1niniscence had not the effect of dispelling it. She 
repaired any betrayal by mentioning to each companion the name 
of the other, and fortunately at this moment Mr. Bantling emerged 
from the choir, cleaving the crowd with British valour and followed 
by Miss Stackpole and Ralph Touchett. I say fortunately, but this is 
perhaps a superficial view of the matter; since on perceiving the gen
tleman from Florence Ralph Touchett appeared to take the case as 
not committing hin1 to joy. He didn't hang back, however, from 
civility, and presently observed to Isabel, with due benevolence, that 
she would soon have all her friends about her. Miss Stackpole had 
met Mr. Osmond in Florence, but she had already found occasion 
to say to Isabel that she liked him no better than her other admirers 
-than Mr. Touchett and Lord Warburton, and even than little
Mr. Rosier in Paris. "I don't know what it's in you," she had been
pleased to remark, "but for a nice girl you do attract the most
unnatural people. Mr. Goodwood's the only one I've any respect
for, and he's just the one you don't appreciate.".

"What's your opinion of Saint Peter's?" Mr. Osmond was mean
while enquiring of our young lady. 

"It's very large and very bright," she contented herself with reply-
. 

1ng. 
"It's too large; it makes one feel like an atom." 
"Isn't that the right way to feel in the greatest of human tem

ples?" she asked with rather a liking for her phrase. 
"I suppose it's the right way to feel everywhere, when one is

nobody. But I like it in a church as little as anywhere else." 
"You ought indeed to be a Pope!" Isabel exclaimed, remember

ing· something he had referred to in Florence. 
"Ah, I should have enjoyed that!" said Gilbert Osmond. 
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Lord Warburton meanwhile had joined Ralph Touchett, and the 
two strolled away together. "Who's the fellow speaking to Miss 
Archer?" his lordship demanded. 

"His name's Gilbert Osmond-he lives in Florence," Ralph said. 
"What is he besides?" 
"Nothing at all. Oh yes, he's an American; but one forgets that 

-he's so little of one."
"Has he known Miss Archer long?"
"Three or four weeks."
"Does she like him?"
"She's trying to find out."
"And will she?"
"Find out-?" Ralph asked.
"Will she like him?"
"Do you mean will she accept him?"
"Yes," said Lord Warburton after an instant; "I suppose that's

what I horribly mean." 
"Perhaps not if one does nothing to prevent it," Ralph replied. 
His lordship stared a moment, but apprehended. "Tiien we must 

be perfectly quiet?" 
"As quiet as the grave. And only on the chance!" Ralph added. 
"The chance she may?" 
"The chance she may not?" 
Lord Warburton took this at first in- silence, but he spoke again. 

"Is he awfully clever?" 
"Awfully," said Ralph. 
His companion thought. "And what else?" 
"What more do you want?" Ralph groaned. 
"Do you mean what more does she?"

Ralph took him by the arm to turn him: they had to rejoin the 
others. "She wants nothing that we can give her." 

"Ah well, if she won't have You-!" said his lordship hand
somely as they went. 

Volume II 

XXVIII 

On the morrow, in the evening, Lord Warburton went again to 
see his friends at their hotel, and at this establishment he learned 
that they had gone to the opera. He drove to the opera with the 
idea of paying them a visit in their box after the easy Italian fash
ion; and when he had obtained his admittance-it was one of the 
secondary theatres-looked about the large, bare, ill-lighted l1ouse. 
An act had just terminated and he was at liberty to pursue his quest. 
After scanning two or three tiers of boxes he perceived in one of the 
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largest of these receptacles a lady whom h.e easily recognised. Miss 
Archer \Vas seated facing the stage and partly screened by the cur
tain of the box; and beside her, leaning back in his chair, was. Mr. 
Gilbert Osmond. They appeared· to have the place to themselves, 
and Warburton supposed their companions had taken advantage of 
the recess to enjoy the relative coolness of the lobby. He stood a 
\vhile with his eyes on the interesting pair; he asked himself if he 
should go up and interrupt the harmony. At last he judged that 
Isabel had seen him, and this accident determined him. There 
should be no marked holding off. He took his way to the upper 
regions and on the staircase n1et Ralph Touchett slowly descending, 
his hat at the inclination of ennui and his hands where they usually 
were. 

"I saw you below a moment since and was going down to you. I 
feel lonely and want company," \Vas Ralph's greeting. 

"You've some that's very good which you've yet deserted." 
"Do you mean my cousin? Oh, she has a visitor and doesn't want 

me. Then Miss Stackpole and Bantling have gone out to a cafe to 
eat an ice-Miss Stackpole delights in an ice. I didn't think they 
wanted me either. The opera's very bad; the women look like laun
dresses and sing like peacocks. I feel very low." 

"You had better go home," Lord Warburton said without affec
tation. 

"And leave my young lady in this sad place? Ah no, I must watch 
over her." 

"She seems to have plenty of friends." 
"Yes, that's why I must watch," said Ralph with the same large 

mock-melancholy. 
"If she doesn't want you it's probable she doesn1t want me." 
"No, you're different. Co to the box and stay there while I walk 

about." 
Lord Warburton went to the box, where Isabel's ,velcome was as 

to a friend so honourably old that he vaguely asked himself what 
queer temporal province she was annexing. He exchanged greetings 
with Mr. Os1nond, to whom he had been introduced the day before 
and who, after he came in, sat blandly apart and silent, as if repu
diating competence in the subjects of allusion now probable. It 
struck her second visitor that Miss Archer had, in operatic condi
tions, a radiance, even a slight exaltation; as she was, however, at all 
times a keenly-glancing, quickly-moving, completely animated young 
woman, he may have been 1nistaken on this point. Her talk with 
him moreover pointed to presence of mind; it expressed a kindness 
so ingenious and deliberate as to indicate that she was in undis
turbed possession of her faculties. Poor Lord Warburton had 
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moments of bewilderment. She had discouraged him, formally, as 
1nuch as a woman could; what busines� had she then with such arts 
and such felicities, above all \vith such tones of reparation-prepara
tion? Her voice had tricks of sweetness, but why play them c,n him?

The others came back; the bare, familiar, trivial opera began again. 
'The box was large, and there was room for him to remain if he 
would sit a little behind and in the dark. He did so for half an 
hour, while Mr. Osmond remained in front, leaning forward, his 
elbo\\·s on his knees, just behind Isabel. Lord Warburton heard 
nothing, and from his gloomy corner saw nothing but the c1ear pro
file of this young lady defined against the dim illumination of the 
house. When there was another interval no one moved. Mr. 
Osmond talked to Isabel, and Lord Warburton kept his corner. He 
did so but for a short time, however; after which he got up and 
bade good-night to the ladies. Isabel said nothing to detain him, 
but it didn't prevent his being puzzled again. Why should she mark 
so one of his values-quite the wrong one-when she \Vould have 
nothing to do with another, which was quite th� right? He was 
angry with himself for being puzzled, and then angry for being 
angry. Verdi's n1usic did little to comfort him, and he left the thea
tte and walked homeward, without knowing his way, through the 
tortuous, tragic streets of Rome, where heavier sorrows than his had 
been carried under the stars. 

"What's the character of that gentleman?" Osmond asked of 
Isabel after he had retired. 

"Irreproachable-don1t you see it?" 
"He owns about half England; that's his character," Henrietta 

remarked. "That's what they call a free country!" 
"Ah, he's a ·great proprietor? Happy man!" said Gilbert Osmond. 
"Do you call that happiness-the ownership of wretched human 

beings?" cried Miss Stackpole. "He owns his tenants and has thou
sands of them. It's pleasant to own something, but inanimate 

· objects are enough for me. I don't insist on flesh and blood and
minds and consciences."

"It seems to me you own a human being or two," Mr. Bantling
suggested jocosely. "I wonder if Warburton orders his tenants about
as you do me."

"Lord Warburton's a great radical," Isabel said. "He has very
advanced opinions."

"He has very advanced stone wa11s. His park's enclosed by a
gigantic iron fence, some thirty miles round," Henrietta announced
for the information of Mr. Osmond. "I should like him to converse

with a few of our Boston radicals."
"D0n1t they approve of iron fences?" asked Mr. Bantling. 
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"Only to shut up wicked conservatives. I always feel as if I were 
talking to you over something with a neat top-finish of broken 
glass." 

"Do you know him well, this unreformed reformer?" Osmond 
went on, questioning Isabel. 

"Well enough for all the use I have for him." 
"And how much of a use is that?" 
"Well, I like to like him." 
"'Liking to Iilce'-why, it makes a passion!" said Osmond# 
"No"-she considered-"keep that for liking to dislike." 
"Do you wish to provoke me then," Osmond laughed, "to a pas

sion for him?"

She said nothing for a moment, but then met the light question 
with a disproportionate gravity. "No, Mr. Osmond; I don't think I 
should ever dare to provoke you. Lord Warburton, at any rate," she 
more easily added, "is a very nice man." 

"Of great ability?" her friend enquired. 
"Of excellent ability, and as good as he looks." 
"As good as he's good-looking do you mean? He's very good-look

ing. How detestably fortunate!-to be a great English magnate, to 
be clever and handsome into the bargain, and, by way of finishing 
off, to enjoy your high favour! That's a man I could envy." 

Isabel considered him with interest. "You seem to _me to be 
always envying some one. Yesterday it was the Pope; to-day it's poor 
Lord Warburton." 

"My envy's not dangerous; it wouldn't hurt a mouse. I don't 
want to destroy the people-I only· want to be them. You see it 
would destroy only myself." 

"You'd like to be the Pope?" said Isabel. 
"I should love it-but I should have gone in for it earlier. But 

why"-Osmond reverted-"do you speak of your friend as poor?" 
"Women-when they are very, very good-sometimes pity men 

after they've hurt them; that's their great way of showing kindness," 
said Ralph, joining in the conversation for the first time and with a 
cynicism so transparently ingenious as to be virtually innocent. 

"Pray, have I hurt Lord Warburton?" Isabel asked, raising her 
eyebrows as if the idea were perfectly fresh. 

"It serves him right if. you have," said Henrietta while the curtain 
rose for the ballet. 

Isabel saw no more of her attributive victim for the next twenty
four hours, but on the second clay after the visit to the: opera she 
encountered him in the gallery of the Capitol, 1 where he stood 
before the lion of the collection, the statue of the Dying 

I. The most important hill in ancient Rome, and site of the Capitoline Museum.
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Gladiator.2 She had come in with her companions, among whom, 
on this occasion again, Gilbert Osmond had his place, and the 
party, having ascended the staircase, entered the first and finest of 
the rooms. Lord Warburton addressed her alertly enough, but said 
in a moment that he was leaving the gallery. "And I'm leaving 
Rome," he added. �'I must bid you good-bye.'' Isabel, inconse
quently enough, \Vas now sorry to hear it. This was perhaps because 
she had ceased to be afraid of his renewing his suit; she was think
ing of something else. She was on the point of naming her regret, 
but she checked herself and simply wished him a happy journey; 
which made him look at her rather unlightedly. "I'm afraid you'll 
think me very 'volatile.' I told you the other day I wanted so much 
to stop." 

"Oh no; you could easily change your mind." 
"That's what I have done." 
"Bon voyage then." 
"You're in a great hurry to get rid of me," said his lordship quite 

dismally. 
"Not in the least. But I hate partings."' 
"You don't care what I do," he went on pitifully. 
Isabel looked at him a moment. "Ah," she said, "you're not keep

ing your promise!" 
He coloured like a boy of fifteen. "If I"m not, then ifs because I 

can't; and that's why I'm going." 
''Good-bye then." 
"Good-bye." He lingered still, however. "When shall I see you 

again?" 
Isabel hesitated, but soon, as if she had had a happy inspiration: 

"Some day after you're married." 
"That will never be. It will be after you are." 
"That will do as well," she smiled. 
"Yes, quite as well. Cood-bye." 
They shook hands, and h� left her alone in the glorious room, 

among the shining antique marbles. She sat down in the centre of 
the circle of these presences, regarding them vaguely, resting her 
eyes on their beautiful blank faces; listening, as it were, to their 
eternal silence. It is impossible, in Rome at least, to look long at a 
great company of Greek. sculptures without feeling the effect of 
their noble quietude; which, as with a high door closed for the cere
mony, slowly drops on the spirit the large white mantle of peace. I 
say in Rome especially, because the Roman air is an exquisite 
mediu1n for such impressions. The golden sunshine mingles with 

2. The Dying Gladiator, known also as The Dying Gaul, probably by Epigonos (ca. 250 B.C.)
of Pergamon (a center of Hellenistic culture). Hawthorne described the st.atue as "noble and
most pathetic" (The Marble Faun [Columbus, Ohio, 1968], p. 5).
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them, the deep stillness of the past, so vivid yet, though it is notl1-
ing but a void full of names, seems to throw a solemn spell upon 
them. The blinds were partly closed in the windows of the Capitol, 
and a clear, warm shadow rested on the figures and made them 
more mildly human. Isabel sat there a long time, under the charm 
of their n1otionless grace, wondering to ,vhat, of their experience, 
their absent eyes were open, and how, to our ears, their alien lips 
would sound. The dark red walls of the room threw them into 
relief: the polished marble floor reflected their beauty. She had seen 
them all before, but her enjoyment repeated itself, and it was all the 
greater because she ,vas glad again, for the time, to be alone. At 
last, however, her attention lapsed, drawn off by a deeper tide of 
life. An occasional tourist came in, stopped and stared a moment at 
the Dying Gladiator, and then passed out of the other door, creak
ing over the smooth pavement. At the end of half an hour Gilbert 
Osmond reappeared, apparently in advance of his companions. He 
stroI1ed to\vard her slowly, \Vith his hands behind him and his usual 
enquiring, yet not quite appealing smile. "I'm surprised to find you 
alone, I thought you had company." 

"So I have-the best." And she glanced at the Antinous and the 
Faun.3

"Do you call them better company than an English peer?" 
"Ah, my English peer left me son1e time ago.'' She got up, speak# 

ing with intention a little dryly. 
Mr. Osmond noted her dryness, which contributed for him to the 

interest of his question. "I'm afraid that what I heard the other eve-
ning is true: you're rather cruel to that nobleman." 

Isabel looked a moment at the vanquished Gladiator. "It's not 
true. I'm scrupulously kind." 

"That's exactly what I mean!" Gilbert Osmond returned, and 
with s1:1ch happy hilarity that his joke needs to be explained. We 
know that he was fond of originals, of rarities, of the superior and 
the exquisite; and now that he had seen Lord Warburton, whom he 
thought a very fine exa1nple of his race and order, he perceived a 
new attraction in the idea of taking to himself a young lady who 
had qualified herself to figure in his collection of choice objects by 
declining so noble a hand. Gilbert Osmond had a high appreciation 
of this particular patriciate; not so much for its distinction, which 
he thought easily surpassable, as for its solid actuality. He had never 
forgiven his star for not appointing him to an English dukedom, 
and he could measure the unexpectedness of such conduct as Isa-
bel's. It would be proper that the woma he might m�rry �boUld
have done something of that sort. 
3. Among the other sculptures encircling The Dying Gladiator were The Antinous of the Capitol

and The Faun of Praxiteles. Part of Hawthorne's description of the Faun reads: "An amiable
and sensual creature, easy, mirthful, apt for jollity" (The Marble Faun, p. 9).
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XXIX 

Ralph Touchett, in talk with his excellent friend, had rather 
markedly qualified, as we kno,v, his recognition of Gilbert 
Osmond's personal merits; but he might really have felt himself illi
beral in the light of that gentle1nan's conduct during the rest of the 
visit to Rome. Osmond spent a portion of each day with Isabel and 
her companions, and ended by affecting them as the easiest of men 
to live with. Who wouldn't have seen that he could command, as it 
were, both tact and gaiety?-which perhaps was exactly why Ralph 
had made his old-time look of superficial sociability a reproach to 
him. Even Isabel's invidious kinsman was obliged to admit that he 
was just now a delightful associate. His good-humour was imper
turbable, his knowledge of the right fact, his production of the right 
word, as convenient as the friendly flicker of a match for your ciga
rette. Clearly he was amused-as amused as a man could be who 
was so little ever surprised, and that made him almost applausive. It 
was not that his spirits were visibly high-he would never, in the 
concert of pleasure, touch the big drum by so much as a knuckle: 
he had a mortal dislike to the high, ragged note, to what he called 
randon1 ravings. He thought Miss Archer sometin1es of too precipi
tate a readiness. It was pity she had that fault, because if she had 
not had it she would reallv have had none; she would have been as 

. 

-

smooth to his general need of her as handled ivory to the palm. If 
he \vas not personally loud, however, he was deep, and during these 
closing days of the Roman May he kne\v a complacency that 
matched \Vith slow irregular walks under the pines of the Villa 
Borghese, 1 among the small sweet meadow-flowers and the mossy 
marbles. He was pleased with everything; he had never before been 
pleased with so many things at once. Old impressions, old enjoy
ments, renewed themselves; one evening, going home to his room at 
ta'-ie inn, he wrote down a little sonnet to which he prefixed the title 
of "Rome Revisited." A day or two later he showed this piece of 
correct and ingenious verse to Isabel, explaining to her that it was 
an Italian fashion to co1nmemorate the occasions of life by a tribute 
to the muse. 

He took his pleasures in general singly; he was too often-he 
woi.Ild have admitted that-too sorely aware of something wrong, 
something ugly; the fertilising dew of a conceivable felicity too 
seldom descended on his spirit. But at present he was happy-hap
pier than he had perhaps ever been in his life, and the feeling had a 
large foundation. TI1is ,vas simply the sense of success-the most 
agreeable emotion of the h u1nan heart. Osmond had never had too 
much of it; in this respect he had the irritation of satiety, as he 
knew perfectly well and often reminded himself. "Ah no, I've not 
1. A summer palace and grounds in Rome.
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been spoiled; certainly I've not been spoiled," he used inwardly to 
repeat. "If I do succeed before I die I shall thoroughly have earned 
it." He was too apt to reason as if "earning" this boon consisted 
above all of covertly aching for it and might be confined to that 
exercise. Absolutely void of it, also, his career had not been; he 
might indeed have suggested to a spectator here and there that he 
was resting on vague laurels. But his triu1nphs were, some of them, 
now too old; others had been too easy. The present one had been 
less arduous than might have been expected, but had been easy
that is had been rapid-only because he had made an altogether 
exceptional effort, a greater effort than he had believed it in him to 
make. The desire to have sornething or other to show for his 
"parts"-to show somehow or other-had been the dream of his 
youth; but as the years went on the conditions attached to any 
marked proof of rarity had affected him more and more as gross and 
detestable; like the swallowing of mugs of beer to advertise what 
one could "stand." If an anonymous drawing on a museum wall 
had been conscious and watchful it might have known this peculiar 
pleasure of being at last and all of a sudden identified-as from the 
hand of a great master-by the so high and so unnoticed fact of 
style. His "style" ,vas what the girl had discovered with a little help; 
and now, beside herself enjoying it, she should publish it to the 
world without his having any of the trouble. She should do the' 
thing for him, and he would not have waited in vain. 

Shortly before the time fixed . in advance for her departure this 
young lady received from Mrs. Touchett a telegram running as fol
lows: "Leave Florence 4th June for Bellaggio, 2 and take you if you 
have not other views. But can't \vait if you dawdle in Rome." 

The dawdling in Rome was very pleasant, but Isabel had differ
ent views, and she let her aunt know she would imn1ediately join 
her. She told Gilbert Osmond that she had done so, and he replied 
that, spending many of his summers as well as his winters in Italy, 
he himself would loiter a little longer in the cool shadow of Saint 
Peter's. He would not return to Florence for ten days more, and in 
that time she would have started for Bellaggio. It might be months 
in this case before he should see her again. This exchange took 
place in the large decorated sitting-room occupied by our friends at 
the hotel; it \\'as late in the evening, and Ralph Touchett was to 
take his cousin back to Florence on the morrow. Osmond had 
found the girl alone; Miss Stackpole had contracted a friendship 
with a delightful American family on the fourth floor and had 
mounted the interminable staircase to pay them a visit. Henrietta 
contracted friendships, in travelling, with great freedom, and had 
formed in railway..carriages several that were among her most valued 
ties. Ralph was making arrangements for the morrow's journey, and 
2. A popular resort near Lake Como.
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Isabel sat alone in a wilderness of yellow upholstery. The chairs 
and sofas were orange; the walls and windows were draped in pur
ple and gilt. The mirrors, the pictures, had great flamboyant frames; 
the ceiling was deeply vaulted and painted over with naked muses 
and cherubs. For Osmond the place was ugly to distress; the false 
colours, the sham splendour were like vulgar, bragging, lying talk. 
Isabel had taken in hand a volume of Ampere, 3 presented, on their 
arrival in Rome, by Ralph; but though she held it in her lap with 
her finger vaguely kept in the place she was not impatient to pursue 
her study. A lamp covered with a drooping veil of pink tissue-paper 
burned on the table beside her and diffused a strange pale rosiness 
over the scene. 

"You say you'll come back; but who knows?'' Gilbert Osmond 
said. "I think you're much more likely to start on your voyage round 
the world. You're under no obligation to come back; you can do 
exactly what you choose; you can roam through space." 

"Well, Italy's a part of space," Isabel answered. "I can take it on 
the way." 

"On the way round the world? No, don't do that. Don't put us 
in a parenthesis-give us a chapter to ourselves. I don't want to see 
you on your travels. I'd rather see you when they're_ over. I should 
like to see you when you're tired and satiated," Osmond added in a 
moment. "I shall prefer you in that state." 

Isabel, with her eyes bent, fingered the pages of M. Ampere. 
"You turn things into ridicule without seeming to do it, though 
not, I think, without intending it. You've no respect for my travels 
-you think them ridiculous."

"Where do you find that?"
She went on in the same tone, fretting the edge of her book

with the paper-knife. "You see my ignorance, my blunders, the way 
I wander about as if the world belonged to me, simply because-be
cause it has been put into my power to do so. You don't think a 
woman ought to do that. You think it bold and ungraceful." 

"I think it beautiful," said Osmond. "You know my opinions
I've treated you to enough of them. Don't you remember my telling 
you that one ought to make one's life a work of art? You l9oked 
rather shocked at first; but then I told you that it was exactly what 
you seemed to me to be trying to do with your own." 

She looked up from her book. "What you despise most in the 
world is bad, is stupid art." 

''Possibly. But yours seem to me very clear and very good." 
"If I were to go to Japan next winter you would laugh at me," 

she went on. 
Osmond gave a smile-a keen one, but not a laugh, for the tone 

3. Jean Jacques Ampere (1800-1864), French critic, scholar, and traveler; author of a history of
Rome.
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of their conversation was not jocose. Isabel had in fact her solem
nity; he had seen it before. "You have an imagination that startles 
one!" 

"That's exactly what I say. You think such an idea absurd." 
"I \vould give my little finger to go to Japan; it's one of the coun

tries I want most to see. Can't you believe that, with my taste for 
old lacquer?" 

"I haven't a taste for old lacquer to excuse me," said Isabel. 
"You've a better excuse-the means of going. You're quite wrong 

in your theory that I laugh at you. I don't know what has put it into 
vour head." 
., 

"It wouldn't be remarkable if you did think it ridiculous that I 
should have the means to travel when you've not; for you know 
everything, and I know nothing." 

"The more reason ,vhy you should travel and learn," smiled 
Osmond. "Besides," he added as if it were a point to be made, "I 
don't know everything." 

Isabel was not struck with the oddity of his saying this gravely; she 
was thinking that the pleasantest incident of her life-so it pleased 
her to qualify these too few days in Rome, which she might mus
ingly have likened to the figure of some small princess of one of the 
ages of dress overmuffied in a mantle of state and dragging a train 
that it took pages or historians to hold up-that this felicity was 
coming to an end. That most of the interest of the time had been 
owing to Mr. Osmond \Vas a reflexion she was not just now at pains 
to make; she had already done the point abundant justice. But she 
said to herself that if there were a danger they should never meet 
again, perhaps after all it would be as well. Happy things don't 
repeat themselves, and her adventure wore already the changed, the 
seaward face of some romantic island from which, after feasting on 
purple grapes, she was putting off while the breeze rose. She might 
come back to Italy and find him different-this strange man who 
pleased her just as he was; and it would be better not to come than 
run the risk of that. But if she was not to come the greater the pity 
that the chapter was closed; she felt for a moment a pang that 
touched the source of tears. The sensation kept her silent, and Gil
bert Osmond was silent too; he was looking at her. "Go every
where," he said at last, in a low, kind voice; "do everything; get 
everything out of life. Be happy-be triumphant." 

"What do you mean by being triumphant?" 
"Well, doing what you like.'' 
"To triumph, then, it seems to me, is to fail! Doing all the vain 

things one Hl<es ;s of ten very tiresome." 
"Exactly," said Osn1ond with his quiet quickness. "As I inti

mated just now, you�ll be tired some day." He paused a moment 
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and then he went on: "I don't know whether I had better not wait till 
then for something I want to say to you." 

"Ah, I can't advise you without knowing what it is. But I'm 
horrid when I'm tired," Isabel added with due inconsequence. 

"I don't believe that. You're angry, sometimes-that I can 
believe, though I've never seen it. But I'm sure you're never 
'cross.' " 

"Not even when I lose 111y temper?" 
"You don't lose it-you find it, and that must be beautiful." 

Osmond spoke with a noble earnestness. "They must be great 
moments to see." 

"If I could only find it nowI" Isabel nervously cried. 
"I'm not afraid; I should fold my arms and admire you. I'm 

speaking very seriously." He leaned forward, a hand on each knee; 
for some mon1ents he bent his eyes on the floor. "What I wish to 
say to you," he went on at last, looking up, "is that I find I'm in 
love with you." 
. She instantly rose. "Ah, keep that till I am tiredl" 

"Tired of hearing it fro1n others?" He sat there raising his eyes to 
her. "No, you may heed it now or never, as you please. But after all 
I must say it now." She had turned away, but in the movement she 
had stopped herself and dropped her gaze upon him. The two 
remained a while in this situation, exchanging a long look-the 
large, conscious look of the critical hours of life. Then he got up 
and came near her, deeply respectful, as if he were afraid he had 
been too familiar. "I'm absolutely in love with you." 

He had repeated the announcement in a tone of almost imper
sonal discretion, like a 1nan who expected very little from it but 
who spoke for his own needed relief. The tears came into her eyes: 
this time they obeyed the sharpness of the pang that suggested to 
her so1nehow the slipping of a fine bolt-backward, forward, she 
couldn't have said �,hich. The words he had uttered n1ade him, as 
he stood there, beautiful and generous, invested him as with the 
golden air of early autun1n; but, morally speaking, she retreated 
before then1-facing hin1 still-as she had retreated in the other 
cases before a like encounter. "Oh don't say that, please," she 
answered with an intensity that expressed the dread of having, in 
this case too, to choose and decide. What made her dread great was 
precisely the force which, as it would seem, ought to have banished 
all dread-the sense of something ,vi thin herself, deep down, that 
she supposed to be inspired and trustful passion. It was there like a 
large sum stored in a bank-which there was a terror in having to 
begin to spend. If she touched it, it would all come out. 

"I haven't the idea that it will matter much to you,'' said 
Osmond. "I've too little to offer you. What I have-it's enough for 
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me; but it's not enough for you. I've neither fortune, nor fame, nor 
extrinsic advantages of any kind. So I offer nothing. I only tell you 
because I think it can't offend you, and son1e day or other it may 
give you pleasure. It gives 111e pleasure, I assure you," he went on, 
standing there before her, considerately inclined to her, turning his 
hat, which he had taken up, slowly round with. a 1nove1nent which 
had all the decent tren1or of awkwardness and none of its oddity, 
and presenting to her his firm, refined, slightly ravaged face. "It 
gives me no pain, because it's perfectly simple. For me you'll always 
be the most in1portant \von1an in the world." 

Isabel looked at herself in this character-looked intently, think
ing she filled it with a certain grace. But what she said was not an 
expression of any such complacency. "You don't offend 1ne; but you 
ought to ren1e1nber that, without being offended, one may be 
inco1nn1oded, troubled." "Incommoded:" she heard herself saying 
that, and it struck her as a ridiculous ,vord. But it was what stupidly 
came to her. 

"I re1nember perfectly. Of course you're surprised and startled. 
But if it's nothing but that, it \vill pass away. And it will perhaps 
leave something. that I n1ay not be ashamed of." 

"I don't know ,vhat it may leave. You see at all events that I'm 
not overwheln1ed," said Isabel \vith rather a pale smile. "I'm not 
too troubled to think. And I think that I'm glad we're separating
that I leave Rome to-morrow." 

"Of course I don't agree with you there." 
"I don't at all know you," sh,e added abruptly; and then she col

oured as she heard herself saying what she had said almost a year 
before to Lord Warburton. 

"If you were not going a,vay you'd know me better." 
"I shall do that some other time." 
"I hope so. I'm very easy to know." 
"No, no," she en1phatically answered-"there you're not sincere. 

You're not easy to know; no one could be less so." 
"Well," he laughed, "I said that because ·1 know myself. It may 

be a boast, but I do." 
"Very likely; but you're very wise." 
"So are you, Miss Archer!" Osmond exclaimed. 
"I don't feel so just now. Still, I'n1 ,vise enough to think you had 

better go. Good-night." 
"God bless you!" said Gilbert Osmond, taking the hand which 

she failed to surrender. After which he added: "If we meet again 
· you'll find me as you leave me. If we don't I shall be so all the
same."

"Thank you very much. Good-bye." 
There was something quietly firm about Isabel's visitor; he might 
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go of his own movement, but wouldn't be dismissed. "There's one 
thing more. I haven't asked anything of you-not even a thought in 
the future; you 1nust do me that justice. But there's a little service I 
should like to ask. I shall not return home for several days; Rome's 
delightful, and it's a good place for a man in my state of mind. Oh, 
I know you're sorry to leave it; but you're right to do what your 
aunt wishes." 

"She doesn't even wish itl" Isabel broke out strangely. 
Os1nond was apparently on the point of saying something that 

would match these words, but he changed his mind and rejoined 
simply: "Ah well, it's proper you should go with her, very proper. 
Do everything that's proper; I go in for that. Excuse my being so 
patronising. You say you don't know n1e, but \vhen yon do you'll 
discover \vhat a worsl1ip I have for propriety." 

"You're not conventional?" Isabel gravely asked. 
''I like the ,vay you utter that \Vord! No, I'm not conventional: 

I'm convention itself. You don't understand that?" And he paused 
a n1oment, smiling. "I should like to explain it." Then with a 
.sudden, quick, bright naturalness, "Do come back again," he 
pleaded. "There are so many things \Ve might talk about." 

She stood there \Vith lowered eyes. "What service did you spe·ak 
of just now?" 

"Go and see my little daughter be.fore you leave Florence. She's 
alone at the villa; I decided not to send her to my sister, who hasn't 
at all my ideas. Tell her she must love her poor father very much,n 
said Gilbert Osmond gently. 

"It will be a great pleasure to me to go," Isabel answered. ''I'll 
tell her \vhat you say. Once more good-bye." 

On this he took a rapid, respectful leave. When he had gone she 
stood a n1oment looking about her and seated herself slowly and 
with an air of deliberation. She sat there till her companions came 
back, with folded hands, gazing at the ugly carpet. Her agitation
for it had not diminished-was very still, very deep. What had hap
pened was something that for a week past her in1agination had been 
going forward to 111eet; but here, when it came, she stopped-that 
sublime principle somehow broke down. The working of this young 
lady's spirit was strange, and I can only give it to you as I see it, not 
hoping to make it seem altogether natural. Her imagination, as I 
say, now hung back: there was a last vague space it couldn't cross 
-a dusky, uncertain tract which looked ambiguous and even
slightly treacherous, like a moorland seen in the \Vinter twilight. But
she was to cross it yet.

XXX· 

She returned on the morrow to Florence, under her cousin's 
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escort, and Ralph Touchett, though usually restive under railway 
discipline, thought very well of the successive hours passed in the 
train that hurried his companion away from the city now distin
guished by Gilbert Osmond's preference-hours that were to form 
the first stage in a larger scheme of travel. Miss Stackpole had re
mained behind; she was planning a little trip to Naples, to be car-
ried out with Mr. Bantling's aid. Isabel was to have three days in 
Florence before the 4th of June, the date of Mrs. Touchett's de
parture, and she determined to devote the last of these to her promise 
to call on Pansy Osmond. I-ler plan, however, seemed for a moment 
likely to modify itself in deference to an idea of Madame Merle's. 
This lady was still at Casa Touchett; but she too was on the point of 
leaving Florence, her next station being an ancient castle in the 
mountains of Tuscany, the residence of a noble family of that 
country, whose acquaintance ( she had known them, as she said, 
"forever") seemed to Isabel, in the light of certain photographs of 
their immense crenellated dwelling which her friend was able t9 
show her, a precious privilege. She mentioned to this fortunate 
woman that Mr. Osmond had asked her to take a look at his daugh-
ter, but didn't mention that he had also made her a declaration of 
love. 

"Ah, comme cela se trouve!" 1 Madame Merle exclaimed. "I my
self have been thinking it would be a kindness to pay .the child a 
little visit before I go off." 

"We can go together then," Isabel reasonably said: "reasonably'� 
because the proposal was not uttered in the spirit of enthusiasm. 
She had prefigured her small pilgrimage as made in solitude; she 
should like it better so. She was nevertheless prepared to sacrifice 
this mystic sentiment to her great consideration for her friend. 

That personage finely meditated. "After all, why should we both 
go; having, each of us, so much to do during these last hours?" 

"Very good; I can easily go alone." 
''I don't kno,v about your going alone-to the house of a hand-

some bachelor. He has been married-but so long ago!" 
Isabel stared. "When Mr. Osmond's away what does it matter?" 
"They don't know he's away, you see." 
"They? Whom do you mean?" 
"Every one. But perhaps it doesn't signify." 
"If you were going why shouldn't I?" Isabel asked. 
"Because I'm an old frump and you're a beautiful young 

woman." 
"Granting all that, you've not promised." 
"How much you think of your promises\'' said the elder woman 

in mild mockery. 

l. Ah, so that's how it is!
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"I think a great deal of my promises. Does that surprise you?" 
"You're right," Madame Merle audibly reflected. "I really think 

vou wish to be kind to the child." 
� 

"I wish very much to be kind to her." 
"Go and see her then; no one will be the wiser. And tell her I'd 

have come if you hadn't. Or rather," Madame Merle added, "don't 
tell her. She won't care." 

As Isabel drove, in the publicity of an open vehicle, along the 
winding way ,vhich le� to Mr. Osmond's hill-top, she wondered 
what her friend had n1eant by no one's being the wiser. Once in 
while, at large intervals, this lady, whose voyaging discretion, as a 
general thing, \vas rather of the open sea than of the risky channel, 
dropped a remark of ambiguous quality, struck a note that sounded 
false. What cared Isabel Archer for the vulgar judgements of 
obscure people? and did Madan1e Merle suppose that she was capa
ble of doing a thing at all if it had to be sneakingly done? Of course 
not: she must have meant something else-something which in the 
press of the hours that preceded her departure she had not had time 
to explain. Isabel would return to this some day; there were sorts of 
things as to which she liked to be clear. She heard Pansy strumming 
at the piano in another place as she herself was ushered into Mr. 
Osmond's dra\ving-roon1; the little girl was "practising," and Isabel 
was pleased to think she performed this duty with rigour. She 
immediately came in, s1noothing down her frock, and did the hon
ours of her father's house with a wide-eyed earnestness of courtesy. 
Isabel sat there ha]f an hour, and Pansy rose to the occasion as tl1e 
small, winged fairy in the pantomime soars by the aid of the dissi
mulated wire-not chattering, but conversing, and showing the same 
respectful interest in Isabel's affairs that Isabel was so good as to 
take in hers. IsabeJ wondered at her; she had never had so directly 
presented to her nose the white flower of cultivated sweetness. Ho\\, 
well the child had been taught, said our admiring young woman; 
how prettily she had been directed and fashioned; and yet how 
simple, how natural, how innocent she had been kept! Isabel was 
fond, ever, of the question of character and quality, of sounding, as 
who should say, the deep personal mystery, and it had pleased her, 
up to this time, to be in doubt as to whether this tender slip were 
not really all-knowing. Was the extremity of her candour but the 
perfection of self-eonsciousness? Was it put on to please her father's 
visitor, or was it the direct expression of an unspotted nature? The 
hour that Isabel spent in Mr. Os1nond's beautiful e1npty, dusky 
rooms-the windows had been half-darkened, to keep out the heat, 
and here and there, through an easy crevice, tte splendid summer 
day peeped in, lighting a gleam of faded colour or tarnished gilt in 
the rich gloom-her interview with the daughter of the house, I 



268 THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY 

say, effectually settled this question. Pansy was really a blank page, 
a pure white surface, successfully kept so; she had neither art, nor 
guile, nor temper, nor talent-only two or three small exquisite 
instincts: for knowing a friend, for avoiding a mistake, for taking 
care of an old toy or a new frock. Yet to be so tender was to be touch
ing withal, and she could be felt as an easy victim of fate. She 
would have no will, no power to resist, no sense of her own import
ance; she would easily be mystified, easily crushed: her force would 
be all in knowing when and ,vhere to cling. She moved about the 
place with her visitor, who had asked leave to walk through the 
other rooms again, where Pansy gave her judgement on several 
works of art. She spoke of her prospects, her occupations, her 
father's intentions; she was not egotistical, but felt the propriety of 
supplying the information so distingushed a guest would naturally 
expect. 

"Please ten me," she said, "did papa, in Rome, go to see 
Mada1ne Catherine? He told me he would if he had time. Perhaps 
he had not time. Papa likes a great deal of time. He wished to 
speak about my education; it isn't finished yet, you know. I don't 
know what they can do with me more; but it appears it's far from 
finished. Papa told me one day he thought he would finish it him
self; for the last year or two, at the convent, the masters that teach 
the tall girls are so very dear. Papa's not rich, and I should be very 
sorry if he were to pay much money for me, because I don't think 
I'm worth it. I don't learn quickly enough, and I have no memory. 
For what I'm told, yes-especially when it's pleasant; but not for 
what I learn in a book. There was a young girl who was my best 
friend, and they took her away from the convent, when she was 
fourteen

) to make-how do you say it in English?-to make a dot.2

You don't say it_ in English? I hope it isn't wrong; I only mean they 
wished to keep the money to marry her. I don't kno\v whether it is 
for that that papa wishes to keep the n1oney-to marry me. It costs 
so much to marry!" Pansy went on with a sigh; "I think papa might 
make that economy. At any rate I'm too young to think about it 
yet, and I don't care for any gentleman; I mean for any but him. If 
he were not my papa I should like to marry him; I would rather be 
his daughter than the wife of-of some strange person. I miss him 
very much, but not so much as you might think, for I've been so 
much away from him. Papa has al\vays been principally for holidays. 
I miss Madame Catherine almost more; but you must not tell him 
that. You shall not see him again? I'm very sorry, and he'll be sorry 
too. Of every one who comes here I like you the best. That's not a 
gteat compliment, for tbere are not many peop1e. It was very 'kind 
2. Dowry.
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of you to come to-day-so far from your house; for I'm really as yet 
only a child. Oh, yes, I've only the occupations of a child. When 
did you give them up, the occupations of a child? I should like to 
know how old you are, but I don't know whether it's right to ask. 
At the convent they told us that \Ve must never ask the age. I don't 
like to do anything that's not expected; it looks as if one had not 
been properly taught. I 1nyself-I should never like to be taken by 
surprise. Papa left directions for everything. I go to bed very early. 
When the .sun goes off that side I go into the garden. Papa left 
strict orders that I was not to get scorched. I always enjoy the view; 
the mountains are so graceful. In Rome, from the convent, we saw 
nothing but roofs and be11-to\vers. I practise three hours. I don't 
play very well. You play yourself? I wish very much you'd play 
son1ething for 1ne; papa has the idea that I should hear good music. 
Madame Merle has played for me several times; that's what I like 
best about Madame Merle; she has great facility. I shall never have 
facility. And I've no voice-just a small sound like the squeak of a 
slate-pencil making flourishes." 

Isabel gratified this respectful wish, drew off her gloves and sat 
down to the piano, while Pansy, standing beside her, watched her 
white hands 1nove quickly over the keys. When she stopped she 
kissed the child good-bye, held her close, looked at her long. "Be 
very good," she said; "give pleasure to your father." 

"I think that's what I live for," Pansy answered. "He has not 
much pleasure; he's rather a sad man." 

Isabel listened to this assertion \vith an interest which she felt it 
almost a torment to be obliged to conceal. It was her pride that 
obliged her, and a certain sense of decency; there were still other 
things in her head \vhich she felt a strong impulse, instantly 
checked, to say to Pansy about her father; there were things it 
would have given her pleasure to hear the child, to make the child, 
say. But she no sooner became conscious of these things than her 
imagination was hushed with horror at the idea of taking advantage 
of the little girl-it was of this she would have accused herself
and of exhaling into that air where he might still have a subtle 
sense for it any breath of her charmed state. She had come-she 
h_ad come; but she had stayed only an hour. She rose quickly from 
the n1usic-stool; even then, ho\vever, she lingered a moment, still 
holding her small companion, dra\ving the child's sweet slimness 
closer and looking down at her aln1ost in envy. She ,vas obliged to 
confess it to herself-she would have taken a passionate pleasure in 
talking of Gilbert Osmond to this innocent, din1inutive creature 
who was so near him. But she said no other word; she only kissed 
Pansy once again. They went together through the vestibule, to the 
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door that opened on the court; and there her young hostess 
stopped, looking rather wistfully beyond. "I may go no further. I've 
promised papa not to pass this door." 

"You're right to obey him; he'll never ask you anything unreason-
able." 

"I shall always obey him. But when will you come again?" 
"Not for a long time, I'm afraid." 
"As soon as you can, I hope. I'm only a little girl,:' said Pansy, 

"but I shall always expect you." And the small figure stood in the 
high, dark doorway, watching Isabel cross the clear, grey court and 
disappear into the brightness beyond the big portone, 3 which gave a 
wider dazzle as it opened. 

XXXI 

Isabel came back to Florence, but only after several months; an 
interval sufficiently replete with incident. It is not, however, during 
this interval that we are closely concerned with her; our attention is 
engaged again on a certain day in the late spring-tim.e, shortly after 
her return to Palazzo Crescentini and a year from the date of the 
incidents just narrated. She was alone on this occasion, in one of the 
smaller of the numerous rooms devoted by Mrs. Touchett to social 
uses, and there was that in her expression and attitude which would 
have suggested that she was expecting a visitor. The tall window 
was open, and though its green shutters were partly drawn the 
bright air of the garden had come in through a broad interstice and 
filled the room with warmth and perfume. Our young woman stood

near it for some time, her hands clasped behind her; she gazed 
abroad with the vagueness of unrest. Too troubled for attention she

moved in a vain circle. Yet it could not be in her thought to catch a
glimpse of her visitor before he should pass into the house, since 
the entrance to the palace was not through the garden, in which 
stillness and privacy always reigned. She wished rather to forestall his

arrival by a process of conjecture, and to judge by the expression of 
her face this attempt gave her plenty to do. Grave she found her
self, and positively more weighted, as by the experience of the lapse 
of the year she had spent in seeing the world. She had ranged, she 
would have said, through space and surveyed much of mankind, and 
was therefore now, in her own eyes, a very different person from the 
frivolous young woman from Albany who had begun to take the 
measure of Europe on the lawn at Gardencourt a couple of years 
before. She flattered herself she had harvested wisdom and learned a 
great deal more of life than this light-minded creature had even sus
pected. If her thoughts just now l1ad inclined themselves to retro
spect, instead of fluttering their wings nervously about the present, 

3. Main entrance.
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they would have evoked a multitude of interesting pictures. These 
pictures would have been both landscapes and figure-pieces; the 
latter, however, would have been the more numerous. With several 
of the images that might have been projected on such a field we are 
already acquainted. There would be for instance the conciliatory 
Lily, our heroine's sister and Edmund Ludlow's wife, who had come 
out from New York to spend five months with her relative. She had 
left her husband behind her, but had brought her children, to 
whom Isabel now played with equal munificence and tenderness the 
part of maiden-aunt. Mr. Ludlow, toward the last, had been able to 
snatch a fev, weeks from his forensic triumphs and, crossing the 
ocean with extreme rapidity, had spent a month with the two ladies 
in Paris before taking his wife home. The little Ludlows had not 
yet, even from the American point of view, reached the proper tour
ist-age; so that while her sister ,vas with her Isabel had confined her 
movements to a narrow circle. Lily and the babies had joined her in 
Switzerland in the month of J�ly, and they had spent a summer of 
fine weather in an Alpine valley where the flowers were thick in the 
meadows and the shade of great chestnuts made a resting-place for 
such upward wanderings as might be undertaken by ladies and chil
dren on warm afternoons. 'fhey had afterwards reached the French 
capital, which \Vas worshipped, and with costly ceremonies, by Lily, 
but thought of as noisily vacant by Isabel, who in these days made 
use of her 1nemory of Rome as she might have done, in a hot and 
crowded room, of a phial of something pungent hidden in her 
handkerchief. 

Mrs. Ludlow sacrificed, as I say, to Paris, yet had doubts and 
wonderments not allayed at that altar; and after her husband had 
joined her found further chagrin in his failure to throw himself into 
these speculations. They all had Isabel for subject; but Edmund 
Ludlow, as he had always done before, declined to be surprised, or 
distressed, or mystified, or elated, at anything his sister-in-law might 
have done or have failed to do. Mrs. Ludlow's mental motions were 
sufficiently various. At one moment she thought it would be so nat
ural for that young woman to come �ome and take a house in New 
York-the Rossiters', for instance, which had an elegant conserva
tory and was just round the corner from her own; at another she 
couldn't conceal her surprise at the girl's not marrying some 
member of one of the great aristocracies. On the whole, as I have 
said, she had fallen from high communion with the probabilities. 
She had taken more satisfaction in Isabel's accession of fortune 
than if the money had been left to herself; it had seemed to her to 
offer just the proper setting for her sister's slightly meagre, but 
scarce the less eminent figure. Isabel had developed less, however, 
than Lily had thought likely-development, to Lily's understand-
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ing, being somehow mysteriously connected with morning-ealls an<l 
evening-parties. Intellectually, doubtless, she had made immense 
strides; but she appeared to have achieved few of those social con
quests of \vhich Mrs. Ludlow had expected to admire the trophies. 
Lily's conception of such achievements was extremely vague; but 
this was exactly what she had expected of Isabel-to give it form 
and body. Isabel could have done as well as she had done in New 
York; and Mrs. Ludlow appealed to her husband to know whether 
there was any privilege she enjoyed in Europe which the society of 
that city might not offer her. We know ourselves that Isabel had 
made conquests-\vhether inferior or not to those she might have 
effected in her native land it would be a delicate matter to decide; 
and it is not altogether with a feeling of complacency that I again 
n1ention that she had not rendered these honourable victories 
public. She had not told her sister the history of Lord Warburton, 

. nor had she given her a hint of Mr. Osmond's state of mind; and 
she had had no better reason for her silence than that she didn't 
wish to speak. It was more romantic to say nothing, and, drinking 
deep) in secret, of romance, she was as little disposed to ask poor 
Lily's advice as she would have been to close that rare volume for
ever. But Lily knew nothing of these discriminations, and could only 
pronounce her sister's career a strange anti-climax-an impression 
confirmed by the fact that Isabel's silence about Mr. Osmond, for 
instance, was in direct proportion to the frequency with which he 
occupied her thoughts. As this happened very often it sometimes 
appeared to Mrs. Ludlow that she had lost her courage. So uncanny 
a result of so exhilarating an incident as inheriting a fortune was of 
course perplexing to the cheerful Lily; it added to her general sense 
that Isabel was not at all like other people. 

Our young lady's courage, however, might have been taken as 
reaching its height after her relations had gone home. She could 
imagine braver things than spending the winter in Paris-Paris had 
sides by which it so resembled New York, Paris \Vas like smart, neat 
prose-ai:id her close correspondence ,vith Madame Merle did much 
to stimulate such flights. She had never had a keener sense of free
dom, of the absolute boldness and wantonness of liberty, than when 
she turned away from the platform at the Euston Station1 on one 
of the last days of November, after the departure of the train that 
was to convey poor Lily, her husband and her children to their ship 
at Liverpool. It had been good for her to regale; she was very con
scious of that; she ,vas very observant, as _we know, of what was 
good for her, and her effort was constantly to find something that 
was good enough. To profit by the present advantage till the latest 

1. London terminus of the London and North Western Railway.
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moment she had made the journey from Paris with the unenvied 
travellers. She ,vould have accompanied them to Liverpool as well, 
only Edmund J...Judlow had asked her, as a favour, not to do. so; it 
made Lily so fidgety and she asked such impossible questions. Isabel 
watched the train move away; she kissed her hand to the elder of 
her small nephews, a demonstrative child who leaned dangerously 
far out of the window of the carriage and made separation an occa
sion of violent hilarity, and then she walked back into the foggy 
London street. The world lay before her-she could do whatever 
she chose. There ¥.'as a deep thrill in it all, but for the present her 
choice was tolerably discreet; she chose simply to walk back from 
Euston Square to her hotel. The early dusk of a November after
noon had already closed in; the street-lamps, in the thick, brown air, 
looked weak and red; our heroine was unattended and Euston 
Square \vas a long way from Piccadilly. But Isabel performed the 
journey with a positive enjoyment of its dangers and lost her way 
almost on purpose, in order to get more sensations, so that she was 
disappointed when an obliging policeman easily set her right again. 
She was so fond of the spectacle of human life that she enjoyed 
even the aspect of gathering dusk in the London streets-the 
moving crowds, the hurrying cabs, the lighted shops, the flaring 
stalls, the dark, shining dampness of everything. That evening, at 
her hotel, she wrote to Madame Merle that she should start in a 
day or two for Rome. She made her way down to Rome without 
touching at Florence-having gone first to Venice and then pro
ceeded southward by Ancona.2 She accomplished this journey with
out other assistance than that of her servant, for her natural protec
tors were not now on the ground. Ralph Touchett was spending the 
winter at Corfu,3 and Miss Stackpole, in the September previous, 
had been recalled to America by a telegram from the Interviewer.

This journal offered its brilliant' correspondent a fresher field for her 
genius than the mouldering cities of Europe, and Henrietta was 
cheered on her way by a promise from Mr. Bantling that he would 
soon come over to see her. Isabel wrote to Mrs. Touchett to apolo
gise for not presenting herself just yet in Florence, and her aunt 
replied characteristically enough. Apologies, Mrs. Touchett inti
mated, were of no more use to her than bubbles, and she herself 
never dealt in such articles. One either did the thing or one didn't, 
and what on,e "would" have done belonged to the sphere of the 
irrelevant, like the idea of a future life or of the origin of things. 
Her letter \Vas frank, but ( a rare case with Mrs. Touchett) not so 
frank as it pretended. She easily forgave her niece for not stopping 
at Florence, because she took it for a sign that Gilbert Osmond was 
2. Seaport on the Adriatic.
3. One of the Ionian Isles, in Greece.
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less in question there than formerly. She watched of course to see if 
he would now find a pretext for going to Rome, and derived some 
comfort from learning that he had not been guilty of an absence. 

Isabel, on her side, had not been a fortnight in Rome before she 
proposed to Madame Merle that they should make a little pilgrim
age to the East. Madame Merle remarked that her friend was rest
less, but she added that she herself had always been consumed with 
the desire to visit Athens and Constantinople. The _two ladies 
accordingly embarked on this expedition, and spent three months in 
Greece, in Turkey, in Egypt. Isabel found much to interest her in 
these countries, though Madame Merle continued to remark that 
even among the most classic sites, the scenes most calculated to sug
gest repose and reflexion, a certain incoherence prevailed in her. 
Isabel travelled rapidly and recklessly; she was like a thirsty person 
draining cup after cup. Madame Merle meanwhile, as lady-in-waiting 
to a princess circulating incognita, panted a little in her rear. It was 
on Isabel's invitation she had come, and she imparted all due dig
nity to the girl's uncountenanced state. She played her part with 
the tact that might have been expected of her, effacing herself and 
accepting the position of a companion whose expenses were pro
fusely paid. The situation, however, had no hardships, and people 
who met this reserved though striking pair on their travels would 
not have been able to tell you which was patroness and which 
client. To say that Madame Merle improved on acquaintance states 
meagrely the impression she made on her friend, who had found 
her from the first so ample and so easy. At the end of an intimacy 
of three months Isabel felt she knew her better; her character had 
revealed itself, and the ad1nirable woman had also at last redeemed 
her promise of relating her history from her own point of view-a 
consummation the more desirable as Isabel had already heard it 
related from the point of view of others. This history was so sad a 
one ( in so far as it concerned the late M. Merle, a positive adven
turer, she might say, though originally so plausible, who had taken 
advantage, years before, of her youth and of an inexperience in 
which doubtless those who knew her only now would find it 
difficult to believe); it abounded so in startling and lamentable inci
dents that her companion wondered a person so eprouvee4 could 
have kept so much of her freshness, her interest in life. Into this 
freshness of Madame Merle's she obtained a considerable insight; 
she seemed to see it as professional, as slightly mechanical, carried 
about in its case like the fiddle of the virtuoso, or blanketed and bri
dled like the "favourite" of the jockey. She liked her as much as 
ever, but there was a corner of the curtain that never was lifted; it 
was as if she had remained after all something of a public per-
4. Tested, tried.
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former, condemned to emerge only in character and in costume. 
She had once said that she came from a distance, that she belonged 
to the "old, old" world, and Isabel never lost the impression that 
she was the product of a different moral or social clime from her 
own, that she had grown up under other stars. 

She believed then that at bottom she had a different morality. Of 
course the morality of civilised persons has always much in 
common; but our young woma� had a sense in her of values gone 
wrong or, as they said at the shops, marked down. She considered, 
with the presumption of youth, that a morality differing from her 
own must be inferior to it; and this conviction was an ai� to detect
ing an occasional flash of cruelty, an occasional lapse from candour, 
in the conversation of a person who had raised delicate kindness_ to 
an art and whose pride was too high for the narrow ways of decep
tion. Her conception of human motives might, in certain lights, 
have been acquired at the court of some kingdom in decadence, and 
there were several in her list of which our heroine had not even 
heard. She had not heard of everything, that was very plain; and 
there were evidently things in the world of which it was not advan
tageous to hear. She had once or twice had a positive scare; since it 
so affected her to have to exclaim, of her friend, "Heaven forgive 
her, she doesn't understand me!" Absurd as it may seem this discov
ery operated as a shock, left her with a vague dismay in which there 
was even an element of foreboding. The dismay of course subs.ided, 
in the light of some sudden proof of Madame Merle's remarkable 
intelligence; but it stood for a high-water-matk in the ebb and flow 
of confidence. Madame Merle had once declared her belief that 
when a friendship ceases to grow it immediately begins to decline 
-there being no point of equilibrium between liking more and
liking less. A stationary affection, in other words, was impossible-it
must move one way or the other. However that might be, the girl
had in these days a thousand uses for her sense of the romantic,
which was more active than it had ever been. I do not allude to the
impulse it received as she gazed at the Pyramids in the course of an
excursion from Cairo, or as she stood among the broken columns of
the Acropolis and fixed her eyes upon the point designated to her as
the Strait of Salamis; deep and 1nemorable as these emotions had
remained. She came back by the last of March from Egypt and
Greece and made another stay in Rome. A few days after her arrival
Gilbert Osmond descended from Florence and remained three
weeks, during which the fact of her being with his old friend
Madame Merle, in whose house she had gone to lodge, made it vir
tually inevitable that he should see her every day. When the last of
April came she wrote to Mrs. Touchett that she should now rejoice
to accept an invitation given long before, and went to pay a visit to
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Palazzo Crescentini, Madame Merle on this occasion remaining in 
Rome. She found her aunt alone; her cousin was still at Corfu. 
Ralph, however, was expected in Florence from day to day, and 
Isabel, who had not seen him for upwards of a year, was prepared to 
give him the most affectionate welcome. 

XXXII 

It was not of hin1, nevertheless, that she was thinking while she 
stood at the window near which we found her a while ago, and it 
was not of any of the matters I have rapidly sketched. She was not 
turned to the past, but to the immediate, impending hour. She had 
reason to expect a scene, and she was not fond of scenes. She was 
not asking herself what she should say to her visitor; this question 
had already been answered. What he would say to her-that was 
the interesting issue. It could be nothing in the least soothing-she 
had warrant for this, and the conviction doubtless showed in the 
cloud on her brow. For the rest, however, all clearness reigned in 
her; she had put away her mourning and she walked in no small 
shimmering splendour. She only felt older-ever so much, and as if 
she were "worth more" for it, like some curious piece in an anti
quary's collection. She was not at any rate left indefinitely to her 
apprehensions, for a servant at last stood before her with a card on 
his tray. "1.,et the gentleman come in," she said, and continued to 
gaze out of the window after the footman had retired. It was only 
when she had heard the door close behind the person who presently 
entered that she looked round. 

Caspar Goodwood stood there-stood and received a moment, 
from head to foot, the bright, dry gaze with which she rather with
held than offered a greeting.· Whether his sense of maturity had 
kept pace with Isabel's we shall perhaps presently ascertain; let me 
say meanwhile that to her critical glance he showed nothing of the 
injury of time. Straight, strong and hard, there was nothing in his 
appearance that spoke positively either of youth or of age; if he had 
neither innocence nor weakness, so he had no practical philosophy. 
His jaw showed the same voluntary cast as in earlier days; but a 
crisis Jike the present had in it of course something grim. He had 
the air of a man who had travelled hard; he said nothing at first, as 
if he had been out of breath. This gave Isabel time to make a 
reflexion: "Poor fellow, what great things he's capable of, and what 
a pity he should waste so dreadfully his splendid force! What a pity 
too that one can't satisfy everybody!" It gave her time to do more 
-to say at the end of a n1inute: "I can't tell you how I hoped you
wou\dn't come\1 '

"I've no doubt of that." And he looked about him for a seat. Not 
only had he come, but he meant to settle. 
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"You n1ust be very tired," said Isabel, seating herself, and gener-
ously, as she thought, to give him his opportunity. 

"No, I'm not at all tired. Did you ever know me to be tired?" 
"Never; I wish I had! When did you arrive?" 
"Last night, very late; in .a kind of snail-train they call the 

express. These Italian trains go at about the rate of an American 
funeral." 

"1bat's in keeping-you must have felt as .if you were coming to 
bury me!'' And she forced a smile of encouragement to an easy view 
of their situation. She had reasoned the matter well out, making it 
perfectly clear that she broke no faith and falsified no contract; but 
for all this she was afraid of her visitor. She was ashamed of her 
fear; but she was devoutly thankful there \Vas nothing else to be 
ashan1ed of. He looked at her with his stiff insistence, an insistence 
in which there was such a want of tact; especially when the dull 
dark beam in his eye rested on her as a physical weight. 

"No, I didn't feel that; I couldn't think of you as dead. I wish I
could!" he candidly declared. 

"I thank you immensely." 
"I'd rather think of you as dead than as married to another 

man." 
"That's very selfish of you!" she returned with the ardour of a 

real conviction. "If you're not happy yourself others have yet a right 
to be." 

"Very likely it's selfish; but I don't in the least mind your saying 
so. I don't mind anything you can say now-I don't feel it. The 
cruellest things you could think of would be n1ere pin-pricks. After 
what you've done I shall never feel anything-I mean anything but 
that. That I shall feel all my Jife." 

Mr. Goodwood n1ade these detached assertions with dry deliber
ateness, in his hard, slow American tone, which flung no atmos
pheric colour over propositions �ntrinsically crude. The tone made 
Isabel angry rather than touched her; but her anger perhaps was for
tunate, inasmuch as it gave her a further reason for control1ing her
self. It \Vas under the pressure of this control that she became. after 
a little, irrelevant. "When did you leave New York?" 

He threw up his head as if calculating. "Seventeen days ago." 
"You must have travelled fast in spite of your slow trains." 
"I came as fast as I could. I'd have come five days ago if I had 

been able." 
"It wouldn't have made any difference, Mr. Goodwood," she 

coldly smiled. 
HNot to you-no. But to me.n 
"You gain nothing that I see." 
"That's for me to judge!" 
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"Of course. To me it seems that you only torment yourself." And 
then, to change the subject, she as.ked him if he had seen Henrietta 
Stackpole. He looked as if he had not coni.e from Boston to Flor
ence to talk of Henrietta Stackpole; but he answered, distinctly 
enough, that this young lady had been with hin1 just before he left 
America. "She came to see you?" Isabel then demanded. 

"Yes, she was in Boston, and she caUed at my office. It was the 
day I had got your letter." 

"Did you tell her?" Isabel asked with a certain anxiety. 
"Oh, no," said Caspar Goodwood simply; "I didn't want to do 

that. She'll hear it quick enough;_she hears everything." 
"I shall ,vrite to her, and then she'll \vrite to n1e and scold me," 

Isabel declared, trying to smile again. 
Caspar, however, remained sternly grave. "I guess she'll come 

right out," he said. 
"On purpose to scold me?" 
"I don't know. She seemed to think she had not seen Europe 

thoroughly." 
"I'm glad you tel1 me that," Isabel said. "I must prepare for 

her." 
Mr. Good,vood fixed his eyes for a moment on the floor; then at 

last, raising them, "Does she know Mr. Osmond?" he enquired. 
"A little. And she doesn't like him. But of course I don't marrv 

to please Henrietta," she added. It would have been better for poor 
Caspar it she had tried a little n1ore to gratify Miss Stackpole; but 
he didn't say so; he only asked, presently, when her marriage would 
take place. To which she made ans,ver that she didn't know yet. "I 

· can only say it will be soon. I've told no one but yourself and one
other person-an old friend of Mr. Osmond's."

"Is it a marriage your friends won't like?" he demanded. 
"I really haven't an idea. As I say,· I don't marry for my friends." 
He went on, 1naking no exclamation, no comment, only asking 

questions, doing it quite without delicacy. "Who and what then is 
Mr. Gilbert Osmond?" 

"Who and what? Nobody and nothing but a very good and very 
honourable man. He's not in business," said Isabel. "He's not rich; 
he's not known for anything in particular." 

She disliked Mr. Goodwood's questions, but she said to herself 
that she owed it to him to satisfy him as far as possible. The satis
faction poor Caspar exhibited was, however, small; he sat very 
upright, gazing at her. "Where does he come from? Where does he 
belong?" 

She had never been so 1itt1e pleased with the way he said 
"belawng." "He comes from nowhere. He has spent most of his life 
in Italy." 
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"You said in your letter he was American. Hasn't he a native 
place?" 

"Yes, but he has forgotten it. He left it as a small boy." 
"Has he never gone back?" 
"Why should he go back?" Isabel asked, flushing all defensively. 

"He has no profession.'' 
"He might have gone back for his pleasure. Doesn't he like the 

United States?" 
"He doesn't know them. Then he's very quiet and very simple

he contents himself with Italy." 
"With Italy and with you," said Mr. Goodwood with gloomy 

plainness and no appearance of trying to make an epigram. "What 
has he ever done?" he added abruptly. 

"That I should marry him? Nothing at all," Isabel replied while 
her patience helped itself by turning a little to hardness. "If he had 
done great things would you forgive me any better? Give me up, 
Mr. Goodwood; I'm marrying a perfect nonentity. Don't try to 
take an interest in him. You can't." 

"I can't appreciate him; that's what you mean. And you don't 
mean in the least that he's a perfect nonentity. You think he's 
grand, you think he's great, though no one else thinks so." 

Isabel's colour deepened; she felt this really acute of her compan
ion, and it was certainly a proof of the aid that passion might 
render perceptions she had never taken for fine. "Why do you 
always come back to what others think? I can't discuss Mr. Osmond 
with you." 

"Of course not," said Caspar reasonably. And he sat there with 
his air of stiff helplessness, as if not only this were true, but there 
were nothing else that they might discuss. 

"You see how little you gain," she accordingly broke out-"how 
little comfort or satisfaction I can give you." 

"I didn't expect you to give me much.'' 
"I don't understand then why you can1e." 
"I came because I wanted to see you once more-even just as 

you are." 
"I appreciate that; but if you· had waited a while, sooner or later 

we should have been sure to meet, and our meeting would have 
been pleasanter for each of us than this." 

"Waited till after you're married? That's just \vhat I didn't want 
to do. You'll be different then." 

"N.ot very. I shall still be a great friend of yours. You'll see." 
"That will make it all the worse," said Mr. Goodwood grimly. 
uAh, you're unaccommodatingl I can't promise to dislike you in 

order to help you to resign yourself." 
"I shouldn't care if you did!" 
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Isabel got up with a movement of repressed impatience and 
walked to the window, where she re1nained a moment looking out. 
When she turned round her visitor was still motionless in his place. 
She can1e toward him again and stopped, resting her hand on the 
back of the chair she had just quitted. "Do you mean you came 
sin1ply to look at me? That's better for you perhaps than for me." 

"I wished to hear the sound of your voice," he said. 
"You've heard it, and you see it says nothing very sweet." 
"It gives me pleasure, all the same." And with this he got up. 
She had felt pain and displeasure on receiving early that day the 

ne,vs he was in FJorence and bv her leave would come within an 
., 

hour to see her. She had been vexed and distressed, though she had 
sent back word by his messenger that he might come when he 
would. She had not been better pleased when she saw him; his being 
there at all was so full of heavy implications. It implied things she 
could never assent to-rights, reproaches, remonstrance, rebuke, the 
expectation of making her change her purpose. These things, how
ever, if implied, had not been expressed; and now our young lady, 
strangely enough, began to resent her visitor's remarkable self-con
trol. There was a dumb misery about him that irritated her; there 
was a n1anly staying of his hand that made her heart beat faster. 
She felt her agitation rising, and she said to herself that she was 
angry in the way a \von1an is angry when she has been in the wrong. 
She was not in the wrong; she had fortunately not that bit
terness to swallow; but, a11 the same, she wished he would denounce 
her a little. She had wished his visit ,vould be short; it had no pur
pose, no propriety; yet now that he seemed to be turning away she 
felt a sudden horror of his leaving her without uttering a \Vord that 
would give her an opportunity to defend herself more than she had 
done in ,vriting to him a month before, in a few carefully chosen 
\VOrds, to announce her engagement. If she were not in the wrong, 
ho\vever, why should she desire to defend herself? It was an excess 
of generosity on Isabel's part to desire that Mr. Goodwood should 
be angry. And if he had not meanwhile held hin1se1f hard it might 
have made him so to he�r the tone in which she suddenly 
exclaimed, as if she were accusing him of having accused her: "I've 
not deceived you! I was perfectly free!" 

"Yes, I kno\v that," said Caspar. 
"I gave you full warning that I'd do as I chose." 
"You said you'd probably never marry, and you said it with such 

a 1nanner that I pretty well believed it." 
She considered this an instant. "No one can be more surprised 

thin ID)1Se\f at my present intention:' 
"You told me that if I heard you ,vere engaged I was not to 
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believe it," Caspar went on. "I heard it t\venty days ago from your
self, but I remembered ,vhat you had said. I thought there might he 
some 1nistake, and that's partly why I came." 

"If you wish 1ne to repeat it by ,vord of mouth� that's soon done. 
There's no mistake whatever!' 

"I saw that as soon as I came into the room." 
"What good would it do you that I shouldn't marry?" she asked 

with a certain fierceness. 
"I should like it better than this." 
"You're very selfish, as I said before." 
"I know that. I'm selfish as iron." 
"Even iron son1etin1es melts! If you'll be reasonable I'll see you 

again." 
"Don't vou call n1e reasonable no,v?" 
"I don't know ,vhat to say to you," she answered ,vith sudden 

humilitv . 
"I shan't trouble you for a long time," the young man ,vent on. 

He made a step to\\1ards the door, but he stopped. "Another reason 
why I came was that I wanted to hear what you ,vould say in 
explanation of your having changed your mind." 

Her humbleness as suddenly deserted her. "In explanation? Do 
you think I'm bound to explain?" 

He gave her one of his long dumb looks. "You were very positive. 
I did believe it." 

"So did I. Do you think I could explain if I would?" 
"No, I suppose not. Well," he added, "I've done ,vhat I wished. 

I've seen you." 
"How little you n1ake of these terrible journeys/' she felt the 

poverty of her presently replying. 
"If you're afraid 1'111 knocked up-in any such way as that-you 

1nay he at your ease about it." He turned away1 this time in earnest:o 
and no hand-shake, no sign of parting, ,vas exchanged bet\veen 
them. At the door he stopped with his hand on the knob. ''I shall 
leave Florence to-morrow," he said without a quaver. 

"I'm delighted to hear it!" she anS\vered passionately. Five min
utes after he had gone out she burst into tears. 

XXXIII 

Her fit of \veeping, however, was soon smothered, and the signs 
of it had vanished when, an hour later, she broke the news to her 
aunt. I use this expression because she had been sure Mrs. Touchett 
\1/ould not be pleased; Isabel had only waited to tell her till she had 
seen Mr. Coodwood. She had an odd impression that it would not 
be honourable to make the fact public before she should have heard 
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what Mr. Goodwood would say about it. He had sa.id rathe_r less 
than she expected, and she now had a somewhat angry sense of 
having lost time. But she would lose no more; she waited till Mrs. 
Touchett can1e into the drawing-room before the mid-day breakfast, 
and then she began. "Aunt Lydia, I've something to tell you." 

Mrs. Touchett gave a little jump and looked at her almost 
fiercely. "You needn't tell me; I know what it is." 

"I don't know how you know." 
"The same way that I know when the window's open-by feeling 

a draught. You're going to marry that man." 
"What man do you mean?" Isabel enquired with great dignity. 
"Madame Merle's friend-Mr. Osmond." 
"I don't know why you call him Madame Merle's friend. Is that 

the principal thing he's known by?" 
"If he's not her friend he ought to be-after what she has done 

for hin1!" cried Mrs. Touchett. "I shouldn't have expected it of her; 
I'n1 disappointed." 

"If you mean that Mada111e Merle has had anything to do with 
my engagement you're greatly mistaken," Isabel declared with a sort 
of ardent coldness. 

"You mean that your attractions were sufficient, without the gen
tleman's having had to be lashed up? You're quite right. They're 
im·mense, your attractions, and he would never have presumed to 
think of you if she hadn't put him up to it. He has a very good 
opinion of himself, but he was not a man to take trouble. Madame 
Merle took the trouble for him." 

"He has taken a great deal for himself!" cried Isabel with a vol
untary laugh. 

Mrs. Touchett gave a sharp nod. "I think he n1ust, after all, to 
have n1ade you like him so much." 

"I thought he even pleased you." 
"He did7 at one time; and that's why I'm angry with him." 
"Be angry with n1e, not with him," said the girl. 
"Oh, I'm always angry with you; that's no satisfaction! Was it for 

this that you refused Lord Warburton?" 
"Please don't go back to that. Why shouldn't I like Mr. 

Osmond, since others have done so?" 
"Others, at their wildest moments, never wanted to marry him. 

There's nothing of him," Mrs. Touchett explained. 
"Then he can't hurt me," said Isabel. 
"Do you think you're going to be happy? No one's happy, in 

such doings,. you should know." 
"l sba11 set the fashion then. Wb.at does one marry for?" 
"What you will marry for, heaven only knows. People usually 

marry as they go into partnership-to set up � house. But in your 
partnership you'll bring everything." 
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"Is it that Mr. Osmond isn't rich? Is that what you're talking 
about?" Isabel asked. 

"He has no money; he has no name; he has no importance. I 
value such things and I have the courage to say it; I think they're very 
precious. Many other people think the same, and they show it. But 
they give some other reason." 

Isabel hesitated a little. "I think I value everything that's valua
ble. I care very much for money, and that's why I wish Mr. 
Osmond to have a little." 

"Give it to him then; but marry some one else." 
"His name's good enough for me," the girl went on. "It's a very 

pretty name. Have 1 such a fine one myself?" 
"All the more reason you should improve on it. There are only a 

dozen An1erican names. Do you marry him out of charity?n

"It was n1y duty to tell you, Aunt Lydia, but I don't think ifs 
my duty to explain to you. Even if it were I shouldn't be able. So 
please don't remonstrate; in talking about it you have me at a dis
advantage. I can't talk about it." 

"I don't ren1onstrate, I simply answer you: I must give some sign 
of intelligence. I saw it coming, and I said nothing. I never 
meddle." 

"You never do, and I'm greatly obliged to you. You've been very 
considerate." 

"It was not considerate-it was convenient," said Mrs. Touchett. 
"But I shall talk to Madame Merle." 

"I don't see why you keep bringing her in. She has been a very 
good friend to me.'' 

"Possibly; but she has been a poor one to me." 
"What has she done to you?" 
"She has deceived me. She had as good as promised me to pre

vent your engagement." 
"She couldn't have prevented it." 
"She can do anything; that's what I've always liked her for. I 

knew she could play any part; but I understood that she played 
them one by one. I didn't understand that she would play two at 
the same time." 

"I don't kno\v what part she may have played to you," Isabel 
said; "that's between yourselves. To me she has been honest and 
kind and devoted." 

"Devoted, of course; she wished you to marry her candidate. She 
told me she was watching you only in order to interpose." 

"She said that to please you," the girl answered; conscious, how
ever, of the inadequacy of the explanation. 

"To please me by deceiving me? She knows me better. Am I 
pleased to-day?" 

"I don't think you're ever much pleased,'' Isabel was obliged to 
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reply. "If Madame Merle knew you would learn the truth what had 
she to gain by insincerity?" 

"She gained time, as you see .. While I waited for her to interfere 
you were 1narching away, and she was really beating the drum." 

"That's very well. But by your own admission you saw I was 
1narching, and even if she had given the alarm you wouldn't have 
tried to stop me." 

"No, but some one else would." 
"Whom do you mean?'' Isabel asked, looking very hard at her 

aunt. 
Mrs. Touchett's little bright eyes, active as they usually were, sus. 

tained her gaze rather than returned it. "\Vould you have listened to 
Ralph?" 

"Not if he had abused Mr. Osmond." 
"Ralph doesn't abuse people; you know that perfectly. He cares 

very much for you." 
"I kno\v he does," said Isabel; "and I shall feel the value of it 

now, for he knows that whatever I do I do with reason." 
"He never believed you \vould do this. I told him you w�re capa

ble of it, and he argued the other way." 
"He did it for the sake of argument," the girl smiled. "You don't 

accuse hin1 of having deceived you; \\1h y should you accuse Madame 
Merle?" 

"He never pretended he'd prevent it." 
"I'm glad of that!" cried Isabel gaily. "I wish very much," she 

presently added, "that when he comes you'd tell him first of my 
engagement.'' 

"Of course I'll mention it," said Mrs. Touchett. "I shall say 
nothing more to you about it, but I give you notice I shall talk to 
others." 

"That's as you please. I only meant that it's rather better the 
announcement should come from you than from me." 

"I quite agree with you; it's much 1nore proper!" And on this the 
aunt and the niece \vent to breakfast, \vhere Mrs. Touchett, as good 
as her word, 111ade no allusion to Gilbert Osmond. After an interval 
of silence, however, she asked her companion fron1 ,vhom she had 
received a visit an hour before. 

"From an old friend-an American gentleman," Isabel said with 
a colour in her cheek. 

"An American gentleman of course. It's only an American gentle
man who calls at ten o'clock in the morning." 

"It was half-past ten; he was in a great hurry; he goes away this 
evening." 

"Couldn't he have come yesterday, at the usual time?" 
"He only arrived last night." 
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"He spends but twenty-four hours in Florence?" Mrs. Touchett 
cried. "He's an American gentleman truly." 

"He is indeed," said Isabel,. thinking with perverse adn1iration of 
what Caspar Goodwood had done for her. 

Two days afterward Ralph arrived; but though Isabel was sure 
that Mrs. Touchett had lost no time in imparting to him the great 
fact, he showed at first no open knowledge of it. Their prompted 
talk was naturally of his health; Isabel had many questions to ask 
about Corfu. She had been shocked by his appearance when he 
came into the room; she had forgotten how ill he looked. In spite of 
Corfu he looked very ill to-day, and she wondered if he were really 
worse or if she were simply disaccustomed to living with an invalid. 
Poor Ralph made no nearer approach to conventional beauty as he 
advanced in life, and the now apparently complete loss of his health 
had done little to 1nitigate the natural oddity of his person. 
Blighted and battered, but still responsive and still ironic, his face 
was like a lighted lantern patched with paper and unsteadily held; 
his thin whisker ]anguished upon a lean cheek; the exorbitant 
curve of his nose defined itself more sharply. Lean he was alto
gether, lean and long and loose-jointed; an accidental cohesion of 
relaxed angles. His brown velvet jacket had become perennial; his 
hands had fixed themselves in his pockets; he shambled and stun1-
bled and shuffled in a manner that denoted great physical helpless
ness. It was perhaps this whimsical gait that helped to mark his 
character more than ever as that of the humorous invalid-the 
invalid for whom even his own disabilities are part of the general 
joke. They might well indeed with Ralph have been the chief cause 
of the want of seriousness marking his view of a world in which the 
reason for his 0\1/n continued presence was past finding out. Isabel 
had grown fond of his ugliness; his awkwardness had become dear 
to her. They had been sweetened by association; they struck her as 
the very tenns on which it had been given him to be charming. He 
was so charming that her sense of his being ill had hitherto had a 
sort of comfort in it; the state of his health had seen1ed not a limi
tation, but a kind of intellectual advantage; it absolved him from all 
professional and official emotions and left him the 1 uxury of being 
exclusively personal. The personality so resulting \vas delightful; he 
had remained proof against the staleness of disease; he· had had to 
consent to be deplorably i11, yet had someho,v escaped being for
mally sick. Such had been the girl's impression of her cousin; and 
when she had pitied him it was only on reflection. As she reflected a 
good deal she had allo\ved him a certain amount of compassion; but 
she always had a dread of wasting that essence-a precious article, 
worth n1ore to the giver than to any one else. Now, however, it took 
no great sensibility to feel that poor R�lph's tenure of life was less 
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elastic than it should be. He was a bright, free, generous spirit, he 
had all the illumination of wisdom and none of its pedantry, and 
yet he was distressfully dying. 

Isa be] noted afresh that life was certainly hard for some people, 
and she felt a delicate glow of shame as she thought how easy it 
now promised to become for herself. She was prepared to learn that 
Ralph was not pleased with her engagement; but sh-e \vas not pre
pared, in spite of her affection for him, to let this fact spoil the situ
ation. She was not even prepared, or so she thought, to resent his 
want of sympathy; for it would be his privilege-it would be indeed 
his natural Jine-to find fault \vith any step she might take toward 
marriage. One's cousin always pretended to hate one's husband; 
that was traditional, classical; it was part of one's cousin's always 
pretending to adore one. Ralph was nothing if not critical; and 
though she would certainly, other things being equal, have been as 
glad to marry to please him as to please any one, it would be absurd 
to regard as important that her choice should square with his views. 
What were his views after all? He had pretended to believe she had 
better have married Lord Warburton; but this was only because she 
had refused that excellent man. If -she had accepted him Ralph 
would certainly have taken another tone; he always took the oppo
site. You could criticise any marriage; it was the essence of a mar
riage to be open to criticism. How well she herself, should she only 
give her mind to it, might criticise this union of her O\vn ! She had 
other employment, however, and Ralph was welcome to relieve her 
of the care. Isabel was prepared to be most patient and most indul
gent. He must have seen that, and this 111ade it the more odd he 
should say nothing. After three days had elapsed without his speak
ing our young won1an wearied of waiting; dislike it as he would, he 
might at least go through the form. We, who know more about 
poor Ralph than his cousin, may easily believe that during the 
hours that followed his arrival at Palazzo Crescentini he had pri
vately gone through many forms. His mother had literally greeted 
him with the great news, which had been even more sensibly chi11-
ing than Mrs. Touchett's maternal kiss. Ralph was shocked and 
humiliated; his calculations had been false and the person in the 
world in whon1 he was most interested was Jost. He drifted about 
the house like a rudderless vessel in a rocky stream, or sat in the 
garden of the palace on a great cane chair, his long legs extended, 
his head thrown back and his hat pulled over his eyes. He felt cold 
about the heart; he had never liked anything less, What could he 
do, what could he say? If the girl were irreclaimable could he pre-
lend !o J;Jce 1!, To a!lempt lo reclalm her was permissib1e on1y ll 
the attempt should succeed. To try to persuade her of anything 
sordid or sinister in the man to whose deep art she had succumbed 
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would be decently discreet only in the event of her being persuaded. 
Otherwise he should simply have damned himself. It cost him an 
equal effort to speak his thought and to dissemble; he could neither 
assent with sincerity nor protest with hope. Meanwhile he knew
or rather he supposed-that the affianced pair were daily renewing 
their mutual vows. Osmond at this moment showed himself little at 
Palazzo Crescentini; but Isabel met him every day elsewhere, as she 
was free to do after their engagement had been made public. She 
had taken a carriage by the month, so as not to be indebted to her 
aunt for the means of pursuing a course of which Mrs. Touchett 
disapproved, and she drove in the morning to the Cascine.1 This 
suburban wilderness, during the early hours, was void of all intrud
ers, and our young lady, joined by her lover in its quietest part, 
strolled with him a while through the grey Italian shade and listened 
to the nightingales. 

XXXIV 

One morning, on her return from her drive, some half .. hour 
before luncheon, she quitted her vehicle in the court of the palace 
and, instead of ascending the great staircase, crossed the court, 
passed beneath another archway and entered the garden. A sweeter 
spot at this moment could not have been imagined. The stillness of 
noontide hung over it, and the warm shade, enclosed and still, made 
bowers like spacious caves. Ralph was sitting there in the clear 
gloom, at the base of a statue of Terpsichore1-a dancing nymph 
with taper fingers and inflated draperies in the manner of Bemini;2

the extreme relaxation of his attitude suggested at first to Isabel 
that he was asleep. Her light footstep on the grass had not roused 
hin1, and before turning away she stood for a moment looking at 
him. During this instant he opened his eyes; upon which she sat 
down on a rustic chair that matched with his own. Though in her 
irritation she had accused him of indifference she was not blind to 
the fact that he had visibly had something to brood over. But she 
had explained his air of absence partly by the languor of his increased 
weakness, partly by worries connected with the property inherited 
from his father-the fruit of eccentric arrangements of which Mrs. 
Touchett disapproved and which, as she had told Isabel, now en
countered opposition from the other partners in the bank. He ought 
to have gone to England, his mother said, instead of coming to 
Florence; he had not been there for months, and took no more in .. 
terest in the bank than in the state of Patagonia.3

1. A large park outside Florence. Murray's Handbook for Travellers in Northern Italy. which
Isabel is probably reading, calls it "rather unjustly depreciated by travellers" (p. 548).

I. The muse of the dance and patroness of lyric poetry.
2. Giovanni Bernini (1598-1680), architect and sculptor of the Baroque period.
3. The desolate, southernmost region of Argentina.
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"I'n1 sorry I waked you," Isabel said; "you look too tired." 
"I feel too tired. But I was not asleep. I was thinking of you." 
"Are vou tired of that?" 
"Very n1uch so. It leads to nothing. The road's long and I never 
. 

'' arnve. 
"\\lhat do you ,vish to arrive at?" she put to him, closing her par

asol. 
"At the point of expressing to myself properly what I think of 

your engagement." 
"Don't think too much of it," she lightly returned. 
"Do you mean that it's none of my business?" 
"Beyond a certain point, yes." 
"That's the point I \Vant to fix. I had an idea you may have 

found 1ne \vanting in good manners. I've never congratulated you." 
"Of course I've noticed that. I wondered \vhy you were silent." 
"There have been a good many reasons. I'll tell you now," Ralph 

said. He pulled off his hat and laid it on the ground; then he sat 
looking at her. He leaned back under the protection of Bernini, his 
head against his marble pedestal, his arn1s dropped on either side of 
him, his hands laid upon the rests of his wide chair. He looked awk
,vard, uncomfortable; he hesitated long. Isabel said nothing; when 
people were embarrassed she was usually sorry for them, but she was 
determined not to help Ralph to utter a \Vord that should not be to 
the honour of her high decision. '41 think I've hardly got over my 
surprise," he went on at last. "You were the last person I expected 
to see caught." 

"I don't know why you call it caught." 
"Because you're going to be put into a cage." 
"If I like my cage, that needn't trouble you," she answered. 
"That's what I wonder at; that's what I've been thinking of." 
"If you've been thinking you may imagine how I've thought! I'm 

satisfied that I'm doing well." 
"You must have changed immensely. A year ago you valued your 

liberty beyond everything. You wanted only to see life." 
"I've seen it," said Isabel. "It doesn't look to me now, I admit, 

such an inviting expanse." 
"I don't pretend ·it is; only I had an idea that you took a genial 

view of it and wanted to survey the whole field." 
"I've seen that one can't do anything so general. One must 

choose a corner and cultivate that." 
"That's what I think. And one must choose as good a corner as 

possible. I had no idea, all winter, while I read your delightful let
ters, that you were choosing. You said nothing about it, and your 
silence put me off my guard." 

"It \vas not a matter I was likely to write to you about. Besides, I 
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knew nothing of the future. It has all come lately. If you had been 
on your guard, however," Isabel asked, "what would you have 
done?" 

"I should have said 'Wait a little longer.' " 
"Wait for what?" 
"Well, for a little more light," said Ralph with rather an absurd 

smile, while his hands found their way into his pockets. 
"Where should my light have come from? From you?" 
"I might have struck a spark or two." 
Isabel had drawn off her gloves; she smoothed them out as they 

lay upon her knee. The mildness of this movement was accidental,. 
for her expression was not conciliatory. "You're beating about the 
bush, Ralph. You wish to say you don't like Mr. Osmond, and yet 
you're afraid." 

" 'Willing to wound and yet afraid to strike'?4 I'm willing to 
wound him, yes-but not to wound you. I'm afraid of you, not of 
him. If you marry him it won't be a fortunate way for me to have 
spoken.'' 

''If I marry him! Have you had any expectation of dissuading 
me?" 

"Of course that seems to you too fatuous." 
"No," said Isabel after a little; "it seems to me too touching." 
"That's the same thing. It makes me so ridiculous that you pity 

me." 
She stroked out her long gloves again. "I know you've a great 

affection for me. I can't get rid of that.'' 
"For heaven's sake don't try. Keep that well in sight. It will con

vince you how intensely I want you to do well." 
"And how little you trust me!" 
There was a moment's silence; the warm noontide seemed to 

listen. "I trust you, but I don't trust him," said Ralph. 
She raised her eyes and gave him a wide, deep look. "You've said 

it now, and I'm glad you've made it so clear. But you'll suffer by 
it." 

"Not if you're just." 
"I'm very just," said Isabel. "What better proof of it can there 

be than that I'm not angry with you? I don't know what's the 
matter ,vith me, but I'm not. I was when you began, but it has 
passed away. Perhaps I ought to be angry, but Mr. Osmond 
wouldn't think so. He wants me to know everything; that's what I

like him for. You've nothing to gain, I know that. I've never been 
so nice to you, as a girl, that you should have n1uch reason for wish
ing me to remain one. You give very good advice; you've often done 
so. No, I'm very quiet; I've always believed in your wisdom," she 

4. Alexander Pope, Epistle to Dr. Arbuthnot, l.203.
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went on, boasting of her quietness, yet speaking with a kind of con
tained exaltation. It was her passionate desire to be just; it touched 
Ralph to the heart, affected him like a caress from a creature he had 
injured. He wished to interrupt, to reassure her; for a moment he 
was absurdly inconsistent; he would have retracted what he had 
said. But she gave him no chance; she went on, having caught a 
glimpse, as she thought, of the heroic line and desiring to advance 
in that direction. "I see you've some special idea; I should like very 
much to hear it. I'm sure it's disinterested; I feel that. It seems a 
strange thing to argue about, and of course I ought to tell you 
definitely that if you expect to dissuade me you may give it up. 
You'll not move me an inch; ·it's too late. As you say, I'm caught. 
Certainly it won't be pleasant for you to remember this, but your 
pain will be in your own thoughts. I shall never reproach you." 

"I don't think you ever will,H said Ralph. "It's not in the least 
the sort of marriage I thought you'd make." 

"What sort of marriage \Vas that, pray?" 
"Well, I can hardly say. I hadn't exactly a positive view of it, but 

I had a negative. I didn't think you'd decide for-well, for that

type." 
"What's the matter ,vith Mr. Osmond's type, if it be one? His 

being so independent, so individual, is what I most see in him," the 
girl declared. "What do you know against him? You know him 
scarcely.at all." 

"Yes," Ralph said, "I know him very little, and I confess I 
haven't facts and items to prove him a vi11ain. But all the same I 
can't help feeling that you're running a grave risk." 

"Marriage is always a grave risk, and his risk's as grave as mine." 
"That's his affair! If he's afraid, let him back out. I wish to God 

he would." 
Isabel reclined in her chair, folding her arms and gazing a while 

at her cousin. "I don't think I understand you," she said at last 
coldly. "I don't know what you're talking about." 

"I believed you'd marry a man of more importance." 
Cold, I say, her tone had been, but at this a colour like a flame 

leaped into her face. "Of more importance to whom? It seems to 
me enough that one's husband should be of i1nportance to one's 
self!" 

Ralph blushed as well; his attitude embarrassed him. Physically 
speaking he proceeded to change it; he straightened himself, then 
leaned forward, resting a hand on each knee. He fixed his eyes on 
the ground; he had an air of the most respectful deliberation. "I'll 
tell you in a moment \vhat I mean," he presently said. He felt agi
tated, intensely eager; now that he had opened the discussion he 
wished to discharge his mind. But he ,vished also to be superlatively 
gentle. 
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Isabel waited a little-then she went on with majesty. "In every
thing that makes one care for people Mr. Osmond is pre-eminent. 
There may be nobler natures, but I've never had the pleasure of 
meeting one. Mr. Osmond's is the finest I know; he's good enough 
for me, and interesting eno_ugh, and clever enough. I'm far more 
struck with \vhat he has and what he represents than with what he 
may lack." 

"I had treated myself to a charming vision of your future," Ralph 
observed. without answering this; "I had amused myself with plan
ning out a high destiny for you. There was to be nothing of this 
sort in it. You were not to come down so easily or so soon." 

"Come down, you say?" 
''Well, that renders my sense of what has happened to you. You 

seemed to me to be soaring far up in the blue-to be sailing in the 
bright light, over the heads of men. Suddenly some one tosses up a 
faded rosebud-a missile that should never have reached you-and 
straight you drop to the ground. It hurts me," said Ralph auda
ciously, "hurts me as if I had fallen myself!" 

The look of pain and bewilderment deepened in his companion's 
face. "I don't understand you in the least," she repeated. "You say 
you amused yourself with a project for my career-I don't under
stand that. Don't amuse yourself too much, or I shall think you're 
doing it at 1ny expense." 

Ralph shook his head. "I'm not afraid of your not believing that

I've had great ideas for you." 
"What do you mean by my soaring and sailing?" she pursued. 

"I've never moved on a higher plane than I'm moving on now. 
There's nothing higher for a girl than to marry a-a person she 
likes," said poor Isabel, wandering into the didactic. 

"It's your Jiking the person we speak of that I venture to criticise, 
my dear cousin. I should have said that the man for you would have 
been n n1ore active, larger, freer sort of nature." Ralph hesitated, 
then added: "I can't get over the sense that Osmond is somehow
well, small." He had uttered the last ,vord with no great assurance; 
he was afraid she would flash out again. But to his surprise she was 
quiet; she had the air of considering. 

"Small?" She made it sound immense. 
"I think he's narrow, selfish. He takes himself so seriously!" 
"He has a great respect for himself; I don't blame him for that," 

said Isabel. "It makes one more sure to respect others." 
Ralph for a moment felt almost reassured by her reasonable tone. 

"Yes, but everything is relative; one ought to feel one's relation to 
things-to others. I don't think Mr. Osmond does that." 
. "I've chiefly to do with his relation to me. In that he's excel. 
lent." 

"He's the incarnation of taste," Ralph went on, thinking hard 
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how he could best express Gilbert Osmond's sinister attributes with .. 
out putting himself in the wrong by seeming to describe him 
coarsely. He wished to describe him impersonally, scientifically. "He 
judges and measures, approves and condemns, altogether by that." 

"It's a happy thing then that his taste should be exquisite." 
"It's exquisite, indeed, since it has led him to select you as his 

bride. But have you ever seen such a taste-a really exquisite one
ruffied?" 

"I hope it may never be my fortune to fail to gratify my hus
band's." 

At these words a sudden passion leaped to Ralph's lips. "Ah, 
that's wilful, that's unworthy of you! You were not meant to be 
measured in that way--you were meant for something better than 
to keep guard over the sensibilities of a sterile dilettante!,,

Isabel rose quickly and he did the same, so that they stood for a 
moment looking at each other as if he had flung down a defiance or 
an insult. But "You go too far," she simply breathed. 

"I've said what I had on my mind-and I've said it because I 
love you!" 

Isabel turned pale: ,vas he too on that tiresome list? She had a 
sudden wish to strike him off. "Ah then, you're not disinterested!" 

"I love you, but I love without hope," said Ralph quickly, forcing 
a smile and feeling that in that last declaration he had expressed 
more than he intended. 

Isabel moved away and stood looking into the sunny stillness of 
the garden; but after a little she turned back to him. "I'm afraid 
your talk then is the wildness of despair! I don,t understand it-but 
it doesn't matter. I'm not arguing with you; it's impossible I should; 
I've only tried to listen to you. I'm much obliged to you for 
attempting to explain," she said gently, as if the anger with which 
she had just sprung up had already subsided. "It's very good of you 
to try to warn me, if you're really alarmed; but I won't promise to 
think of what you've said: I sha11 forget it as soon as possible. Try

and forget it yourself; you've done your duty, and no man can do 
more. I can't explain to you what I feel, what I believe, and I
wouldn't if I could." She paused a moment and then went on with 
an inconsequence that Ralph observed even in the midst of his 
eagerness to discover some symptom of concession. "I can't enter 
into your idea of Mr. Osmond; I can't do it justice, because I see· 
him in quite another way. He's not important-no, he's n_ot impor
tant; he's a man to whom importance is supremely indifferent. If 
that's what you mean when you call him 'small,' then he's as small 
as you please. I call that large-it's the largest thing I know. I 
won't pretend to argue with you about a person I'm going to 
marry," Isabel repeated. "I'm not in the least concerned to defend
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Mr. Osmond; he's not so weak as to need my defence. I should 
think it would seem strange even to yourself that I should talk of 
him so quietly and coldly, as if he were any one else. I wouldn't talk 
of him at all to any one but you; and you, after what you've said-I 
may just answer you once for all. Pray, would you wish me to make 
a mercenary marriage-what they call a marriage of ambition? I've 
only one ambition-to be free to follow out a good feeling. I had 
others once, but they've passed away. Do you complain of M!. 
Osmond because he's not rich? That's just what I like him for. I've 
fortunately money enough; I've never felt so thankful for it as to
day. There have been moments when I should like to go and kneel 
down by your father's grave: he did perhaps a better thing than he. 
knew when he put it into my power to marry a poor man-a man 
who has borne his poverty with such dignity, with such indifference. 
Mr. Osmond has never scrambled nor struggled-he has cared for 
no worldly prize. If that's to be narrow, if that's to be selfish, then 
it's very well. I'm not frightened by such words, I'm not even dis
pleased; I'm only sorry that you should make a mistake. Others 
might have done so, but I'm surprised that you should. You might 
know a gentleman when you see one-you might know a fine mind. 
Mr. Osmond makes no mistakes! He knows everything, he under
stands everything, he has the kindest, gentlest, highest spirit. You've 
got hold of some false idea. It's a pity, but I can't help it; it regards 
you more than me." Isabel paused a moment, looking at her cousin 
with an eye illumined by a sentiment which contradicted the care
ful calmness of her manner-a mingled sentiment, to which the 
angry pain excited by his words and the wounded pride of having 
needed to justify a choice of which she felt only the nobleness and 
purity, equally contributed. Though she paused Ralph said nothing; 
he saw she had more to say. She was grand, but she was highly 
solicitous; she was indifferent, but she was all in a passion. "What 
sort of a person should you have liked me to marry?" she asked sud
denly. "You talk about one's soaring and sailing, but if one marries 
at all one touches the earth. One has human feelings and needs, 
one has a heart in one's bosom, and one must marry a particular 
individual. Your mother has never forgiven me for not having come 
to a better understanding with Lord Warburton, and she's horrified 
at my contenting myself with a person who has none of his great 
advantages-no property, no title, no honours, no houses, nor lands, 
nor position, nor reputation, nor brilliant belongings of any sort. 
It's the total absence of all these things that pleases me. Mr. 
Osmond's simply a very lonely, a very cultivated and a very honest 
man-he's not a prodigious proprietor.H 

Ralph had listened with great attention, as if everything she said 
merited deep consideration; but in truth he was only half thinking 
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of the things she said, he was for the rest simply accommodating 
himself to the weight of his total impression-the impression of her 
ardent good faith. She \vas- wrong, but she believed; she was 
deluded, but she was dismally consistent. It was wonderfully charac
teristic of her that, having invented a fine theory about Gilbert 
Osmond, she loved him not for what he really possessed, but for his 
very poverties dressed out as honours. Ralph remembered what he 
had said to his father about wishing to put it into her power to 
meet the requirements of her imagination. He had done so, and the 
girl had taken full advantage of the luxury. Poor Ralph felt sick; he 
felt ashamed. Isabel had uttered her last words with a low solemnity 
of conviction ,vhich virtuallv terminated the discussion, and she 

,I 

closed it formally by turning away and walking back to the house. 
Ralph walked beside her, and they passed into the court together 
and reached the big staircase. Here he stopped and Isabel paused, 
turning on him a face of elation-absolutely and perversely of grati
tude. His opposition had made her own conception of her conduct 
clearer to her. "Shall you not come up to breakfast?" she asked. 

"No; I want no breakfast; I'm not hungry." 
''You ought to eat,,'' said the girl; "you live on air." 
"I do, very much, and I shall go back into the garden and take 

another 1nouthful. I came thus far simply to say this. I told you last 
year that if you were to get into trouble I should feel terribly sold. 
That's how I feel to-day." 

"Do you think I'm in trouble?" 
"One's in trouble when one's in error." 
"Very well," said Isabel; "I shall never complain of my trouble to 

you!" And she moved up the staircase. 
Ralph, standing there with his hands in his pockets, followed her 

with his eyes; then the lurking chill of the high-walled court struck 
him and made him shiver, so that he returned to the garden to 
breakfast on the Florentine sunshine. 

XXXV 

Isabel, when she strolled in the Cascine with her lover, felt no 
impulse to tell him how little he was approved at Palazzo Crescen
tini. The discreet opposition offered to her marriage by her aunt 
and her cousin made on the whole no great impression upon her; 
the moral of it was simply that they disliked Gilbert Osmond. This 
dislike was not alarming to Isabel; she scarcely even regretted it; for 
it served mainly to throw into higher relief the fact, in every way so 
honourable, that she married to please herself. One did other things 
to please other people; one did tl1is for a more personal satisfaction; 
and Isabel's satisfaction was confirmed by her lover's admirable 
good conduct. Gilbert Osmond was in love, and he had never 
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deserved less than during these stiII, bright days, each of them num
bered, which preceded the fulfilment of his hopes, the harsh criti
cism passed upon him by Ralph Touchett. The chief impression 
produced on Isabel's spirit by this criticism was that the passion of 
love separated its victim terribly from every one but the loved 
object. She felt herself disjoined from every one she had ever known 
before-from her two sisters, who wrote to express a dutiful hope 
that she would be happy, and a surprise, somewhat more vague, at 
her not having chosen a consort who was the hero of a richer accu
mulation of anecdote; from Henrietta, who, she was sure, would 
come out, too late, on purpose to remonstrate; from Lord Warbur
ton, who would certainly console himself, and from Caspar Good
wood, who perhaps ,vould not; from her aunt, who had cold, shal
low ideas about marriage, for which she was not sorry to display her 
contempt.; and from Ralph, whose talk about having great views for 
her was surely but a whimsical cover for a personal disappointment. 
Ralp}:i apparently wished her not to marry at all-that was what it 
really meant-because he was amused with the spectacle of her 
adventure as a single woman. His disappointment made him say 
angry things about the man she had preferred even to him: Isabel 
flattered herself that she believed Ralph had been angry. It was the 
more easy for her to believe this because, as I say, she had now little 
free or unemployed emotion for minor needs, and accepted as an 
incident, in fact quite as an. ornament, of her lot the idea that to 
prefer Gilbert Osmond as she preferred him was perforce to brea� 
all other ties. She tasted of the sweets of this preference, and they 
made her conscious, almost with awe, of the invidious and remorse
less tide of the charmed and possessed condition, great as was the 
traditional honour and imputed virtue of being in love. It was the 
tragic part of happiness; one's right was always made of the wrong 
of some one else. 

1be elation of success, which surely now flamed high in Osmond, 
emitted meanwhile very little smoke for so brilliant a blaze. Con
tentment, on his part, took no vulgar form; excitement, in the most 
self-eonscious of men, was a kind of ecstasy of self-control. This dis
position, however, made him an admirable lover; it gave him a con
stant view of the smitten and dedicated state. He never forgot him
self, as I say; and so he never forgot to be graceful and tender, to 
wear the �ppearance-which presented indeed no difficulty-of 
stirred senses and deep intentions. He was immensely pleased with 
his young lady; Madame Merle had made him a present of incalcu
lable value. What could be a finer thing to live with than a high 
spirit attuned to softness? For would not the softness be all for 
one's self, and the strenuousness for society, which admired the air 
of superiority? What could be a happier gift in a companion than a 



296 THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY 

quick, fanciful 1nind which saved one repetitions and reflected one's 
thought on a polished, elegant surface? Osmond hated to see his 
thought reproduced litera11y-that made it ]ook stale and stupid; he 
preferred it to be freshened in the reproduction even as "words" by 
music. His egotism had never taken the crude form of desiring a 
dull wife; this lady's intelligence was to be a silver plate, not an 
earthen one-a plate that he might heap up with ripe fruits, to 
which it would give a decorative value, so that talk might become 
for him a sort of served dessert. He found the silver quality in this 
perfection in Isabel; he could tap her imagination with his knuckle 
and make it ring. He knew perfectly, though he had not been told, 
that their union enjoyed little favour with the girl's relations; but he 
had ahvays treated her so completely as an independent person that 
it hardly seemed necessary to express regret for the attitude of her 
family. Nevertheless, one morning, he made an abrupt allusion to 
it. "It's the difference in our fortune they don't like," he said. 
"They think I'm in love with your money." 

"Are you speaking of my aunt-of my cousin?" Isabel asked. 
"How do you know what they think?" 

"You've not told me they're pleased, and when ·1 wrote to Mrs. 
Touchett the other day she never answered my note. If they had 
been delighted I should have had some sign of it, and the fact of 
my being poor and you rich is the most obvious explanation of 
their reserve. But of course when a poor man marries a rich girl he 
must be prepared for imputations. I don't mind them; I only care 
for one thing-for your not having the shadow of a doubt. I don't 
care what people of whom I ask nothing think-I'm not even capa
ble perhaps of wanting to know. I've never so concerned n1yself, 
God forgive 1ne, and why should I begin to-day, when I have taken 
to myself a compensation for.everything? I \VOn't pretend I'm sorry 
you're rich; I'n1 delighted. I delight in everything that's yours
whether it be money or virtue. Money's a horrid thing to follow, 
but a channing thing to meet. It seems to me, however, that I've 
sufficiently proved the limits of my itch for it: I never in my life 
tried to earn a penny, and I ought to be less subject to suspicion 
than most of the people one sees grubbing and grabbing. I suppose 
it's their business to suspect-that of your family; it's proper on the 
whole they should. They'll like me better some day; so will you, for 
that matter. Meanwhile my business is not to make myself bad 
blood, but simply to be thankful for life and love." "It has made 
me better, loving you,'' he said on another occasion; "it has made 
me wiser and easier and-I won't pretend to deny-brighter and 
nicer and even stronger. l used to want a great many things before 
and to be angry I didn't have them. Theoretically I was satisfied, as 
I once told you. I flattered myself I had limited my wants. But I 
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was subject to irritation; I used to have morbid, sterile,. hateful fits 
of hunger, of desire. Now I'm really satisfied, because I can't think 
of anything better. Ifs just as when one has been trying to spell out 
a book in the t,vilight and suddenly the lamp comes in. I had been 
putting out my eyes over the book of life and finding nothing to re
ward me for my pains; but now that I can read it properly I see it's a 
delightful story. My dear girl, I can't tell yoi1 how life seems to stretch 
there before us-what a long summer afternoon awaits us. It's the 
latter half of an Italian day-with a golden haze, and the shadows 
just lengthening, and that divine delicacy in the light, the air, the 
landscape, \vhich I have loved all my life and which you love to-day. 
Upon my honour, I don't see why we shouldn't get on. We've got 
what we like-to say nothing of having each other. We've the fac
ulty of admiration and several capital convictions. We're not stupid, 
we're not mean, \ve're not under bonds to any kind of ignorance or 
dreariness. You're remarkably fresh, and I'm remarkably well-sea
soned. We've my poor child to amuse us; we'll try and make up 
some little life for her. It's all soft and mellow-it has the Italian 
colouring." 

They made a good many plans, but they left themselves also a 
good deal of latitude; it was a matter of course, however, that they 
should live for the present in Italy. It was in Italy that they had 
met, Italy had been a party to their first impressions of each other, 
and Italy should be a party to their happiness. Osn1ond had the 
attachment of old acquaintance and Isabel the stimulus of new, 
which seemed to assure her a future at a high level of consciousness 
of the beautiful. The desire for unlimited expansion had been suc
ceeded in her soul by th� sense that life was vacant without some 
private duty that might gather one's energies to a point. She had 
told Ralph she had "seen life" in a year or two and that she was 
already tired, not of the act of living, but of that of observing. 
What had becon1e of all her ardours 1 her aspirations, her theories, 
her high estimate of her independence and her incipient conviction 
that she should never n1arry? These things had been absorbed in a 
more primitive need-a need the answer to which brushed a\vay 
numberless questions, yet gratified infinite desires. It simplified the 
situation at a stroke, it came down from above hke the light of the 
stars, and it needed no explanation. There was explanation enough 
in the fact that he was her lover, her own, and that she should be 
able to be of use to hin1. She could surrender to hin1 with a kind of 
humility, she could marry him with a kind of pride; she was not 
only taking, she was giving. 

He brought Pansy with .him two or three times to the Cascine
Pansy ,vho \Vas very little taller than a year before, and not much 
older. That she would always be a child was the conviction 
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expressed by her father, who held her by the hand when she was in 
her sixteenth year and told her to go and play while he sat down a 
little with the pretty lady. Pansy wore a short dress and a long coat; 
her hat always seemed too big for her. She found pleasure in walk
ing off, with quick, short steps, to the end of the a11ey, and then in 
walking back with a smile that seen1ed an appeal for approbation. 
Isabel approved in abundance, and the abundance had the personal 
touch that the child's affectionate nature craved. She watched her 
indications as if for herself also 1nuch depended on them-Pansy 
already so represented part of the service she could render, part of 
the responsibility she could face. Her father took so the childish 
view of her that he had not yet explained to her the new relation in 
which he stood to the elegant Miss Archer. "She doesn't know," he 
said to Isabel; "she doesn't guess; she thinks it perfectly natural that 
you and I should come and walk here together simply as good 
friends. There seems to me something enchantingly innocent in 
that; it's the way I like her to be. No, I'm not a failure, as I used to 
think; I've succeeded in two things. I'm to marry the won1an I 
adore, and I've brought up my child, as I wished, in the old way." 

He \Vas very fond, in all things, of the "old way"; that had struck 
Isabel as one of his fine, quiet, sincere notes. "It occurs to me that 
you'll not kno�, whether you've succeeded until you've told her," 
she said. "You must see how she takes your news. She may be horri .. 
fied-she may be jealous.n 

"I'm not afraid of that; she's too fond of you on her own 
account. I should like to leave her in the dark a little longer-to see 
if it will come into her head that if we're not engaged we ought to 
be." 

Isabel was impressed by Osmond's artistic, the plastic view, as it 
somehow appeared, of Pansy's innocence-her own appreciation of 
it being more anxiously 1noral. She was perhaps not th·e less pleased 
\vhen he told her a few days later that he had communicated the 
fact to his daughter, who had made such a pretty little speech
"Oh, then I shall have a beautiful sister!" She was neither surprised 
nor alarmed; she had not cried, as he expected. 

":Perhaps she had guessed it," said Isabel. 
"Don't say that; I should be disgusted if I believed that. I 

thought it would be just a little shock; but the way she took it 
proves that her good manners are paramount. That's also what I 
wished. You shall see for yourself; to-morrow she shall make you her 
congratulations in person.'' 

The meeting, on the morrow, took place at the Countess Gem
ini,s, whither Pansy had been conducted by her father, who knew 
that Isabel was to come in the afternoon to return a visit made her 
by the Countess on learning that they were to become sisters-in-law. 
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Calling at Casa Touchett the visitor had not found Isabel at home; 
but after our young woman had been ushered into the Countess's 
drawing-room Pansy arrived to say that her aunt would presently 
appear. Pansy was spending the day with that lady, who thought 
her of an age to begin to learn how to carry herself in company. It 
was Isabel's view that the little girl might have given lessons in 
deporhnent to her relative, and nothing could have justified this 
conviction more than the manner in which Pansy acquitted herself 
while they waited together for the Countess. Her father's decision, 
the year before, had finally been to send her back to the convent to 
receive the last graces, and Madame Catherine had evidently carried 
out her theory that Pansy was to be fitted for the great world. 

"Papa has told me that you've kindly consented to marry him,'' 
said this excellent woman's pupil. "It's very delightful; I think 
you'll suit very well." 

"You think I shall suit you?n

"You'll suit me beautifully; but what I mean is that you and 
papa will suit each other. You're both so quiet and so serious. 
You're not so quiet as he-or even as Madame Merle; but you're 
more quiet than many others. He should not for instance have a 
wife like my aunt. She's always in motion, in agitation-to-day 
especially; you'll see when she comes in. 'They told us at the con
vent it was wrong to judge our elders, but I suppose there's no harm 
if we judge them favourably. You'll be a delightful companion for 
papa." 

"For you too, I hope," Isabel said. 
"I speak first of him on purpose. I've told you already what I 

myself think of you; I liked you from the first. 1 admire you so 
much that I think it will be a good fortune to have you always 
before me. You'll be my model; I shall try to imitate you though 
I'm afraid it will be very feeble. I'm very glad for papa-he needed 
something more than me. Without you I don't see how he could 
have got it. You'll be n1y stepmother, but ,ve mustn't use that word. 
They're always said to be cruel; but I don't t1iink you'll ever so 
much as pinch or even push me. I'm not afraid at all." 

"My good little Pansy," said Isabel gently, "I shall be ever so 
kind to you." A vague, inconsequent vision of her coming in some 
odd way to need it had intervened with the effect of a chill. 

"Very well then, I've nothing to fear," the child returned with 
her note of prepared promptitude. What teaching she had had, it 
seemed to suggest-or what penalties for non-performance she 
dreaded! 

Her description of her aunt had not been incorrect; the Countess 
Gemini was further than ever from having folded her wings. She 
entered the room with a flutter through the air and kissed Isabel 
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first on the forehead and then on each cheek as if according to 
some ancient prescribed rite. She drew the visitor to a sofa and, 
lo9king at her with a variety of turns of the head, began to talk very 
much as if, seated brush in hand before an easel, she were applying 
a series of considered touches to a composition of figures already 
sketched in. "If you expect me to congratulate you I must beg you 
to excuse me. I don't suppose you care if I do or not; I believe 
you're supposed not to care-through being so clever-for a11 sorts 
of ordinary things. But l care myself if I tell fibs; I never tell them 
unless there's something rather good to be gained. I don't see 
what's to be gained with you--especially as you wouldn't believe 
me. I don't make professions any more than I make paper flowers or 
ffouncey lampshades-I don't know how. My lampshades would be 
sure to take fire, my roses and my fibs to be larger than life. I'm 
very glad for my own sake that you're to marry Osmond; but I 
won't pretend I'm glad for yours. You're very brilliant-you know 
that's the way you're always spoken of; you're an heiress and very 
good-looking and original, not banal; so it's a good thing to have 
you in the family. Our family's very good, you know; Osmond will 
have told you that; and my mother was rather distinguished-she 
was called the American Corinne. But we're dreadfully fallen, I

think, and perhaps you'll pick us up. I've great confidence in you; 
there are ever so many things I want to talk to you about. I never 
congratulate any girl on marrying; I think they ought to make it 
somehow not quite so awful a steel trap. I suppose Pansy oughtn't 
to hear all this; but that's what she has come to me for-to acquire 
the tone of society. There's no harm in her knowing what horrors 
she may be in for. When first I got an idea that my brother had 
designs on you I thought of writing to you, to recommend you, in 
the strongest terms, not to listen to him. Then I thought it would 
be disloyal, and I hate anything of that kind. Besides, as I say, I was 
enchanted for myself; and after all I'm very selfish. By the way, you 
won't respect me, not one little mite, and we shall never be inti
mate. I should like it, but you won't. Some day, a11 the same, we 
shall be better friends than you will believe at first. My husband 
will come and see you, though, as you probably know, he's on no 
sort of terms with Osmond. He's very fond of going to see pretty 
women, but I'm not afraid of you. In the first place I don't care 
what he does. In the second, you won't care a straw for him; he 
won't be a bit, at any time, your affair, and, stupid as he is, he'll see 
you're not his. Some day, if you can stand it, I'll tell you all about 
him. Do you think my niece ought to go out of the room? Pansy, 
go and practise a little in my boudoir." 

"Let her stay, please," said Isabel. "I would rather hear nothing 
that Pansy may not!" 
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XXXVI 

One afternoon of the autumn of 1876, toward dusk, a young man 
of pleasing appearance rang at the door of a small apartment on the 
third floor of an old Roman house. On its being opened he 
enquired for Madame Merle; whereupon the servant, a neat, plain 
woman, with a French face and a lady's maid's manner, ushered 
him in�o a diminutive drawing-room and requested the favour of his 
name. "Mr. Edward Rosier," said the young man, who sat down to 
wait till his hostess should appear. 

The reader will perhaps not have forgotten that Mr. Rosier was 
an ornament of the American circle in Paris, but it may also be 
remembered that he sometimes vanished from its horizon. He had 
spent a portion of several winters at Pau; and as he was a gentleman 
of constituted habits he might have co�tinued for years to pay his 
annual visit to this charming resort. In the summer of 1876, how
ever, an incident befell him which changed the current not only of 
his thoughts, but of his customary sequences. He passed a month in 
the Upper Engadine1 and encountered at Saint Moritz a charming 
young girl. To this little person he began to pay, on the spot, partic
ular attention: she struck him as exactly the household angel he had 
long been looking for. He was never precipitate, he was nothing if 
not discreet, so he forbore for the present to declare his passion; but 
it seemed to him when they parted-the young lady to go down 
into Italy and her admirer to proceed to Geneva, where he was 
under bonds to join other friends-that he should be romantically 
wretched if he were not to see her again. The simplest way to do so 
was to go in the autumn to Rome, where Miss Osmond was domi
ciled with her family. Mr. Rosier started on his pilgrimage to the 
Italian capital and reached it on the first of November. It was a 
pleasant thing to do, but for the young man there was a strain of 
the heroic in the enterprise. He might expose himself, unseasoned, 
to the poison of the Roman air, which in November lay, noto
riously, much in wait. Fortune, however, favours the brave; and this 
adventurer, who took three grains of quinine a day, had at the end 
of a month no cause to deplore his temerity. He had made to a cer
tain extent good use of his time; he had devoted it in vain to 
finding a flaw in Pansy Osmond's composition. She was admirably 
finished; she had had the last touch; she was really a consummate 
piece. He thought of her in amorous meditation a good deal as he 
might have thought of a Dresden-china shepherdess. Miss Osmond, 
indeed, in the bloom of her juvenility, had a hint of the rococo 
which Rosier, whose taste was predominantly for that manner, 
could not fail to appreciate. That he esteemed tbe productions of 
comparatively frivolous periods would have been apparent from the 
l. Swiss valley noted for its resorts.
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attention he bestowed upon Madame Merle's drawing-room, which, 
although furnished with specimens of every style, was especially rich 
in articles of the last t\vo centuries. He had immediately put a glass 
into one eye and looked round; and then "By Jove, she has some 
jolly good things!" he had yearningly murmured. The room was 
small and densely filled with furniture; it gave an impression of 
faded silk and little statuettes which might totter if one moved. 
Rosier got up and wandered about with his careful tread, bending 
over the tables charged \Vith knick-knacks and the cushions 
embossed with princely arms. When Madame Merle came in she 
found him standing before the fireplace with his nose very close to 
the great lace flounce attached to the damask cover of the mantel. 
He had lifted it delicately, as if he were smelling it. 

"It's old Venetian," she said; "it's rather good." 
"It's too good for this; you ought to wear it." 
"They ten me you have some better in Paris, in the same situa

tion." 
"Ah, but I can't wear mine," smiled the visitor. 
"I don't see �rhy you shouldn't! I've better lace than that to 

wear." 
His eyes wandered, lingeringly, round the room again. "You've 

some very good things." 
"Yes, but I hate them." 
"Do you want to get rid of them?" the young man quickly asked. 
"No, it's good to have something to hate: one works it off!" 
"I love my things," said Mr. Rosier as he sat there flushed with 

all his recognitions. "But it's not about them, nor about yours, that 
I came to talk to you." He paused a moment and then, with greater 
softness: "I care more for Miss Osmond than for all the bibelots2

in Europe!" 
Madame Merle opened wide eyes. "Did you come to tell me 

that?" 
"I came to ask your advice." 
She looked at him with a friendly frown, stroking her chin with 

her large white hand. "A man in love, you know, doesn't ask 
advice." 

"Why not, if he's in a difficult position? That's often the case 
with a man in love. I've been in love before, and I know. But never 
so much as this time-really never so much. I should like particu
larly to know what you think of my prospects. I'm afraid that for 
Mr. Osmond I'm not-well, a real collector's piece." 

"Do you wish me to intercede?" Madame Merle asked with her 
fine arms folded and her handsome mouth drawn up to the left. 

"If you could say a good word for me I should be greatly obliged. 
2. Curios, odds and ends.
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There will be no use in my troubling Miss Osmond unless I have 
good reason to believe her father will consent." 

"You're very considerate; that's in your favour. But you assume in 
rather an off-hand way that I think you a prize." 

"You've been very kind to me," said the young man. "That's 
why I came." 

"I'm always kind to people who have good Louis Quatorze.3 It's 
very rare now, and there's no telling what one may get by it." With 
which the left-hand corner of Madame Merle's mouth gave expres-
sion to the joke. 

But he looked, in spite of it, literally apprehensive and consist
ently strenuous. "Ah, I thought you liked me for myself!" 

"I like you very much; but, if you please, we won't analyse. 
Pardon me if I seem patronising, but I think you a perfect little 
gentleman. I must tell you, however, that I've not the marrying of 
Pansy Osmond." 

"I didn't suppose that. But you've seemed to me intimate with 
her family, and I thought you might have influence." 

Madame Merle considered. "Whom do you call her family?" 
"Why, her father; and-how do you say it in English?-her 

belle-mere. ''4

· "Mr. Osmond's her father, certainly; but his wife can scarcely be
termed a member of her family. Mrs. Osmond has nothing to do 
with marrying her." 

"I'm sorry for that," said Rosier with an amiable sigh of good 
faith. "I think Mrs. Osmond would favour me." 

"Very likely-if her husband ·doesn't." 
He raised his eyebrows. "Does she take the opposite line from 

him?" 
"In everything. They think quite differently." 
"Well," said Rosier, "I'm sorry for that; but it's none of my busi

ness. She's very fond of Pansy." 
"Yes, she's very fond of Pansy." 
"And Pansy has a great affection for her. She has told me how she 

loves her as if she were her own mother." 
''You must, after all, have had some very intirnate talk with the 

poor child," said Madame Merle. "Have you declared your senti
ments?'' 

"Never!" cried Rosier, lifting his neatly .. gloved �and. "Never till 
I've assured myself of those of the parents." 

"You always wait for that? You've excellent principles; you 
observe the proprieties."

"I think you're laughing at me," the young man murmured, 

3. A style of arts and crafts identified with the reign of Louis XIV (1634-1715).
4. Stepmother.
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dropping back in his chair and feeling his small moustache. "I 
didn't expect that of you, Madame Merle." 

She shook her head calmly, like a person who saw things as she 
saw them. "You don't do me justice. I think your conduct in excel
lent taste and the best you could adopt. Yes, that's what I think." 

"I wouldn't agitate her-only to agitate her; I love her too much 
for that," said Ned Rosier. 

"I'm glad, after all, that you've told me," Madame Merle ,vent 
on. "Leave it to me a little; I think I can help you." 

"I said you were the person to come to!" her visit�r cried ,vith 
prompt elation. 

"You were very clever," Madame Merle returned more dryly. 
"When I say I can help you I mean once assuming your cause to be 
good. Let us think a little if it is." 

"I'm awfully decent, you know," said Rosier earnestly. "I won't 
say I've no faults, but I'll say I've no vices." 

"All that's negative, and it always depends, also, on what people 
call vices. What's the positive side? What's the virtuous? '\1/hat 
have you got besides your Spanish lace and your Dresden teacups?" 

"I've a comfortable little fortune-about forty thousand francs a 
year. With the talent I have for arranging, we can live beautifully 
on such an income." 

"Beautifully, no. Sufficiently, yes. Even that depends on where 
you live." 

"Well, in Paris. I would undertake it in Paris." 
Madame Merle's mouth rose to the left. "It wouldn't be famous; 

you'd have to make use of the teacups, and they'd get broken." 
"We don't want to be famous. If Miss Osmond should have 

everything pretty it would be enough. '\1/hen one's as pretty as she 
one can afford-\vell, quite cheap faience.5 She ought never to wear 
anything but muslin-\vithouf the sprig," said Rosier reflectively. 

"Wouldn't you even.allow her the sprig? She'd be much obliged 
to you at any rate for that theory." 

"It's the correct one, I assure you; and I'm sure she'd enter into 
it. She understands all that; that's why I love her." 

"She's a very good little gir], and most tidy-also extremely grace
ful. But her father, to the best of my belief, can give her nothing." 

Rosier scarce demurred. "I don't in the least desire that he 
should. But I may remark, all the same, that he lives like a rich 
man." 

"The money's his wife's; she brought him a large fortune." 
"Mrs. Osmond then is very fond of her stepdaughter; she may do 

something." 

5. Glazed earthenware. but the word faience became synonymous for pottery, china, and crockery.
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"For a love-sick swain you have your eyes about you!" Madame 
Merle exclaimed with a laugh. 

"I esteem a dot very much. I can do without it, but I esteem it." 
"Mrs. Osmond," Madame Merle went on, "will probably prefer 

to keep her money for her own children." 
"Her own children? Surely she has none." 
"She may have yet. She had a poor little boy, who died two years 

ago, six months after his birth. Others therefore may come." 
"I· hope they will, if it will make her happy. She's a splendid 

woman. "

Madame Merle failed to burst into speech. "Ah, about her 
there's much to be said. Splendid as you like! We've not exactly 
made out that you're a parti. The absence of vices is hardly a source 
of income." 

"Pardon me, I think it may be," said Rosier quite lucidly. 
"You'll be a touching couple, living on your innocence!" 
"I think you underrate me." 
"You're not so innocent as that? Seriously," said Madame Merle, 

"of course forty thousand francs a year and a nice character are a 
combination to be considered. I don't say it's to be jumped at, but 
there might be a worse offer. Mr. Osmond, however, will probably 
incline to believe he can do better." 

"He can do so perhaps; but what can his daughter do? She can't 
do better than marry the man she loves. For she does, you know," 
Rosier added eagerly. 

"She does-I know it." 
"Ah," cried the young man, "I said you were the person to come 

to." 
"But I don't know how you know it, if you haven't asked her," 

Madame Merle went on. 
''In such a case there's no need of asking and telling; as you say, 

we're an innocent couple. How did you know it?" 
"I who am not innocent? By being very crafty. Leave it to me; 

I '11 find out for you." 
Rosier got up and stood smoothing his hat. "You say that rather 

coldly. Don't simply find out how it is, but try to make it as it 
should be." 

"I'll do my best. I'll try to make the most of your advantages." 
"Thank you so very much. Meanwhile then I'll say a word to 

Mrs. Osmond." 
"Gardez_vous-en bien!"6 And Madame Merle was on her feet. 

"Don't set her going, or you'll spoil everything." 
Rosier gazed into his hat; he \vondered whether bis hostess had

been after all the right person to come to. "I don't think I under-

6. Take good care not to!
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stand you. I'm an old friend of Mrs. Osmond, and I think she 
would like me to succeed." 

"Be an old friend as much as you like; the more old friends she 
has !he better, for she doesn't get on very well with some of her 
new. But don't for the present try to make her take up the cudgels 
for you. Her husband may have other views, and, as a person who 
wishes her well, I advise you not to multiply points of difference 
between them." 

Poor Rosier's face �ssumed an expression of alarm; a suit for the 
hand of Pansy Osmond was even a more complicated business than 
his taste for proper transitions had allowed. But the extreme good 
sense which he concealed under a surface suggesting that of a care
ful owner's "best set" came to his assistance. "I don't see that I'm 
bound to consider Mr. Osmond so very much!" he exclaimed. 

"No, but you should consider her. You say you're an old friend. 
Would you make her suffer?" 

"Not for the world.'' 
"Then be very careful, and let the matter alone till I've taken a 

few soundings." 
"Let the matter alone, dear Madame MerJe? Ren1ember that I'm 

in love." 
"Oh, you won't bum up! Why did you come to me, if you're not 

to heed what I say?" 
"You're very kind; I'll be very good," the young man promised. 

"But I'm afraid Mr. Osmond's pretty hard/' he added in his mild 
voice as he went to the door. 

Madame Merle gave a short la.ugh. "It has been said before. But 
his wife isn't easy either." 

"Ah, she's a splendid woman I" Ned Rosier repeated, for depar
ture. 

He resolved that his conduct should be worthy of an aspirant 
who \.Vas already a model of discretion; but he saw nothing in any 
pledge he had given Madame Merle that made it improper he 
should keep himself in spirits by an occasional visit to Miss 
Osmond's· home. He reflected constantly on what his adviser had 
said to him, and turned over in his mind the impression of her 
rather circumspect tone. He had gone to her de confiance, as they 
put it in Paris; but it was possible he had been precipitate. He 
found difficulty in thinking of himself as rash-he had incurred this 
reproach so rarely; but it certainly was true that he had known 
Madame Merle only for the last month, and that his thinking her a 
deli�htful woman was not, when one came to look into it, a reason 

for assuming that she would be eager to push Pansy Osmond into 
his arms, gracefully arranged as these members 1night be to receive 
her. She had indeed shown him benevolence, and she was a person 
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of consideration among the girl's people, where she had a rather 
striking appearance (Rosier had more than once wondered how she 
managed it) of being intimate without being familiar. But possibly 
he had exaggerated these advantages. There ,vas no particular reason 
why she should take trouble for him; a charming woman was 
charming to every one, and Rosier felt rather a fool when he 
thought of his having appealed to her on the ground that she had 
distinguished him. Very likely-though she had appeared to say it 
in joke-she was really only thinking of his bibelots. Had it come 
into her head that he might offer her two or three of the gems of 
his collection? If she would only help him to marry Miss Osmond 
he would present her with his whole museum. He could hardly say 
so to her outright; it would seem too gross a bribe. But he. should 
like her to believe it. 

It was with these thoughts that he \vent again to Mrs. Osmond's, 
Mrs. Osmond having an "evening"-she had taken the 1nursday of 
each week-when his presence could be accounted for on general 
_principles of civility. The object of Mr. Rosier's well-regulated affec-
tion dwelt in a high house in the very heart of Rome; a dark and 
massive structure overlooking a sunny piazzetta1 in the neighbour
hood of the Farnese Palace.8 In a palace, too, little Pansy lived-a 
palace by Roman measure, but a dungeon to poor Rosier's appre
hensive mind. It seemed to him of evil omen that the young lady 
he wished to marry, and whose fastidious father he doubted of his 
ability to conciliate, should be immured in a kind of domestic for-. 
tress, a pile which bore a stem old Roman name, which smelt of 
historic deeds, of crime and craft and violence, which was men
tioned in "Murray" and visited by tourists who looked, on a vague 
survey, disappointed and depressed, and which had frescoes by 
Caravaggio9 in the piano nobile1 and a row of 1nutilated statues 
and dusty urns in the wide, nobly-arched loggia2 overhanging the 
damp court where a fountain gushed out of a mossy niche. In a less 
preoccupied frame of mind he could have done justice to the Palazzo 
Roccanera;3 he could have entered into the sentiment of Mrs. 
Osmond, who had once told him that on settling themselves in 
Rome she and her husband had chosen this habitation for the love 
of local colour. It had local colour enough, and though he knew 
Jess about architecture than about Limoges4 enamels he could see 
that the proportions of the windows and even the details of the 
7. A smaJJ public square.
8. A magnificent sixteenth-century Roman palace.
9. Michelangelo de Caravaggio (1573-1610) spent about a decade painting in Rome.
l. The main floor of the house, in which the reception rooms are situated.

2. An arched, open gaHery.
3. The name of the Osmonds' mansion implies a fortress. . 
4. Painted enamels were produced in Limoges, France, for over six centuries. At first they were

religious in nature, but by the eighteenth century they were primarily pretty snuffboxes and
elegant umbre1la handles.
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cornice had quite the grand air. But Rosier was haunted by the 
conviction that at picturesque periods young girls had been shut up 
there to keep then1 fron1 their true loves, and then, under the threat 
of being thrown into convents, had been forced into unholy 1nar
riages. There was one point, however, to which he always did justice 
when once he found himself in Mrs. Osmond's warm, rich-looking 
reception-roo1ns, which were on the second floor. He acknowledged 
that these people were very strong in "good things." It was a taste 
of Osmond's O\vn-not at all of hers; this she had told him the first 
time he came to the house, \vhen, after asking himself for a quarter 
of an hour whether they had even better "French" than he in Paris, 
he was obliged on the spot to admit that they had, very n1uch, and 
vanquished his envy, as a gentleman should, to the point of express
ing to his hostess his pure admiration of her treasures. He learned 
fron1 Mrs. Osmond that her husband had made a large collection 
before their marriage and that, though he had annexed a number of 
fine pieces within the last· three years, he had achieved his greatest 
finds at a time when he ·had not the advantage of her advice. Rosier 
interpreted this information according to principles of his own. For 
"advice" read "cash," he said to himself; and the fact that Gilbert 
Osmond had landed his highest prizes during his impecunious 
season confirmed his most cherished doctrine-the doctrine that a 
collector may freely be poor if he be only patient. In general, when 
Rosier presented himself on a T11ursday evening, his first recogni
tion was for the walls of the saloon; there were three or four objects 
his eyes really yearned for. But after his talk with Madame Merle 
he felt the extreme seriousness of his position; and now, when he 
came in, he looked about for the daughter of the house with such 
eagerness as might be permitted a gentleman whose smile, as he 
crossed a threshold, always took everything comfortable for granted. 

xxxvn 

Pansy was not in the first of the rooms, a large apartment with a 
concave ceiling and walls covered .with old red damask; it was here 
Mrs. Osmond usually sat-though she was not in her most custom
ary place to-night-and that a circle of more especial intimates 
gathered about the fire. The room was flushed with subdued, dif
fused brightness; it contained the larger things and-almost always 
-an odour of flowers. Pansy on this occasion was presumably in
the next of the series, the resort of younger visitors, where tea was
served. Osmond stood before the chimney, leaning back with his
hands behind him; he had one foot up and was warming the sole.
Half a dozen persons, scattered near him, were talking together; but
he was not in the conversation; his eyes had an expression, frequent
with them, that seemed to represent them as engaged with objects
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more worth their while than the appearances actually thrust upon 
them. Rosier, coming in unannounced, failed to attract his atten
tion; but the young man, who was very punctilious, though he was 
even exceptiona11y conscious that it was the wife, not the husband, 
he had con1e to see, went up to shake hands with him. Osmond put 
out his left hand, without changing his attitude. 

"How d' ye do? My wife's somewhere about." 
"Never fear; I shall find her," said Rosier cheerfully. 
Osmond, however, took him in; he had never in his Jife felt 

himse]f so efficiently looked at. "Madame Merle has told him, and 
he doesn't like it," he privately reasoned. He had hoped Madame 
Merle \vould be there, but she was not in sight; perhaps she was in 
one of the other rooms or would come later. He had never espe
cially delighted in Gilbert Osmond, having ·a fancy he gave himself 
airs. But Rosier was not quickly res�ntful, and where politeness was 
concerned had ever a strong need of being quite in the right. He 
looked round him and smiled, all without help, and then in a 
moment, "I saw a jolly good piece of Capo di Monte1 to-day," he 
said. 

Osmond answered nothing at first; but presently, while he 
warmed his boot-sole, "I don't care a fig for Capo di Monte!" he 
returned. 

"I hope you're not losing your interest?" 
"In old pots and plates? Yes, I'm losing my interest." 
Rosier for an instant forgot the delicacy of his position. "You're 

not thinking of parting with a-a piece or two?" 
"No, I'm not thinking of parting with anything at all, Mr. 

Rosier,'' said Osmond, \vith his eyes sti11 on the eyes of his visitor. 
"Ah, you want to keep, but not to add," Rosier remarked 

brightly. 
"Exactly. I've nothing I wish to match." 
Poor Rosier was aware he had blushed; he was distressed at his 

want of assurance. "Ah, well, I have!" was all he could murmur; 
and he knevJ his murmur was partly lost as he turned away. He took 
his course to the adjoining room and met Mrs. Osmond coming out 
of the deep door,va y. She was dressed in blac'k velvet; she looked 
high and splendid, as he had said, and yet oh so radiantly gentle! 
We know what Mr. Rosier thought of her and the terms in which, 
to Mada1ne Merle, he had expressed his admiration. Like his appre
ciation of her dear little stepdaughter it was based partly on his eye 
for decorative character, his instinct for authenticitv; but also on a 
sense for uncatalogued values, for that secret of a "lustre" beyond 
any recorded losing or rediscovering, which his devotion to brittle 

I. Capodimonte, near Naples, produced hard porcelain in rococo style in the eighteenth century.
In the next century it was imitated in large quantities by French manufacturers.
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wares had still not· disqualified him to recognise. Mrs. Osmond, at 
present, might ·well have gratified such tastes. The years had 
touched her only to enrich her; the flower of her youth had not 
faded, it only hung more quietly on its stem. She had lost some
thing of that quick eagerness to which her husband had privately 
taken exception-she had more the air of being able to wait. Now, 
at all events, framed in the gilded doorway, she struck our young 
man as the picture of a gracious lady. "You see I'm very regular," 
he said. "But who should be if I'm not?'' 

"Yes, I've known you longer than any one here. But we mustn�t 
indulge in tender reminiscences. I want to introduce you to a young 
lady." 

"Ah, please, what young lady?" Rosier was immensely obliging; 
but this was not what he had come for. 

"She sits there by the fire in pink and has no one to speak to." 
Rosier hesitated a moment. "Can't Mr. Osmond speak to her? 

He's within six feet of her." 
Mrs. Osmond also hesitated. "She's not very lively, and he 

doesn't like dull people." 
"But she's good enough for me? Ah now, that's hard!" 
"I only mean that you've ideas for two. And then you're so oblig-

. ''1ng. 
"So is your husband." 
"No, he's not-to me." And Mrs. Osmond vaguely smiled. 
"That's a sign he should be doubly so to other women." 
"So I tell him," she said, still smiling. 
"You see I want some tea," Rosier went on, looking wistfully 

beyond. 
�'That's perfect. Go and give some to my young lady." 
"Very good; but after that I'll abandon her to her fate. The 

simple truth is I'm dying to have a little talk with Miss Osmond." 
"Ah," said Isabel, turning away, "I can't help you there!" 
Five minutes later, while he handed a tea.,:up to the damsel in 

pink, whotn he had conducted into the other room, he wondered 
whether, in making to Mrs. Osmond the profession I have just 
quoted, he had broken the spirit of his promise to Madame Merle. 
Such a question was capable of occupying this young man's mind 
for a considerable time. At last, however, he became--comparatively 
speaking-reckless; he cared little what promises he might break. 
The fate to which he had threatened to abandon the damsel in 
pink proved to be none so terrible; for Pansy Osmond, who had 
eiven him the tea for his companion-Pansy was as fond as ever of

making tea-presently came and talked to her. Into this mild collo
quy Edward Rosier entered little; he sat by moodily, watching his 
small sweetheart. If we look at her now through his eyes we shall at 

• 

I • 
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first not see much to remind us of the obedient little girl who, at 
Florence, three years before, was sent to walk short distances in the 
Cascine while her father and Miss Archer talked together of matters 
sacred to elder people. But after a moment we shall perceive that if 
at nineteen Pansy has become a young lady she doesn't really fill 
out the part; that if she has grown very pretty she lacks in a deplor
able degree the quality known and esteemed in the appearance of 
females as style; and that if she is dressed with great freshness she 
\vears her smart attire with an undisguised appearance of saving it 
-very much as if it were lent her for the occasion. Edward Rosier,
it would seem, \vould have been just the man to note these defects;
and in point of fact there was not a quality of this young lady, of
any sort, that he had not noted. Only he called her qualities by
names of his own-some of which indeed were happy enough.
"No, she's unique-she's absolutely unique," he used to say to hin1-
self; and you may be sure that not for an instant would he have
admitted to you that she was wanting in style. Style? Why, she had
the style of a little princess; if you couldn't see it you had no eye. It
was not modern, it was not conscious, it would produce no impres
sion in Broadway; the small, serious damsel, in her stiff little dress,
only looked like an Infanta of Velasquez.2 This was enough for
Edward Rosier, who thought her delightfully old-fashioned. Her
anxious eyes, her charming lips, her slip of a figure, were as touch
ing as a childish prayer. He had now an acute desire to know just to
what point she liked him-a desire which made him fidget as he sat
in his chair. It made him feel hot, so that he had to pat his fore
head with his handkerchief; he had never been so uncomfortable.
She was s�ch a perfect jeune fi.lle, and one couldn't make of a ;eune
fi.lle the enquiry requisite for throwing light on such a point. A
jeune fi.lle was what Rosier had always dreamed of-a ;eune fi.lle
who should yet not be French, for he had felt that this nationality
would complicate the question. He was sure Pansy had never looked
at a newspaper and that, in the way of novels, if she had read Sir
Walter Scott it was the very most. An American jeune fille-what
could be better than that? She would be frank and gay, and yet
would not have walked alone, nor have received letters from men,
nor have been taken to the theatre to see the comedy of manners.
Rosier could not deny that, as the matter stood, it would be a
breach of hospitality to appeal directly to this unsophisticated crea
ture; but he was now in imminent danger of asking himself if hospi
tality were the most sacred thing in the world. Was not the senti
ment that he entertained for Miss Osmond of infinitely greater

2. Diego de Velasquez (1599-1660). Spanish painter who painted a number of portraits of the
lnfanta (''Princess") Margarita Teresa, daughter of Philip IV of Spain.
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importance? Of greater importance to him-yes; but not probably 
to the master of the house. There was one comfort; even if this gen
tleman had been placed on his guard by Madame Merle he would 
not have extended the warning to Pansy; it ,vould not have been 
part of his policy· to let her know that a prepossessing young man 
was in love with her. But he was in love with her, the prepossessing 
young man; and all these restrictions of circumstance had ended by 
irritating him. What had Gilbert Osmond meant by giving him two 
fingers of his left hand? If Osmond was rude, surely he himself 
might be bold. He felt extremely bold after the dull girl in so vain a 
disguise of rose-eolour had responded to the call of her mother, who 
came in to say, with a significant simper at Rosier, that she must 
carry her off to other triumphs. The mother and daughter departed 
together, and now it depended only upon him that he should be 
virtually alone with Pansy. He had never been alone with her 
before; he had never been alone with a ;eune plle. It was a great 
moment; poor Rosier began to pat his forehead again. There was 
another room beyond the one in which they stood-a small room 
that had been thrown open and lighted, but that, the company not 
being numerous, had remained empty all the evening. It was empty 
yet; it was upholstered in pale yellow; there were several lamps; 
through the open door it looked the very temple of authorised love. 
Rosier gazed a moment through this aperture; he was afraid that 
Pansy would run away, and felt almost capable of stretching out a 
hand to detain her. But she lingered where the other maiden had 
left them, making no motion to join a knot of- visitors on the far 
side of the room. For a little it occurred to him that she was fright
ened-too frightened perhaps to move; but a second glance assured 
him she was not, and he then reflected that she was too innocent 
indeed for that. After a supreme hesitation he asked her if he might 
go and look at the yellow room, which seemed so attractive yet so 
vi.rginal. He had been there already \vith Osmond, to inspect the
furniture, which was of the First French Empire,3 and especially to
admire the clock ( which he didn't really admire), an immense clas
sic structure of that period. He therefore felt that he had now
begun to manreuvre.

"Certainly, you may go," said Pansy; "and if you like I'll show 
you." She was not in the least frightened. 

"That's just what I hoped you'd say; you're so very kind," Rosier 
murmured. 

They went in together; Rosier really thought the room very ugly, 
and it seemed cold. The same idea appeared to have struck Pansy. 
"It's not for winter evenings; it's more for summer," she said. ((It's 
papa's taste; he has so much." 

3. A neo-classic style of arts and crafts identified with the Napoleonic First Empire (1804-1815);
the furniture was massive and sumptuous.
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He had a good deal, Rosier thought; but some of it was very bad. 
He looked about him; he hardly knew what to say in such a situa
tion. "Doesn't Mrs. Osmond care how her rooms are done? Has she 
no taste?" he asked. 

"Oh yes, a great deal; but it's more for literature," said Pansy
"and for conversation. But papa cares also for those things. I think 
he knows everything." 

Rosier was silent a little. "There's one thing I'n1 sure he knows!" 
he broke out presently. "He knows that when I come here it's, with 
all respect to him, with all respect to Mrs. Osmond, who's so 
charming-it's really," said the young man, "to see youf' 

"To see me?" And Pansy raised her vaguely-troubled eyes. 
"To see you; that's what I come for," Rosier repeated, feeling the 

intoxication of a rupture with authority. 
Pansy stood looking at him, simply, intently, openly; a blush was 

not needed to make her face more modest. "1 thought it was for 
that.1' 

"And it was not disagreeable to you?'' 
"I couldn't tel1; I didn't know. You never told me," said Pansy. 
"I was afraid of offending you." 
"You don't offend me," the young girl murmured, smiling as if 

an angel had kissed her. 
"You like me then, Pansy?" Rosier asked very gently, feeling very 

happy. 
"Yes-I like you." 
They had walked to the chimney-piece where the big cold 

Empire clock was perched; they were we11 within the room and 
beyond observation from without. The tone in which she had said 
these four \vords seemed to him the very breath of nature, and his 
only answer could be to take her hand and hold it a moment. Then 
he raised it to his lips. She submitted, still with her pure, trusting 
smile, in which there was something ineffably passive. She liked him 
-she had liked him all the while; now anything might happen! She
was ready-she had been ready always, waiting for him to speak. If
he had not spoken she would have waited for ever; but when the
word came she dropped like the peach from the shaken tree. Rosier
felt that if he should draw her toward him and hold her to his heart
she would submit without a murmur, would rest there without a
question. It ,vas true that this would be a rash experiment in a
yellow Empire salottino.4 She had known it was for her he came,
and yet like what a perfect Ii ttle lady she had carried it off!

"You're very dear to me," he murmured, trying to believe that 
there was after all such a thing as hospitality. 

She looked a moment at her hand, where he had kissed it. "Did 
you say papa knows?11

4. A study or smalJ room.
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"You told me just now he knows everything." 
"I think you must make sure

,.
" said Pansy. 

"Ah, my ·dear, ,vhen once I'm sure of you!" Rosier murmured in 
her ear; whereupon she turned back to the other rooms with a little 
air of consistency which seemed to imply that their appeal should 
be immediate. 

The other rooms meanwhile had become conscious of the arrival 
of Madame Merle, \vho, wherever she went, produced an impression 
when she entered. How she did it the most attentive spectator 
could not have told you, for she neither spoke loud, nor laughed 
profusely, nor moved rapidly, nor dressed with splendour, nor 
appealed in any appreciab.le manner to the audience. Large, fair, 
smiling, serene, there was something in her very tranquillity that 
diffused itself, and when people looked round it was because of a 
sudden quiet. On this occasion she had done the quietest thing she 
could do; after embracing Mrs. Osmond, which was more striking, 
she had sat down on a small sofa to commune with the master of 
the house. There was a brief exchange of commonplaces between 
these two-they always paid, in public, a certain formal tribute to 
the commonplace-and then Madame Merle, whose eyes had been 
wandering, asked if little Mr. Rosier had come this evening. 

"I-le came nearly an hour ago-but he has disappeared," Osmond 
said. 

"And where's Pansy?" 
"In the other room. There are several people there." 
"He's probably among them," said Madame Merle. 
"Do y9u wish to see him?" Osmond asked in a provokingly 

pointless tone. 
Madame Merle looked at him a moment; she knew each of his 

tones to the eighth of a note. "Yes, I should like to say to him that 
I've told you what he wants, and that it interests you but feebly." 

"Don't tell him that. 1-Ie'Il try to interest me more-which is 
exactly what I don't want. Tell him I hate his proposal." 

"But you don't hate it." 
"It doesn't signify; I don't love it. I let him see that, myself, this 

evening; I was rude to him on purpose. That sort of thing's a great 
bore. There's no hurry." 

"I'll tell him that you'll take time and think it over." 
"No, don't do that. He'll hang on." 
"If I discourage him he'll do the same." 
"Yes, but in the one case he'll try to talk and explain-which 

would be exceedingly tiresome. In the other he'll probably hold his 
tongue and go in for some deeper game. That will leave me quiet. I 
hate talking with a donkey." 

"Is that what you call poor Mr. Rosier?" 
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"Oh, he's a nuisance-with his eternal majolica."5

Madame Merle dropped her eyes; she had a faint smile. "He's a 
gentleman, he has a charming temper; and, after all, an income of 
forty thousand francs!" 

"It's misery-'genteel' misery," Osmond broke in. "It's not what 
I've dreamed of for Pansy." 

"\lery good then. He has promised me not to speak to her." 
"Do you believe him?" Osmond asked absent-mindedly. 
"Perfectly. Pansy has thought a great deal about him; but I don't 

suppose you consider that that matters." 
"I don't consider it matters at all; but neither do I believe she 

has thought of him." 
"That opinion's more convenient," said Madame Merle quietly. 
"Has she told you she's in love with him?" 
"For what do you take her? And for what do you take me?" 

Madame Merle added in a moment. 
Osmond had raised his foot and was resting his slim ankle on the 

other knee; he clasped his ankle in his hand familiarly-his long, 
fine forefinger and thumb could make a ring for it-and gazed a 
while before him. "This kind of thing doesn't find me unprepared. 
It's what I educated her for. It was all for this-that when such a 
case should come up she should do what I prefer." 

"I'm not afraid that she'll not do it." 
"Well then, where's the hitch?" 
"I don't see any. But, all the same, I recommend you not to get 

rid of Mr. Rosier. Keep him on hand; he may be useful." 
"I can't keep him. Keep him yourself." 
"Very good; I'll put him into a corner and allow him so much a 

day." Madame Merle had, for the most part, while they talked, been 
glancing about her; it was her habit in this situation, just as it was 
her habit to interpose a good many blank-looking pauses. A long 
drop followed the last words I have quoted; and before it had ended 
she saw Pansy come out of the adjoining room, followed by Edward 
Rosier. The girl advanced a few steps and then stopped and stood 
looking at Madame Merle and at her father. 

"He has spoken to her," Madame Merle went on to Osmond. 
Her companion never turned his head. "So much for your belief 

in his promises. He ought to be horse-whipped." 
"He intends to confess, poor little man!" 
Osmond got up; he had now taken a sharp look at his daughter. 

"It doesn't matter," he murmured, turning away. 
Pansy after a moment came up to Madame Merle with her little 

manner of unfamiliar politeness. Tl1is lady's reception of ber was 
not more inti1nate; she simply, as she rose from the sofa, gave her a 

5. Tin-glaze earthware painted in bright ("Majorca") colors.
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friendly smile. 
"You're very late," the young creature gently said. 
"My dear child, I'm never later than I intend to be." 
Madame Merle had not got up to be gracious to Pansy; she 

moved toward Edward Rosier. He came to meet her and, very 
quickly, as if to get it off his mind, "I've spoken to her!" he whis
pered. 

"I know it, Mr. Rosier." 
"Did she tell you?" 
"Yes, she told me. Behave properly for the rest of the evening, 

and come and see me to-morrow at a quarter past five." She was 
severe, and in the manner in which she turned her back to him 
there was a degree of contempt which caused him to mutter a 
decent imprecation. 

He had no intention of speaking to Osmond; it was neither the 
time nor the place. But he instinctively wandered toward Isabel, 
who sat talking with an old lady. He sat down on the other side of 
her; the old la�y was Italian, and Rosier took for granted she under
stood no English. "You said just now you wouldn't help me," he 
began to Mrs. Osmond. "Perhaps you'll feel differently when you 
know-when you know-!" 

Isabel met his hesitation. "When I know what?" 
"That she's all right." 
"What do you mean by that?" 
"Well, that we've come to an understanding." 
"She's all wrong," said Isabel. "It won't do." 
Poor Rosier gazed at her half-pleadingly, half-angrily; a sudden 

flush testified to his sense of injury. "I've never been treated so," he 
said. "What is there against me, after all? That's not the way I'm 
usually considered. I could have married twenty times." 

"It's a pity you didn't. I don't mean twenty times, but once, 
comfortably," Isabel added, smiling kindly. "You're not rich enough 
for Pansy." 

"She doesn't care a straw for one's money." 
"No, but her father does." 
"Ah yes, he has proved that!" cried the young man. 
Isabel got up, turning away from him, leaving her old lady with

out ceremony; and he occupied himself for the next ten minutes in 
pretending to look at Gilbert Osmond's collection of miniatures, 
which were neatly arranged on a series of small velvet screens. But 
he looked without seeing; his cheek burned; he was too full of his 
sense of injury. It was certain that he had never been treated that 
way before; he was not used to being thought not good enough. He 
knew how good he was, and if such a fallacy had not been so perni
cious he could have laughed at it. He searched again for Pansy, but 



VoL. II: XXXVIII 317 

she had disappeared, and his main desire was now to get out of the 
house. Before doing so he spoke once more to Isabel; it was not 
agreeable to him to reflect that he had just said a rude thing to her 
-the only point that would now justify a low view of him.

"I referred to Mr. Osmond as I shouldn't have done, a while
ago," he began. "But you must remember my situation." 

"I don't remember what you said," she answered coldly. 
"Ah, you're offended, and now you'll never help me." 
She was silent an instant, and then with a change of tone: "It's 

not that I won't; I simply can't!" Her manner was almost passion
ate. 

"If you could, just a little, I'd never again speak of your husband 
save as an angel." 

"The inducement's great," said Isabel gravely-inscrutably, as he 
afterwards, to himself, called it; and she gave him, straight in the 
eyes, a look which was also inscrutable. It made him remember 
somehow that he had known her as a child; and yet it was keener 
than he liked, and he took himself off. 

XXXVIII 

He went to see l\tladame Merle on the morrow, and to his sur
prise she let him off rather easily. But she made him promise that 
he would stop there till something should have been decided. Mr. 
Osmond had had higher expectations; it was very true that as he 
had no intention of giving his daughter a portion such expectations 
were open to criticism or even, if one would, to ridicule. But she 
would advise Mr. Rosier not to take that tone; if he would possess 
his soul in patience he might arrive at his felicity. Mr. Osmond was 
not favourable to his suit, but it wouldn't be a miracle if he should 
gradually come round. Pansy would never defy her father, he 
might depend on that; so nothing was to be gained by precipitation. 
Mr. Osmond needed to accustom his mind to an offer of a sort that 
he had not hitherto entertained, and this result must come of itself 
-it was useless to try to force it. Rosier remarked that his own situ
ation would be in the meanwhile the most uncomfortable in the
world, and Madame Merle assured him that she felt for him. But,
as she justly declared, one couldn't have everything one wanted; she
had learned that lesson for herself. There would be no use in his
writing to Gilbert Osmond, who had charged her to tell him as
much He wished the matter dropped for a few weeks and would
himself write when he should have anything to communicate that it
might please Mr. Rosier to hear.

"He doesn't like your having spoken to Pansy. Ah, he doesn't like 
it at all," said Madame Merle. 

"I'm perfectly willing to give him a chance to tell me so!" 
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"If you do that he'll tell you more than you care to hear. Go to 
the house, for the next month, as little as possible, and ]eave the 
rest to me." 

''As little as possible? Who's to measure the possibility?" 
"Let me 1neasure it. Go on Thursday evenings \vith the rest of 

the \vorld, but don't go at all at odd times, and don't fret about 
Pansy. I'll see that she understands everything. She's a calm little 
nature; she'll take it quietly." 

Edward Rosier fretted about Pansy a good deal, but he did as he 
,vas advised, and awaited another Thursday evening before return
ing to Palazzo Roccanera. There had been a party at dinner, so that 
though he went early the company was already tolerably numerous. 
Osmond, as usual, was in the first room, near the fire, staring 
straight at the door, so that, not to be distinctly uncivil, Rosier had 
to go and speak to him. 

"I'm glad that you can take a hint," Pansy's father said, slightly 
closing his keen, conscious eyes. 

"I take no hints. But I took a message, as I supposed it to be." 
"You took it? Where did you take it?" 
It seemed to poor Rosier he was being insulted, and he waited a 

moment, asking himself how much a true lover ought to submit to. 
"Madame Merle gave me, as I understood it, a message from you
to the effect that you declined to give me the opportunity I desire, 
the opportunity to explain my wishes to you." And he flattered 
himself he spoke rather sternly. 

"I don't see what Madan1e Merle has to do with it. Why did you 
apply to Madame Merle?" 

"I asked her for an opinion-for nothing more. I did so because 
she had seemed to me to know you very well." 

"She doesn't know me so well as she thinks," said Osmond. 
"I'm sorry for that, because she has given me some little ground 

for hope." 
Osmond stared into the fire a moment. "I set a great price on my 

daughter." 
"You can't set a higher one than I do. Don't I prove it by wish

ing to marry her?" 
"I wish to marry her very well," Osmond went on with a dry

impertinence which, in another mood, poor Rosier would have 
admired. 

"Of course I pretend she'd marry well in marrying me. She 
couldn't marry a man who loves her more--or whom, I may venture 
to add, she loves more." 

"I'm not bound to accept your theories as to whom my daughter 
loves"-Osmond looked up \vith a quick, cold smile. 

"I'm not theorising. Your daughter has spoken." 
• 

I 
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"Not to me," Osmond continued, now bending forward a little 
and dropping his eyes to his boot-toes. 

"I have her promise, sir!" cried Rosier with the sharpness of exas-
peration. 

As their voices had been pitched very low before, such a note 
attracted some attention from the company. Osmond waited till 
this little movement had subsided; then he said, all undisturbed: "I 
think she has no recollection of having given it.'"' 

They had been standing with their faces to the fire, and after he 
had uttered these last words the master of the house turned round 
again to the room. Before Rosier had time to reply he perceived 
that a gentleman-a stranger-had just come in, unannounced, 
according to the Roman custom, and was about to present himself 
to his host. The latter smiled blandly, but somehow blankly; the vis
itor had a handsome face and a large, fair beard, and was evidently 
an Englishman. 

"You apparently don't recognise me," he said with a smile that 
expressed more than Osmond's. 

"Ah yes, now I do. I expected so little to see you." 
Rosier departed and went in direct pursuit of Pansy. He sought 

her, as usual, in the neighbouring room, but he again encountered 
Mrs. Osmond in his path. He gave his hostess no greeting-he was 
too righteously indignant, but said to her crudely: "Your husband's 
awfully cold-blooded." 

She gave the same mystical smile he had noticed before. "You 
can't expect every one to be as hot as yourself." 

"I don't pretend to be cold, but I'm cool. What has he been 
doing to his daughter?" 

"I've no idea." 
"Don't you take any interest?" Rosier demanded with his sense 

ti1at she too was irritating. 
For a moment she answered nothing; then, "No!'' she said 

abruptly and with a quickened light in her eyes which directly con
tradicted the word. 

"Pardon me if I don't believe that. Where's Miss Osmond?" 
"In the corner, making tea. Please leave her there." 
Rosier instantly discovered his friend, who had been hidden by 

intervening groups. He watched her, but her own attention was 
entirely given to her occupation. "What on earth has he done to 
her?" he asked again imploringly. "He declares to me she has given 
me up." 

"She has not given you up/' Isabel said in a low· tone and with-
out looking at him. 

"Ah, thank you for that! Now I'll leave her alone as long as you 
think proper!" 
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He had hardly spoken when he saw her change colour, and 
became aware that Osmond was coming toward her accompanied by 
the gentleman who had just entered. He judged the latter, in spite 
of the advantage of good looks and evident social experience, a little 
embarrassed. "Isabel," said her husband, ''I bring you an old 
friend." 

Mrs. Osmond's face, though it wore a smile, was, like her old 
friend's, not perfectly confident. "I'm very happy to see Lord War
burton," she said. Rosier turned away and, now that his talk with 
her had been interrupted, felt absolved from the little pledge he 
had just taken. He had a quick impression that Mrs. Osmond 
wouldn't notice what he did. 

Isabel in fact, to do him justice, for some time quite ceased to 
observe him. She had been startled; she hardly knew if she felt a 
pleasure or a pain. Lord Warburton, however, now that he was face 
to face with her, was plainly quite sure of his own sense of the 
matter; though his grey eyes had still their fine original property of 
keeping recognition and attestation strictly sincere. He was "heav
ier" than of yore and looked older; he stood there very solidly and 
sensibly. 

"I suppose you didn't expect to see me," he said; "I've but just 
arrived. Literally, I only got here this evening. You see I've lost no 
time in coming to pay you my respects. I knew you were at home 
on Thursdays." 

"You see the fame of your Thursdays has spread to England," 
Osmond remarked to his wife. 

"It's very kind of Lord Warburton to come so soon; we're greatly 
flattered," Isabel said. 

"Ah well, it's better than stopping in one of those horrible inns," 
Osmond went on. 

"The hotel seems very good; I think it's the same at which I saw 
you four years since. You know it was here in Rome that we first 
met; it's a long time ago. Do you remember where I bade you 
go.ad-bye?" his lordship asked of his hostess. "It was in the Capitol, 
in the first room." 

"I remember that myself," said Osmond. "I was there at the 
time." 

"Yes, I remember you there. I was very sorry to leave Rome-so 
sorry that, somehow or other, it became almost a dismal memory, 
and I've never cared to come back till to-day. But I knew you were 
living here," her old friend went on to Isabel, "and I assure you I've 
often thought of you. It must be a charming place to live in," he 
added with a look, round him, at her established home, in which 
she rnight have caught the dim ghost of his old ruefulness. 

"We should have been glad to see you at any time," Osmond 
observed with propriety. 
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"Thank you very much. I haven't been out of England since 
then. Till a month ago I really supposed my travels over.'' 

"I've heard of you from time to time," said Isabel, who had 
already, with her rare capacity for such inward feats, taken the 
measure of what meeting him again meant for her. 

"I hope you've heard no harm. My life has been a remarkably 
complete blank." 

"Like the good reigns in history," Osmond suggested. He 
appeared to think his duties as a host now terminated-he had per
formed them so conscientiously. Nothing could have been more 
adequate, more nicely measured, than his courtesy to his wife's old 
friend. It \vas punctilious, it was explicit, it was everything but natu
ral-a deficiency which Lord Warburton, who, himself, had on the 
whole a good deal of nature, may be supposed to have perceived. 
"I'll leave you and Mrs. Osmond together," he added. "You have 
reminiscences into which I don't enter." 

"I'm afraid you lose a good deal!" Lord Warburton called after 
him, as he moved away, in a tone which perhaps betrayed overmuch 
an appreciation of his generosity. Then the visitor turned on Isabel 
the deeper, the deepest, consciousness of his look, which gradually 
became more serious. "I tm really very glad to see you." 

"It's very pleasant. You're very kind." 
"Do you know that you're changed-a little?" 
She just hesitated. "Yes-a good deal." 
"I don't mean for the worse, of course; and yet how can I say for 

the better?" 
"I think I shall have no scruple in saying that to you," she 

bravely returned. 
"Ah well, for me-it's a long time. It would be a pity there 

shouldn't be something to show for it." They sat down and she 
asked him about his sisters, with other enquiries of a somewhat per
functory kind. He answered her questions as if they interested him, 
and in a few moments she saw-or believed she saw-that he 
would press with less of his whole weight than of yore. Time had 
breathed upon his heart and, without chilling it, given it a relieved 
sense of having taken the air. Isabel felt her usual esteem for Time 
rise at a bound. Her friend's manner was cerqiinly that of a con
tented man, one who would rather like people, or like her at least, 
to know him for such. "There's something I must tell you without 
more delay," he resumed. "I've brought Ralph Touchett with me." 

"Brought him with you?" Isabel's surprise was great. 
"He's at the hotel; he ,vas too tired to come out and has gone to 

bed." 
"I'll go to see hin1," she immediately said. 
"That's exactly what I hoped you'd do. I had an idea you hadn't 

seen 1nuch of him since your marriage, that in fact your relations 
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were a-a little more formal. That's why I hesitated-like an awk-
d B 

. 
'' war nton. 

"I'm as fond of Ralph as ever," Isabel answered. "But why has 
he come to Rome?" The declaration was very gentle, the question. a 
little sharp. 

"Because he's very far gone, Mrs. Osmond." 
"Rome then is no place for him. I heard from him that he had 

determined to give up his custom of wintering abroad and to 
remain in England, indoors, in what he called an artificial climate." 

"Poor fellow, he doesn't succeed with the artificial! I went to see 
him three weeks ago, at Gardencourt, and found him thoroughly ill. 
He has been getting worse every year, and now he has no strength 
left. He smokes no more cigarettes! 1-Ie had got up an artificial cli
mate indeed; the house was as hot as Calcutta. Nevertheless he had 
suddenly taken it into his head to start for Sicily. I didn't believe in 
it-neither did the doctors, nor any of his friends. His mother, as I 
suppose you know, is in America, so there was no one to prevent 
him. He stuck to his idea that it would be the saving of him to 
spend the winter at Catania.1 He said he could take seivants and 
furniture, could make himself comfortable, but in point of fact he 
hasn't brought anything. I wanted him at least to go by sea, to save 
fatigue; but he said he hated the sea and wished to stop at Rome. 
After that, though I thought it all rubbish, I made up my mind to 
come with him. I'm acting as-what do you call it in America?-as 
a kind of moderator. Poor Ralph's very moderate now. We left 
England a fortnight ago, and he has been very bad on the way. He 
can't keep warm, and the further south we come the more he feels 
the cold. He has got rather a good man, but I'm afraid he's beyond 
human help. I wanted him to take with him some clever fellow-I 
n1ean some sharp young doctor; but he wouldn't hear of it. If you 
don't mind my saying so, I think it was a most extraordinary time 
for Mrs. Touchett to decide on going to America." 

Isabel had listened eagerly; her face was full of pain and wonder. 
"My aunt does that at fixed periods and lets nothing turn her aside. 
When the date comes round she starts; I think she'd have started if 
Ralph had been dying." 

"I sometimes think he is dying," Lord Warburton said. 
Isabel sprang up. "I'll go to him then now." 
He checked her; he was a little disconcerted at the quick effect of 

his words. ''I don't mean I thought so to-night. On the contrary, 
to-day, in the train, he seemed particularly well; the idea of our 
reaching Rome-he's very fond of Rome, you know-gave him 
strength. An hour ago, ,vhen I bade him good-night, he told me he 
was very tired, but very happy. ·eo to him in the morning; that's all 

l. A Sicilian port and winter resort.
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I mean. I didn't tell him I was coming here; I didn't decide to till 
after we had separated. Then I remembered he had told me you 
had an evening, and that it was this very Tb�ursday. It occurred to 
me to come in and tell you he's here, and let you know you had 
perhaps better not wait for him to call. I think he said he hadntt 
written to you.'' There was no need of Isabel's declaring that she 
would act upon Lord Warburton's information; she looked, as she 
sat there, like a winged creature held back. "Let alone that I 
wanted to see you for myself," her visitor gallantly added. 

"I don't understand Ralph's plan; it seems to me very wild," she 
said. "I was glad to think of him between those thick walls at Gar
dencourt." 

''He was completely alone there; the thick walls were his only 
company." 

"You went to see him; you've been extremely kind." 
"Oh dear, I had nothing to do," said Lord Warburton. 
"We hear, on the contrary, that you're doing great things. Every 

one speaks of you as a great statesman, and I'm perpetually seeing 
your name in the Times, which, by the way, doesn't appear to hold 
it in reverence. You're apparently as wild a radical as ever." 

"I don't feel nearly so wild; you know the world has come round 
to me. 'f ouchett and I have kept up a sort of parliamentary debate 
all the way from London. I tell him he's the last of the Tories, and 
he calls me the King of the Goths2-says I have, down to the 
details of my personal appearance, every sign of the brute. So you 
see there's life in him yet." 

Isabel had many questions to ask about Ralph, but she abstained 
from asking them all. She would see for herself on the morrow. She 
perceived that after a little Lord Warburton would tire of that sub
ject-he had a conception of other possible topics. She ,vas more 
and more able to say to herself that he had recovered, and, what is 
more to the point, she was able to say it without bitterness. He had 
been for her, of old, such an image of urgency, of insistence, of 
something to be resisted and reasoned with, that his reappearance at 
first menaced her with a new trouble. But she was now reassured; 
she could see he only wished to live with her on good terms, that 
she was to understand he had forgiven her and was incapable of the 
bad taste of making pointed allusions. This was not a form of 
revenge, of course; she had no suspicion of his \Vishing to punish 
her by an exhibition of disillusionment; she did him the justice to 
believe it had simply occurred to him that she would now take a 
good-natured interest in knowing he was resigned. It was the resig-

2. Theodoric the Great (ca. 454- 526). king of the Ostrogoths, who invaded and conquered Italy
in 488. His rule was Jong and beneficent but long remembered as the invasion of Europe by
the barbarians. [ 1st ed.: "the head of the Communists."]



324 THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY 

nation of a healthy, n1anly nature, in which sentin1ental wounds 
could never fester. British politics had cured him; she had known 
they \\.:ould. She gave an envious thought to the happier lot of men, 
,vho are always free to plunge into the healing waters of action. 
Lord Warburton of course spoke of tl1e past, but he spoke of it 
without implications; he even went so far as to allude to their 
former meeting in Rome as a very jolly time. And he told her he 
had been in1mensely interested in hearing of her marriage and that 
it ,vas a great pleasure for him to make Mr. Osmond's acquaintance 
-since he could hardly be said to have made it on the ot11er occa
sion. He had not \vritten to her at the time of that passage in her
history, but he didn't apologise to her for this. The only thing he
implied was that they ,vere old friends, intimate friends. It was very
n1uch as an intimate friend that he said to her, suddenly, after a
short pause which he had occupied in smiling, as he looked a bout
him, like a person an1used, at a provincial entertainment, by some
innocent game of guesses-

"Well now, I suppose you're very happy and all that sort of 
thing?" 

Isabel answered with a quick laugh; the tone of his remark struck 
her almost as the accent of comedy. "Do you suppose if I were not 
I'd tell you?" 

"Well, I don't know. I don't see why not." 
"I do then. Fortunately, however, I'm very happy." 
"You've got an awfully good house." 
"Yes, it's very pleasant. But that's not my merit-it's my hus-

band's." 
"You mean he has arranged it?" 
"Yes, it was nothing.when we came." 
"He must be very clever." 
"He has a genius for upholstery," said Isabel. 
"There's a great rage for that sort of thing now. But you must 

have a taste of your own." 
"I enjoy things when they're done, but I've no ideas. I can never 

propose anything." 
"Do you mean you accept ,vhat others propose?" 
"Very willingly, for the 1nost part." 
"That's a good thing to know. I shall propose to you something." 
"It ,vi11 be very kind. I must say, however, that I've in a few 

small ways a certain initiative. I should like for instance to intro
duce you to some of these people." 

"Oh, please don't; I prefer sitting here. Unless it be to that 
young lady in the blue dress. She l1as a charming face." 

"The one talking to the rosy young man? That's my husband's 
daughter." 
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"Lucky man, your husband. What a dear little maid!" 
"You must make her acquaintance." 

325 

"In a moment-with pleasure. I like looking at her from here." 
He ceased to look at her, however, very soon; his eyes constantly 
reverted to Mrs. Osmond. "Do you know I was wrong just now in 
saying you had changed?" he presently went on. "You seem to me, 
after all, very much the same." 

"And yet I find it a great change to be married," said Isabel with 
mild gaiety. 

"It affects most people more than it has affected you. Yon see I

haven't gone in for that." 
"It rather surprises me.,, 
"You ought to understand it, Mrs. Osmond. But I do want to

marry," he added more simply. 
"It ought to be very easy," Isabel said,. rising-after which she 

reflected, with a pang perhaps too visible, that she was hardly the 
person to say this. It was perhaps because Lord Warburton divined 
the pang that he generously forbore to call her attention to her not 
having contributed then to the facility. 

Edward Rosier had meanwhile seated himself on an ottoman 
beside Pansy's tea-table. He pretended at first to talk to her about 
trifles, and she asked him \vho was the new gentleman conversing 
with her stepmother. 

"He's an English lord," said Rosier. "I don't know more." 
"I ,vonder if he'll have some tea. The English are so fond of 

tea.'" 
"Never mind that; I've something particular to say to you." 
"Don't speak so loud-every one will hear," said Pansy. 
"They won't hear if you continue to look that way; as if your 

only thought in life was the wish the kettle would boil." 
"It has just been filled; the servants never know!"-and she 

sighed with the weight of her responsibility. 
"Do you know what your father said to me just now? That you 

didn't mean what you said a week ago." 
"I don't mean everything I say. How can a young girl do that?

But I mean what I say to you." 
"He told me you ,-iad forgotten me." 
"Ah no, I don't forget," said Pansy, showing her pretty teeth in a 

fixed smile. 
"Then everything's just the very same?" 
"Ah no, not the very same. Papa has been terribly severe." 
"What has he done to you?n

"He asked me what you had done to me, and I told him every
thing. Then he forbade me to marry you." 

"You needn't n1ind that." 
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"Oh yes, I must indeed. I can't disobey papa." 
"Not for one who loves you as I do, and whom you pretend to 

love?" 
She raised the lid of the tea-pot, gazing into this vessel for a 

moment; then she dropped six words into its aromatic depths. "I 
love you just as 1nuch." 

"What good will that do me?" 
"Ah,'' said Pansy, raising her sweet, vague eyes, "I don't know 

that." 
"You disappoint me," groaned poor Rosier. 
She was silent a little; she handed a tea-cup to a servant. "Please 

don't talk any more." 
"Is this to be a11 my satisfaction?11

"Papa said I was not to talk with you." 
"Do you sacrifice me like that? Ah, it's too much!" 
"I wish you'd wait a little," said the girl in a voice just distinct 

enough to betray a quaver. 
"Of course I'll \vait if you'll give me hope. But you take my life 

away." 
"I'll not give you up-oh no!" Pansy went on. 
"He'll try and make you marry some one else." 
"I'll never do that." 
"What then are we to wait for?" 
She hesitated again. "I'll speak to Mrs. Osmond and she'll help 

us." It was in this manner that she for the most part designated her 
stepmother. 

"She won't help us n1uch. She's afraid." 
"Afraid of what?" 
"Of your father, I suppose." 
Pansy shook her little head. "She's not afraid of any one. We 

must have patience." 
"Ah, that's an awful word," Rosier groaned; he was deeply dis

concerted. Oblivious of the customs of good society, he dropped his 
head· into his hands and, supporting it with a melancholy grace, sat 
staring at the carpet. Presently he became aware of a good deal of 
movement about him and, as he looked up, saw Pansy making a 
curtsey-it was still her little curtsey of the convent-to the Eng
lish lord whom Mrs. Osmond had introduced. 

XXXIX 

It will probably not surprise the reflective reader that Ralph 
Touchett should have seen less of his cousin since her marriage 
than he had done before that event-an event of which he took 
such a view as could hardly prove a confirmation of intimacy. He 
had uttered his thought, as we know, and after this had held his 
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peace, Isabel not having invited him to resume a discussion which 
marked a ·n era in their relations. That discussion had made a differ
ence-the difference he feared rather than the one he hoped. It had 
not chilled the girl's zeal in carrying out her engagement, but it had 
come dangerously near to spoiling a friendship. No reference was 
ever again 1nade between them to Ralph's opinion of Gilbert 
Osmond, and by surrounding this topic with a sacred silence they 
managed to preserve a semblance of reciprocal frankness. But there 
was a difference, as Ralph often said to himself-there was a differ
ence. She had not forgiven hin1, she never \VOtdd forgive him: that 
was all he had gained. She thought she had forgiven him; she 
believed she didn't care; and as she was both very generous and very 
proud these convictions represented a certain reality. But whether 
or no the event should justify him he would virtua11y have done 
her a wrong, and the wrong was of the sort that women remember 
best. As Osmond's wife she could never again be his friend. If in 
this character she should enjoy the felicity she expected, she would 
have nothing but contempt for the man who had attempted, in ad
vance, to undermine a blessing so dear; and if on the other hand his 
warning should be justified the vow she had taken that he should 
never know it would lay upon her spirit such a burden as to make her 
hate him. So disn1al had been, during the year that followed his 
cousin's marriage, Ralph's prevision of the future; and if his medita
tions appear morbid we n1ust remember he \Vas not in the bloom of 
health. He consoled himself as he might by behaving ( as he 
deemed) beautifully, and was present at the ceremony by which 
Isabel was united to Mr. Osmond, and which was performed in 
Florence in the month of June. He learned from his mother that 
Isabel at first had thought of celebrating her nuptials in her native 
land, but that as simplicity was what she chiefly desii:ed to secure 
she had finally decided, in spite of Osmond's professed willingness 
to make a journey of any length, that this characteristic would be 
best en1bodied in their being married by the nearest clergyman in 
the shortest time. The thing was done therefore at the little Ameri
can chapel, on a very hot day, in the presence only of Mrs. Touch
ett and her son, of Pansy Osmond and the Countess Gemini. That 
severity in the proceedings of which I just spoke was in part the 
result of the absence of two persons who might have been looked 
for on the occasion and who would have Jent it a certain richness. 
Madame Merle had been invited, but Madame Merle, \vho was 
unable to leave Rome, had written a gracious letter of excuses. Hen
rietta Stackpole had not been invited, as her departure from Amer
ica, announced to Isabel by Mr. Goodwood, was in fact frustrated 
by the duties of her profession; but she had sent a letter, less gra
cious than Madame 1V1erle's, intimating that, had she been able to 



328 THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY 

cross the Atlantic, she would have been present not only as a wit
ness but as a critic. Her return to Europe had taken place somewhat 
later, and she had effected a meeting with Isabel in the autumn, in 
Paris, when she had indulged-perhaps a trifle too freely-her criti
cal genius. Poor Osmond, \vho was chiefly the subject of it, had pro
tested so sharply that Henrietta was obliged to declare to Isabel that 
she had taken a step which put a barrier between them. "It isn't in 
the least that you've married-it is that you have married him," she 
had deemed it her duty to remark; agreeing, it \vill be seen, much 
more with Ralph Touchett than she suspected, though she had few 
of his hesitations and compunctions. Henrietta's second visit to 
Europe, however, was not apparently to have been made in vain; for 
just at the moment when Osmond had declared to Isabel that he 
really must object to that newspaper-woman, and Isabel had 
ans\vered that it seemed to her he took Henrietta too hard, the 
good Mr. Bantling had appeared upon the scene and proposed that 
they should take a run down to Spain. Henrietta's letters from 
Spain had proved the most acceptable she had yet published, and 
there had been one in especial, dated from the Alhambra1 and enti
tled 'Moors and Moonlight,' which generally passed for her 1naster
piece. Isabel had been secretly disappointed at her husband's not 
seeing his way si1nply to take the poor girl for funny. She even won
dered if his sense of fun, or of the funny-which would be his sense 
of humour, \vouldn't it?-were by chance defective. Of course she 
herself looked at the matter as a person \vhose present happiness 
had nothing to grudge to Henrietta's violated conscience. Osmond 
had thought their alliance a kind of monstrosity; he couldn't imag
ine what they had in common. For him, Mr. Bantling's fello,v tour
ist was simply the most vulgar of women, and he had also pro
nounced her the most abandoned. Against this latter clause of the 
verdict Isabel had appealed with an ardour that had made him 
wonder afresh at the oddity of some of his wife's tastes. Isabel could 
explain it only by saying that she liked to know people who were as 
different as possible fro1n herself. "Why then don't you n1ake the 
acquaintance of your washerwoman?" Osmond had enquired; to 
which Isabel had answered that she. was afraid her washerwoman 
wouldn't care for her. Now Henrietta cared so much. 

Ralph had seen nothing of her for the greater part of the two 
years that had followed her marriage; the winter that formed the 
beginning of her residence in Rome he had spent again at San 
Remo, where he had been joined in the spring by his mother, who 
afterwards had go�e with him to England, to see what they were 
doing at tbe bank-an operation she couldn't induce him to per
form. Ralph had taken a lease of his house at San Remo, a small 
villa which he had occupied still another \vinter; but late in the 

l. Tvloorish pa1ace in Granada, Spain.
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month of April of this second year he had come down to Rome. It 
was the first time since her marriage that he had stood face to face 
with Isabel; his desire to see her again was then of the keenest. She 
had written to him from time to time, but her letters told him 
nothing he wanted to know. He had asked his mother what she was 
making of her life, and his mother had simply answered that she 
supposed she was making the best of it. Mrs. Touchett had not the 
imagination that communes with the unseen, and she now pre
tended to no intimacy with her niece, whom she rarely encountered. 
This young woman appeared to be living in a sufficiently honour
able way, but Mrs. Touchett still remained of the opinion that her 
marriage had been a shabby affair. It had given her no pleasure to 
think of Isabel's establishment, which she was sure was a very lame 
business. From time to time, in Florence, she rubbed against the 
Countess Gemini, doing her best always to minimise the contact; 
and the Cou11:tess reminded her of Osmond, who make her think of 
Isabel. The Countess was less talked of in these days; but Mrs. 
To1:1chett augured no good of that: it only proved how she had 
been talked of before. There was a 1nore direct suggestion of Isabel 
in th,e person of Madame Merle; but Madame Merle's relations 
with Mrs. Touchett had undergone a perceptible change. Isabel's 
aunt had told her, without circumlocution, that she had played too 
ingenious a part; and Madame Merle, who never quarrelled with 
any one, who appeared to think no one worth it, and -who had per
formed the miracle of living, more or less, for several years with 
Mrs. Touchett and showing no symptom of irritation-Madame 
Merle now took a very high tone and declared that this was an 
accusation from which she couldn't stoop to defend herself. She 
added, however (without stooping), that h·er behaviour had been 
only too simple, that she had believed only �vhat she saw, that she 
saw Isabel was not eager to marry and Osmond not eager to please 
(his repeated visits had been nothing; he was boring himself to 
death on his hill-top and he came merely for amusement). Isabel 
had kept her sentiments to herself, and her journey to Greece and 
Egypt had effectually thrown dust in her companion's eyes. 
Madame Merle accepted the event-she was unprepared to think of 
it as a scandal; · but that she had played any part in it, double or 
single, was an imputation against which she proudly protested. It 
was doubtless in consequence of Mrs. Touchett's attitude, and of 
the injury it offered to habits consecrated by many charming sea
sons, that Madame Merle had, after this, chosen to pass many 
months in England, where her credit was quite unimpaired. Mrs. 
Touchett had done het a wrong; there are some things that can't be 
forgiven. But Madame Merle suffered in silence; there was always 
something exquisite in her dignity. 

Ralph, as I say, had wished to see for himself; but while engaged 
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in this pursuit he had yet felt afresh what a fool he had been to put 
the girl on her guard. He had played the wrong card, and now he 
had lost the game. He should see nothing, he should learn nothing; 
for him she would always wear a mask. His true line would have 
been to profess delight in her union, so that later, when, as Ralph 
phrased it, the bo.ttom should fall out of it, she might have the 
pleasure of saying to him that he had been a goose. He would 
Bladly have consented to pass for a goose in order to know Isabel's 
real situation. At present, however, she neither taunted him with 
his fallacies nor pretended that her own confidence was justified; if 
she wore a mask it completely covered her face. There was some
thing fixed and mechanical in the serenity painted on it; this was 
not an expression, Ralph said-it was a representation, it was even 
an advertisement. She had lost her child; that was a sorrow, but it 
was a sorrow she scarcely spoke of; there was more to say about it 
than she could say to Ralph. It belonged to the past, moreover; it 
had occurred six months before and she had already laid aside the 
tokens of 1nourning. She appeared to be leading the life of the 
world; Ralph heard her spoken of as having a "charming position." 
He observed that she produced the impression of being peculiarly 
enviable, that it was supposed, among many people, to be a privi
lege even to know her. Her house was not open to every one, and 
she had an evening in the week to which people were not invited as 
a matter of course. She lived with a certain magnificence, but you 
needed to be a member of her circle to perceive it; for there was 
nothing to gape at, nothing to criticise, nothing even to admire, in 
the daily proceedings of Mr. and Mrs. Osmond. Ralph, in all this, 
recognised the hand of the master; for he knew that Isabel had no 
faculty for producing studied i1npressions. She struck him as having 
a great love of movement, of gaiety, of late hours, of long rides, of

fatigue; an eagerness to be entertained, to be interested, even to be 
bored, to make acquaintances, to see people who were talked about, 
to explore the neighbourhood of Rome, to enter into relation with 
certain of the mustiest relics of its old society. In all this there was 
much less discrimination than in that desire for comprehensiveness 
of development on which he had been used to exercise his wit. 
There was a kind of violence in some of her impulses, of crudity in 
some of her experiments, which took hin1 by surprise: it seen1ed to 
him that she even spoke faster, moved faster, breathed faster, than 
before her marriage. Certainly she had fallen into exaggerations
she who used to care so much for the pure truth; and whereas of 
old she had a great delight in good-humoured argument, in intellec
tual play ( she never looked so channing as when in the genial heat 
of discussion she received a crushing blow full in the face and 
brushed it away as a feather), she appeared now to think there was 
nothing worth people's either differing about or agreeing upon. Of 
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old she had been curious, and now she was indifferent, and yet in 
spite of her indifference her activity was greater than ever. Slender 
sti11, but lovelier than before, she had gained no great maturity of 
aspect; yet there was an amplitude and a brilliancy in her personal 
arrangements that gave a touch of insolence to her beauty. Poor 
human-hearted Isabel, what perversity had bitten her? Her light 
step drew a mass of drapery behind it; her intelligent head sustained 
a majesty of ornament. The free, keen girl had become quite 
another person; what he saw was the fine lady who was supposed to 
represent something. What did Isabel represent? Ralph asked him
self; and he could only answer by saying that she represented Gil
bert Osmond. "Good heavens, what a function," he then woefully 
exclaimed. He was lost in wonder at the mystery of things. 

He recognised Osmond, as I say; he recognised him at every turn. 
He saw ho'"' he kept all things within limits; how he adjusted, regu
lated, animated their manner of life. Osmond was in his element; at 
last he had material to work with. He always had an eye to effect, 
and his effects were deeply calculated. They were produced by no 
vulgar means, but the motive was as vulgar as the art was great. To 
surround his interior with a sort of invidious sanctity, to tantalise 
society with a sense of exclusion, to make people believe his house 
was different fro1n every other, to impart to the face that he pre
sented to the world a cold originality-this was the ingenious effort 
of the personage to whom Isabel had attributed a superior morality. 
"He works with superior material," Ralph said to himself; "it's rich 
abundance compared with his former resources." Ralph was a clever 
man; but Ralph had never-to his own sense-been so clever as 
when he observed, in petto,2 that under the guise of caring only for 
intrinsic values Osmond lived exclusively for the world. Far from 
being its master as he pretended to be, he was its very humble serv
ant, and the degree of its attention was his only measure of success. 
He lived with his eye on it from morning till night, and the world 
was so stupid it never suspected the trick. Everything he did was 
pose--pose so subtly considered that if one were not on the lookout 
one mistook it for impulse. Ralph had never met a man who lived 
so 1nuch in the land of consideration. His tastes, his studies, his 
accomplishments, his collections, were all for a purpose. His life on 
his hill-top at Florence had been the conscious attitude of years. His 
solitude, his ennui, his love for his daughter, his good manners, his 
bad manners, were so many features of a mental image constantly 
present to him as a model of impertinence and mystification. His 
ambition was not to please the world, but to please himself by excit
ing the wor\d' s. curiosity and tben deciining to satisfy it. lt had 
made him feel great, ever, to play the world a trick. The thing he 
had done in his life most directly to please himself was his marrying 

2. To himself.
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Miss Archer; though in this case indeed the gullible world was in a 
manner embodied in poor Isabel, who had been mystified to the top 
of her bent. Ralph of course found a fitness in being consistent; he 
had embraced a creed, and as he had sufferea for it he could not in 
honour forsake it. I give this little sketch of its articles for what 
they may at the time have been worth. It was certain that he was 
very skilful in fitting the facts to his theory-even the fact that 
during the month he spent in Rome at this period the husband of 
the woman he loved appeared to regard him not in the least as an 
enemy. 

For Gilbert Osmond Ralph had not now that importance. It was 
not that he had the importance of a friend; it was rather that he 
had none at a11. He was Isabel's cousin and he was rather unpleas
antly ill-it was on this basis that Osmond treated with him. He 
made the proper enquiries, asked about his health, about Mrs. 
Touchett, about his opinion of winter climates, whether he were 
comfortable at his hotel. He addressed him, on the few occasions of 
their meeting, not a word that was not necessary; but his manner 
had always the urbanity proper to conscious success in the presence 
of conscious failure. For all this, Ralph had had, toward the end, a 
sharp inward vision of Osmond's making it of small ease to his wife 
that she should continue to receive Mr. Touchett. He was not jeal
ous-he had not that excuse; no one could be jealous of Ralph. But 
he made Isabel pay for her old-time kindness, of which so much was 
still left; and as Ralph had no idea of her paying too much, so 
when his suspicion had become sharp, he had taken himself off. In 
doing so he had deprived Isabel of a very interesting occupation: 
she had been constantly wondering what fine principle was keeping 
him alive. She had decided that it was his love of conversation; his 
conversation had been better than ever. He had given up walking; 
he was no longer a humorous stroller. He sat all day in a chair-al
most any chair would serve, and was so dependent on what you 
would do for him that, had not his talk been highly contemplative, 
you might have thought he was blind. The reader already knows 
more about him than Isabel was ever to know, and the reader may 
therefore be given the key to the mystery. What kept Ralph alive 
was simply the fact that he had not yet seen enough of the person 
in the world in whom he was most interested: he was not vet satis-

., 

fied. There was more to come; he couldn't make up his mind to 
lose that. He ,vanted to see what she would make of her husband 
-or what her husband would make of her. This was only the first 
act of the drama, and he was determined to sit out the perform
ance. His determination had held good; it had kept him going some 
eighteen months more, till the time of his return to Rome with 
Lord Warburton. It had given him indeed such an air of intending 
to live indefinitely that Mrs. Touchett, though more accessible to 
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confusions of thought in the matter of this strange, unremunerative 
-and unremunerated-son of hers than she had ever been before,
had, as ,:ve have learned, not scrupled to embark for a distant land.
If Ralph had been kept alive by suspense it was with a good deal of
the same emotion-the excitement of wondering in what state she
should find him-that Isabel 1nounted to his apartment the day
after Lord Warburton had notified her of his arrival in Rome.

She spent an hour with hi1n; it was the first of several visits. Gil
bert Osmond called on him punctually, and on their sending their 
carriage for hi1n Ralph came more than once to Palazzo Roccanera. 
A fortnight elapsed, at the end of ,:vhich Ralph announced to Lord 
Warburton that he thought after all he wouldn't go to Sicily. The 
two men had been dining together after a day spent by the latter in 
ranging about the Campagna.3 They had left the table, and War
burton, before the chimney, was lighting a cigar, which he instantly 
removed from his lips. 
· "Won't go to Sicily? Where then will you go?"

"Well, I guess I won't go anywhere," said Ralph, from the sofa,
all shamelessly. 

"Do you mean you'll return to England?" 
"Oh dear no; I'll stay in Rome." 
"Rome won't do for you. Rome's not warm enough." 
"It will have to do. I'll make it do. See how well I've been. 11 

Lord Warburton looked at him a while, puffing a cigar and as if 
trying to see it. "You've been better than you were on the journey, 
certainly. I ,vonder how you lived through that. But I don't under
stand your condition. I recommend you to try Sicily." 

"I can't try," said poor Ralph. "I've done trying. I can't move 
further. I can't face that journey. Fancy me between Scylla and 
Charybdis!4 I don't want to die on the Sicilian plains-to be 
snatched away, like Proserpine5 in the same locality, to the Plu
tonian shades." 

"What the deuce then did you come for?" his lordship enquired. 
"Because the idea took me. I see it won't do. It really doesn't 

matter where I am now. I've exhausted all remedies, I've swallowed 
all climates. As I'm here I'll stay. I haven't a single cousin in Sicily 
-much less a married one."

"Your cousin's certainly an inducement. But what does the
doctor say?" 

"I haven't asked him, and I don't care a fig. If I die here Mrs. 
Osmond \vill bury me. But I shall not die here." 

"I hope not." Lord Warburton continued to smoke reflectively. 

3. Undulating lowlands near Rome, rich with villas and ruins, aqueducts and tombs.
4. Odysseus had to sail between the sea monster, Scylla, and the whirlpool, Charybdis, popularly

believed to be the straits of Messina, separating Sicily from the mainland.
5. The Roman name for Persephone, who was seized by Hades as she was gathering flowers.

She was especially worshipped in Sicily.
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"WelJ, I must say," he resumed, "for myself I'm very glad you 
don't insist on Sicily. I had a horror of that journey." 

"Ah, but for you it needn't have 1nattered. I had no idea of drag-
ging you in my train." 

((I certainly didn't mean to let you go alone." 
"My dear Warburton, I never expected you to co1ne further than 

this," Ralph cried. 
"I should have gone with you and seen you settled," said Lord 

Warburton. 
"You're a very good Christian. You're a very kind man." 
"Then I should have come back here." 
"And then you'd have gone to England." 
"No, no; I should have stayed." 
"Well," said Ralph, "if that's \\,hat \Ve are both up to, I don't see

where Sicilv comes in!'' 
His companion was silent; he sat staring at the fire. At last, look-

ing up, "I say, tell me this," he broke out; "did you really mean to 
go to Sicily when we started?" 

"Ah, vous m' en demandez trop!6 Let me put a question first. Did 
you come with me quite-platonically?" 

"I don't know what you mean by that. I wanted to con1e 
abroad." 

"I suspect we've each been playing our little game.'' 
"Speak for yourself. I made no secret whatever of my desiring to 

be here a while." 
''Yes, I remember you said you wished to see the Minister of For-

eign Affairs." 
"I've seen him three times. He's very amusing." 
"I think you've forgotten what you came for," said Ralph. 
"Perhaps I have," his companion answered rather gravely. 
These two were gentlemen of a race which is not distinguished 

by the absence of reserve, and they had travelled together from 
London to Rome without an allusion to matters that were upper
most in the mind of each. There was an old subject they had once 
discussed, but it had lost its recognised place in their attention, and 
even after their arrival in Rome, where many things led back to it, 
they had kept the same half-diffident, half-confident silence. 

"I recom1nend you to get the doctor's consent, all the same," 
Lord Warburton went on, abruptly, after an interval. 

"'Ibe doctor's consent \vill spoil it. I never have it when I can 
help it." 

"What then does Mrs. Osmond think?" Ralph's friend demanded. 
"I've not told her. She'11 probably say that Rome's too cold and 

even offer to go with me to Catania. She's capable of that." 
"In your place I should like it." 

6. You ask me more than I can answer!
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"Her husband won't like it." 
"Ah well, I can fancy that; though it seems to me you're not 

bound to mind his likings. They're his affair." 
"I don't want to make any more trouble between them," said 

Ralph. 
"Is there so much already?" 
"There's complete preparation for it. Her going off with me 

would make the explosion. Osmond isn't fond of his wife's cousin." 
"Then of course he'd make a row. But won't he make a row if 

you stop here?" 
"That's what I want to see. 1-Ie made one the last time I was in 

Rome, and then I thought it my duty to disappear. Now I think it's 
my duty to stop and defend her." 

"My dear Touchett, your defensive powers-!" Lord Warburton 
began with a smile. But he saw something in· his companion's face 
that checked him. "Your duty, in these premises, seems to me 
rather a nice question," he observed instead. 

Ralph for a short time answered nothing. "It's true that my 
defensive powers are small," he returned at last; "but as my aggres
sive ones are still smaller Osmond n1ay after all not think me worth 
his gunpowder. At any rate," he added, "there are things I'n1 
curious to see." 

"You're sacrificing your health to your curiosity then?" 
"I'm not much interested in my health, and I'm deeply inter

ested in Mrs. Osmond." 
"So am I. But not as I once was," Lord Warburton added 

quickly. 1bis was one of the allusions he had not hitherto found 
occasion to make. 

"Does she strike you as very happy?" Ralph enquired, embol
dened by this confidence. 

"Well, I don't know; I've hardly thought. She told me the other 
night she was happy." 

"Ah, she told you, of course," Ralph exclaimed, smiling. 
"I don't know that. It seems to me I was rather the sort of 

person she might have complained to." 
"Con1plained? She'll never complain. She has done it-what she 

has done-and she knows it. She'll complain to you least of all. 
She's very careful." 

"She needn't be. I don't mean to make love to her again." 
"I'm delighted to hear it. There can be no doubt at least of your

duty." 
"Ah no," said Lord Warburton gravely; "none!" 
"Permit n'le to ask,1' Ra\pb went on, "whether it's to bring out 

the fact that you don't mean to make love to her that you're so very 
civil to the little girl?" 

Lord Warburton gave a slight start; he got up and stood before 



336 THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY 

the fire, looking at it hard. "Does that strike you as verv ridicu
lous?" 

"Ridiculous? Not in the least, if you really like her." 
"I think her a delightful little person. I don't kno,v when a girl 

of that age has pleased me more." 
"She's a charming creature. Ah, she at least is genuine." 
"Of course there's the difference in our ages-more than t\venty 

years.'' 
"My dear Warburton," said Ralph, "are you serious?" 
"Perfectly serious-as far as I've got." 
"I'm very glad. And, heaven help us," cried Ralph, "how 

cheered-up o]d Osmond will be!" 
His companion frowned. "I say, don't spoil it. I shouldn't pro-

pose for his daughter to please him."

"He'll have the perversity to be pleased all the same." 
"He's not so fond of me as that," said his lordship. 
"As that? My dear Warburton, the drawback of your position is 

that people needn't be fond of you at all to wish to be connected 
with you. Now, with me in such a case, I should have the happy 
confidence that they loved n1e.'' 

Lord Warburton seemed scarcely in the mood for doing justice to 
general axioms-he was thinking of a special case. "Do you judge 
she'll be pleased?" 

"The girl herself? Delighted, surely." 
"No, no; I mean Mrs. Osmond." 
Ralph looked at him a moment. "My dear fellow, what has she 

to do with it?" 
"Whatever she chooses. She's very fond of Pansy." 
"Very true-very true." And Ralph slowly got up. "It's an inter

esting question-how far her fondness for Pansy will carry her." He 
stood there a moment with his hands in his pockets and rather a 
clouded brow. "I hope, you know, that you're very-very sure. The 
deuce!" he broke off. "I don't know how to sav it." . 

"Yes, you do; you know how to say everything." 
''Well, it's awkward. I hope you're sure that among Miss 

Osmond's merits her being-a-so near her stepmother isn't a lead
ing one?"

"Good heavens, Touchett!" cried Lord Warburton angrily, "for 
what do you take me?" 

XL 

Isabel had not seen much of Madame Merle since her marriage, 
this lady having indulged in frequent absences from Rome. At one 
time she had spent six months in England; at another she had 
passed a portion. of a winter in Paris-. She had made numerous visits 
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to distant friends and gave countenance to the idea that for the 
future she should be a less inveterate Roman than in the past. As 
she had been inveterate in the past only in the sense of constantly 
having an apartment in one of the sunniest niches of the Pincian1

-an apartment which often stood empty-this suggested a pros
pect of almost constant absence; a danger which Isabel at one
period had been much inclined to deplore. Familiarity had modified
in some degree her first impression of Madame Merle, but it had
not essentially altered it; there was still much wonder of admiration
in it. That personage was armed at all points; it was a pleasure to
see a character so completely equipped for the social battle. She car ...
ried her flag discreetly, but her weapons were polished steel, and she
used them with a skill \vhich struck Isabel as more and more that of
a veteran. She was never weary, never overcome with disgust; she
never appeared to need rest or consolation. She had her own ideas;
she had of old exposed a great many of them to Isabel, who knew
also that under an appearance of extreme self-eontrol her highly-cul
tivated friend concealed a rich sensibility. But her will ,vas mistress
of her life; there was something gallant in the way she kept going.
It was as if she had learned the secret of it-as if the art of life
were some clever trick she had guessed. Isabel, as she herself grew
older, became acquainted with revulsions, with disgusts; there were
days when the world looked black and she asked herself with some
sharpness what it \Vas that she was pretending to live for. Her old
habit had been to live by enthusiasm, to fall in love with suddenly
perceived possibilities, with the idea of some new adventure. As a
younger person she had been used to proceed from one little exalta
tion to the other: there were scarcely any dull places between. But
Madame Merle had suppressed enthusiasm; she fell in love now-a
days with nothing; she lived entirely by reason and by wisdom. 
There were hours when Isabel would have given anything for les
sons in this art; if her brilliant friend had been near she would have 
made an appeal to her. She had become aware more than before of 
the advantage of being like that-of having made one's self a firm 
surface, a sort of corselet of silver. 

But, as I say, it was not till the winter during which we lately 
renewed acquaintance with our heroine that the personage in ques
tion made again a continuous stay in Rome. Isabel now saw more of 
her than she had done since her marriage; but by this time Isabers 
needs and inclinations had considerably changed. It was not at pres
ent to Madame Merle that she would have applied for instruction; 
she had lost the desire to know this lady's clever trick. If she had 
troubles she must keep them to herself, and if 1ife was difficult it 

I. "The Pincian Hill is the favorite promenade of the Roman aristocracy"-Hawthorne.
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would not make it easier to confess herself beaten. Madame Merle 
was doubtless of great use to herself and an ornament to any circle; 
but was she-would she be--of use to others in periods of refined 
embarrassn1ent? The best way to profit by her friend-this indeed 
Isabel had always thought-was to imitate her, to be as firm and 
bright as she. She recognised no embarrassments, and Isabel, consid
ering this fact, detepnined for the fiftieth time to brush aside her 
own. It seemed to her too, on the renewal of an intercourse which 
had virtually been interrupted, that her old ally was different, was 
almost detached-pushing to the extreme a certain rather artifical 
fear of being indiscreet. Ralph Touchett, we know, had been of the 
opinion that she was prone to exaggeration, to forcing the note
was apt, in the vulgar phrase, to overdo it. Isabel had never admit
ted this charge-had never indeed quite understood it; Madame 
Merle's conduct, to her perception, always bore the stamp of good 
taste, was always "quiet." But in this matter of not wishing to 
intrude upon the inner life of the Os1nond family it at last occurred 
to our young woman that she overdid a little. That of course was 
not the best taste; that was rather violent. She remembered too 
much that Isabel was married; that she had now other interests; 
that though she, Madame Merle, had known Gilbert Osmond and 
his little Pansy very well, better almost than any one, she was not 
after all of the inner circle. She was on her guard; she never spoke 
of their affairs till she \vas asked, even pressed-as when her opinion 
was wanted; she had a dread of seeming to meddle. Madame Merle 
was as candid as we know, and one day she candidly expressed this 
dread to Isabel. 

"I must be on my guard," she said; "I might so easily, without 
suspecting it, offend you. You would be right to be offended, even if 
my intention should have been of the purest. I must not forget that 
I knew your husband long before you did; I must not let that betray 
me. If you were a silly woman you might be jealous. You're not a 
silly woman; I know that perfectly. But neither am I; therefore I'm 
detem1ined not to get into trouble. A little harm's very soon done; a 
mistake's made before one knows it. Of course if I had wished to 
make love to your husband I had ten years to do it in, and nothing 
to prevent; so it isn't likely I shall begin to-day, when I'm so much 
less attractive than I was. But if I were to annoy you by seeming to 
take a place that doesn't belong to me, you wouldn't make that 
reflection, you'd simply say I was forgetting certain differences. I'm 
determined not to forget thern. Certainly a good friend isn't always 
thinking of that; one doesn't suspect one's friends of injustice. I don't 
suspect you, my dear, in the least; but I suspect human nature. 
Don't think I 1nake myself uncomfortable; I'm not always watching 
myself. I think I sufficiently prove it in talking to you as I do now. 
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All I wish to say is, however, that if you were to be jealous-that's 
the form it would take-I should be sure to think it was a little my 
fault. It certainly wouldn't be your husband's." 

Isabel had had three years to think over Mrs. Touchett's theory 
that Madame Merle had made Gilbert Osmond's marriage. We 
know how she had at first received it. Madame Merle might have 
made Gilbert Osmond's marriage, but she certainly had not made 
Isabel Archer's .. That was the work of-Isabel scarcely knew what: 
of nature, providence, fortune, of the eternal mystery of things. It 
was true her aunt's complaint had been not so much of Madame 
Merle's activity as of her duplicity: she had brought about the 
strange event and then she had denied her guilt. Such a guilt would 
not have been great, to Isabel's mind; she couldn't make a crime of 
Madame Merle's having been the producing cause of the most 
important friendship she had ever formed. This had occurred to her 
just before her marriage, after her little discussion with her aunt 
and at a time when she was still capable of that large inward refer
ence, the tone almost of the philosophic historian, to her scant 
young annals. If Madame Merle had desired her change of state she 
could only say it had been a very happy thought. With her, more
over, she had been perfectly straightforward; she had never con
cealed her high opinion of Gilbert Os1nond. After their union Isabel 
discovered that her husband took a less convenient view of the 
matter; he seldon1 consented to finger, in talk, this roundest and 
smoothest bead of their social rosary. 

"Don't you like Madame Merle?" Isabel had once said to him. 
"She thinks a great deal of you." 

"I'll tell you once for all," Osmond had answered. "I liked her 
once better than I do to-day. I'm tired of her, and I'm rather 
ashamed of it. She's so almost unnaturally good! I'm glad she's not 
in Italy; it makes for relaxation-for a sort of moral detente.2 Don't 
talk of her too much; it seems to bring her back. She'll come back 
in plenty of time." 

Madame Merle, in fact, had come back before it was too late
too late, I mean, to recover whatever advantage she might have lost. 
But meantime, if, as I have said, she was sensibly different, Isabel's 
feelings were also not quite the same. Her consciousness of the situ
ation was as acute as of old, but it was much less satisfying. A dis
satisfied mind, whatever else it may miss, is rarely in want of rea
sons; they bloom as thick as buttercups in June. The fact of 
Madame Merle's having had a hand in Gilbert Osmond's marriage 
ceased to be one of her titles to consideration; it might have been 
written, after a1l, tbat tl1ere was not so muc11 to thank her for. As 
time went on there was less and less, and Isabel once said to herself 
2. Easing off, slackening.
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that perhaps without her these things ,vould not have been. That 
reflection indeed was instantly stifled; she knew an in1mediate 
horror at having made it. "Whatever happens to me let me not be 
unjust," she said; "let me bear my burdens n1yself and not shift 
them upon others!" This disposition was tested, eventually, by that 
ingenious apology for her present conduct which Madame Merle 
saw fit to make and of which I have given a sketch; for there ,vas 
something irritating-there was almost an air of mockery-in her 
neat discrin1inations and clear convictions. In Isabel's mind to-day 
there was nothing clear; there was a confusion of regrets, a compli
cation of fears. She felt helpless as she turned away from her friend, 
who had just made the statements I have quoted: Madame Merle 
knew so little what she \vas thinking of! She was herself moreover 
so unable to explain. Jealous of her-jealous of her \vith Gilbert? 
The idea just then suggested no near reality. She aln1ost wished jeal
ousy had been possible; it would have made in a manner for 
refreshment. Wasn't it in a manner one of the sympton1s of happi
ness? Madame Merle, however, was wise, so wise that she might 
have been pretending to kno\v Isabel better than Isabel knew her
self. 'fhis young woman had always been fertile in resolutions
many of then1 of an elevated character; but at no period had they 
flourished ( in the privacy of her heart) 1nore richly than to-day. It 
is true that they all had a family likeness; they might have been 
su1nmed up in the determination that if she was to be unhappy it 
should not be by a fault of her own. Her poor winged spirit had 
always had a great desire to do its best, and it had not as yet been 
seriously discouraged. It wished, therefore, to hold fast to justice
not to pay itself by petty revenges. To associate Madame Merle 
with its disappointment would be a petty revenge-especially as the 
pleasure to be derived from that would be perfectly insincere. It 
might feed her sense of bitterness, but it would not loosen her 
bonds. It was impossible to pretend that she had not acted with her 
eyes open; if ever a girl was a free agent she had been. A girl in love 
was doubtless not a free agent; but the sole source of her mistake 
had been ,vithin herself. There had been no plot, no snare; she had 
looked and considered and chosen. When a woman had made such 
a mistake, there was only one way to repair it-just in1mensly ( oh, 
with the highest grandeurf) to accept it. One folly was enough, 
especially when it was to last for ever; a second one would not 
much set it off. In this vow of reticence there was a certain noble .. 
ness which kept Isabel going; but Madame Merle had been right, 
for all that, in taking her precautions. 

One day about a month after Ralph Touchett's arrival in Rome 
Isabel came back from a walk with Pansy. It was not only a part of 
her general determination to be just that she was at present very 
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thankful for Pansy-it was also a part of her tenderness for things 
that \vere pure and weak. Pansy was dear to her, and there was 
nothing else in her life that had the rightness of the young crea
ture's attachment or the sweetness of her own clearness about it. It 
was like a soft presence-like a small hand in her own; on Pansy's 
part it was more than an affection-it was a kind of ardent coercive 
faith. On her own side her sense of the girl's dependence was more 
than a pleasure; it operated as a definite reason when motives 
threatened to fail her. She had said to herself that we must take our 
duty where we find it, and that we must look for it as much as pos
sible. Pansy's sympathy was a direct admonition; it seemed to say 
that here was an opportunity, not eminent perhaps, but unmistake
able. Yet an opportunity for what Isabel could hardly have. said; in 
general, to be more for the child than the child was able to be for 
herself. Isabel could have smiled, in these days, to remember that 
her little companion had once been ambiguous, for she now per
ceived that Pansy's ambiguities were simply her own grossness of 
vision. She had been unable to believe any one could care so much 
-so extraordinarily much-to please. But since then she had seen
this delicate faculty in operation, and now she knew what to think
of it. It was the whole creature-it was a sort of genius. Pansy had
no pride to interfere with it, and though she was constantly extend ..
ing her conquests she took no credit for them. The two were con
stantly together; Mrs. Osmond was rarely seen without her step
daughter. Isabel liked her company; it had the effect of one's carry
ing a nosegay composed all of the same flower. And then not to
neglect Pansy, not under any provocation to neglect her-this she
had made an article of religion. The young girl had every appear
ance of being happier in Isabel's society than in that of any one
save her father, whom she admired with an intensity justified by the
fact that, as paternity was an exquisite pleasure to Gilbert Osmond,
he had always been h.1xuriously mild. Isabel knew how Pansy liked
to be with her and how she studied the means of pleasing her. She
had decided that the best way of pleasing her was negative, and
consisted in not giving her trouble-a conviction which certainly
could have had no reference to trouble already existing. She was
therefore ingeniously passive and almost imaginatively docile; she
was careful even to 1noderate the eagerness ,vith which she assented
to Isabel's propositions and which might have implied that she
could have thought other\\,ise. She never interrupted, never asked
social questions, and though she delighted in approbation, to the
point of turning pale when it came to her, never held out her hand
for it. She only looked toward i.t wistfully-an attitude which, as
she grew older, made her eyes the prettiest in the world. When
during the second winter at Palazzo Roccanera she began to go to
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parties, to dances, she always, at a reasonable hour, lest Mrs. 
Osmond should be tired, was the first to propose departure. Isabel 
appreciated the sacrifice of the late dances, for she knew her little 
companion had a passionate pleasure in this exercise, taking her 
steps to the music like a conscientious fairy. Society, moreover, had 
no drawbacks for her; she liked even the tiresome parts-the heat of 
ball-rooms, the dulness of dinners, the crush at the door, the awk
ward ,vaiting for the carriage. During the day, in this vehicle, beside 
her stepmother, she sat in a small fixed, appreciative posture, bend
ing forward and faintly smiling, as if she had been taken to drive 
for the first time. 

On the day I speak of they had been driven out of one of the 
gates of the city and at the end of half an hour had left the carriage 
to await them by the roadside while they walked away over the 
short grass of the Campagna, which even in the winter months is 
sprinkled with delicate flowers. This was almost a daily habit with 
Isabel, who was fond of a walk and h·ad a swift length of step, 
though not so swift a one as on her first coming to Europe. It was 
not the form of exercise that Pansy loved best, but she liked it, 
because she liked everything; and she moved with a shorter undula
tion beside her father's wife, who afterwards, on their return to 
Rome, paid a tribute to her preferences by making the circuit of the 
Pincian or the Villa Borghese. She had gathered a handful of 
flowers in a sunny hollow, far from the walls of Rome, and on 
reaching Palazzo Roccanera she went straight to her room, to put 
them into water. Isabel passed into the drawing-room, the one she 
herself usually occupied, the second in order from the large ante
chamber which was entered from the staircase and in which even 
Gilbert Osmond's rich devices had not been able to correct a look 
of rather grand nudity. Just beyond the threshold of the drawing
room she stopped short, the reason for her doing so being that she 
had received an impression. The impression had, in strictness, noth
ing unprecedented; but she felt it as something new, and the sound
lessness of her step gave her time to take in the scene before she 
interrupted it. Madame Merle was there in her bonnet, and Gilbert 
Osmond was talking to her; for a minute they were unaware she 
had come in. Isabel had often seen that before, certainly; but what 
she had not seen, or at least had not noticed, was that their collo
quy had for the moment converted itself into a sort of familiar 
silence, from which she instantly perceived that her entrance would 
startle them. Madame Merle was standing on the rug, a little way 
from the fire; Osmond was in a deep chair, leaning back and look-
Ing at her. ff er head was erect, as usual, but ber eyes were bent on 
his __ What struck Isabel first was that he was sitting while Madame 
Merle stood; there was an anomaly in this that arrested her. Tilen 



VOL. II: XL 343 

she perceived that they had arrived at a desultory pause in their 
exchange of ideas and were musing, face to face, with the freedom 
of old friends who sometimes exchange ideas without uttering 
them. There was nothing to shock in this; they were old friends in 
fact. But the thing made an image, lasting only a moment, like a 
sudden flicker of light. Their relative positions, their absorbed 
mutual gaze, struck her as something detected. But it was all over 
by the time she had fairly seen it. Madame Merle had seen her and 
had welcomed her without moving; her husband, on the other 
hand, had instantly jumped up. He presently murmured something 
about wanting a walk and, after having asked their visitor to excuse 
him, left the room. 

"I came to see you, thinking you would have come in; and as you 
hadn't I waited for you," Madame Merle said. 

"Didn't he ask you to sit down?" Isabel asked with a smile. 
Madame Merle looked about her. "Ah, it's very true; I was going 

away." 
"You must stay now." 
"Certainly. I came for a reason; I've something on my mind." 
"I've told you that before," Isabel said-"that it takes something 

extraordinary to bring you to this house." 
"And you know what I've told you; that whether I come or 

whether I stay away, I've always the same motive-the affection I 
bear you." 

"Yes, you've told me that." 
"You look just now as if you didn't believe it," said Madame 

Merle. 
"Ah," Isabel answered, "the profundity of your motives, that's 

the last thing I doubt!" 
"You doubt sooner of the sincerity of my words." 
Isabel shook her head gravely. "I know you've always been kind 

to me." 
"As often as you would let me. You don't always take it; then 

one has to let you alone. It's not to do you a kindness, however, 
that I've come to-day; it's quite another affair. I've come to get rid 
of a trouble of my own-to make it over to you. I've been talking 
to your husband about it." 

"I'm surprised at that; he doesn't like troubles." 
"Especially other people's; I know very well. But neither do you, 

I suppose. At any rate, whether you do or not, you must help me. 
It's about poor Mr. Rosier." 

"Ah," said Isabel reflectively, "it's his trouble then, not yours." 
"He has succeeded in saddling me with it. He comes to see me

ten times a week, to talk about Pansy." 
"Yes, he wants to marry her. I know all about it.'' 
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Madame Merle hesitated. "I gathered from your husband that 
perhaps you didn't." 

"How should he know what I know? He has never spoken to me 
of the matter." 

"It's probably because he doesn't know how to speak of it." 
"It's nevertheless the sort of question in which he's rarely at 

fault." 
"Yes, because as a general thing he knows perfectly well what to 

think. To-day he doesn't." 
"Haven't you been telling him?" Isabel asked. 
Madame Merle gave a bright, voluntary smile."Do you know 

you're a little dry?" 
"Yes; I can't help it. Mr. Rosier has also talked to me." 
"In that there's some reason. You're so near the child." 
"Ah,'' said Isabel, "for all the comfort I've given him! If you 

think me dry, I wonder what he thinks." 
"I believe he thinks you can do more than you have done." 
"I can do nothing." 
"You can do more at least than I. I don't know what mysterious 

connection he may have discovered between me and Pansy; but he 
came to me from the first, as if I held his fortune in my hand. Now 
he keeps coming back, to spur me up, to know what hope there is, 
to pour out his feelings." 

"He's very much in love," said Isabel. 
"Very much-for him." 
"Very much for Pansy, you might say as well." 
Madame Merle dropped her eyes a moment. "Don't you think 

she's-attractive?" 
"The dearest little person possible-but very limited." 
"She ought to be all the easier for Mr. Rosier to love. Mr. 

Rosier's not unlimited." 
''No," said Isabel, "he has about the extent of one's pocket-hand

kerchief-the small ones with lace borders." Her humour had lately 
turned a good deal to sarcasm, but in a moment she was ashamed 
of ·exercising it on so innocent an object as Pansy's suitor. "He's
very kind, very honest," she presently added; "and he's not such a 
fool as he seems." 

"He assures me that she delights in him," said Madame Merle. 
"I don't know; I've not asked her." 
"You've never sounded her a little?" 
"It's not my place; it's her father's." 
"Ah, you're too literal!" said Madame Merle. 
"I must judge for myself." 
Madame Merle gave her sn1ile again. "It isn't easy to help you." 
"To help me?" said Isabel very seriously. "What do you mean?" 
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"It's easy to displease you. Don't you see how wise I am to be 
careful? I notify you, at any rate, as I notified Osmond, that I wash 
my hands of the love-affairs of Miss Pansy and Mr. Edward Rosier. 
f e n'y peux rien, moi!3 I can't talk to Pansy about him. Especially," 
added Madame Merle, "as I don't think him a paragon of hus
bands." 

Isabel reflected a little; after which, with a smile, "You don't wash 
your hands then!" she said. After which again she added in another 
tone: "You can't-you're too much interested." 

Madame Merle slowly rose; she had given Isabel a look as rapid 
as the intimation that had gleamed before our heroine a few 
moments before. Only this time the latter saw nothing. "Ask him 
the next time, and you '11 see." 

"I can't ask him; he has ceased to come to the house. Gilbert has 
let him know that he's not welcome." 

"Ah yes," said Madame Merle, "I forgot that-though it's the 
burden of his lamentation. He says Osmond has insulted him. All 
the same," she went on, "Osmond doesn't dislike him so much as 
he thinks." She had got up as if to close the conversation, but she 
lingered, looking about her, and had evidently more to say. Isabel 
perceived this and even saw the point she had in view; but Isabel 
also had her own reasons for not opening the way. 

"That must have pleased him, if you've told him," she answered, 
smiling. 

"Certainly I've told him; as far as that goes I've encouraged him. 
I've preached patience, have said that his case isn't desperate if he'll 
only hold his tongue and be quiet. Unfortunately he has taken it 
into his head to be jealous." 

"Jealous?" 
"Jealous of Lord Warburton, who, he says, is always here." 
Isabel, who was tired, had remained sitting; but at this she also 

rose. "Ah!" she exclaimed simply, moving slowly to the fireplace. 
Madame Merle observed her as she passed and while she stood a 
moment before the mantel-glass and pushed into its place a \\1ander
ing tress of hair. 

"Poor Mr. Rosier keeps saying there's nothing impossible in Lord 
Warburton's falling in love with Pansy," Madame Merle went on. 

Isabel was silent a little; she turned away from the glass. "It's 
true-there's nothing impossible," she returned at last, gravely and 
more gently. 

"So I've had to admit to Mr. Rosier. So, too, your husband 
thinks." 

"Tila t I don't know." 

3. There's nothing I can do about it, personally.
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"Ask him and you'll see." 
"I shall not ask him," said Isabel. 
'.'Pardon me; I forgot you had pointed that out. Of course," 

Madame Merle added, "you've had infinitely 1nore observation of 
Lord Warburton's behaviour than I." 

"I see no reason why I shouldn't tell you that he likes my step
daughter very much." 

Madame Merle gave one of her quick looks again. "Likes her, 
you mean-as Mr. Rosier means?" 

"I don't know how Mr. Rosier means; but Lord Warburton has 
let me know that he's charmed with Pansy.'' 

"And vou've never told Osmond?" This observation was immedi-
ate, precipitate; it almost burst fron1 Madame Merle's lips .. 

Isabel's eyes rested on her. "I suppose he'll know in time; Lord 
Warburton has a tongue and knows how to express himself." 

Madame Merle instantly became conscious that she had spoken 
more quickly than usual, and the reflection brought the colour to 
her cheek. She gave the treacherous impulse time to subside and 
then said as if she had been thinking it over a little: "That would 
be better than marrying poor Mr. Rosier." 

"Much better, I think." 
"It would be very delightful; it would be a great marriage. It's 

really very kind of him." 
"Very kind of him?" 
"To drop his eyes on a simple little girl." 
"I don't see that." 
"It's very good of you. But after all, Pansy Osmond-" 
"After all, Pansy Osmond's the most attractive person he has ever 

known!" Isabel exclaimed. 
Madame Merle stared, and indeed she was justly bewildered. 

"Ah, a moment ago I thought you seemed rather to disparage her." 
·"I said she was limited. And so she is. And so's Lord Warbur

ton." 
"So are we all, if you come to that. If it's no more than Pansy 

deserves, all the better. But if she fixes her affections on Mr. Rosier 
I won't admit that she deserves it. 1nat will be too perverse." 

"Mr. Rosier's a nuisance!"' Isabel cried abruptly. 
"I quite agree with you, and I'm delighted to know that I'm not 

expected to feed his flame. For the future, when he calls on me, my 
door shall be closed to him." And gathering her mantle together 
Madame Merle prepared to depart. She was checked, however, on 
her progress to the door, by an inconsequent request from Isabel. 

"All the same, you know, be kind to him." 
She lifted her shoulders and eyebrows and stood looking at her 

friend. "I don't understand your contradictions! Decidedly I shan't 
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be kind to him, for it will be a false kindness. I want to see her 
married to Lord Warburton." 

"You had better wait till he asks her." 
"If what you say's true, he11 ask her. Especially," said Madame 

Merle in a moment, "if you make him." 
"If I make him?" 
"It's quite in your power. You've great influence with him." 
Isabel frowned a little. "Where did you learn that?" 
"Mrs. Touchett told me. Not you-never!" said Madame Merle, 

smiling. 
"I certainly never told you anything of the sort." 
"You might have done so-so far as opportunity went-when 

we were by way of being confidential with each other. But you 
really told me very little; I've often thought so since." 

Isabel had thought so too, and sometimes with a certain satisfac
tion. But she didn't admit it now-perhaps because she wished not 
to appear to exult in it. "You seem to have had an excellent inform
ant in my aunt," she simply returned. 

"She let me know you had declined an offer of marriage from 
Lord Warburton, because she was greatly vexed and was full of the 
subject. Of course I think you've done better in doing as you did. 
But if you wouldn't marry Lord Warburton yourself, make him the 
reparation of helping him to marry some one else." 

Isabel listened to this with a face that persisted in not reflecting 
the bright expressiveness of Madame Merle's. But in a moment she 
said, reasonably and gently enough: "I should be very glad indeed 
if, as regards Pansy, it. could be arranged." Upon which her com
panion, who seemed to regard this as a speech of good omen, 
embraced her more tenderly than might have been expected and 
triumphantly withdrew. 

XLI 

Osmond touched on this matter that evening for the first time; 
coming very late into the drawing-room, where she was sitting 
alone. They had spent the evening at home, and Pansy had gone to 
bed; he himself had been sitting since dinner in a small apartment 
in which he had arranged his books and which he called his study. 
At ten o'clock Lord Warburton had come in, as he always did when 
he knew from Isabel that she was to be at home; he was going 
somewhere else and he sat for half an hour. Isabel, after asking him 
for news of Ralph, said very little to him, on purpose; she wished 
him to talk with her stepdaughter. She pretended to read; she even 
went after a \itt\e to \:be piano; she asked heise\f if she mightn't 
leave the room. She had come little by little to think well of the 
idea of Pansy's becoming the wife of the master of beautiful Lock-
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leigh, though at first it had not presented itself in a manner to 
excite her enthusiasm. Madame l\ferle, that afternoon, had applied 
the match to an accumulation of inflammable material. When 
Isabel was· unhappy she always looked about her-partly from 
impulse and partly by theory-for some form of positive exertion. 
She could never rid herself of the sense that unhappiness was a 
state of disease-of suffering as opposed to doing. To "do"-it 
hardly mattered what-would therefore be an escape, perhaps in 
some degree a remedy. Besides, she wished to convince herself that 
she had done everything possible to content her husband; she was 
determined not to be haunted by visions of his wife's limpness 
under appeal. It would please him greatly to see Pansy married to 
an English nobleman, and justly please him, since this nobleman 
was so sound a character. It seemed to Isabel that if she could make 
it .her duty to bring about such an event she should play the part of 
a good wife. She wanted to be that; she wanted to be able to 
believe sincerely, and with proof of it, that she had been that. Then 
such an undertaking had other recommendations. It would occupy 
her, and she desired occupation. It would even amuse her, and if 
she could really amuse herself she perhaps might be saved. Lastly, it 
would be a service to Lord Warburton, who evidently pleased hin1-
self greatly with the charming girl. It was a little "weird" he should 
-being what he was; but there was no accounting for such impres
sions. Pansy 1night captivate any one-any one at least but Lord
Warburton. Isabel would have thought her too small, too slight,
perhaps even too artificial for that. There was always a little of the
doll about her, and that was not what he had been looking for. Still
who could say what men ever were looking for? They looked for
what they found; they knew what pleased them only when they saw
it. No theory was valid in such matters� and nothing was more
unaccountable or more natural than anything else. lf he had cared
for her it might seem odd he should care for Pansy, who was so dif
ferent; but he had not cared for her so much as he had supposed.
Or if he had, he had completely got over it, and it was natural that,
as that affair had failed, he should think something of quite another
sort might succeed. Enthusiasm, as I say, had not come at first to
Isabel, but it came to-day and made her feel almost happy. It was
astonishing what happiness she could still find in the idea of procur
ing a pleasure for her husband. It was a pity, however, that Edward
Rosier had Grossed their path!

At this reflection the light that had suddenly gleamed upon that 
path lost something of its brightness. Isabel was unfortunately as 
sure that Pansy thought Mr. Rosier the nicest of all the young men 
-as sure as if she had held an interview with her on the subject. It
was very tiresome she should be so sure, when she had carefully ab-
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stained from informing herself; almost as tiresome as that poor Mr. 
Rosier should have taken it into his own head. He was certainly 
very inferior to Lord Warburton. It was not the difference in for
tune so much as the difference in the men; the young American was 
really so light a weight. He was much more of the type of the use
less fine gentleman than the English nobleman. It was true that 
there was no particular reason why Pansy should marry a statesman; 
still, if a statesman admired her, that was his affair, and she would 
make a perfect little pearl of a peeress. 

It may seem to the reader that Mrs. Osmond had grown of a 
sudden strangely cynical, for she ended by saying to herself that this 
difficulty could probably be arranged. An impediment that was 
embodied in poor Rosier could not anyhow present itself as a dan
gerous one; there were always means of levelling secondary obsta
cles. Isabel was perfectly aware that she had not taken the measure 
of Pansy's tenacity, which might prove to be inconveniently great; 
but she inclined to see her as rather letting go, under suggestion, 
than as clutching under deprecation-since she had certainly the 
faculty of assent developed in a very much higher degree than that 
of protest. She would cling, yes, she would cling; but it really mat
tered to her very little what she clung to. Lord Warburton would 
do as well as Mr. Rosier-especially as she seemed quite to like 
him; she had expressed this sentiment to Isabel without a single 
reservation; she had said she thought his conversation most interest
ing-he had told her all about India. His manner to Pansy had 
been of the rightest and easiest-Isabel noticed that for herself, as 
she also observed that he talked to her not in the least in a patronis
ing way, reminding himself of her youth and simplicity, but quite as 
if she understood his subjects with that sufficiency with which she 
followed those of the fashionable operas. This went far enough for 
attention to the music and the barytone. He was careful only to be 
kind-he was as kind as he had been to another fluttered young 
chit at Gardencourt. A girl might well be touched by that; she 
remembered how she herself had been touched, and said to herself 
that if she had been as simple as Pansy the impression would have 
been deeper still. She had not been simple when she refused him; 
that operation had been as complicated as, later, her acceptance of 
Osmond had been. Pansy, however, in spite of her simplicity, really 
did understand, and was glad that Lord Warburton should talk to 
her, not about her partners and bouquets, but about the state of 
Italy, the condition of the peasantry, the famous grist-tax, 1 the pel
lagra, 2 his impressions of Roman society. She looked at him, as she 

l. A tax on the grinding of food grains, introduced in Italy in 1868 and known as the "tax on
the food of the poor."

2. A disease caused by nutritional deficiency, from the Italian "polle agra" (rough skin).
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drew her needle through her tapestry, with sweet submissive eyes, 
and when she lowered them she gave little quiet oblique glances at 
his person, his hands, his feet, his clothes, as if she were considering 
him. Even his person, Isabel might have reminded her, was better 
than Mr. Rosier's. But Isabel contented herself at such moments 
with ,vondering where this gentleman was; he came no more at all 
to Palazzo Roccanera. It was surprising, as I say, the hold it had 
taken of her-the idea of assisting her husband to be pleased. 

It ,vas surprising for a variety of reasons which I shall presently 
touch upon. On the evening I speak of, while Lord Warburton sat 
there, she had been on the point of taking the great step of going 
out of the room and leaving her companions alone. I say the great 
step, because it was in this light that Gilbert Osmond would have 
regarded it, and Isabel was trying as much as possible to take her 
husband's view. She succeeded after a fashion, but she fell short 
of the point I mention. After all she couldn't rise to it; something 
held her and made this impossible. It was not exactly that it would 
be base or insidious; for women as a general thing practise such 
manreuvres with a perfectly good conscience, and Isabel was 
instinctively much more true than false to the common genius of 
her sex. There was a vague doubt that interposed-a sense that she 
was not quite sure. So she remained in the drawing-room, and after 
a while Lord Warburton went on to his party, of which he prom
ised to give Pansy a full account on the morrow. After he had gone 
she wondered if she had prevented something which would have 
happened if she had absented herself for a quarter of an hour; and 
then she pronounced-always mentally-that when their distin
guished visitor should wish her to go away l1e would easily find 
means to let her know it. Pansy said nothing whatever about him 
after he had gone, and Isabel studiously said nothing, as she had 
taken a vow of reserve until after he should have declared himself. 
He was a little longer in coming to this than might seem to accord 
with the description he had given Isabel of his feelings. Pansy went 
to bed, and Isabel had to admit that she could not now guess what 
her stepdaughter was thinking of. Her transparent little companion 
was for the moment not to be seen through. 

She remained alone, looking at the fire, until, at the end of half 
an hour, her husband came in. He moved about a while in silence 
and then sat down; he looked at the fire like herself. But she now 
had transferred her eyes from the flickering flame in the chimney to 
Osmond's face, and she watched him while he kept his silence. 
Covert observation had become a habit with her; an instinct, of 
which it is not an exaggeration to say that it was allied to that of 
self-defence, had made it habitual. She wished as much as possible 
to know his thoughts, to know what he would say, beforehand, so 
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that she might prepare her answer. Preparing answers had not been 
her strong point of old; she had rarely in this respect got further 
than thinking afterwards of clever things she might have said. But 
she had learned caution-learned it in a measure from her hus
band's very countenance. It was the same face she had looked into 
with eyes equally earnest perhaps, but less penetrating, on the ter
race of a Florentine villa; except that Osmond had grown slightly 
stouter since his marriage. He still, however, might strike one as 
very distinguished. 

"Has Lord Warburton been here?" he presently asked. 
"Yes, he stayed half an hour." 
"Did he see Pansy?" 
"Yes; he sat on the sofa beside her." 
"Did he talk with her much?" 
"He talked almost only to her." 
"It seems to me he's attentive. Isn't that what you call it?" 
"I don't call it anything," said Isabel; "1-'ve waited for you to give 

it a name." 
"That's a consideration you don't always show," Osmond answered 

after a moment. 
"I've determined, this time, to try and act as you'd like. I've so 

often failed of that." 
Osmond turned his head slowly, looking at her. "Are you trying to 

quarrel with me?" 
"No, I'm trying to live at peace." 
"Nothing's more easy; you know I don't quarrel myself." 
"What do you call it when you try to make me angry?" Isabel 

asked. 
"I don't try;· if I've done so it has been the most natural thing in 

the world. Moreover I'm not in the least trying now." 
Isabel smiled. "It doesn't matter. I've determined never to be 

angry again." 
"That's an excellent resolve. Your temper isn't good." 
"No-it's not good." She pushed away the book she had been 

reading and took up the band of tapestry Pansy had left on the 
table. 

"That's partly why I've not spoken to you about this business of 
1ny daughter's,'' Os1nond said, designating Pansy in the manner 
that was most frequent with him. "I was afraid I should encounter 
opposition-that you too would have views on the subject. I've sent 
little Rosier about his business." 

"You were afraid I'd plead for Mr. Rosier? Haven't you noticed

· that I've never spoken to you of him?"
"I've never given you a chance. We've so little conversation in 

these days. I know he was an old friend of yours." 
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"Yes; he's an old friend of mine." Isabel cared little more for 
him than for the tapestry that she held in her hand; but it was true 
that he was an old friend and that with her husband she felt a 
desire not to extenuate such ties. He had a way of expressing con
tempt for them which fortified her loyalty to them, even when, as 
in the present case, they were in themselves insignificant. She some� 
times felt a sort of passion of tenderness for memories which had 
no other merit than that they belonged to her unmarried life. "But 
as regards Pansy," she added in a 1noment, "I've given him no 
encouragement." 

"That's fortunate," Osmond observed. 
"Fortunate for me, I suppose you mean. For him it matters 

little." 
"There's no use talking of him," Osmond said. "As I tell you, 

I've turned him out." 
"Yes; but a lover outside's always a lover. He's sometimes even 

more of one. Mr. Rosier still has hope." 
"He's welcome to the comfort of it! My daughter has only to sit 

perfectly quiet to become Lady Warburton.n 
"Should you like that?" Isabel asked with a simplicity which was 

not so affected as it may appear. She was resolved to assume noth
ing, for Osmond had a way of unexpectedly turning her assump
tions against her. The intensity with which he would like his daugh
ter to become Lady Warburton had been the very basis of her own 
recent reflections. But that was for herself; she would recognise 
nothing until Osmond should have put it into words; she would not 
take for granted with hin1 that he thought Lord Warburton a prize 
worth an amount of effort that \Vas unusual among the Osmonds. It 
was Gilbert's constant intimation that for him nothing in life was a 
prize; that he treated as from equal to equal with the most distin
guished people in the world, and that his daughter had only to look 
about her to pick out a prince. It cost him therefore a lapse from 
consistency to say explicitly that he yearned for Lord Warburton 
and that if this nobleman should escape his equivalent might not be 
found; with which moreover it was another of his customary impli
cations that he was never inconsistent. He would have liked his wife 
to glide over the point. But strangely enough, now that she was face 
to face with him and although an hour before she had almost 
invented a scheme for pleasing him, Isabel was not accommodating, 
would not glide. And yet she knew exactly the effect on his mind of 
her question: it would operate as an humiliation. Never mind; he 
was terribly capable of humiliating her-all the more so that he was 
also capable of waiting for great opportunities and of showing some
times an almost unaccountable indifference to small ones. Isabel 
perhaps took a small opportunity because she would not have 
availed herself of a great one. 
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Osmond at present acquitted himself very honourably. "I should 
like it extremely; it would be a great marriage. And then Lord War
burton has another advantage: he's an old friend of yours. It would 
be pleasant for him to come into the family. It's very odd Pansy's 
admirers should all be your old friends." 

"It's natural that they should come to see me. In coming to see 
me they see Pansy. Seeing her ifs natural they should fall in love 
with her." 

"So I think. But you're not bound to do so." 
"If she should marry Lord Warburton I should be very glad," 

Isabel went on frankly. "He's an excellent man. You say, however, 
that she has only to sit perfectly still. Perhaps she won't sit per
fectly still. If she loses Mr. Rosier she may jump up!'' 

Osmond appeared to give no heed to this; he sat gazing at the 
fire. "Pansy would like to be a great lady," he remarked in a 
moment with a certain tenderness of tone. "She wishes above all to 
please," he added. 

"To please Mr. Rosier, perhaps." 
"No, to please me." 
"Me too a little, I think," said Isabel. 
"Yes, she has a great opinion of you. But she'll do what I like." 
"If you're sure of that, it's very well," she went on. 
"Meantime," said Osmond, "I should like our distinguished visi

tor to speak.'' 
"He has spoken-to me. He has told me it would be a great 

pleasure to him to believe she could care for him." 
Osmond turned his head quickly, but at first he said nothing. 

Then, "Why didn't you tell me that?" he asked sharply. 
"There was no opportunity. You know how we live. I've taken 

the first chance that has offered." 
"Did you speak to him of Rosier?" 
"Oh yes, a little." 
"That was hardly necessary." 
"I thought it best he should know, so that, so that-" And Isabel 

paused. 
"So that what?" 
"So that he might act accordingly." 
"So that he might back out, do you mean?" 
"No, so that he might advance while there's yet time." 
"That's not the effect it seems to have had." 
"You should have-patience," said Isabel. "You know Englishmen 

are shy." 
"This one's not. He was not when he made love to you." 
She had been afraid Osmond would speak of that; it was disagree

able to her. "I beg your pardon; he was extremely so," she returned. 
He answered nothing for some time; he took up a book and 
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fingered the pages ,vhile she sat silent and occupied herself with 
Pansy's tapes.try. "You must have a great deal of influence with 
him " Osmond went on at last. "The moment vou rea11y wish it 

' � 

you can bring him to the point." 
This was more offensive still; but she felt the- great naturalness of 

his saying it, and it was after all extremely like what she had said to 
herself. "Why should I have influence?" she asked. "What have I 
ever done to put hi1n under an obligation to me?" 

"You refused to marry him," said Osmond with his eyes on his 
book. 

"I must not presume too much on that," she replied. 
He threw down the book presently and got up, standing before 

the fire with his hands behind him. "Well, I hold that it lies in 
your hands. I shall leave it there. With a little good-will you may 
manage it. Think that over and remember how much I count on 
you." He waited a little, to give her" time to answer; but she 
answered nothing, and he presently strolled out of the room. 

XLII 

She had· answered nothing because his words had put the situa .. 
tion before her and she was absorbed in looking at it. 'There was 
something in them that suddenly made vibrations deep, so that she 
had been afraid to trust herself to speak. After he had gone she 
leaned back in her chair and closed · her eyes; and for a long time, 
far into the night and still further, she sat in the still drawing-room, 
given up to her meditation. A servant came in to attend to the fire, 
and she bade him bring fresh candles and then go to bed. Osmond 
had told her to think of what he had said; and she did so indeed, 
and of many other things. The suggestion from another that she 
had a definite influence on Lord Warburton-this had given her 
the start that acco1npanies unexpected recognition. Was it true that 
there was something still between them that might be a handle to 
make him declare himself to Pansy-a susceptibility, on his part, to 
approval, a desire to do what would please her? Isabel had hitherto 
not asked herself the question, because she had not been forced; but 
now that it was directly presented to her she saw the answer, and 
the answer frightened her. Yes, there was something-something on 
Lord Warburton's part. When he had first come to Rome she 
believed the link that united them to be completely snapped; but 
little by little she had been reminded that it had yet a palpable 
existence. It was as thin as a hair, but there were moments when 
she seemed to hear it vibrate. For herself nothing was changed; 
what she once thought of him she always thought; it was needless 
this feeling should change; it seemed to her in fact a better feeling 
than ever. But he? had he still the idea that she might be more to 
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him than other women? Had he the wish to profit by the memory 
of the few 1noments of intimacy through which they had once 
passed? Isabel knew she had read some of the signs of such a dispo� 
sition. But what were his hopes, his pretensions, and in what 
strange way were they mingled with his evidently very sincere appre� 
ciation of poor Pansy? Was he in love with Gilbert Osmond's wife, 
and if so what comfort did he expect to derive from it? If he was in 
love with Pansy he was not in love \Vith her stepmother, and if he 
was in love with her stepmother he was not in love with Pansy. 
Was she to cultivate the advantage she possessed in order to make 
him commit himself to Pansy, knowing he would do so for her sake 
and not for the small creature's own-was this the service her hus. 
band had asked of her? This at any rate was the duty with which 
she found herself confronted-from the moment she admitted to 
herself that her old friend had still an uneradicated predilection for 
her society. It was not an agreeable task; it was in fact a repulsive 
one. She asked herself \Vith · dismay whether Lord Warburton were 
pretending to be in love \vith Pansy in order to cultivate another 
satisfaction and what might be called other chances. Of this refine
ment of duplicity she presently acquitted him; she preferred to 
believe him in perfect good faith. But if his admiration for Pansy 
were a delusion this was scarcely better than its being an affectation. 
Isabel wandered among these ugly possibilities until she had com
pletely lost her way; some of them, as she suddenly encountered 
them, seemed ugly enough. Then she broke out of the labyrinth, 
rubbing her eyes, and declared that her imagination surely did her 
little honour and that her husband's did him even less. Lord War
burton was as disinterested as he need be, and she was no more to 
him than she need wish. She would rest upon this till- the contrary 
should be proved; proved n1ore effectually than by a cynical intima
tion of Osmond's. 

Such a resolution, however, brought her this evening but little 
peace, for her soul was haunted with terrors which cro,vded to the 
foreground of thought as quickly as a place was made for them. 
What had suddenly set them into livelier motion she hardly knew, 
unless it were the strange impression she had received in the after
noon of her husband's being in 1nore direct communication with 
Madame Merle than she suspected. That impression came back to 
her from time to time, and now she wondered it had never come 
before. Besides this, her short interview with Osmond half an hour 
ago was a striking example of his faculty for making everything 

wither that he touched, �poiling everything tor her that ht looktd 
at. It was very well to undertake to give him a proof of loyalty; the 
-real fact was that the knowledge of his expecting a thing raised a 
presumption against it. It was as if he had had the evil eye; as if his 
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presence were a blight and his favour a misfortune. Was the fault 
in himself, or only in the deep mistrust she had conceived for him? 
This mistrust was now the clearest result of their short married life; 
a gulf had opened between them over which they looked at each 
other with eyes that were on either side a declaration of the decep
tion suffered. It was a strange opposition, of the like of which she 
had never dreamed-an opposition in which the vital principle of 
the one was a thing of contempt to the other. It was not her fault 
-she had practised no deception; she had only admired and
believed. She had taken all the first steps in the purest confidence,
and then she had suddenly found the infinite vista of a n1ultiplied
life to be a dark, narrow alley with a dead wall at the end. Instead
of leading to the high places of happiness, from which the world
would seem to lie below one, so that one could look down with a
sense of exaltation and advantage, and judge and choose and pity, it
led rather downward and earthward, into realms of restriction and
depression where the sound of other lives, easier and freer, was
heard as from above, and where it served to deepen the feeling of
failure. It was her deep distrust of her husband-this was what dar
kened the world. That is a sentin1ent easily indicated, but not so
easily explained, and so composite in its character that much time
and still n1ore suffering had been needed to bring it to its actual
perfection. Suffering, with Isabel, was an active condition; it was
not a chilJ, a stupor, a despair; it was a passion of thought, of specu
lation, of response to every pressure. She flattered herself that she
had kept her failing faith to herself, however-that no one sus
pected it but Osmond. Oh, he knew it, and there were times when
she thought he enjoyed it. It had come gradually-it was not till
the first year of their life together, so admirably intimate at first,
had closed that she had taken the alann. Then the shadows had
begun to gather; it was as if Osmond deliberately, almost malig
nantly, had put the lights out one by one. The dusk at first was
vague and thin, and she could still see her way in it. But it steadily
deepened, and if now and again it had occasionally lifted there were
certain comers of her prospect that were impenetrably black. These
shadows were not an emanation from her O\vn mind: she was very
sure of that; she had done her best to be just and temperate, to see
only the truth. They were a part, they were a kind of creation and
consequence, of her husband's very presence. They were not his mis
deeds, his turpitudes; she accused him of nothing-that is but of
one thing, which was not a crin1e. She knew of no wrong he had
done; he was not violent, he was not cruel: she simply believed he
hated her. That was all she accused him of, and the miserable part
of it was precisely that it was not a crime, for against a crime she
might have found redress. He had discovered that she was so differ-
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ent, that she was not what he had believed she would prove to be. 
He had thought at first he could change her, and she had done her 
best to be what he ,vould like. But she was, after all, herself-she 
couldn't help that; and now there was no use pretending, wearing a 
mask or a dress, for he knew her and had made up his mind. She 
was not afraid of him; she had no apprehension he would hurt her; 
for the i11-will he bore her was not of that sort. He would if possible 
never give her a pretext, never put himself in the wrong. Isabel, 
scanning the future with dry, fixed eyes, saw that he would have the 
better of her there. She would give him many pretexts, she would 
often put herself in the wrong. There were times when she almost 
pitied him; for if she had not deceived him in intention she under
stood how completely she must have done so in fact. She had 
effaced herself when he first knew her; she had made herself sma11, 
pretending there was less of her than there really was. It was 
because she had been under the extraordinary charm that he, on his 
side, had taken pains to put forth. He was not changed; he had not 
disguised himself, during the year of his courtship, any more than 
she. But she had seen only half his nature then, as one saw the disk 
of the moon when it was partly masked by the shadow of the earth. 
She saw the full moon now-she saw the whole man. She had kept 
still, as it were, so that he should have a free field, and yet in spite 
of this she had mistaken a part for the whole. 

Ah, she had been immensely under the charm! It had not passed 
away; it was there still: she still knew perfectly what it was that 
made Osmond delightful when he chose to be. He had wished to be 
when he made love to her, and as she had wished to be charmed 
it was not wonderful he had succeeded. He had succeeded because 
he had been sincere; it never occurred to her now to deny him that. 
He admired her-he had told her why: because she was the 
most imaginative woman he had known. It might very well have 
been true; for during those months she had imagined a world of 
things that had no substance. She had had a more wondrous vision 
of him, fed through charmed senses and oh such a stirred fancy!
she had not read him right. A certain combination of features had 
touched her, and in them she had seen the most striking of figures. 
That he was poor and lonely and yet that somehow he was noble
that was what had interested her and seemed to give her her oppor
tunity. There had been an indefinable beauty about him-in his sit
uation, in his mind, in his face. She had felt at the same time that 
he was helpless and ineffectual, but the feeling had taken the form 
of a tenderness \Vhich was the very flower of respect. He was like a 
sceptical voyager strolling on the beach while he waited for the tide, 
looking seaward yet not putting to sea. It was in all this she had 
found her occasion. She would launch his boat for him; she would 
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be his providence; it would be a good thing to love him. And she 
had loved him, she had so anxiously and yet so ardently given her
self-a good deal for what she found in him, but a good deal also 
for what she brought him and what might enrich the gift. As she 
looked back at the passion of those full weeks she perceived in it a 
kind of maternal strain-the happiness of a woman who felt that 
she was a contributor, that she came with charged hands. But for 
her money, as she saw to-day, she would never have done it. And 
then her mind wandered off to poor Mr. Touchett, sleeping under 
English turf, the beneficent author of infinite woe! For this was the 
fantastic fact. At bottom her money had been a burden, had been 
on her mind, which was filled with the desire to transfer the weight 
of it to some other conscience, to some more prepared receptacle. 
What would lighten her own conscience more effectua11y than to 
make it over to the man with the best taste in the world? Unless 
she should have given it to a hospital there would have been noth
ing better she could do with it; and there was no charitable institu
tion in ,vhich she had been as much interested as in Gilbert 
Osmond. He would use her fortune in a way that would make her 
think better of it and rub off a certain grossness attaching to the 
good luck of an unexpected inheritance. There had been nothing 
very delicate in inheriting seventy thousand pounds; the delicacy 
had been all in Mr. Touchett's leaving them to her. But to marry 
Gilbert Osmond and bring hi1n such a portion-in that there would 
be delicacv for her as well. There �,ou1d be less for him-that was 

J 

true; but that was his affair, and if he loved her he wouldn't object 
to her being rich. Had he not had the courage to say he was glad 
she was rich? 

Isabel's cheek burned when she asked herself if she had really 
1narried on a factitious theory, in order to do something finely appre
cia ble with her money. But she was able to answer quickly enough 
that this was only half the story. It was because a certain ardour 
took possession of her-a sense of the earnestness of his affection 
and a delight in his personal qualities. He was better than any one 
else. This supreme conviction had filled her life for months, and 
enough of it still remained to prove to her that she could not have 
done otherwise. The finest-in the sense of being the subtlest
manly organism she had ever known h�d become her property, and 
the recognition of her having but to put out her hands and take it 
had been origina1ly a sort of act of devotion. She had not been mis
taken about the beauty of his mind; she knew that organ perfectly 
now. She had lived with it, she had lived in it almost-it appeared 
to have become her habitation. If she had· been captured it had 
taken a firm hand to seize her; that reflection perhaps had some 
worth. A mind more ingenious, more pliant, more cultivated, more 
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trained to admirable exercises, she had not encountered; and it was 
this exquisite instrument she had now to reckon with. She lost her
self in infinite dismay when she thought of the magnitude of his

deception. It was a wonder, perhaps, in view of this, that he didn't 
hate her more. She remembered perfectly the first sign he had given 
of it-it had been like the bell that was to ring up the curtain upon 
the real drama of their life. He said to her one day that she had too 
many ideas and that she must get rid of them. He had told her that 
already, before their n1arriage; but then she had not noticed it: it 
had come back to her only afterwards. This time she might well 
have noticed it, because he had really meant it. The words had been 
nothing superficially; but when in the light of deepening experience 
she had looked into then1 they had then appeared portentous. He had 
really meant it-he \vould have liked her to have nothing of her 
own but her pretty appearance. She had known she had too many 
ideas; she had more even than he had supposed, many more than 
she had expressed to him when he had asked her to marry him. Yes, 
she had been hypocritical; she had liked him so much. She had too 
many ideas for herself; but that was just what one n1arried for, to 
share them with some one else. One couldn't pluck them up by the 
roots, though of course one might suppress them, be careful not to 
utter them. It had not been this, however, his objecting to her opin
ions; this had been nothing. She had no opinions-none that she 
would not have been eager to sacrifice in the satisfaction of feeling 
herself loved for it. What he had meant had been the whole thing 
-her character, the way she felt, the way she judged. This was
what she had kept in reserve; this was what he had not known until
he had found himself-with the door closed behind, as it \Vere-set
do\.vn face to face with it. She had a certain way of looking at life
which he took as a personal offence. Heaven knew that now at least
it \1/as a very hun1ble, accommodating way! The strange thing was
that she should not have suspected from the first that his own had
been so different. She had thought it so large, so enlightened, so

perfectly that of an honest man and a gentleman. Hadn't he
assured her that he had no superstitions, no dull limitations, no
prejudices that had lost their freshness? Hadn't he all the appear
ance of a man living in the open air of the world, indifferent to
small considerations, caring only for truth and knowledge and
believing that two intelligent people ought to look for them
together and, whether they found them or not, find at least some
happiness in the search? He had told her he loved the conventional,
but there was a sense in which this seemed a noble declaration. In
that sense, that of the love of harmony and order and decency and
of all the stately offices of life, she went \vith him freely, and his
warning had contained nothing ominous. But when, as the months
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had elapsed, she had followed him further and he had led her into 
the mansion of his own habitation, then, then she had seen where 
she really was. 

She could live it over again, the incredulous terror with which she 
had taken the measure of her d\velling. Between those fonr walls 
she had lived ever since; they were to surround her for the rest of 
her life. It \vas the house of darkness, the house of dumbness, the 
house of suffocation. Osn1ond's beautiful n1ind gave it neither light 
nor air; Osmond's beautiful mind indeed seemed to peep down 
from a small high window and 1nock at her. Of course it had not 
been physical suffering; for physical suffering there n1ight have been 
a remedy. She could come and go; she had her liberty; her husband 
was perfectly polite. He took himself so seriously; it was something 
appalling. Under all his culture, his cleverness, his a111enity, under 
his good-nature, his facility, his knowledge of life, his egotism lay 
hidden like a serpent in a bank of flowers. She had taken him seri
ously, but she had not taken him so seriously as that. How could she 
-especialJy \vhen she had known him better? She was to think of
him as he thought of hin1self-as the first gentleman in Europe. So
it was that she had thought of him at first, and that indeed \Vas the
reason she had married him. But when she began to see what it
implied she dre\v back; there was more in the bond than she had
meant to put her nan1e to. It in1plied a sovereign contempt for
every one but some three or four very exalted people whon1 he
envied, and for everything in the world but half a dozen ideas of his
own. That was very well; she would have gone with hin1 even there
a long distance; for he pointed out to her so much of the baseness
and shabbiness of life, opened her eyes so wide to the stupidity, the
depravity, the ignorance of 111ankind, that she had been properly
impressed with the infinite vulgarity of things and of the virtue of
keeping one's self unspotted by it. But this base, ignoble world, it
appeared, was after all what one was to live for; one was to keep it
for ever in one's eye, in order not to enlighten or convert or redeem
it, but to extract from it some recognition of one's own superiority.
On the one hand it was despicable, bu·t on the other it afforded a
standard. Osn1ond had talked to Isabel about his renunciation, his
indifference, the ease with \vhich he dispensed with the usual aids
to success; and all this had seemed to her admirable. She had
thought it a grand indifference, an exquisite independence. But
indifference was really the last of his qualities; she had never seen
any one who thought so much of others. For herself, avowedly, the
world had always interested her and the study of her fe11ow crea
tures been her constant passion. She ,¥ould have been \vi11ing, how
ever,. to renounce all her curiosities and sympathies for the sake of a
personal life, if the person concerned had only been able to make
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her believe it was a gain! This at least was her present conviction; 
and the thing certainly would have been easier than to care for 
society as Osmond cared for it. 

He was unable to live without it, and she saw that he had never 
really done so; he had looked at it out of his window even when he 
appeared to be most detached from it. He had his ideal, just as she 
had tried to have hers; only it was strange that people should seek 
for justice in such different quarters. His ideal was a conception of 
high prosperity and propriety, of the aristocratic life, which she now 
saw that he deemed himself always, in essence at least, to have led. 
He had never lapsed from it for an hour; he would never have 
recovered from the shame of doing �o. That again was very well; 
here too she would have agreed; but they attached such different 
ideas, such different associations and desires, to the same formulas. 
Her notion of the aristocratic life was simply the union of great 
knowledge with great liberty; the knowledge would give one a sense 
of duty and the liberty a sense of enjoyment. But for Osmond it 
was altogether a fhing of forms, a conscious, calculated attitude. He 
was fond of the old, the consecrated, the transmitted; so was she, 
but she pretended to do what she chose with it. He had an 
immense esteem for tradition; he had told her once that the best 
thing in the world was to have it, but that if one was so unfortu
nate as not to have it one must immediately proceed to make it. 
She knew that he meant by this that she hadn't it, but that he was 
better off; though from what source he had derived his traditions 
she never learned. He had a very large collection of them, however; 
that was very certain, and after a little she began to see. The great 
thing was to act in accordance with them; the great thing not only 
for him but for her. Isabel had an undefined conviction that to 
serve for another person than their proprietor traditions n1ust be of 
a thoroughly superior kind; but she nevertheless assented to this 
intimation that she too must march to the stately music that floated 
down from unknown periods in her husband's past; she who of old 
had been so free of step, so desultory, so devious, so 1nuch the 
reverse of processional. There were certain things they must do, a 
certain posture they must take, certain people they must know and 
not know. When she saw this rigid system close about her, draped 
though it was in pictured tapestries, that sense of darkness and suf
focation of which I have spoken took possession of her; she seemed 
shut up with an odour of mould and decay. She had resisted of 
course; at first very humorously, ironically, tenderly; then, as the sit
uation grew more serious, eagerly, passionately1 pleadingly. She had 
pleaded the cause of freedom, of doing as they chose, of not caring 
for the aspect and denomination of their life-the cause of other 
instincts and longings, of quite another ideal. 
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Then it was that her husband's personality, touched as it never 
had been, stepped forth and stood erect. The things she had said 
were answered only by his scorn, and she could see he was ineffably 
ashamed of her. What did he think of her-that she was base, 
vulgar, ignoble? He at least knew now that she had no traditions! It 
had not been in his prevision of things that she should reveal such 
flatness; her sentiments were worthy of a radical newspaper or a 
Unitarian preacher. The real offence, as she ultimately perceived, 
was her having a mind of her own at all. Her 1nind \vas to be his
attached to his own like a small garden-plot to a deer-park. He 
would rake the soil gently and water the flowers; he would ,veed the 
beds and gather an occasional nosegay. It would be a pretty piece of 
property for a proprietor already far-reaching. He didn't wish her to 
be stupid. On the contrary, it was because she was clever that she 
had pleased him. But he expected her intelligence to operate alto
gether in his favour, and so far from desiring her mind to be a 
blank he had flattered himself that it would be richly receptive. He 
had expected his wife to feel with him and for him, to enter into 
his opinions, his ambitions, his preferences; and Isabel was obliged 
to confess that this was no great insolence on the part of a man so 
accomplished and a husband originally at least so tender. But there 
were certain things she could never take in. To begin with, they 
were hideously unclean. She was not a daughter of the Puritans, but 
for all that she believed in such a thing as chastity and even as 
decency. It would appear that Osn1ond was far from doing anything 
of the sort; some of his traditions made her push back her skirts. Did 
all women have lovers? Did they a1I lie and even the best have their 
price? Were there only three or four that didn't deceive their hus
bands? When Isabel heard such things she felt a greater scorn for 
them than for the gossip of a village parlour-a scorn that kept its 
freshness in a very tainted air. There was the taint of her sister-in
law: did her husband judge only by the Countess Gemini? This 
lady very often lied, and she practised deceptions that were not 
simply verbal. It was enough to find these facts assumed among 
Osmond's traditions-it was enough without giving them such a 
general extension. It was her scorn of his assumptions, it was this 
that made him draw himself up. He had plenty of contempt, and it 
was proper his wife should be as well furnished; but that she should 
turn the hot light of her disdain upon his own conception of things 
-this was a danger he had not allowed for. He believed he should
have regulated her emotions before she came to it; and Isabel could
easily imagine how his ears had scorched on his discovering he had
been too confident. When one had a wife who gave one that sensa
tion there was nothing left but to hate her.

She was morally certain now that this feeling of hatred, which at 
first had been a refuge and a refreshment, had become the occupa-
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tion and comfort of his life. The feeling was deep, because it was 
sincere; he had had the revelation that she could after all dispense 
with him. If to herself the idea was startling, if it presented itself at 
first as a kind of infidelity, a capacity for pollution, what infinite 
effect might it not be expected to have had upon him? It was very 
simple; he despised her; she had no traditions and the moral hori
zon of a Unitarian minister. Poor Isabel, who had never been able 
to understand Unitarianism! This was the certitude she had been 
living with now for a time that she had ceased to measure. What 
was coming-what was before them? That was her constant ques
tion. What would he do-what ought she to do? When a man 
hated his wife what did it lead to? She didn't hate him, that she 
was sure of, for every little while she felt a passionate wish to give 
him a pleasant surprise. Very often, however, she felt afraid, and it 
used to come over her, as I have intimated, that she had deceived 
him at the very first. They were strangely married, at all events, and 
it was a horrible life. Until that morning he had scarcely spoken to 
her for a week; his manner was as dry as a burned-out fire. She 
knew there \Vas a special reason; he was displeased at Ralph Touch
ett' s staying on in Rome. He thought she saw too much of her 
cousin-he had told her a week before it was indecent she should 
go to him at his hotel. I-le would have said more than this if 
Ralph's invalid state had not appeared to make it brutal to 
denounce him; but having had to contain himself had only deep
ened his disgust. Isabel read all this as she would have read the hour 
on the clock-face; she was as perfectly aware that the sight of her 
interest in her cousin stirred her husband's rage as if Osmond had 
locked her into her room-which she was sure was what he wanted 
to do. It was her honest belief that on the whole she was not 
defiant, but she certainly couldn't pretend to be indifferent to 
Ralph. She believed he was dying at last and that she should never 
see him again, and this gave her a tenderness for him that she had 
never known before. Nothing was a pleasure to her now; how could 
anything be a pleasure to a woman who knew that she had thrown 
away her life? There was an everlasting weight on her heart-there 
was a livid light on everything. But Ralph's little visit was a lamp in 
the darkness; for the hour that she sat with him her ache for herself 
became somehow her ache for him. She felt to-day as if he had 
been her brother. She had never had a brother, but if she had and 
she were in trouble and he were dying, he would be dear to her as 
Ralph was. Ah yes, if Gilbert was jealous of her there was perhaps 
some reason; it didn't make Gilbert look better to sit for half an 
hour with Ralph. It was not that they talked of him-it was not 
that she complained. His name was never uttered between them. It 
was simply that Ralph was generous and that her husband was not. 
There was something in Ralph's talk, in his smile, in the mere fact 
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of his being in Rome, that made the blasted circle round which she 
walked more spacious. He made her feel the good of the ,vorld; he 
made her feel what might have been. He was after all as intelligent 
as Os1nond-quite apart from his being better. And thus it seen1ed 
to her an act of devotion to conceal her misery from hin1. She con
cealed it elaborately; she was perpetually, in their talk, hanging out 
curtains and arranging screens. It lived before her again-it had 
never had time to die-that morning in the garden at Florence 
when he had warned her against Osmond. She had only to close her 
eyes to see the place, to hear his voice, to feel the warm, sweet air. 
How could he have known? What a mystery, what a wonder of 
wisdom! As intelligent as Gilbert? He was much more intelligent
to arrive at such a judgement as that. Gilbert had never been so 
deep, so just. She had told him then that from her at least he 
should never know if he was right; and this was what she was taking 
care of now. It gave her plenty to do; there was passion, exaltation, 
religion in it. Women find their religion sometimes in strange exer
cises, and Isabel at present, in playing a part before her cousin, had 
an idea that she was doing hin1 a kindness. It would have been a 
kindness perhaps if he had been for a single instant a dupe. As it

was, the kindness consisted mainly in trying to make him believe 
that he had once wounded her greatly and that the event had put 
him to shame, but that, as she was very generous and he was so ill, 
she bore him no grudge and even considerately forbore to flaunt 
her happiness in his face. Ralph smiled to himself, as he lay on his 
sofa, at this extraordinary form of consideration; but he forgave her 
for having forgiven hin1. She didn't wish hin1 to have the pain of 
knowing she was unhappy: that was the great thing, and it didn't 
matter that such knowledge would rather have righted him. 

For herself, she lingered in the soundless saloon long after the fire 
had gone out. There was no danger of her feeling the cold; she was 
in a fever. She heard the small hours strike, and then the great 
ones, but her vigil took no heed of time. Her 1nind, assailed by 
visions, was in a state of extraordinary activity, and her visions 
might as well come to her there., where she sat up to meet them, as 
on her pillow, to make a mockery of rest. As I have said, she 
believed she was not defiant, and what could be a better proof of it 
than that she should linger there half the night, trying to persuade 
herself that there was no reason why Pansy shouldn't be married as 
you would put a letter in the post-office? When the clock struck 
four she got up; she was going to bed at last, for the lamp had long 
since gone out and the candles burned down to their sockets. But 
even tben she stopped again in the middle of the room and stood 
there gazing at a remembered vision-that of her husband and 
Madame Merle unconscious} y and familiarly associated. 
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XLIII 

Three nights after this she took Pansy to a great party, to which 
Osmond, who never went to dances, did not accompany them. 
Pansy was as ready for a dance as ever; she was not of a generalising 
turn and had not extended to other pleasures the interdict she had 
seen placed on those of love. If she \vas biding her time or hoping 
to circumvent her father she must have had a prevision of success. 
Isabel thought this unlikely; it was much more likely that Pansy 
had simply determined to be a good girl. She had never had such a 
chance, and she had a proper esteem for chances. She carried herself 
no less attentively than usual and kept no less anxious an eye upon 
her vaporous skirts; she held her bouquet very tight and counted 
over the flowers for the twentieth time. She made Isabel feel old; it 
seemed so long since she had been in a flutter about a ball. Pansy, 
who was greatly admired, was never in want of partners, and very 
soon after their arrival she gave Isabel, who was not dancing, her 
bouquet to hold., Isabel had rendered her this service for some min
utes when she became aware of the near presence of Edward Rosier. 
He stood before her; he had lost his affable smile and wore a look 
of almost military resolution. 'Ibe change in his appearance would 
have made Isabel smile if she had not felt his case to be at bottom 
a hard one: he had always smelt so much more of heliotrope than 
of gunpowder. He looked at her a moment somewhat fiercely, as if 
to notify her he was dangerous, and then dropped his eyes on her 
bouquet. After he had inspected it his glance softened and he said 
quickly: "It's all pansies; it must be hers!" 

Isabel smiled kindly. "Yes, it's hers; she gave it to me to hold.'' 
"May I hold it a little, Mrs. Osmond?" the poor young man 

asked. 
"No, I can't trust you; .I'm afraid you wouldn't give it back.n 
"I'm not sure that I should; I should leave the house with it 

instantly. But may I not at least have a single flower?'' 
Isabel hesitated a moment, and then, smiling still, held out the 

bouquet. "Choose one yourself. It's frightful what I'm doing for 
you." 

"Ah, if you do no more than this, Mrs. Osmond!" Rosier 
exclaimed \vith his glass in one eye, carefully choosing his flower. 

"Don't put it into your button-hole," she said. "Don't for the 
world!" 

"I should like her to see it. She has refused to dance ,vith 1ne, 
but I wish to show her that I believe in her still." 

"It's very well to sho,v it to her, but it's out of place to show it to 
others. Her father has told her not to dance with you." 

"And is that all you can do for me? I expected more from you, 
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Mrs. Osmond," said the young man in a tone of fine general refer
ence. "You know our acquaintance goes back very far-quite into 
the days of our innocent childhood." 

"Don't make me out too old," Isabel patiently answered. "You 
come back to that very often, and I've never denied it. But I must 
tell you that, old friends as we are, if you had done me the honour 
to ask me to marry you I should have refused you on the spot." 

"Ah, you don't esteem me then. Say at once that you think me a 
mere Parisian trifler!" 

"I esteem you very much, but I'm not in love with you. \\-'hat I 
mean by that, of course, is that I'm not in love with you for 
Pansy." 

"Very good; I see. You pity me-that's all." And Edward Rosier 
looked all round, inconsequently, with his single glass. It was a reve
lation to him that people shouldn't be more pleased; but he was at 
least too proud to show that the deficiency struck him as general. 

Isabel for a moment said nothing. His manner and appearance 
had not the dignity of the deepest tragedy; his little glass, among 
other things, was against that. But she suddenly felt touched; her 
own unhappiness, after all, had something in common with his, and 
it came over her, more than before, that here, in recognisable, if not 
in romantic form, was the most affecting thing in the world-young 
love struggling with adversity. "Would you really be very kind to 
her?" she finally asked in a low tone. 

He dropped his eyes devoutly and raised the little flower that he 
held in his fingers to his lips. Then he looked at her. "You pity me; 
but don't you pity her a little?" 

"I don't know; I'm not sure. She'll always enjoy life." 
"It will depend on what you call life!" Mr. Rosier effectively said. 

"She won't enjoy being tortured." 
"There'll be nothing of that." 
"I'm glad to hear it. She knows what she's about. You'll see." 
"I think she does, and she'll never disobey her father. But she's 

coming back to me," Isabel added, "and I must beg you to go 
away." 

Rosier lingered a moment ti11 Pansy cam� in sight on the arm of 
her cavalier; he stood just long enough to look her in the face. Then 
he walked away, holding up his head; and the manner in which he 
achieved this sacrifice to expediency convinced Isabel he was very 
much in love. 

Pansy, who seldom got disarranged in dancing, looking perfectly 
fresh and cool after this exercise,. waited a moment and then took 
back her bouquet. 1sabe1 watched her and saw she was counting the 
flo,vers; whereupon she said to herself that decidedly there were 
deeper forces at play than she had recognised. Pansy had seen 
Rosier turn away, but she said nothing to Isabel about him; she 
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talked only of her partner, after he had made his bow and retired; 
of the music, the floor, the rare misfortune of having already torn 
her dress. Isabel was sure, however, she had discovered her lover to 
have abstracted a flower; though this knowledge \Vas not needed to 
account for the dutiful grace with which she responded to the 
appeal of her next partner. That perfect amenity under acute con
straint was part of a larger system. She was again led forth by a 
flushed young man, this time carrying her bouquet; and she had not 
been absent 1nany minutes when Isabel sa\v Lord Warburton ad ... 
vancing through the crowd. He presently drew near and bade her 
good-evening; she had not seen him since the day before. He looked 
about him, and then "Where's the little maid?" he asked. It was in 
this manner that he had formed the harmless habit of alluding to 
Miss Osmond. 

"She's dancing," said Isabel. "You'll see her somewhere." 
He looked among the dancers and at last caught Pansy's eye. 

"She sees n1e, but she won't notice me,'' he then remarked. "Are 
you not dancing?" 

"As you see, I'm a wall-flower." 
"Won't you dance with me?" 
"Thank you; I'd rather you should dance with the little maid." 
"One needn't prevent the other-especially as she's engaged." 
"She's not engaged for everything, and you can reserve yourself. 

She dances very hard, and you'll be the fresher." 
"She dances beautifully,'' said Lprd Warburton, following her 

with his eyes. "Ah, at last," he added, "she has given me a smile." 
He stood there with his handsome, easy, important physiognomy; 
and as Isabel observed him it came over her, as it had done before, 
that it was strange a man of his mettle should take an interest in a 
little maid. It struck her as a great incongruity; neither Pansy's 
small fascinations, nor his own kindness, his good-nature, not even 
his need for amusement, which was extreme and constant, were suf
ficient to account for it. "I should like to dance with you," he went 
on in a moment, turning back to Isabel; "but I think I like even 
better to talk with you." 

"Yes, it's better, and it's more worthy of your dignity. Great 
statesmen oughtn't to waltz." 

"Don't be cruel. Why did you recommend me then to dance 
with Miss Osmond?" 

"Ah, that's different. If you danced with her it would look simply 
like a piece of kindness-as if you were doing it for her amusement. 
If you dance with me you'll look as if you were doing it for your 

own.'' 
"And pray haven't I a right to amuse myself?'' 
"No, not with the affairs of the British Empire on your hands." 
"The British Empire be hanged! You're always laughing at it." 
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"Amuse yourself with talking to me," said Isabel. 
"I'm not sure ifs really a recreation. You're too pointed; I've 

always to be defending myself. And you strike me as more than 
usually dangerous to-night. Will you absolutely not dance?" 

"I can't leave my place. Pansy must find me here." 
He was silent a little. "You're wonderfully good to her," he said 

suddenly. 
Isabel stared a little and smiled. "Can you imagine one's not 

being?" 
"No indeed. I know how one is charmed with her. But you must 

have done a great deal for her." 
''I've taken her out with me," said Isabel, smiling still. "And I've 

seen that she has proper clothes." 
"Your society must have been a great benefit to her. You've 

talked to her, advised her, helped her to develop." 
"Ah yes, if she isn't the rose she has lived near it." 
She laughed, and her companion did as much; but there was a 

certain visible preoccupation in his face which interfered with com
plete hilarity. "We all try to live as near it as we can," he said after 
a moment's hesitation. 

Isabel turned away; Pansy was about to be restored to her, and 
she welcomed the diversion. We know how much she liked Lord 
Warburton; she thought him pleasanter even than the sum of his 
merits warranted; there was something in his friendship that 
appeared a kind of resource in case of indefinite need; it was like 
having a large balance at the bank. She felt happier when he was in 
the roon1; there was something reassuring in his approach; the 
sound of his voice reminded her of the beneficence of nature. Yet 
for all that it didn't suit her that he should be too near her, that he 
should take too much of her good-will for granted. She was afraid of 
that; she averted herself from it; she wished he wouldn't. She felt 
that if he should come too near, as it were, it might be in her to 
flash out and bid him keep his distance. Pansy came back to Isabel 
with another rent in her skirt, which was the inevitable consequence 
of the first and which she displayed to Isabel with serious eyes. 
There were too many gentlemen in uniform; they wore those dread
ful spurs, which were fatal to the dresses of little maids. It hereupon 
became apparent that the resources of women are innumerable. 
Isabel devoted herself to Pansy's desecrated drapery; she fumbled 
for a pin and repaired the injury; she smiled and listened to her 
account of her adventures. Her attention, her sympathy were imme
diate and active; and they were in direct proportion to a sentiment 
with which they were in no way connected-a lively conjecture as 
to whether Lord Warburton might be trying to make love to her. It 
was not simply his words just then;· it was others as well; it was the 
reference and the continuity. This was what she thought about 
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while she pinned up Pansy's dress. If it were so, as she feared, he 
was of course unwitting; he himself had not taken account of his 
intention. But this made it none the more auspicious, made the sit
uation none the less impossible. The sooner he should get back into 
right relations with things the better. He immediately began to talk 
to Pansy-on whom it was certainly mystifying to see that he 
dropped a s1nile of chastened devotion. Pansy replied, as usual, with 
a little air of conscientious aspiration; he had to bend toward her a 
good deal in conversation, and her eyes, as usual, wandered up and 
down his robust person as if he had offered it to her for exhibition. 
She always seemed a little frightened; yet her fright was not of the 
painful character that suggests dislike; on the contrary, she looked 
as if she knew that he knew she liked him. Isabel left them together 
a little and wandered toward a friend whom she saw near and with 
whom she talked till the music of the following dance began, for 
which she knew Pansy to be also engaged. The girl joined her pres
ently, with a little fluttered flush, and Isabel, who scrupulously took 
Osmond's view of his daughter's complete dependence, consigned 
her, as a precious and momentary loan, to her appointed partner. 
About all this matter she had her own· imaginations, her own 
reserves; there \vere moments when Pansy's extreme adhesiveness 
made each of them, to her sense, look foolish. But Osmond had 
given her a sort of tableau1 of her position as his daughter's 
duenna, which consisted of gracious alternations of concession and 
contraction; and there were directions of his which she liked to 
think she obeyed to the letter. Perhaps, as regards some of them, it 
was because her doing so appeared to reduce them to the absurd. 

After Pansy had been led away, she found Lord Warburton draw
ing near her again. She rested her eyes on him steadily; she wished 
she could sound his thoughts. But he had no appearance of confu
sion. "She has pro1nised to dance with me later," he said. 

"I'm glad of that. I suppose you've engaged her for the 
cotillion. "2

At this he looked a little awkward. "No, I didn't ask her for 
that. It's a quadrille."3

"Ah, you're not clever!" said Isabel almost angrily. "I told her to 
keep the cotillion in case you should ask for it." 

"Poor little maid, fancy that!" And Lord Warburton laughed 
frankly. "Of course I will if you like." 

"If I like? Oh, if you dance with her only because I like it-!"

"I'm afraid I bore her. She seems to have a lot of young fellows 
on her book." 

Isabel dropped her eyes, reflecting rapidly; Lord Warburton stood 
there looking at her and she felt his eyes on her face. She felt much 
l. List, schedule.
2. A series of elaborate and varied dances.
3. A square dance of French origin for four or more couples.
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inclined to ask him to re1nove them. She didn't do so, however; she
only said to him, after a minute, with her own raised: "Please let
me understand."

"Understand what?" 
"You told me ten days ago that you'd 1ike to marry my step

daughter. You've not forgotten it!" 
"Forgotten it? I wrote to Mr. Osmond about it this morning." 
"Ah," said Isabel, "he didn't mention to me that he had heard 

from you." 
Lord Warburton stammered a little. "I-I didn,t send my 

letter." 
"Perhaps you forgot that." 
"No, I wasn't satisfied with it. It's an awkward sort of letter to 

write, you know. But I shall send it to.night." 
"At three o'clock in the morning?" 
"I mean later, in the course of the day." 
"Very good. You still wish then to marry her?n

"Very much indeed." 
"Aren't you afraid that you'H bore her?" And as her companion 

stared at this enquiry Isabel added: "If she can't dance with you for 
half an hour how will she be able to dance with you for life?" 

"Ah," said Lord Warburton readily, "I'll let her dance with other 
people! About the cotillion, the fact is I thought that you-that 
you-" 

"That I would do it with you? I told you I'd do nothing." 
"Exactly; so that while it's going on I might find some quiet 

corner where we may sit down and talk." 
"Oh," said Isabel gravely, "you're much too considerate of me.'' 
When the cotillion came Pansy was found to have engaged her

self, thinking, in perfect humility, that Lord Warburton had no 
intentions. Isabel recommended him to seek another partner, but he 
assured her that he would dance with no one but herself. As, how
ever, she had, in spite of the remonstrances of her hostess, declined 
other invitations on the ground that she was not dancing at all, it 
was not possible for her to make an exception in Lord Warburton's 
favour. 

"After all I don't care to dance," he said; "it's a barbarous amuse
ment: I'd much rather talk." And he intimated that he had discov
ered exactly the comer he had been looking for-a quiet nook in 
one of the smaller rooms, where the music would come to them 
faintly and not interfere with conversation. Isabel had decided to let 
him carry out his idea; she wished to be satisfied. She wandered 
away irom \be ba11-room with him, tbough she knew her husband 
desired she should not lose sight of his daughter. It was with his 
daughter's pretendant,4 however; that would make it right for 
4. Suitor, wooer.
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Osmond. On her way out of the ball-room she came upon Edward 
Rosier, who was standing in a doorway, with folded arms, looking at 
the dance in the attitude of a young man without illusions. She 
stopped a moment and asked him if he were not dancing. 

"Certainly not, if I can't dance with her!" he answered. 
"You had better go away then," said Isabel with the manner of 

good counsel. 
"I shall not go till she does!" And he let Lord Warburton pass 

without giving him a look. 
This nobleman, however, had noticed the melancholy youth, and 

he asked Isabel who her dismal friend was, remarking that he had 
seen him somewhere before. 

"It's the young man I've told you about, who's in love with 
Pansy." 

"Ah yes, I remember. He looks rather bad." 
"He has reason. My husband won't listen to him." 
"What's the matter with him?" Lord Warburton enquired. "He 

seems very harmless." 
"He hasn't money enough, and he isn't very clever." 
Lord Warburton listened with interest; he seemed struck with 

this account of Edward Rosier. "Dear me; he looked a well-set-up 
young fellow." 

"So he is, but my husband's very particular." 
"Oh, I see." And Lord Warburton paused a moment. "How 

much money has he got?11 he then ventured to ask. 
"Some forty thousand francs a year.'' 
"Sixteen hundred pounds? Ah, but that's very good, you know." 
"So I think. My husband, however, has larger ideas." 
"Yes; I've noticed that your husband has very large ideas. Is he 

really an idiot, the young man?" 
"An idiot? Not in the least; he's charming. When he was twelve 

years old I myself was in love with him." 
"He doesn't look much more than twelve to-day," Lord Warbur

ton rejoined vaguely, looking about him. Then with more point, 
"Don't you think we might sit here?" he asked. 

"Wherever you please." The room was a sort of boudoir, per. 
vaded by a subdued, rose-coloured light; a lady and gentleman 
moved out of it as our friends came in. "It's very kind of you to 
take such an interest in Mr. Rosier," Isabel said. 

"He seems to me rather ill-treated. He had a face a yard long. I 
wondered what ailed him." 

"You'r@ � ju�t irnn," �Jid l�Jbel. "You've a kind thought cycn for 
a rival." 

Lord Warburton suddenly turned with a stare. "A rival! Do you 
call him my rival?"' 

"Surely-if you both wish to marry the same person." 
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"Yes-but since he has no chance!" 
"I like you, however that may be, for putting yourself in his 

place. It shows imagination." 
"You like me for it?" And Lord Warburton looked at her with 

an uncertain eye. "I think you mean you're laughing at me for it." 
"Yes, I'm laughing at you a little. But I like you as somebody to 

laugh at." 
"Ah wel1, then, Jet me enter into his situation a little more. 

What do you suppose one could do for him?" 
"Since I have been praising your imagination I'll leave yon to 

imagine that yourself," Isabel said. "Pansy too would like you for 
that." 

"Miss Osmond? Ah, she, I flatter myself, likes me already." 
"Very much, I think." 
He waited a little; he was still questioning her face. "Well then, 

I don't understand you. You don't mean that she cares for him?" 
"Surely I've told you I thought she did." 
A quick blush sprang to his brow. "You told me she would have 

no wish apart from. her father's, and as I've gathered that he would 
favour me-!" He paused a little and then suggested "Don't you 
see?" through his blush. 

"Yes, I told you she has an immense wish to please her father, 
and that it would probably take her very far." 

"That seems to me a very proper feeling," said Lord Warburton. 
"Certainly; it's a very proper feeling." Isabel remained silent for 

some moments; the room continued empty; the sound of the music 
reached them with its richness softened by the interposing apart
ments. Then at last she said: "But it hardly strikes me as the sort of 
feeling to which a man would wish to be indebted for a wife." 

"I don't know; if the wife's a good one and he thinks she does 
well!'' 

"Yes, of course you must think that." 
"I do; I can't help it. You call that very British, of course." 
"No, I don't. I think Pansy would do wonderfully well to marry 

you, and I don't know who should know it better than you. But 
you're not in love." 

"Ah, yes I am, Mrs. Osmond!" 
Isabel shook her head. "You like to think you are while you sit 

here with me. But that's not how you strike me." 
"I'm not like the young man in the doorway. I admit that. But 

what makes it so unnatural? Could any one in the world be more 
loveable than Miss Osmond?" 

"No one, possibly. But love has nothing to do with good rea
sons." 

"I don't agree with you. I'm delighted to have good reasons." 
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"Of course you are. If you were really in love you wouldn't care a 
straw for them." 

"Ah, really in love-really in Jovel" Lord Warburton exclaimed, 
folding his arms, leaning back his head and stretching himself a 
little. "You must remember that I'm forty-two years old. I won't 
pretend I'm as I once was." 

"Well, if you're sure," said Isabel, "it's all right." 
He answered nothing; he sat there, with his head back, looking 

before him. Abruptly, however, he changed his position; he turned 
quickly to his friend. "Why are you so unwilling, so sceptical?" 

She met his eyes, and for a moment they looked straight at each 
other. If she wished to be satisfied she saw something that satisfied 
her; she saw in his expression the gleam of an idea that she was 
uneasy on her own account-that she was perhaps even in fear. It 
showed a suspicion, not a hope, but such as it was it told her what 
she wanted to know. Not for an instant should he suspect her of 
detecting in his proposal of marrying her step-daughter an implica
tion of increased nearness to herself, or of thinking it, on such a 
betrayal, ominous. In that 

-
brief., extremely personal gaze, however, 

deeper meanings passed between them than they were conscious of 
at the moment. 

"My dear Lord Warburton," she said, smiling, "you may do, so 
far as I'm concerned, whatever comes into your head." 

And \vith this she got up and wandered into the adjoining room, 
where, within her companion's view, she was immediately addressed 
by a pair of gentlemen, high personages in the Roman world, who 
met her as if they had been looking for her. While she talked with 
them she found herself regretting she had moved; it looked a little 
like running away-all the more as Lord Warburton didn't follow 
her. She was glad of this, however, and at any rate she was satisfied. 
She was so well satisfied that when, in passing back into the ball
room, she found Edward Rosier still planted in the �oorway, she 
stopped and spoke to him again. "You did right not to go away. 
I've some comfort for you." 

"I need it," the young man softly wailed, "\vhen I see you so 
awfully thick with him!"

"Don't speak of him; I'll do what I can for you. I'm afraid it 
won't be much, but what I can I'll do." 

He looked at her with gloomy obliqueness. "What has suddenly 
brought you round?" 

"The sense that you are an inconvenience in doorways!" she 
answered, smiling as she passed hin1. Half an hour later she took 
leave, with Pansy, and at the foot of the staircase the two ladies, 
with many other departing guests, ,vaited a while for their carriage. 
Just as it approached Lord Warburton came out of the house and 
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assisted them to reach their vehicle. He stood a moment at the 
door, asking Pansy if she had amused herself; and she, having 
answered him, fell back with a little air of fatigue. Then Isabel, at 
the window, detaining him by a movement of her finger, murmured 
gently: "Don't forget to send your letter to her father!" 

XLIV 

The Countess Gemini was often extremely bored-bored, in her 
own phrase, to extinction. She had not been extinguished, however, 
and she struggled bravely enough with her destiny, which had been 
to marry an unaccommodating Florentine who insisted upon living 
in his native town, where he en joyed such consideration as might 
attach to a gentleman whose talent for losing at cards had not the 
merit of being incidental to an obliging disposition. The Count 
Gemini was not liked even by those who won from him; and he 
bore a name which, having a measurable value in Florence/ was, 
like the local coin of the old Italian states, without currency in 
other parts of the peninsula. In Rome he was simply a very dull 
Florentine, and it is not remarkable that he should not have cared 
to pay frequent visits to a place where, to carry it off, his dulness 
needed more explanation than ,vas convenient. The Countess lived 
with her eyes upon Rome, and it was the constant grievance of her 
life that she had not an habitation there. She was ashamed to sav 
how seldom she had been allowed to visit that city; it scarcely made 
the matter better that there were other members of the Florentine 
nobility who never had been there at all. She went whenever she 
could; that was all she could say. Or rather not all, but all she said 
she could say. In fact she had much more to say about it, and had 
often set forth the reasons why she hated Florence and wished to 
end her days in the shadow of Saint Peter's. They are reasons, how
ever, that do not closely concern us, and were usually summed up in 
the declaration that Rome, in short, was the Eternal City and that 
Florence was simply a pretty little place like a1:1y other. The Count
ess apparently needed to connect the idea of eternity with her 
amusements. She was convinced that society was infinitely more 
interesting in Rome, where you met celebrities all winter at evening 
parties. At Florence there were no celebrities; none at least that one 
had heard of. Since her brother's marriage her impatience had 
greatly increased; she was so sure his wife had a more brilliant life 
than herself. She was not so inte1Iectual as Isabel, but she was intel
lectual enough to do justice to Rome-not to the ruins and the cat
acombs, not even perhaps to the monuments and museums, the 

I. By 1865-1870, when it was the provincial capital ofltaly, Florence had become the hospitable
residence of exiles, political refugees, artists, and writers. When the capital moved to Rome,
Florence was left somewhat impoverished and disordered.
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church ceremonies and the scenery; but certainly to all the rest. She 
heard a great deal about her sister-in-law and knew perfectly that 
Isabel was having a beautiful time. She had indeed seen it for her
self on the only occasion on. which she had enjoyed the hospitality 
of Palazzo Roccanera. She had spent a week there during the first 
winter of her brother's marriage, but she had not been encouraged 
to renew this satisfaction. Osmond didn't want her-that she was 
perfectly aware of; but she would have gone all the same, for after 
all she didn't care two straws about Osmond. It was her husband 
who wouldn't let her, and the money question was always a trouble. 
Isabel had been very nice; the Countess, who had liked her sister-in
law from the first, had not been blinded by envy to Isabel's personal 
merits. She had always observed that she got on better with clever 
women than with silly ones like herself; the silly ones could never 
understand her wisdom, whereas the clever ones-the really clever 
ones-always understood her silliness. It appeared to her that, dif
ferent as they \Vere in appearance and general style, Isabel and she 
had somewhere a patch of common ground that they would set 
their feet upon at last. It was not very large, but it was firm, and 
they should both know it when once they had really touched it. 
And then she lived, with Mrs. Osmond, under the influence of a 
pleasant surprise; she was constantly expecting that Isabel \vould 
"look down" on her, and she as constantly saw this operation post
poned. She asked herself when it would begin, like fire-works, or 
Lent, or the opera season; not that she cared much, but she won
dered what kept it in abeyance. Her sister-in-law regarded her with 
none but level glances and expressed for the poor Countess as little 
contempt as admiration. In reality Isabel would as soon have 
thought of despising her as of passing a n1oral judgement on a grasS
hopper. She was not indifferent to her husband's sister, however; 
she was rather a little afraid of her. She wondered at her; she 
thought her very extraordinary. The Countess seemed to her to 
have no soul; she was like a bright rare shell, with a polished surface 
and a remarkably pink lip, in which something would rattle when 
you shook it. This rattle was apparently the Countess's spiritual 
principle, a little loose nut that tumbled about inside of her. She 
was too odd for disdain, too anomalous for con1parisons. Isabel 
would have invited her again (there was no question of inviting the 
Count); but Osmond, after his marriage, had not scrupled to say 
frankly that Amy was a fool of the worst species-a fool whose folly 
had the irrepressibility of genius. He said at another time that she 
had no heart; and he added in a moment that she had given it all 
away-in small pieces, like a frosted wedding-eake. The fact ol not 
having been asked was of course another obstacle to the Countess's 
going again to Rome; but at the period with which this history has 
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now to deal she was in receipt of an invitation to spend several 
weeks at Palazzo Roccanera. The proposal had come from Osmond 
himself, who wrote to his sister that she must be prepared to be 
very quiet. Whether or no she found in this phrase all the meaning 
he had put into it I am unable to say; but she accepted the invita
tion on any terms. She was curious, moreover; for one of the 
impressions of her former visit had been that her brother had found 
his match. Before the marriage she had been sorry for Isabel, so 
sorry as to have had serious thoughts-if any of the Countess's 
thoughts were serious--of putting her on her guard. But she had let 
that pass, and after a little she was reassured. Osmond was as lofty 
as ever, but his wife would not be an easy victim. The Countess was 
not very exact at measurements, but it seemed to her that if Isabel 
should draw herself up she would be the taller spirit of the two. 
What she \vanted to learn now was whether Isabel had drawn her
self up; it would give her immense pleasure to see Osmond 
overtopped. 

Several days before she was to start for Rome a servant brought 
her the card of a visitor-a card with the simple superscription 
"Henrietta C. Stackpole." The Countess pressed her finger-tips to 
her forehead; she didn't remember to have known any such Hen
rietta as that. tb.e servant then ren1arked that the lady had re
quested him to say that if the Countess should not recognize her 
name she would know her well enough on seeing her. By the time 
she appeared before her visitor she had in fact reminded herself that 
there was once a literary lady at Mrs. Touchett's; the only woman 
of letters she had ever encountered-that is the only modem one, 
since she was the daughter of a defunct poetess. She recognised Miss 
Stackpole immediately, the more so that Miss Stackpole seemed 
perfectly unchanged; and the Countess, who was thoroughly good
natured, thought it rather fine to be called on by a person of that 
sort of distinction. She wondered if Miss Stackpole had come on 
account of her mother-whether she had heard of the American 
Corinne. Her mother was not at all like Isabel's friend; the 
Countess could see at a glance that this lady was much more 
contemporary; and she received an impression of the improve
ments that were taking place-chiefly in distant countries-in the 
character ( the professional character) of literary ladies. Her mother 
had been used to wear a Roman scarf thrown over a pair of shoul
ders timorously bared of their tight black velvet ( oh the old 
clothes!) and a gold laurel-wreath set upon a multitude of glossy 
ringlets. She had spoken softly and vaguely, with the accent of her 
"Creole" ancestors, as she always confessed; she sighed a great deal 
and was not at all enterprising. But Henrietta, the Countess could 
see, was always closely buttoned and compactly braided; there was 
something brisk and business-like in her appearance; her manner 



VoL. II: XLIV 377 

was almost conscientiously familiar. It was as impossible to imagine 
her ever vaguely sighing as to imagine a letter posted without its 
address. The Countess could not but feel that the correspondent of 
the Interviewer was much more in the movement than the Ameri
can Corinne. She explained that she had called on the Countess 
because she was the only person she knew in Florence, and that 
when she visited a foreign city she liked to see something more than 
superficial travellers. She knew Mrs. Touchett, but Mrs. Touchett 
was in America, and even if she had been in Florence Henrietta 
would not have put herself out for her, since Mrs. Touchett was not 
one of her admirations. 

"Do you mean by that that I am?" the Countess graciously 
asked. 

"Well, I like you better than I do her," said Miss Stackpole. "I 
seem to remember that when I saw you before you were very· inter
esting. I don't know whether it was an accident or whether it's your 
usual style. At any rate I was a good deal struck with what you said. 
I made use of it afterwards in print." 

"Dear me!" cried the Countess, staring and half-alarmed; "I had 
no idea I ever said anything remarkable! I wish I had known it at 
the time." 

"It was about the position of woman in this city," Miss Stackpole 
remarked. "You threw a good deal of light upon it." 

"The position of woman's very uncomfortable. Is that what you 
mean? And you wrote it down and published it?" the Countess 
went on. "Ah, do let me see it!" 

"I'll write to then1 to send you the paper if you like," Henrietta 
said. "I didn't mention your name; I only said a lady of high rank. 
And then I quoted your vie\vs." 

The Countess threw herself hastily backward, tossing up her 
clasped hands. "Do you know I'm rather sorry you didn't mention 
my name? I should have rather liked to see my name in the papers. 
I forget what n1y views were; I have so many! But I'm not ashamed 
of them. I'm not at all like my brother-I suppose you know my 
brother? He thinks it a kind· of scandal to be put in the papers; if 
you were to quote him he'd never forgive you." 

"He needn't be afraid; I shall never refer to him," said Miss 
Stackpole with bland dryness. "That's another reason," she added, 
"why I wanted to come to see you. You know Mr. Osmond married 
my dearest friend." 

"Ah, yes; you were a friend of Isabel's. I was trying to think what 
I knew a bout you.'' 

"I'm quite ,villing to be known by that," Henrietta declared. 
"But that isn't what your brother likes to know me by. He has tried 
to break up my relations with Isabel." 

"Don't permit it," said the Countess. 
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"That's what I want to talk about. I'm going to Rome.'' 
"So am I!" the Countess cried. "We'll go together." 
"With great pleasure. And when I write about my journey I'll 

mention you by name as my companion." 
The Countess sprang from her chair and came and sat on the 

sofa beside her visitor. "Ah, you must send me the paper! My_ hus
band won't like it, but he need never see it. Besides, he doesn't 
know how to read." 

Henrietta's large eyes became immense. "Doesn't know how to 
read? May I put that into my letter?" 

"Into your letter?" 
"In the Interviewer. That's my paper." 
"Oh yes, if you like; with his name. Are you going to stay with 

Isabel?" 
Henrietta held up her head, gazing a little in silence at her host

ess. "She has not asked me. I wrote to her I was coming, and she 
answered that she would en�age a room for 1ne at a pension.2 She 
gave no reason." 

The Countess listened with extreme interest. "'Ine reason's 
Osm.ond," she pregnantly remarked. 

"Isabel ought to make a stand," said Miss Stackpole. "I'm afraid 
she has changed a great deal. I told her she would." 

"I'm sorry to hear it; I hoped she would have her own way. Why 
doesn't my brother like you?" the Countess ingenuously added. 

"I don't know and I don't care. He's perfectly welcome not to 
like me; I don't want every one to like me; I should think less of 
myself if some people did. A journalist can't hope to do much good 
unless he gets a good deal hated; that's the way he knows how his 
work goes on. And it's just the same for a lady. But I didn't expect 
it of Isabel." 

"Do you mean that she hates you?" the Countess enquired. 
"I don't know; I want to see. That's what I'm going to Rome 

for." 
"Dear me, what a tiresome errand!" the Countess exclaimed. 
"She doesn't write to me in the same way; it's easy to see there's 

a difference. If you know anything," Miss Stackpole went on, "I

should like to hear it beforehand, so as to decide on the line I shall 
take." 

The Countess thrust out her under lip and gave a gradual shrug. 
"I kno,v very little; I see and hear very little of Osmond. He doesn't 
like me any better than he appears to like you." 

"Yet you're not a lady correspondent," said Henrietta pensively. 
"Oh, be has p1enty of reasons. Nevertheless tbey've invited me

I'm to stay in the house1" And the Countess smiled almost fiercely; 

2. Boarding house or smalJ residential hotel.



VOL. II: XLIV 379 

her exultation, for the moment, took little account of Miss Stack
pole's disappointment. 

This lady, however, regarded it very placidly. "I shouldn't have 
gone if she had asked me. 'That is I think I shouldn't; and I'm glad. 
I hadn't to make up my mind. It would have been a very difficult 
question. I shouldn't have liked to tum away from her, and yet I 
shouldn't have been happy under her roof. A pension will suit me 
very well. But that's not all." 

"Rome's very good just now," said the Countess; "there are all 
sorts of brilliant people. Did you ever hear of Lord Warburton?" 

"Hear of him? I know him very well. Do you consider him very 
brilliant?" Henrietta enquired. 

''I don't know him, but I'm told he's extremely grand seigneur.3

He's making love to Isabel." 
"Making love to her?" 
"So I'm told; I don't know the details," said the Countess 

lightly. "But Isabel's pretty safe." 
Henrietta gazed earnestly at her companion; for a moment she 

said nothing. "When do you go to Rome?" she enquired abruptly. 
"Not for a week, I'm afraid." 
"I sha11 go to .. morrow," Henrietta said. "I think I had better not 

wait." 
"Dear me, I'm sorry; I'm having some dresses made. I'm told 

Isabel receives immensely. But I shall see you there; I shall call on 
you at your pension." Henrietta sat still-she was lost in thought; 
and suddenly the Countess cried: "Ah, but if you don't go with 
me you can't describe our journey!" 

Miss Stackpole seemed unmoved by this consideration; she was 
thinking of something else and presently expressed it. "I'm not sure 
that I understand you about Lord Warburton." 

"Understand me? I mean he's very nice, that's all." 
"Do you consider it nice to make love to married women?" Hen .. 

rietta enquired with unprecedented distinctness. 
The Countess stared, and then with a little violent laugh: "It's 

certain all the nice men do it. Get married and you'll see!" she 
added. 

"That idea ,vould be enough to prevent me," said Miss Stack .. 
pole. "I should \vant my own husband; I shouldn't want any one 
else's. Do you mean that Isabel's guilty-guilty-?" And she paused 
a little, choosing her expression. 

"Do I mean she's guilty? Oh dear no, not yet, I hope. I only 
mean that Osmond's very tiresome and that Lord Warburton, as I 
hear, is a great deal at the house. I'm afraid you're scandaHseJ.H 

"No, I'm just anxious," Henrietta said. 
3. Lordly.
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"Ah, you're not very complimentary to Isabel! You should have 
more confidence. I'I1 tell you," the Countess added quickly: "if it 
\vi11 be a comfort to you I engage to draw him off:' 

Miss Stackpole answered at first only with the deeper solemnity 
of her gaze. "You don't understand me," she said after a while. "I 
haven't the idea you seem to suppose. I'm not afraid for Isabel-in 
that \Vay. I'm only afraid she's unhappy-that's what I want to get 
at." 

The Countess gave a dozen turns of the head; she looked impa
tient and sarcastic. "That may very well be; for my part I should 
like to know whether Osmond is." Miss Stackpole had begun a 
little to bore her. 

"If she's really changed that must be at the bottom of it," Hen-
rietta went on. 

"You'll see; she'll tell you," said the Countess. 
"Ah, she n1ay not tell me-that's what rn1 afraid of!" 
"Well, if Osmond isn't amusing himself-in his own old way-I 

flatter myself I shall discover it," the Countess rejoined. 
"I don't care for that," said Henrietta. 
''I do immensely! If Isabel's unhappy I'm very sorry for her, but I 

can't help it. I might tell her something that would make her worse, 
but I can't tell her anything that would console her. What did she 
go and marry him for? If she had listened to me she'd have got rid 
of him. I'll forgive her, however, if I find she has made things hot 
for him! If she has simply allowed him to trample upon her I don't 
know that I shall even pity her. But I don't think that's very likely. 
I count upon finding that if she's miserable she has at least made 
him so." 

Henrietta got up; these seemed to her, naturally, very dreadful 
expectations. She honestly believed she had no desire to see Mr. 
Osmond unhappy; and indeed he could not be for her the subject 
of a flight of fancy. She was on the whole rather disappointed in 
the Countess, whose mind moved in a narrower circle than she had 
imagined, though with a capacity for coarseness even there. "It will 
be better if they love each other," she said for edification. 

"They can't. He can't love any one." 
"I presumed that was the case. But it only aggravates my fear for 

Isabel. I shall positively start to-morrow.'' 
"Isabel certainly has devotees," said the Countess, smiling very 

vividly. "I declare I don't pity her." 
"It may be I can't assist her," Miss Stackpole pursued, as if it 

were well not to have illusions. 
"You can have ,vanted to, at any rate; that's something. I believe 

that's what you came from America for," the Countess suddenly 
added. 

"Yes, I wanted to look after her/' Henrietta said serenely. 
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Her hostess stood there smiling at her with small bright eyes and 
an eager-looking nose; with cheeks into each of which a flush had 
come. "Ah, that's very pretty--c'est bien gentil!4 Isn't it what they 
call friendship?" 

"I don't know what they call it. I thought I had better come." 
"She's very happy-she's very fortunate," the Countess went on. 

"She has others besides." And then she broke out passionately. 
"She's more fortunate than II I'm as unhappy as she-I've a very 
bad husband; he's a great deal worse than Osmond. And I've no 
friends. I thought I had, but they're gone. No one, man or woman, 
would do for me what you've done for her." 

Henrietta was touched; there was nature in this bitter effusion. 
She gazed at her companion a moment, and then: "Look here, 
Countess, I'll do anything for you that you like. I'll wait over and 
travel with you." 

"Never mind," the Countess answered with a quick change of 
tone: "only describe me in the newspaper!" 

Henrietta, before leaving her, however, was obliged to make her 
understand that she could give no fictitious representation of her 
journey to Rome. Miss Stackpole was a strictly veracious reporter. 
On quitting her she took the way to the Lung' Arno, the sunny 
quay beside the yellow river where the bright-faced inns familiar to 
tourists stand all in a row. She had learned her way before this 
through the streets of Florence ( she was very quick in such mat
ters), and was therefore able to turn with great decision of step out 
of the little square which forms the approach to the bridge of the 
Holy Trinity.5 She proceeded to the left, toward the Ponte Vec
chio, 6 and stopped in front of one of the hotels which overlook that 
delightful structure. Here she drew forth a small pocket-book, took 
from it a card and a pencil and, after meditating a moment, wrote a 
few words. It is our privilege to look over her shoulder, and if we 
exercise it we may read the brief query: HCould I see you this eve
ning for a few moments on a very important matter?" Henrietta 
added that she should start on the morrow for Rome. Armed with 
this little document she approached the porter, who now had taken 
up his station in the doorway, and asked if Mr. Goodwood were at 
home. The porter replied, as porters always reply, that he had gone 
out about twenty minutes before; whereupon Henrietta presented 
her card and begged it n1ight be handed him on his return. She left 
the inn and pursued her course along the quay to the severe portico 
of the Uffizi, through which she presently reached the entrance of 
the famous gallery of paintings. Making her way in, she ascended the 
high staircase which leads to the upper chambers. The 1ong corri-
4. It's really nice.
5. One of the four bridges which crossed the Arno in the nineteenth century, and a favorite

evening walk.
6. This ancient bridge was also a street of jewe1ler's and goldsmith's shops, with a ga1lery running

above the shops.
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dor, glazed on one side and decorated with antique busts, which 
gives admission to these apartments, presented an empty vista in 
which the bright winter light twinkled upon the marble floor. The 
gallery is very cold and during the midwinter weeks but scantily vis
ited. Miss Stackpole may appear more ardent in her quest of artistic 
beauty than she has hitherto struck us as being, but she had after 
all her preferences and adn1irations. One of the latter was the little 
Correggio of the Tribune7-the Virgin kneeling down before the 
sacred infant, who lies in a litter of stra\v, and clapping her hands 
to him while he delightedly laughs and crows. Henrietta had a spe
cial devotion to this intimate scene-she thought it the most beau .. 
tiful picture in the world. On her way, at present, from New York 
to Rome, she was spending but three days in Florence, and yet 
reminded herself that they must not elapse without her paying 
another visit to her favourite work of art. She had a great sense of 
beauty in all ways, and it involved a good many intellectual obliga
tions. She was about to turn into the Tribune8 when a gentleman 
came out of it; whereupon she gave a little exclamation and stood 
before Caspar Goodwood. 

"I've just been at your hotel,'' she said. "I left a card for you." 
"I'm very much honoured," Caspar Goodwood answered as if he 

really meant it. 
"It was not to honour you I did it; I've called on you before and 

I know you don't like it. It was to talk to you a little about some
thing." 

He looked for a moment at the buckle in her hat. "I shall be very 
glad to hear what you wish to say." 

"You don't like to talk with me," said Henrietta. "But I don't 
care for that; I don't talk for your amusement. I wrote a word to 
ask you to come and see me; but since I've met you here this will 
do as well." 

"I was just going away," Goodwood stated; "but of course I'll 
stop." He was civil, but ·not enthusiastic. 

Henrietta, however, never looked for great professions, and she 
was so much in earnest that she was thankful he would listen to 
her on any terms. She asked him first, none the less, if he had seen 
all the pictures. 

"All I want to. I've been here an hour." 
''I wonder·if you've seen my Correggio," said Henrietta. "I came 

up on purpose to have a look at it." She went into the Tribune and 
he slowly accompanied her. 

"I suppose I've seen it, but I didn't know it was yours. I don't 
remember pictures-especially that sort." She had pointed out her 

7. This painting, sometimes called The Adoration of the Child, is often considered charming but
somewhat contrived and affected.

8. In the Uffizi, a sumptuous room which contained the Venus de tv1edici.



VOL. II: XLIV 383 

favourite work, and he asked her if it was about Correggio she 
wished to talk with him.-

"No," said Henrietta, "it's about something less harmonious!" 
They had the small, brilliant room, a splendid cabinet of treasures, 
to themselves; there was only a custode hovering about the Medi
cean Venus. "I want you to do me a favour," Miss Stackpole went 
on. 

Caspar Goodwood frowned a little, but he expressed no embar
rassment at the sense of not looking eager. His face was that of a 
much older man than our earlier friend. "I'm sure it's something I 
shan't like," he said rather loudly. 

"No, I don't think you'll like it. If you did it would be no 
favour." 

"Well, let's hear it," he went on in the tone of a man quite con-
scious of his patience. 

"You may say there's no particular reason why you should do me 
a favour. Indeed I only know of one: the fact that if you'd let me 
I'd gladly do you one." Her soft, exact tone, in which there was no 
attempt at effect, had an extreme sincerity; and her companion, 
though he presented rather a hard surface, couldn't help being 
touched by it. When he was touched he rarely showed it, however, 
by the usual signs; he neither blushed, nor looked away, nor looked 
conscious. He only fixed his attention more directly; he seemed to 
consider with added firmness. Henrietta continued therefore disin
terestedly, without the sense of an advantage. "I may say now, 
indeed-it seems a good tin1e-that if I've ever annoyed you ( and 

. I think sometimes I have) it's because I knew I was willing to suffer 
annoyance for you. I've troubled you-doubtless. But I'd take trou
ble for you." 

Goodwood hesitated. "You're taking trouble now." 
"Yes, I am-some. I want you to consider whether it's better on 

the whole that you should go to Rome." 
"I thought you were going to say that!" he answered rather art

lessly. 
"You have considered it then?" 
"Of course I have, very carefully. I've looked all round it. Other

wise I shouldn't have come so far as this. That's what I stayed in 
Paris two months for. I was thinking it over." 

"I'm afraid you decided as you liked. You decided it was best 
because you were so much attracted." 

"Best for whom, do you mean?" Goodwood demanded. 
''Well, for yourself first. For Mrs. Osmond next." 
dOh, it won•t do her any good! I don't flatter myself that." 
"Won't it do her some harm?-that's the question." 
"I don't see what it will matter to her. I'm nothing to Mrs. 

Osmond. But if you want to know, I do want to see her myself." 
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"Yes, and that's why you go." 
"Of course it is. Could there be a better reason?" 
"How will it help you?-that's what I want to know," said Miss 

Stackpole. 
"That's just what I can't tell you. It's ·just what I was thinking 

about in Paris." 
"It will make you more discontented." 
"Why do you say ·'more' so?" Goodwood asked rather sternly. 

"How do you know I'm discontented?" 
"Well," said Henrietta, hesitating a little, "you seem never to 

have cared for another." 
"How do you know what I care for?" he cried with a big blush. 

"Just now I care to go to Rome." 
Henrietta looked at him in silence, with a sad yet luminous 

expression. "Well," she observed at last, "I only wanted to tell you 
what I think; I had it on my mind. Of course you think it's none of 
my business. But nothing is any one's business, on that principle." 

"It's. very kind of you; I'm greatly obliged to you for your inter
est," said Caspar Goodwood. "I shall go to Rome and I shan't hurt 
Mrs. Osmond." 

"You won't hurt her, perhaps. But will you help her?-that's the 
real issue." 

"Is she in need of help?" he asked slowly, with a penetrating 
look. 

"Most women always are," said Henrietta, with conscientious 
evasiveness and generalising less hopefully than usual. "If you go to 
Rome," she added, "I hope you'll be a true friend-not a selfish 
one!" And she turned off and began to look at the pictures. 

Caspar Goodwood let her go and stood watching her while she 
wandered round the room; but after a moment he rejoined her. 
"You've heard something about her here," he then resumed. "I 
should like to know what you've heard." 

Henrietta had never prevaricated in her life, and, though on this 
occasion there might have been a fitness in doing so, she decided, 
after thinking some minutes, to make no superficial exception. 
"Yes, I've heard," she answered; "but as I don't ,vant you to go to 
Rome I won't tell you." 

"Just as you please. I shall see for myself," he said. Then incon-
sistently, for him, "You've heard she's unhappy!" he added. 

"Oh, you won't see that!" Henrietta exclaimed. 
"I hope not. When do you start?" 
"To-morrow, by the evening train. And you?" 
Goodwood hung back; he had no desire to make his journey to 

Rome in Miss Stackpole's company. His indifference to this advan
tage was not of the same character as Gilbert Osmond's, but it had 
at this moment an equal distinctness. It was rather a tribute to Miss 
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Stackpole's virtues than a reference to her faults. He thought her 
very remarkable, very brilliant, and he had, in theory, no objection 
to the class to which she belonged. Lady correspondents appeared 
to him a part of the natural scheme of things in a progressive coun
try, and though he never read their letters he supposed that they 
ministered somehow to social prosperity. But it was this very emin
ence of their position that made him wish Miss Stackpole didn't 
take so much for granted. She took for granted that he was always 
ready for some allusion to Mrs. Osmond; she had done so. when 
they met in Paris, six weeks after his arrival in Europe, and she had 
repeated the assumption with every successive opportunity. He had 
no wish whatever to allude to Mrs. Osmond; he was not always 
thinking of her; he was perfectly sure of that. He was the most 
reserved, the least colloquial of men, and this enquiring authoress 
was constantly flashing her lantern into the quiet darkness of his 
soul. He wished she didn't care so much; he even wished, though it 
might seem rather brutal of him, that she would leave him alone. 
In spite of this, however, he just now made other reflections-which 
show how widely different, in effect, his ill-humour was from Gil
bert Osmond's. He desired to go immediately to Rome; he would 
have liked to go alone, in the night-train. He hated the European 
railway .. carriages, in which one sat for hours in a vise, knee to knee 
and nose to nose with a foreigner to whom one presently found 
one's self objecting with all the added vehemence of one's wish to 
have the window open; and if they were worse at night even than 
by day, at least at night one could sleep and dream of an American 
saloon-ear. But he couldn't take a night-train when Miss Stackpole 
was starting in the morning; it struck him that this would be an 
insult to an unprotected woman. Nor could he wait until after she 
had gone unless he should wait longer than he had patience for. It 
wouldn't do to start the next day. She worried him; she oppressed 
him; the idea of spending the day in a European railway-earriage 
with her offered a complication of irritations. Still, she was a lady 
travelling alone; it was his duty to put himself out .for her. There 
could be no two questions about that; it was a perfectly clear neces
sity. He looked extremely grave for some moments and then said, 
wholly without the flourish of gallantry but in a tone of extreme 
distinctness, "Of course if you tre going to-morrow I'll go too, as I 
may be of assistance to you." 

"Well, Mr. Goodwood, I should hope so!" Henrietta returned 
imperturbably. 

XLV 

I have already had reason to say that Isabel knew her husband 
to be displeased by the continua.nee of Ralph's visit to Rome. 
Tiiat knowledge was very present to her as she went to her 
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cousin's hotel the day after she had invited Lord Warburton to 
give a tangible proof of his sincerity; and at this moment, as at 
others, she had a sufficient perception of the sources of Osmond's 
opposition. He wished her to have no freedom of mind, and he 
knew perfectly well that Ralph was an apostle of freedom. It was 
just because he was this, Isabel said to herself, that it was a refresh
ment to go and see him. It will be perceived that she partook of 
this refreshment in spite of her husband's aversion to it, that is par
took of it, as she 'flattered herself, discreetly .. She had not as yet 
undertaken to act in direct opposition to his wishes; he was her 
appointed and inscribed master; she gazed at n1oments with a sort 
of incredulous blankness at this fact. It ,veighed upon her imagina
tion, however; constantly present to her mind were all the tradition
ary decencies and sanctities of marriage. The idea of violating them 
filled her with shame as well as with dread, for on giving herself 
away she had lost sight of this contingency in the perfect belief that 
her husband's intentions were as generous as her own. She seemed 
to see, none the less, the rapid approach of the day when she 
should have to take back something she had solemnly bestown. 
Such a ce,-emony would be odious and monstrous; she tried to shut 
her eyes to it 1neanwhile. Osmond would do nothing to help it by 
beginning first; he would put that burden upon her to the end. He 
had not yet formally forbidden her to call upon Ralph; but she felt 
sure that unless Ralph should very soon depart this prohibition 
would come. How could poor Ralph depart? The weather as yet 
made it impossible. She could perfectly understand her husband's 
wish for the event; she didn't, to be just, see how he could like her 
to be with her cousin. Ralph never said a word against him, but 
Osmond's sore, mute protest was none the less founded. If he 
should positively interpose, if he should put forth his authority, she 
would have to decide, and that wouldn't be easy. The prospect 
made her heart beat and her cheeks burn, as I say, in advance; there 
were moments when, in her wish to avoid an open rupture, she .. 
found herself wishing Ralph would start even at a risk. And it was 
of no use that, when catching herself in this state of mind, she 
called herself a feeble spirit, a coward. It was not that she loved 
Ralph less, but that almost anything seemed preferable to repudiat
ing the 1nost serious act-the single sacred act--of her life. 'Inat 
appeared to make the whole future hideous. To break with Osmond 
once would be to break for ever; any open acknowledgement of irre
concilable needs would be an admission that their whole attempt 
had proved a failure, For them there could be no condonemcnt� no 
compromise, no easy forgetfulness, no fom1al readjustment. They 
had attempted only one thing, but that one thing was to have been 
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exquisite. Once they missed it nothing else would do; there was no 
conceivable substitute for that success. For the moment, Isabel 
went to the Hotel de Paris as often as she thought well; the meas
ure of propriety was in the canon of taste, and there couldn't have 
been a better proof that morality was, so to speak, a matter of ear
nest appreciation. Isabel's application of that measure had been par
ticularly free to-day, for in addition to the general truth that she 
couldn't leave Ralph to die alone she had something important to 
ask of him. This indeed was Gilbert's business as well as her own. 

She came very soon to what she wished to speak of. "I want you 
to answer me a question. It's about Lord Warburton." 

"I think I guess your question," Ralph answered from his arm
chair, out of which his thin legs protruded at greater length than 
ever. 

"Very possibly you guess it. Please then answer it." 
"Oh, I don't say I can do that." 
"You're intimate with him," she said; "you've a great deal of 

observation of him." 
"Very true. But think how he must dissimulate!" 
"Why should he dissimulate? That's not his nature." 
"Ah, you must remember that the circumstances are peculiar," 

said Ralph with an air of private amusement. 
"To a certain extent-yes. But is he really in love?" 
"Very much, I think. I can make that out." 
"Ah!" said Isabel with a certain dryness. 
Ralph looked at her as if his mild hilarity had been touched with 

mystification. "You say that as if you were disappointed." 
Isabel got up, slowly smoothing her gloves and eyeing them 

thoughtfully. "It's after all no business of mine." 
"You're very philosophic,'' said her cousin. And then in a 

moment: "May I enquire what you're talking about?" 
Isabel stared. "I thought you knew. Lord Warburton tells me he 

wants, of all things in the world, to n1arry Pansy. I've told you that 
before, without eliciting a comment from you. You might risk one 
this morning, I think. Is it your belief that he really cares for her?" 

"Ah, for Parisy, no!'' cried Ralph very positively. 
"But you said just now he did." 
Ralph waited a moment. "That he cared for you, Mrs. Osmond." 
Isabel shook her head gravely. "That's nonsense, you know.'' 
"Of course it is. But the nonsense is Warburton's, not mine.'' 
"That would be very tiresome." She spoke, as she flattered her-

self1 with much subtlety. 
"I ought to tell you indeed," Ralph went on, "that to me he has 

denied it." 
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"It's very good of you to talk about it together! Has he also told 
you that he's in love with Pansy?" 

"He has spoken very well of her-very properly. He has let me 
know, of course, that he thinks she would do very well at Lock
leigh." 

"Does he really think it?" 
"Ah, what Warburton really thinks-!" said Ralph. 
Isabel fell to smoothing her gloves again; they were long, loose 

gloves on which she could freely expend herself. Soon, however, she 
looked up, and then, "Ah, Ralph, you give me no help!" she cried 
abruptly and passionately. 

It was the first time she had alluded to the need for help, and the 
words shook her cousin with their violence. He gave a long murmur 
of relief, of pity, of tenderness; it seemed to him that at last the 
gulf between them had been bridged. It was this that made him 
exclain1 in a moment: "How unhappy you must be!" 

He had no sooner spoken than she recovered her self-possession, 
and the first use she 1nade of it was to pretend she had not heard 
him. "When I· talk of yol:}r helping me I talk great nonsense," she 
said with a quick smile. "The idea of my troubling you with my 
domestic embarrassments! The matter's very simple; Lord Warbur
ton must get on by himself. I can't undertake to see him through." 

"He ought to succeed easily," said Ralph. 
Isabel debated. "Yes-but he has not always succeeded." 
''Very true. You know, however, how that always surprised me. Is 

Miss Osmond capable of giving us a surprise?" 
"It will come from him, rather. I seem to see that after a11 he'll 

let the matter drop." 
"He'll do nothing dishonourable," said Ralph. 
"I'm very sure of that. Nothing can be more honourable than for 

him to leave the poor child alone. She cares for another person, and 
it's cruel to attempt to bribe her by magnificent offers to give him 
up." 

"Cruel to the other person perhaps-the one she cares for. But 
Warburton isn't obliged to mind that." 

"No, cruel to her," said Isabel. "She would be very unhappy if 
she were to allow herself to be persuaded to desert poor Mr. Rosier. 
That idea seems to amuse you; of course you're not in love with 
him. He has the merit-for Pansy-of being in love with Pansy. 
She can see at a glance that Lord Warburton isn't." 

"He'd be very good to her,n said Ralph. 
"He has been good to her already. Fortunately, however, he has 

not said a word to disturb her. He could come and bid her good-bye 
to-morrow with perfect propriety." 

"How would your husband like that?" 
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"Not at all; and he may be right in not liking it. Only he must 
obtain satisfaction himself." 

"Has he commissioned you to obtain it?" Ralph ventured to ask. 
"It was natural that as an old friend of Lord Warburton's-an 

older friend, that is, than Gilbert-I should take an interest in his 
intentions." 

"Take an interest in his renouncing them, you mean?" 
Isabel hesitated, frowning a little. "Let me understand. Are you 

pleading his ca use?" 
"Not in the least. I'm very glad he shouldn't become your step

daughter's husband. It makes such a very queer relation to you!" 
said Ralph, smiling. "But I'm rather nervous lest your husband 
should think you haven't pushed him enough." 

Isabel found herself able to smile as well as he. "He knows me 
well enough not to have expected me to push. He himself has no 
intention of pushing, I presume. I'm not afraid I shall not be able 
to justify myself!" she said lightly. 

Her mask had dropped for an instant, but she had put it on 
again, to Ralph's infinite disappointment. He had caught a glimpse 
of her natural face and he wished immensely to look into it. He had 
an almost savage desire to hear her complain of her husband-hear 
her say that she should be held. accountable for Lord Warburton's 
defection. Ralph was certain that this was her situation; he knew by 
instinct, in advance, the form that in such an event Osmond's dis
pleasure would take. It could only take the meanest and cruellest. 
He would have liked to warn Isabel of it-to let her see at least 
how he judged for her and how he knew. It little mattered that 
Isabel would know much better; it was for his own satisfaction more 
than for hers that he longed to show her he was not deceived. He 
tried and tried again to make her betray Osmond; he felt cold
blooded, cruel, dishonourable almost, in doing so. But it scarcely 
mattered, for he only failed. What had she come for then, and why 
did she seem almost to offer him a chance to violate their tacit con
vention? Why did she ask him his advice if she gave him no liberty to 
answer her? How could they talk of her domestic embarrassments, 
as it pleased her humorously to designate them, if the principal 
factor was not to be mentioned? These contradictions were them
selves but an indication of her trouble, and her cry for help, just 
before, was the only thing he was bound to consider. "You'll be 
decidedly at variance, all the same," he said in a moment. And as 
she answered nothing, looking as if she scarce understood, Hy ou '11 
find yourselves thinking very differently," he continued. 

uThat may easily happen, among the most united couples!" She 
took up her parasol; he saw she was nervous, afraid of what he 
might say. "It's a n1atter we can hardly quarrel about, however," she 
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added; "for almost all the interest is on his side. That's very natural. 
Pansy's after aU his daughter-not mine." And she put out her 
hand to wish him good-bye. 

Ralph took an inward resolution that she shouldn't leave him 
without his letting her know that he knew everything: it seemed 
too great an opportunity to lose. "Do you know what his interest 
will n1ake him say?" he asked as he took her hand. She shook her 
head, rather dryly-not discouragingly-· and he went on. "It will 
make him say that your want of zeal is owing to jealousy." He 
stopped a moment; her face made him afraid. 

"To jealousy?" 
"To jealousy of his daughter." 
She blushed red and threw back her head. "You're not kind," she 

said in a voice that he had never heard on her lips. 
"Be frank with me and you'll see," he answered. 
But she made no reply; she only pulled her hand out of his own, 

which he tried still to hold, and rapidly withdrew from the room. 
She made up her 1nind to speak to Pansy, and she took an occasion 
on the same day, going to the girl's room before dinner. Pansy was 
already dressed; she was always in advance of the time: it seemed to 
illustrate her pretty patience and the graceful stillness with which 
she could sit and wait. At present she was seated, in her fresh array, 
before the bed-room fire; she had blown out her candles on the 
completion of her toilet, in accordance with the economical habits 
in which she had been brought up and which she was now more 
careful than ever to observe; so that the room was lighted only by a 
couple of logs. The rooms in Palazzo Roccanera were as spacious as 
they were numerous, and Pansy's virginal bower was an immense 
chamber with a dark, heavily .. timbered ceiling. Its diminutive mis
tress, in the midst of it, appeared but a speck of humanity, and as 
she got up, with quick deference, to welcome Isabel, the latter was 
more than ever struck with her shy sincerity. Isabel had a difficult 
task-the only thing was to perform it as simply as P.ossible. She 
felt bitter and angry, but she warned herself against betraying this 
heat. She was afraid even of looking too grave, or at least too stern; 
she was afraid of causing alarm. But Pansy seemed to have guessed 
she had come more or less as a confessor; for after she had moved 
the chair in which she had been sitting � little nearer to the fire and 
Isabel had taken her place in it,. she kneeled down on a cushion in 
front of her, looking up and resting her clasped hands on her step
mother's knees. What Isabel wished to do was to hear from her 
own lips that her mind was not occupied with Lord Warburton; 
but if she desired the assurance she felt herself by no means at lib
erty to provoke it. The girl's father would have qualified this as rank 
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treachery; and indeed Isabel knew that if Pansy should display the 
smallest germ of a disposition to encourage Lord Warburton her 
own duty vvas to hold her tongue. It was difficult to interrogate 
without appearing to suggest; Pansy's supreme simplicity, an inno
cence even more complete than Isabel had yet judged it, gave to the 
most tentative enquiry something of the effect of an admonition. As
she knelt there in the vague firelight, with her pretty dress dimly 
shining, her hands folded half in appeal and half in submission, her 
soft eyes, raised and fixed, full of the seriousness of the situation, 
she looked to Isabel like a childish martyr decked out for sacrifice 
and scarcely presuming even to hope to avert it. When Isabel said 
to her that she had never yet spoken to her of what might have been 
going on in relation to her getting married, but that her silence had 
not been indifference or ignorance, had only been the desire to 
leave her at liberty, Pansy bent forward, raised her face nearer and 
nearer, and with a little murmur which evidently expressed a deep 
longing, answered that she had greatly wished her to speak and that 
she begged her to advise her now. 

"It's difficult for me to advise you," Isabel returned. "I don't 
know ho\v I can undertake that. 'That's for your father; you must 
get his advice and, above all, you must act on it." 

At this Pansy dropped her eyes; for a moment she said nothing. 
"I think I should like your advice better than papa's," she presently 
remarked. 

"That's not as it should be," said Isabel coldly. "I love you very 
much, but your father loves you better." 

"It isn't because you love me-it's because you're a lady," Pansy 
answered with the air of saying something very reasonable. "A lady 
can advise a young girl better than a man." 

"I advise you then to pay the greatest respect to your father's 
wishes.'' 

"Ah yes," said the child eagerly, "I must do that." 
"But if I speak to you now about your getting married it's not for 

your own sake, it's for mine," Isabel went on. "If I try to learn 
from you what you expect, what you desire, it's only that I may act 
accordingly." 

Pansy stared, and then very quickly, "Will you do everything I 
want?" she asked. 

"Before I say yes I must know what such things are." 
Pansy presently told her that the only thing she wanted in life was 

to marry Mr. Rosier. He had asked her and she had told him she 
would do so if her papa would allow it. Now her papa wouldn't 
allow it. 

"Very well then, it's impossible," Isabel pronounced. 
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"Yes, it's impossible," said Pansy without a sigh and with the 
same extreme attention in her clear little face. 

"You must think of something else then," Isabel went on; but 
Pansy, sighing at this, told her that she had attempted that feat 
without the ·]east success. 

"You think of those who think of you," she said ,vith a faint 
smile. "I know Mr. Rosier thinks of me." 

"He ought not to," said Isabel loftily. "Your father has expressly 
requested he shouldn't." 

"He can't help it, because he knows I think of him."

"You shouldn't think of him. There's some excuse for him, per .. 
haps; but there's none for you." 

"I wish you would try to find one," the girl exclaimed as if she 
were praying to the Madonna. 

"I should be very sorry to attempt it," said the Madonna with 
unusual frigidity. "If you knew some one else was thinking of you, 
would you think of him?" 

"No one can think of me as Mr. Rosier does; no one has the 
right." 

"Ah, but I don't admit Mr. Rosier's right!" Isabel hypocritically 
cried. 

Pansy only gazed at her, evidently much puzzled; and Isabel, 
taking advantage of it, began to represent to her the wretched con
sequences of disobeying her father. At this Pansy stopped her with 
the assurance that she would never disobey him, would never marry 
without his consent. And she announced, in the serenest, simplest 
tone, that, though she might never marry Mr. Rosier, she would 
never cease to think of him. She appeared to have accepted the idea 
of eternal singleness; but Isabel of course was free to reflect that she 
had no conception of its meaning. She \Vas perfectly sincere; she 
was prepared to give up her lover. This might seem an important 
step to\vard taking another, but for Pansy, evidently, it failed to 
lead in that direction. She felt no bitterness toward her father; there 
was no bitterness in her heart; there was only the sweetness of fidel
ity to Edward Rosier, and a strange, exquisite intimation that she 
could prove it better by remaining single than even by marrying 
him. 

"Your father would like you to make a better marriage," said 
Isabel. "Mr. Rosier's fortune is not at all large." 

"How do you mean better-if that would be good enough? And 
I have myself so little money; why should I look for a fortune?" 

"Your having so little is a reason for looking for more." With 
which Isabel was grateful for the dimness of the room; she felt as if 
her face were hideously insincere. It was what she was doing for 



VOL. II: XLV 393 

Osmond; it was what one had to do for Osmond! Pansy's solemn 
eyes, fixed on her own, almost embarrassed her; she was ashamed to 
think she had made so light of the girl's preference. 

"What should you like me to do?" her companion softly 
demanded. 

The question was a terrible one, and Isabel took refuge in timo. 
rous vagueness. "To remember all the pleasure it's in your power to 
give your father." 

"To 1narry some one else, you mean-if he should ask me?" 
For a 1noment Isabel's answer caused itself to be waited for; then 

she heard herself utter it in the stillness that Pansy's attention 
seemed to make. "Yes-to marry some one else." 

The child's eyes grew more penetrating;- Isabel believed she was 
doubting her sincerity, and the impression took force from her 
slowly getting up from her cushion. She stood there a moment with 
her small hands unclasped and then quavered out: "Well, I hope 
no one will ask me!" 

"There has been a question of that. Some one else would .have 
been ready to ask you." 

"I don't think he can have been ready," said Pansy. 
"It would appear so-if he had been sure he'd succeed." 
"If he had been sure? Then he wasn't ready!" 
Isabel thought this rather sharp; she also got up and stood a 

n1oment looking into the fire. "Lord Warburton has shown you 
great attention," she resumed; "of course you know it's of him I 
speak.'' She found herself, against her expectation, almost placed in 
the position of justifying herself; which led her to introduce this 
nobleman more crudely than she had intended. 

"He has been very kind to me, and I like him very much. But if 
you mean that he'll propose for me I think you're mistaken." 

"Perhaps I am.. But your father would like it extremely." 
Pansy shook her head with a little \vise smile. "Lord Warburton 

won't propose simply to please papa." 
"Your father would like you to encourage him," Isabel \vent on 

mechanically. 
"How can I encourage him?" 
"I don't know. Your father must tell you that." 
Pansy said nothing for a n1oment; she only continued to smile as 

if she were in possession of a bright assurance. "There's no danger 
-no danger!" she declared at last.

There was a conviction in the way she said this, and a felicity in
her· believing it, which conduced to Isabel's awkwardness. She felt 
accused of dishonesty, and the idea was disgusting. To repair her 
self-respect she was on the point of saying that Lord Warburton 
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had let her know that there was a danger. But she didn't; she only 
said-in her embarrass1nent rath.er wide of the mark-that he surely 
had been most kind, most friendly. 

"Yes, he has been very kind," Pansy answered. "That's ,vhat I 
like him for." 

"Why then is the difficulty so great?" 
"I've always felt sure of his knowing that I don't want-what did 

you say I should do?-to encourage him. He knO\VS I don't want to 
marry, and he wants me to know that he therefore won't trouble 
me. T11at's the meaning of his kindness. It's as if he said to me: 'I 
like you very much, but if it doesn't please you I'll never say it 
again.' I think that's very kind, very noble," Pansy went on with 
deepening positiveness. "That is all we've said to each other. And 
he doesn't care for me either. Ah no, there's no danger." 

Isabel was touched with wonder at the depths of perception of 
which this submissive little person was capable; she felt afraid of 
Pansy's wisdom-began almost to retreat before it. "You must tell 
your father that," she remarked reservedly. 

"I think I'd rather not," Pansy unreservedly answered. 
"You oughtn't to let him have false hopes." 
"Perhaps not; but it will be good for me that he should. So long 

as he believes that Lord Warburton intends anything of the kind 
you say, papa won't propose any one else. And that will be an 
advantage for me," said the child very lucidly. 

There was something brilliant in her lucidity, and it made her 
companion draw a long breath. It relieved this friend of a heavy 
responsibility. Pansy had a sufficient illumination of her own, and 
Isabel felt that she herself just now had no light to spare from her 
small stock. Nevertheless it still clung to her that she must be loyal 
to Osmond, that she was on her honour in dealing with his daugh
ter. Under the influence of this sentiment she threw out another 
suggestion before she retired-a suggestion with which it seemed to 
her that she should have done her utmost. "Your father takes for 
granted at least that you would like to marry a nobleman." 

Pansy stood in the open doorway; she had drawn back the curtain 
for Isabel to pass. "I think Mr. Rosier looks like one!" she remarked 
very gravely. 

XLVI 

Lord Warburton was not seen in Mrs. Osmond's drawing-room 
for several days, and Isabel couldn't fail to observe that her husband 
said nothing to her about having received a letter from him. She 
couldn't fail to observe, either, that Osmond was in a state of 
expectancy and that, though it was not agreeable to him to betray 
it, he thought their distinguished friend kept him waiting quite too 
long. At the end of four days he alluded to his absence. 
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"What has become of Warburton? What does he mean by treat
ing one like a tradesman with a bill?' 

"I kno\:\' nothing about him," Isabel said. "I saw him last Friday 
at the Gennan ball. He told me then that he meant to write to 
you." 

"He has never written to me." 
"So I supposed, from your not having told me." 
''He's an odd fish," said Osmond comprehensively. And on Isa

bel's making no rejoinder he went on to enquire whether it took his 
lordship five days to indite a letter. "Does he form his words with 
such difficulty?" 

"I don't kno"'," Isabel was reduced to replying. "I've never had a 
letter from him." 

"Never had a letter? I had an idea that you were at one time in 
intimate correspondence." 

She answered that this had not been the case, and let the conver
sation drop. On the morrow, however, coming into the drawing
room late in the afternoon, her husband took it up again. 

"When Lord Warburton told you of his intention of writing 
what did you say to him?" he asked. 

She just faltered. "I think I told him not to forget it." 
"Did you believe there was a danger of that?" 
"As you say, he's an odd fish." 
"Apparently he has forgotten· it," said Osmond. "Be so good as 

to remind him." 
"Should you like me to write to him?" she demanded. 
"I've no objection whatever." 
"You expect too much of me." 
"Ah yes, I expect a great deal of you." 
"I'm afraid I shall disappoint you," said Isabel. 
"My expectations have survived a good deal of disappointment." 
"Of course I know that. Think how I must have disappointed 

myself! If you really wish hands laid on Lord Warburton you must 
lay them yourself." 

For a couple of minutes Osmond answered nothing; then he 
said: "That won't be easy, with you working against me." 

Isabel started; she felt herself beginning to tremble. He had a 
way of looking at her through half-closed eyelids, as if he were 
thinking of her but scarcely saw her, which seemed to her to have a 
wonderfully cruel intention. It appeared to recognise her as a dis
agreeable necessity of thought, but to ignore her for the time as a 
presence. That effect had never been so marked as now. "I think 
you accuse 111e of something very base," she returned. 

"I accuse you of not being trustworthy. If he doesn't after all 
come forward it will be because you've kept him off. I don't know 
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that it's base: it is the kind of thing a woman always thinks she 
may do. I've no doubt you've the finest ideas about it." 

"I told you I would do what I could," she went on. 
"Yes, that gained you time." 
It can1e over her, after he had said this, that she had once 

thought him beautiful. "How much you must want to make sure of 
him!" she exclaimed in a n1oment. 

She had no sooner spoken than she perceived the full reach of 
her words, of which she had not been conscious in uttering them. 
They made a comparison between Osmond and herself, recalled the 
fact that she had once held this coveted treasure in her hand and 
felt herself rich enough to let it fall. A momentary exultation took 
possession of her-a horrible delight in having wounded him; for 
his face instantly told her that none of the force of her exclamation 
was lost. He expressed nothing otherwise, however; he only said 
quickly: "Yes, I want it immensely." 

At this mo1nent a servant came in to usher a visitor, and he ,vas 
followed the next by Lord Warburton, who received a visible check 
on seeing Osmond. He looked rapidly from the master of the house 
to the mistress; a movement that seemed to denote a reluctance to 
interrupt or even a perception of ominous conditions. Then he 
advanced, with his English address, in which a vague shyness 
seemed to offer itself as an element of good-breeding; in which the 
only defect was a difficulty in achieving transitions. Osmond was 
embarrassed; he found nothing to say; but Isabel remarked, 
promptly enough, that they had been in the act of talking about 
their visitor. Upon this her husband added that they hadn't known 
what was become of him-they had been afraid he had gone away. 
"No," he explained, smiling and looking at Osmond; "I'm only on 
the point of going." And then he mentioned that he found himself 
suddenly recalled to England: he should start on the morrow or the 
day after. "I'm awfully sorry to leave poor Touchett!" he ended by 
exclaiming. 

For a moment neither of his companions spoke; Osmond only 
]eaned back in his chair, listening. Isabel didn't look at him; she 
could only fancy how he looked. Her eyes were on their visitor'� 
face, where they were the more free to rest that those of his lord
ship carefully avoided them. Yet Isabel was sure that had she met 
his glance she would have found it expressive. "You had better take 
poor Touchett with you," she heard her husband say, lightly enough, 
in a moment. 

"He had better wait for warmer weather," Lord Warburton 
answered. "I shou1dn,t advise him to travel just now." 

He sat there a quarter of an hour, talking as if he might not soon 
see them again-unless indeed they should come to England, a 
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course he strongly recommended. Why shouldn't they come to 
England in the autumn?-that struck him as a very happy thought. 
It would give him such pleasure to do what he could for them-to 
have them come and spend a month with him. Osmond, by his 
own admission, had been to England but once; which was an 
absurd state of things for a man of his leisure and intelligence. It 
was just the country for him-he \Vould be sure to get on well 
there. Then Lord Warburton asked Isabel if she remembered what 
a good time she had had there and if she didn't ,vant to try it 
again. Didn't she want to see Gardencourt once more? Gardencourt 
\Vas really very good. Touchett didn't take proper care of it, but it 
was the sort of place you could hardly spoil by letting it alone. Why 
didn't they come and pay Touchett a visit? He surely must have 
asked them. Hadn't asked them? What an ill-mannered wretch!
and Lord Warburton pron1ised to give the master of Gardencourt a 
piece of his mind. Of course it was a mere accident; he would be 
delighted to have them. Spending a month with Touchett and a 
month with himself, and seeing all the rest of the people they must 
know there, they really wouldn't find it half bad. Lord Warburton 
added that it would amuse Miss Osmond as \vell, who had told him 
that she had never been to England and whom he had assured it 

. was a country she deserved to see. Of course she didn't need to go 
to England to be admired-that was her fate everywhere; but she 
would be an immense success there, she certainly would, if that was 
any inducement. He asked if she were not at home: couldn't he say 
good-bye? Not that he liked good-byes-he always funked them. 
When he left England the other day he hadn't said good-bye to a 
two-legged creature. He had had half a mind to leave Rome without 
troubling Mrs. Osmond for a final interview. What could be more 
dreary than final interviews? One never said the things one wanted 
-one reme1nbered them all an hour afterwards. On the other hand
one usually said a lot of things one shouldn't, simply from a sense
that one had to say something. Such a sense was upsetting; it mud
dled one's wits. He had it at present, and that was the effect it pro
duced on him. If Mrs. Osmond didn't think he spoke as he ought
she must set it down to agitation; it was no light thing to part with
Mrs. Osmond. He was really very sorry to be going. He had thought
of writing to her instead of calling-but he would write to her at
any rate, to tell her a lot of things that would be sure to occur to
him as soon as he had left the house. They must think seriously
about coming to Lockleigh.

If there was anything awkward in the conditions of his visit or in 
the announcement of his departure it failed to come to the surface. 
Lord Warburton talked about his agitation; but he showed it in no 
other manner, and Isabel saw that since he had determined on a 
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retreat he was capable of executing it gallantly. She ,vas very glad 
for him; she liked hin1 quite well enough to wish hin1 to appear to 
carry a thing off. 1-.le would do that on any occasion-not from 
impudence but simply fron1 the habit of success; and Isabel fe]t it 
out of her husband's power to fn1strate this faculty. A complex 
operation, as she sat there, went on in her mind. On one side she 
listened to their visitor; said what was proper to him; read, more or 
less, between the lines of what he said himself; and wondered ho\v 
he would have spoken if he had found her alone. On the other she 
had a perfect consciousness of Osmond's emotion. She felt almost 
sorry for him; he was condemned to the sharp pain of loss without 
the relief of cursing. He had had a great hope, and now, as he sa,v 
it vanish into smoke, he was obliged to sit and smile and twirl his 
thu1nbs. Not that he troubled himself to smile very brightly; he 
treated their friend on the whole to as vacant a countenance as so 
clever a n1an could very well wear. It \Vas indeed a part of Osmond's 
cleverness that he could look consum1nately uncompromised. His 
present appearance, however, was not a confession of disappoint
ment; it was simply a part of Osmond's habitual system, which was 
to be 'inexpressive exactly in proportion as he was really intent. He 
had been intent on this prize from the first; but he had never 
allowed his eagerness to irradiate his refined face. He had treated 
his possible son-in-law as he treated every one-with an air of being 
interested in him only for his own advantage, not for any profit to a 
person already so generally, so perfectly provided as Gilbert 
Osmond. He would give no sign now of an inward rage which was 
the result of a vanished prospect of gain-not the faintest nor sub
tlest. Isabel could be sure of that, if it was any satisfaction to her. 
Strangely, very strangely, it was a satisfaction; she wished Lord 
Warburton to triumph before her husband, and at the same time 
she wished her husband to be very superior before Lord Warburton. 
Osmond, in his way, was admirable; he had, like their visitor, the 
advantage of an acquired habit. It vvas not that of succeeding, but it 
was something almost as good-that of not attempting. As he 
leaned back in his place, listening but vaguely to the other's friendly 
offers and suppressed explanations-as if it were only proper to 
assume that they were addressed essentially to his wife-he had at 
least ( since so little else was left him) the comfort of thinking how 
well he personally had kept out of it, and how the air of indiffer
ence, which he was now able to wear, had the added beauty of con
sistency. It was something to be able to look as if the leave-taker's 
movements had no relation to his own mind. The latter did well, 
ceitain\y; but Osmond's performance was in its very nature more 
finished. Lord Warburton's position was after all an easy one; there 
was no reason in the world why he shouldn't leave Rome. He had 
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had beneficent inclinations but they had stopped short of fruition; 
he had never committed himself, and his honour was safe. Osmond 
appeared to take but a moderate interest in the proposal that they 
should go and stay with him and in his allusion to the success 
Pansy might extract from their visit. He murmured a recognition, 
but left Isabel to say that it was a matter requiring grave considera
tion. Isabe], even while she made this remark, could see the great 
vista which had suddenly opened out in her husband's mind, with 
Pansy's little figure marching up the middle of it. 

Lord Warburton had asked leave to bid good-bye to Pansy, but 
neither Isabel nor Osmond had made any motion to send for her. 
He had the air of giving out that his visit must be short; he sat on a 
small chair, as if it were only for a moment, keeping his hat in his 
hand. But he stayed and stayed; Isabel wondered what he was ,vait
ing for. She believed it \Vas not to see Pansy; she had an impression 
that on the whole he ,vould rather not see Pansy. It was of course 
to see herself alone-he had something to say to her. Isabel had no 
great wish to hear it, for she was afraid it would be an explanation, 
and she could perfectly dispense with explanations. Osmond, ho,v
ever, presently got up, like a man of good taste to whom it had 
occurred that so inveterate a visitor 1night wish to say just the last 
word of all to the ladies. "I've a letter to write before dinner," he 
said; "you must excuse me. I'll see if my daughter's disengaged, and 
if she is she shall know you're here. Of course when you come to 
Rome you'll always look us up. Mrs. Osmond will talk to you about 
the English expedition: she decides all those things." 

The nod ,vith which, instead of a hand-shake, he wound up this 
little speech was perhaps rather a meagre form of salutation; but on 
the whole it was all the occasion demanded. Isabel reflected that 
after he left the room Lord Warburton \vould have no pretext for 
saying, "Your husband's very angry"; which would have been 
extremely disagreeable to her. Nevertheless, if he had done so, she 
would have said: "Oh, don't be anxious. He doesn't hate you: it's 
me that he hates!" 

It was only when they had been left alone together that her 
friend showed a certain vague awk\vardness-sitting down in 
another chair, handling two or three of the objects that were near 
hi1n. "I hope he'll make Miss Osmond come," he presently 
remarked. "I want very much to see her." 

"I'm glad it's the last time," said Isabel. 
"So am I. She doesn't care for me." 
"No, she doesn't care for you." 
ul don't wonder at it," be returned. Then he added wit11 inconse

quence: "You'll come to England, ,von't you?" 
"I think we had better not." 
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"Ah, you O\ve me a visit. Don't you remen1ber that you ,vere to 
have con1e to Lockleigh once, and you never did?" 

"Everything's changed since then," said Isabel. 
"Not changed for the \Vorse, surely-as far as we're concerned. 

,..fo see you under my roof"-and he hung fire but an instant
"would be a great satisfaction." 

She had feared an explanation; but that was the only one that 
occurred. They talked a little of Ralph, and in another mon1ent 
Pansy can1e in, already dressed for dinner and with a little red spot 
in either cheek. She shook hands with Lord Warburton and stood 
looking up into his face with a fixed smile-a sn1ile that Isabel 
knew, though his lordship probably never suspected it, to be near 
akin to a burst of tears. 

"I'm going away," he said. "I want to bid you good-bye." 
"Good-bye, Lord Warburton." Her voice perceptibly trembled. 
"And I want to tell you how n1uch I \:vish you 1nay be very happy.'' 
"Thank you, Lord Warburton," Pansy answered. 
1-Ie lingered a 1noment and gave a glance at Isabel. "You ought

to be very happy-you've got a guardian angel." 
"I'n1 sure I shall be happy," said Pansy in the tone of a person 

whose certainties were always cheerful. 
"Such a conviction as that will take you a great ,vay. But if it 

should ever fail you, remember-remember-" And her interlocutor 
stammered a little. "Think of me sometimes, you know!" he said 
\Vith a vague laugh. Then he shook hands with Isabel in silence, 
and presently he \Vas gone. 

When he had left the room she expected an effusion of tears 
from her stepdaughter; but Pansy in fact treated her to something 
very different. 

''I think you are my guardian angel!" she exclaimed very sweetly. 
Isabel shook her head. "I'm not an angel of any kind. I'm at the 

most your good friend." 
"You're a very good friend then-to have asked papa to be gentle 

with me." 
"I've asked your father nothing," said Isabel, wondering. 
"He told me just now to come to the drawing-room, and then he 

gave me a very kind kiss." 
"Ah," said Isabel, "that was quite his own idea!" 
She recognised the idea perfectly; it was very characteristic, and 

she was to see a great deal more of it. Even with Pansy he couldn't 
put himself the least in the wrong. They were dining out that day, 
and after their dinner they went to another entertainment; so that 
it was not till late in the evening that Isabel saw him alone. When 
Pansy kissed him before going to bed he returned her embrace with 
even more than his usual munificence, and Isabel wondered if he 
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1neant it as a hint that his daughter had been injured by the mach� 
inations of her stepmother. It was a partial expression, at any rate, 
of what he continued to expect of his wife. She was about to follow 
Pansy, but he remarked that he wished s·he would remain; he had 
something to say to her. Then he walked about the drawing-room a 
little, \vhile she stood waiting in her cloak. 

"I don't understand what you wish to do," he said in a moment. 
"I should like to know-so that I may know how to act." 

"Just now I wish to go to bed. I'm very tired.'' 
"Sit do,vn and rest; I shall not keep you long. Not there-take a 

comfortable place." And he arranged a multitude of cushions that 
\vere scattered in picturesque disorder upon a vast divan. This was 
not, ho\vever, \vhere she seated herself; she dropped into the nearest 
chair. The fire had gone out; the lights in the great room \Vere few. 
She drew her cloak about her; she felt mortally cold. "I think you're 
trying to humiliate me," Osmond went on. "It's a most absurd 
undertaking." 

"I haven't the least idea what you mean," she returned. 
"You've played a very deep game; you've managed it beauti

fully." 
"What is it that I've managed?" 
"You've not quite settled it, however; we shall see him again." 

And he stopped in front of her, with his hands in his pockets, look
ing down at her thoughtfully, in his usual way, which seemed 
1neant to let her know that she was not an object, but only a rather 
disagreeable incident, of thought. 

"If you mean that Lord Warburton's under an obligation to 
come back you're wrong," Isabel said. "He's under none whatever." 

"That's just what I complain of. But when I say he'll come back 
I don't mean he'll come from a sense of duty." 

"There's nothing else to make him. I think he has quite 
exhausted Rome." 

"Ah no, that's a shallow judgement. Rome's inexhaustible." And 
Osmond began to walk about again. ''However, about that perhaps 
there's no hurry," he added. "It's rather a good idea of his that we 
should go to England. If it were not for the fear of finding your 
cousin there I think I should try to persuade you." 

"It 1nay be that you'll not find my cousin," said Isa_bel. 
"I should like to be sure of it. However, I shall be as sure as pos

sible. At the same time I should like to see his house, that you told 
n1e so much about at one time: what do you call it?-Gardencourt. 
It must be a charming thing. And then, you know, I've a devotion 
to tbe memory of your uncle: you made me take a great fancy to 
him. I should like to see where he lived and died. That indeed is a 
detail. Your friend was right. Pansy ought to see England." 
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"I've no doubt she would enjoy it," said Isabel. 
"But that's a long tin1e hence; next autumn's far off,'' Osmond 

continued; "and meanti1ne there are things that 1nore nearly inter
est us. Do you think n1e so very proud?" he suddenly asked. 

"I think you very strange." 
"You don't understand me." 
"No, not even when you insult me." 
"I don't insult you; I'm incapable of it. I merely speak of certain 

facts, and if the allusion's an injury to you the fault's not mine. It's 
surely a fact that you have kept all this matter quite in your own 
hands." 

"Are you going back to Lord Warburton?" Isabel asked. "I'm 
very tired of his name." 

"You shall hear it again before we've done with it." 
She had spoken of his insulting her, but it suddenly seen1ed to 

her that this ceased to be a pain. He was going down-down; the 
vision of such a fall made her almost giddy: that was the only pain. 
He was too strange, too different; he didn't touch her. Still, the 
working of his 1norbid passion was extraordinary, and she felt a 
rising curiosity to know in what light he saw himself justified. "I 
might say to you that I judge you've nothing to say to me that's 
worth hearing," she returned in a moment. "But I should perhaps 
be wrong. There's a thing that would be worth my hearing-to 
know in the plainest words of what it is you accuse me." 

"Of having prevented Pansy's 111arriage to Warburton. Are those 
words plain enough?" 

"On the contrary, I took a great interest in it. I told you so; and 
when you told me that you counted on me-that I think was what 
you said-I accepted the obligation. I was a fool to do so, but I did 
·t " 1 . 

"You pretended to do it, and you even pretended reluctance to 
make me more willing to trust you. Then you began to use your 
ingenuity to get him out of the way." 

"I think I see what you mean," said Isabel. 
"\,Vhere's the letter you told me he had written me?" her hus-

band demanded. 
"I haven't the least idea; I haven't asked him." 
"You stopped it on the way," said Osmond. 
Isabel slowly got up; standing there in her white cloak, which 

covered her to her feet, she might have represented the angel of dis
dain, first cousin to that of pity. "Oh, Gilbert, for a man who was 
so fine-!" she exclaimed in a long murmur. 

"I was never so fine as you. You've done everything you wanted. 
You've got him out of the way without appearing to do so, and 
you've placed me in the position in which you wished to see me-
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that of a man \vho has tried to marry his daughter to a lord, but has 
grotesquely failed." 

"Pansy doesn't care for him. She's very glad he's gone," Isabel 
said. 

"1,hat has nothing to do with the matter." 
"And he doesn't care for Pansy." 
"That won't do; you told me he did. I don't know why you 

wanted this particular satisfaction," Osmond continued; "you might 
have taken some other. It doesn't seem to me that I've been pre
sumptuous-that I have taken too much for granted. I've been very 
modest about it, very quiet. The idea didn't originate with me. He 
began to show that he liked her before I ever thought of it. I left it 
all to you." 

"Yes, you were very glad to leave it to me. After this you must 
attend to such things yourself." 

He looked at her a moment; then he turned away. "I thought 
you were very fond of my daughter." 

"I've never been more so than to-day." 
"Your affection is attended with immense limitations. However, 

that perhaps is natural." 
"Is this all you wished to say to me?" Isabel asked, taking a 

candle that stood on one of the tables. 
"Are you satisfied? Am I sufficiently disappointed?" 
"I don't think that on the whole you're disappointed. You've had 

another opportunity to try to stupefy me." 
"It's not that. It's proved that Pansy can aim high." 
"Poor little Pansy!" said Isabel as she turned away with her 

candle. 

XLVII 

It was from Henrietta Stackpole that she learned how Caspar 
Good\vood had come to Rome; an event that took place three days 
after Lord ,varburton's departure. This latter fact had been pre
ceded by an incident of son1e importance to Isabel-the temporary 
absence, once again, of Madame Merle, who had gone to Naples to 
stay with a friend, the happy possessor of a villa at Posilippo.1

Madame Merle had ceased to n1inister to Isabel's happiness, who 
found herself wondering whether the most discreet of women might 
not also by chance be the most dangerous. S0n1etirnes, at night, she 
had strange visions; she seemed to see her husband and her friend 
-his friend-in din1, indistinguishable combination. It seemed to
her that she had not done with her; this lady had something in
reserve. Isabel's imagination applied itself actively to tl1is elusive
point, but every now and then it \Vas checked by a nameless dread,

l. A suburb of Naples.
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so that when the charming woman was away from Rome she had 
ahnost a consciousness of respite. She had already learned from 
Miss Stackpole that Caspar Goodwood was in Europe, Henrietta 
having written to make it known to her immediately after meeting 
him in Paris. He himself never wrote to Isabel, and though he was 
in Europe she thought it very possible he might not desire to see 
her. Their last interview, before her marriage, had had quite the 
character of a complete rupture; if she remembered rightly he had 
said he wished to take his last look at her. Since then he had been 
the most discordant survival of her earlier time-the only one in 
fact with which a permanent pain was associated. He had left her 
that morning with a sense of the most superfluous of shocks: it was 
like a collision between vessels in broad daylight. There had been 
no mist, no hidden current to excuse it, and she herself had only 
\vished to steer wide. He had bumped against her prow, however, 
while her hand was on the tiller, and-to complete the metaphor 
-had given the lighter vessel a strain which still occasionally
betrayed itself in a faint creaking. It had been horrid to see him,
because he represented the only serious harm that ( to her belief)
she had ever done in the world: he was the only person \vith an
. unsatisfied claim on her. She had made him unhappy, she couldn't
help it; and his unhappiness was a grim reality. She had cried with
rage, after he had left her, at-she hardly knew what: she tried to
think it had been at his want of consideration. He had come to her
with his unhappiness when her own bliss was so perfect; he had done
his best to darken the brightness of those pure rays. He had not been
violent, and yet there had been a violence in the impression. There
had been a violence at any rate in something somewhere; perhaps
it was only in her own fit of weeping and in that after-sense of the
same which had lasted three or four days.

The effect of his final appeal had in short faded away, and all the 
first year of her marriage he had dropped out of her books. He was 
a thankless subject of reference; it was disagreeable to have to think 
of a person who was sore and sombre about you and whom you 
could yet do nothing to relieve. It would have been different if she 
had been able to doubt, even a little, of his unreconciled state, as 
she doubted of Lord Warburton's; unfortunately it was beyond 
question, and this aggressive, uncompromising look of it was just 
what made it unattractive. She could never say to herself that here 
was a sufferer who had compensations, as she was able to say in the 
case of her English suitor. She had no faith in Mr. Goodwood's 
compensations and no esteem for them. A cotton-factory was not a 
compensation for anything-least of all for having failed to marry 
Isabel Archer. And yet, beyond that, she hardly knew what he had 
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-save of course his intrinsic qualities. Oh, he· was intrinsic enough;
she never thought of his even looking for artificial aids. If he
extended his business-that, to the best of her belief, was the only
form exertion could take with him-it would be because it was an
enterprising thing, or good for the business; not in the least because
he n1ight hope it would overlay the past. This gave his figure a kind
of bareness and bleakness which made the accident of n1eeting it in
memory or in apprehension a peculiar concussion; it was deficient in
the social drapery commonly muffling, in an overcivilized age, the
sharpness of human contacts. His perfect silence, moreover, the fact
that she never heard from him and very seldom heard any mention
of him, deepened this impression of his loneliness. She asked Lily
for news of him, from time to time; but Lily knew nothing of Bos
ton-her imagination was all bounded on the east by Madison
Avenue. As time went on Isabel had thought of him oftener, and
with fewer restrictions; she had had more than once the idea of
writing to him. She had never told her husband about him-never
let Osmond know of his visits to her in Florence; a reserve not dic
tated in the early period by a want of confidence in Osmond, but
simply by the consideration that the young man's disappointment
was not her secret but his own. It would be wrong of her, she had
believed, to convey it to another, and Mr. Goodwood's affairs could
have, after all, little interest for Gilbert. When it had come to the
point she had never written to him; it seemed to her that, consider
ing his grievance, the least she could do was to let him alone. Nev
ertheless she would have been glad to be in some way nearer to
him. It was not that it ever occurred to her that she might have
married him; even after the consequences of her actual union had
grown vivid to her that particular reflection, though she indulged in so
many, had not had the assurance to present itself. But on find
ing herself in trouble he had become a member of that circle of things
with which she wished to set herself right. I have mentioned how
passionately she needed to feel that her unhappiness should not
have come to her through her own fault. She had no near prospect
of dying, and yet she wished to make her peace with the world-to
put her spiritual affairs in order. It came back to her from time to
time that there was an account still to be settled with Caspar, and
she saw herself disposed or able to settle it to-day on terms easier
for hin1 than ever before. Still, when she learned he was coming to
Rome she felt all afraid; it would be more disagreeable for him than
for any one else to make out-since he would make it out, as over a
falsified balance-sheet or something of that sort-the intimate disar
ray of her affairs. Deep in her breast she be1ieved that he bad
invested his all in her happiness, while the others had invested only
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a part. He was one more person fron1 \vhom she should have to con
ceal her stress. She was reassured, ho\vever, after he arrived in Rome, 
for he spent several days \vithout coming to see her. 

l-Ienrietta Stackpole, it may well be imagined, \Vas much 1nore
punctual, and Isabel was largely favoured with the society of her 
friend. She threw herself into it, for now that she had made such a 
point of keeping her conscience clear, that was one way of proving 
she had not been superficial-the more so as the years, in their 
flight, had rather enriched than blighted those peculiarities which 
had been humorously criticised by persons less interested than 
Isabel, and which were still marked enough to give loyalty a spice of 
heroism. I-Ienrietta was as keen and quick and fresh as ever, and as 
neat and bright and fair. Her remarkably open eyes, lighted like 
great glazed railway-stations, had put up no shutters; her attire had 
lost none of its crispness, her opinions none of their national refer
ence. She was by no means quite unchanged, however; i\ struck 
Isabel she had grown vague. Of old she had never been vague; 
though undertaking many enquiries at once, she had managed to be 
entire and pointed about each. She had a reason for everything she 
did; she fairly bristled with motives. Formerly, when she came to 
Europe it was because she wished to see it, but now, having already 
seen it, she had no such excuse. She didn't for a mon1ent pretend 
that the desire to examine decaying civilisations had anything to do 
\vith her present enterprise; her journey \vas rather an expression of 
her independence of the old world than of a sense of further obliga
tions to it. "It's nothing to come to Europe," she said to Isabel; "it 
doesn't seem to me one needs so many reasons for that. It is some
thing to stay at home; this is much more important." It was not 
therefore with a sense of doing anything very important that she 
treated herself to another pilgrimage to Rome; she had seen the 
place before and carefully inspected it; her present act was simply a 
sign of familiarity, of her knowing all about it, of her having as 
good a right as any one else to be there. This was all very well, and 
Henrietta was restless; she had a perfect right to be restless too, if 
one came to that. But she had after all a better reason for coming 
to Rome than that she cared for it so little. Her friend easily recog
nised it, and with it the worth of the other's fidelity. She had crossed 
the stormy ocean in midwinter because she had guessed that Isabel 
was sad. Henrietta guessed a great deal, but she had never guessed so 
happily as that. Isabel's satisfactions just now were few, but even if 
they had been more numerous there \Vould still have been some
thing of individual joy in her sense of being justified in having 
a\ways thought high\y of Henrietta. She had made large concessions 
with regard to her, and had yet insisted that, with all abatements, 
she was very valuable. It was not her own triumph, however, that 
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she found good; it was simply the relief of confessing to this confi
dant, the first person to whom she had owned it, that she was not 
in the least at her ease. Henrietta had herself approached this point 
with the smallest possible delay, and had accused her to her face of 
being wretched. She was a woman, she was a sister, she was not 
Ralph, nor Lord Warburton, nor Caspar Goodwood, and Isabel 
could speak. 

"Yes, I'm wretched," she said very mildly. She hated to hear her
self say it; she tried to say it as judicially as possible. 

"What does he do to you?" Henrietta asked, fTowning as if she 
were enquiring into the operations of a quack doctor. 

"He does nothing. But he doesn't like me." 
"He's very hard to please!" cried Miss Stackpole. "Why don't 

you leave him?" 
"I can't change that way," Isabel said. 
"Why not, I should like to know? You won't confess that you've 

made a mistake. You're too proud." 
"I don't know whether I'm too proud. But I can't publish my 

mistake. I don't think that's decent. I'd much rather die." 
"You won't think so always," said Henrietta. 
"I don't know what great unhappiness might bring me to; but it 

seen1s to me I shall always be ashamed. One must accept one's 
deeds. I married him before all the world; I was perfectly free; it 
was impossible to do anything more deliberate. One can't change 
that way,'' Isabel repeated. 

"You have changed, in spite of the impossibility. I hope you 
don't mean to say you like him." 

Isabel debated. "No, I don't like him. I can tell you, because I'm 
weary of my secret. But that's enough; I can't announce it on the 
housetops." 

Henrietta gave a laugh. "Don't you think you're rather too con
siderate?" 

"It's not of him that I'm considerate-it's of myself!" Isabel 
answered. 

It was not surprising Gilbert Osmond should not have taken 
comfort in Miss Stackpole; his instinct had naturally set him in 
opposition to a young lady capable of advising his wife to withdraw 
from the conjugal roof. When she arrived in Rome he had 3aid to 
Isabel that he hoped she would leave her friend the interviewer 
alone; and Isabel had answered that h·e at least had nothing to fear 
from her. She said to Henrietta that as Osmond didn't like her she 
couldn't invite her to dine, but they could easily see each other in 
other ways. Isabel received Miss Stackpole freely in her own sitting
room, and took her repeatedly to drive, face to face with Pansy, 
who, bending a little forward, on the opposite seat of the carriage, 
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gazed at the celebrated authoress with a respectful attention which 
Henrietta occasionally found irritating. She complained to Isabel 
that Miss Osmond had a little look as if she should remember 
everything one said. "I don't want to be remembered that way," 
J\t1iss Stackpole declared; ''I consider that my conversation refers 
only to the moment, like the morning papers. Your stepdaughter, as 
she sits there, looks as if she kept all the back numbers and would 
bring then1 out some day against me." She could not teach herself 
to think favourably of Pansy, whose absence of initiative, of conver
sation, of personal claims, seemed to her, in a girl of twenty, unnat
ural and even uncanny. Isabel presently saw that Osmond would 
have liked her to urge a little the cause of her friend, insist a little 
upon his receiving her, so that he might appear to suffer for good 
manners' sake. Her immediate acceptance of his objections put him 
too much in the wrong-it being in effect one of the disadvantages 
of expressing contempt that you cannot enjoy at the same time the 
credit of expressing sy1npathy. Osmond held to his credit, and yet 
he held to his objections-all of which were elements difficult to 
reconcile. The right thing \1/0uld have been that Miss Stackpole 
should con1e to dine at Palazzo Roccanera once or twice, so that ( in 
spite of his superficial civility, al\vays so great) she might judge for 
herself ho\v little pleasure it gave him. From the moment, however, 
that both the ladies were so unaccommodating, there was nothing 
for Osmond but to wish the lady from New York would take herself 
off. It vvas surprising ho\v little satisfaction he got from his \vife's 
friends; he took occasion to call Isabel's attention to it. 

"You're certainly not fortunate in your intin1ates; I wish you 
1night make a ne,v collection," he said to her one 1noming in refer
ence to nothing visible at the moment, but in a tone of ripe reflec
tion which deprived the ren1ark of all brutal abruptness. "It's as if 
you had taken the trouble to pick out the people in the world that I 
have least in common \vith. Your cousin I have always thought a 
conceited ass-besides his being the 1nost ill-favoured animal I 
kno\v. Then it's insufferably tiresome that one can't tell hi1n so; one 
1nust spare him on account of his health. His health seems to 1ne 
the best part of him; it gives him privileges enjoyed by no one else. 
If he's so desperately ill there's only one way to prove it; but he 
seems to have no mind for that. I can't say much more for the great 
\Varburton. \Vhen one rea1ly thinks of it, the cool insolence of that 
performance was something rare! He comes and looks at one's 
daughter as if she were a suite of apartments; he tries the door-han
dles and looks out of the windows, raps on the walls and almost 
thinks he'll take the place. Will you be so good as to draw up a 
lease? Then, on the \vhole, he decides that the rooms are too small; 
he doesn't think he could live on a third floor; he must look out for 
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a piano nobile. And he goes away after having got a month's lodg ... 
ing in the poor little apartment for nothing. Miss Stackpole, how
ever, is your most wonderful invention. She strikes me as a kind of 
monster. One hasn't a nerve in one's body that she doesn't set quiv
ering. You know I never have admitted that she's a woman. Do you 
know what she reminds me of? Of a new steel pen-the most 
odio_us thing in nature. She talks as a steel pen writes; aren't her let
ters, by the way, on ruled paper? She thinks and moves and walks 
and looks exactly as she talks. You may say that she qoesn't hurt 
me, inasmuch as I don't see her. I don't see her, but I hear her; I 
hear her all day long. Her voice is in my ears; I can't get rid of it. I 
know exactly what she says, and every inflexion of the tone in 
which she says it She says charming things about me, and they give 
you great comfort. I don't like at all to think she talks about me-I 
feel as I should feel if I knew the footman were wearing my hat." 

Henrietta talked a bout Gilbert Osmond, as his wife assured him, 
rather less than he suspected. She had plenty of other subjects, in 
two of which the reader may be supposed to be especially inter
ested. She let her friend know that Caspar Goodwood had discov
ered for himself that she was unhappy, though indeed her ingenuity 
was unable to suggest what comfort he hoped to give her by coming 
to Rome and yet not calling on her. They met him twice in the 
street, but he had no appearance of seeing them; they were driving, 
and he had a habit of looking straight in front of him, as if he pro
posed to take in but one object at a time. Isabel could have fancied 
she had seen him the day before; it must have been with just that 
face and step that he had walked out of Mrs. Touchett's door at the 
close of their Jast interview. He was dressed just as he had been 
dressed on that day, Isabel remembered the colour of his cravat; and 
yet in spite of this familiar look there was a strangeness in his figure 
too, something that 111ade her feel it afresh to be rather terrible he 
should have come to Rome. He looked bigger and more overtopping 
than of old, and in those days he certainly reached high enough. 
She noticed that the people whom he passed looked back after him; 
but he went straight forward, lifting above them a face like a Febru
ary sky. 

Miss Stackpole's other topic was very different; she gave Isabel 
the latest news about Mr. Bantling. He had been out in the United 
States the year before, and she was happy to say she had been able 
to show him considerable attention. She didn't know how much he 
had enjoyed it, but she would undertake to say it had done him 
good; he wasn't the same man when he left as he had been when 
he came. It had opened his eyes and shown him that Eng\and 
wasn't everything. He had been very much liked in most places, and 
thought extremely si1nple-more simple than the English were 
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commonly supposed to be. There were people who had thought 
him affected; she didn't know whether they n1eant that his simplic
ity was an affectation. Some of his questions were too discouraging; 
he thought all the chambermaids were farmers' daughters--or all 
the farmers' daughters were chambermaids-she couldn't exactly 
remember which. He hadn't seemed able to grasp the great school 
system; it had been really too much for him. On the whole he had 
behaved as if there were too much of everything-as if he could 
only take in a small part. The part he had chosen was the hotel 
system and the river navigation. He had seemed really fascinated 
with the hotels; he had a photograph of every one he had visited. 
But the river stea1ners were his principal interest; he wanted to do 
nothing but sail on the big boats. They had travelled together fron1 
New York to Milwaukee, stopping at the most interesting cities on 
the route; and whenever they started afresh he had wanted to kno"' 
if they could go by the steamer. He seemed to have no idea of geog
raphy-had an impression that Baltimore was a Western ·city and 
was perpetually expecting to arrive at the. Mississippi. He appeared 
never to have heard of any river in An1erica but the Mississippi and 
was unprepared to recognise the existence of the Hudson, though 
obliged to confess at last that it was fully equal to the Rhine. They 
had spent some pleasant hours in the palace-ears; he was always 
ordering ice-cream from the coloured man. He could never get used 
to that idea-that you could get ice-crean1 in the cars. Of course you 
couldn't, nor fans, nor candy, nor anything in the English cars! He 
found the heat quite overwhelming, and she had told him she indeed 
expected it was the biggest he had ever experienced. He was now 
in England, hunting-"hunting round" Henrietta called it. These 
amusements were those of the American red n1en; we had left that 

behind long ago, the pleasures of the chase. It seemed to be gen
erally believed in England that we wore tomahawks and feathers; 
but such a costume \Vas more in keeping with English habits. Mr.

Bantling would not have time to join her in Italy, but when she 
should go to Paris again he expected to come over. He wanted very 
much to see Versailles again; he was very fond of the ancient re

gime. 2 They didn't agree about that, but that was what she liked 
Versailles for, that you could see the ancient regime had been swept 
away. There were no dukes and 1narquises there now; she remem
bered on the contrary one day when there were five American fami
lies, walking all round. Mr. Bantling was very anxious that she 
should take up the subject of England again, and he thought she 
might get on better with it now; England had changed a good deal 
within two or three years. He was detern1ined that if she went there 

2. Ancien regime describes the order of things in France prior to the social changes of the French
Revolution (1789).
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he should go to see his sister, Lady Pensil, and that this time the 
invitation should come to her straight. The mystery about that other 
one had never been explained. 

Caspar Goodwood came at last to Palazzo Roccanera; he had 
written Isabel a note beforehand, to ask leave. This was promptly 
granted; she would be at home at six o'clock that afternoon. She 
spent the day wondering what he was coming for-what good he 
expected to get of it. He had presented himself hitherto as a person 
destitute of the faculty of compromise, who would take what he had 
asked for or take nothing. Isabel's hospitality, however, raised no 
questions, and she found no great difficulty in appearing happy 
enough to deceive him. It was her conviction at least that she 
deceived him, made him say to himself that he had been misin
formed. But she also saw, so she believed, that he was not disap
pointed, as some .other men, she was sure, would have been; he had 
not come to Rome to look for an opportunity. She never found out 
what he had come for; he offered her no explanation; there could be 
none but the very simple one that he wanted to see her. In other 
words he had come for his amusement. Isabel followed up this 
induction with a good deal of eagerness, and was delighted to have 
found a formula that would lay the ghost of this gentleman's 
ancient grievance. If he had come to Rome for his amusement this 
was exactly what she wanted, for if he cared for amusement he had 
got over his heartache. If he had got over his heartache everything 
was as it should be and her responsibilities were at an end. It was 
true that he took his recreation a little stiffly, but he had never been 
loose and easy and she had every reason to believe he was satisfied 
with what he saw. Henrietta was not in his confidence, though he 
was in hers, and Isabel consequently received no side-light upon his 
state of mind. He was open to little conversation on general topics; 
it came back to her that she had said of him once, years before, 
"Mr. Goodwood speaks a good deal, but he doesn't talk." He spoke 
a good deal now, but he talked perhaps as little as ever; considering, 
that is, how much there was in Rome to talk about. His arrival was 
not calculated to simplify her relations with her husband, for if Mr. 
Osmond didn't like h·er friends Mr. Goodwood had no claim upon 
his attention save as having been one of the first of them. There 
was nothing for her to say of him but that he was the very oldest; 
this rather meagre synthesis exhausted the facts. She had been 
obliged to introduce him to Gilbert; it was impossible she should 
not ask him to dinner, to her Thursday evenings, of which she had 
grown very weaIY, but to \Vhich het husband sti1\ held for the sake 
not so much of inviting people as of not inviting them. 

rfo the Thursdays Mr. Goodwood came regularly, solemnly, 
rather early; he appeared to regard them with a good deal of gravity. 
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Isabel every now and then had a moment of anger; there \Vas some
thing so literal about him; she thought he might know that she 
didn't kno\v what to do with him. But she couldn't call him stupid; 
he ,vas not that in the least; he was only extraordinarily honest. To 
be as honest as that made a man very different from most people; 
one had to be almost equally honest with him. She 1nade this latter 
reflection at the very time she was flattering herself she had per
suaded him that she was the most light-hearted of women. He 
never threw any doubt on this point, never asked her any personal 
questions. He got on much better with Osn1ond than had seemed 
probable. Osmond had a great dislike to being counted on; in such 
a case he had an irresistible need of disappointing you. It was in 
virtue of this principle that he gave himself the entertainment of 
taking a fancy to a perpendicular Bostonian whom he had been 
depended upon to treat with coldness. He asked Isabel if Mr. Good
wood also had wanted to marry her, and expressed surprise at her 
not having accepted him. It would have been an excellent thing, 
like living under some tall belfry which would strike all the hours 
and n1ake a queer vibration in the_ upper air. He declared he liked 
to talk with the great Goodwood; it wasn't easy at first, you had to 
climb up an interminable steep staircase, up to the top of the tower; 
but when you got there you had a big view and felt a little fresh 
breeze. Osmond, as we know, had delightful qualities, and he gave 
Caspar Goodwood the benefit of them all. Isabel could see that Mr. 
Goodwood thought better of her husband than he had ever wished 
to; he had given her the impression that morning in Florence of 
being inaccessible to a good impression. Gilbert asked him repeat
edly to dinner, and Mr. Goodwood smoked a cigar with him after
wards and even desired to be shown his collections. Gilbert said to 
Isabel that he was very original; he was as strong and of as good a 
style as an English portmanteau,-he had plenty of straps and buc
kles which would never wear out, and a capital patent lock. Caspar 
Good\vood took to riding on the Campagna and devoted much 
time to this exercise; it was therefore mainly in the evening that 
Isabel sa\v him. She bethought herself of saying to him one day that 
if he were willing he could render her a service. And then she added 
smiling: 

"I don tt know, however, what right I have to ask a service of you." 
"You're the person in the world who has most right," he 

answered. "I've given you assurances that I've never given any one 
else." 

The service was that he should go and see her cousin Ralph, who 
,vas ill at the Hotel de Paris, alone, and be as kind to him as possible. 
Mr. Goodwood had never seen him, but he would know who the 
poor fellO\\' was; if she was not mistaken Ralph had once invited 
him to Gardencourt. Caspar remembered the invitation perfectly, 
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and, though he was not supposed to be a man of imagination, had 
enough to put himself in the place of a poor gentleman who lay 
dying at a Roman inn. He called at the Hotel de Paris and, on being 
shown into the presence of the master of Gardencourt, found Miss 
Stackpole sitting beside his sofa. A singular ·change had in fact 
occurred in this lady's relations with Ralph Touchett. She had not 
been asked by Isabel to go and see him, but on hearing that he was 
too ill to come out had immediately gone of her own motion. After 
this she had paid him a daily visit-always under the conviction 
that they were great enemies. "Oh yes, we're intimate enemies," 
Ralph used to say; and he accused her freely-as freely as the 
humour of it would allow-of coming to worry him to death. In 
reality they became excellent friends, Henrietta much wondering 
that she should never have liked him before. Ralph liked her exactly 
as much as he had always done; he had never doubted for a 
moment that she was an excellent fellow. They talked about every
thing and always differed; about everything, that is, but Isabel-a 
topic as to which Ralph always had a thin forefinger on his lips. 
Mr. Bantling on the other hand proved a great resource; Ralph was 
capable of discussing Mr. Bantling with Henrietta for hours. Discus
sion was stimulated of course by their inevitable difference of view 
-Ralph having a1nused himself with taking the ground that the
genial ex-guardsman was a regular Machiavelli. Caspar Goodwood
could contribute nothing to such a debate; but after he had been left
alone with his host he found there were various other matters thev

.I 

could take up. It n1ust be admitted that the lady who had just gone
out was not one of these; Caspar granted all Miss Stackpole's merits
in advance, but had no further remark to make about her. Neither,
after the first allusions, did the two men expatiate upon Mrs.
Osmond-a theme in which Goodwood perceived as many dangers
as Ralph. He felt very sorry for that unclassable personage; he
couldn't bear to see a pleasant man, so pleasant for all his queer
ness, so beyond anything to be done. There was always something
to be done, for Goodwood, and he did it in this case by repeating
several times his visit to the Hotel de Paris. It seemed to Isabel that
she had been very clever; she had artfully disposed of the super
fluous Caspar. She had given him an occupation; sh� had converted
him into a caretaker of Ralph. She had a plan of making him travel
northward with her cousin as soon as the first mild weather should
allow it. Lord Warburton had brought Ralph to Rome and Mr.
Goodwood should take him away. There seemed a happy symmetry
in this, and she was no,v intensely eager that Ralph should depart.
She had a constant fear he would die there before her eyes and a
horror of the occurrence of this event at an inn, by her door, which
he had so rarely entered. Ralph must sir.k to his last rest in his own
dear house, in one of those deep, dim chambers of Gardencourt
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where the dark ivy would cluster round the edges of the glimmering 
window. There seemed to Isabel in these days something sacred in 
Gardencourt; no chapter of the past was more perfectly irrecover
able. When she thought of the months she had spent there the tears 
rose to her eyes. She flattered herself, as I say, upon her ingenuity, 
but she had need of all she could muster; for several events occurred 
which seemed to confront and defy her. The Countess Gemini 
arrived from Florence-arrived with her trunks, her dresses, her 
chatter, her falsehoods, her frivolity, the strange, the unholy legend 
of the number of her ]overs. Edward Rosier, who had been away 
somewhere,-no one, not even Pansy, knew where,-reappeared in 
Rome and began to write her long letters, which she never 
answered. Madame Merle returned from Naples and said to her 
with a strange smile: "What on earth did you do with Lord War
burton?" As if it were any business of hers! 

XLVIII 

One day, toward the end of February, Ralph Touchett made up 
his mind to return to England. He had his own reasons for his deci
sion, which he was not bound to communicate; but Henrietta 
Stackpole, to whom he mentioned his intention, flattered herself 
that she guessed them. She forbore to express them, however; she 
only said, after a moment, as she sat by his sofa: "I suppose you 
know you can't go a1one?" 

"I've no idea of doing that," Ralph answered. "I shall have 
people with me." 

"What do you mean by 'people'? Servants whom you pay?" 
"Ah," said Ralph jocosely, "after all, they're human beings." 
"Are there any women among them?" Miss Stackpole desired to 

know. 
"You speak as if I had a dozenl No, I confess I haven't a 

soubrette1 in my employment." 
''Well,'' said Henrietta calmly, "you can't go to England that 

way. You must have a woman's care." 
"I've had so much of yours for the past fortnight that it will last 

me a good while." 
"You've not had enough of it yet. I guess I'll go with you," said 

Henrietta. 
"Go with me?" Ralph slowly raised himself from his sofa. 
"Yes, I know you don't like me, but I'll go with you all the same. 

It would be better for your health to lie down again." 
Ralph looked at her a little; then he slowly relapsed. "I like you 

very much," he said in a moment. 
Miss Stackpole gave one of her infrequent laughs. "You needn't 

1. A waiting maid.
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think that by saying that you can buy me off. I'll go with you, and 
what is more I'll take care of you." 

"You're a very good woman," said Ralph. 
"Wait till I get you safely home before you say that. It won't be 

easy. But you had better go, all the same." 
Before she left him, Ralph said to her: "Do you really mean to 

take care of me?" 
"Well, I mean to try." 
"I notify you then that I submit. Oh, I submit!" And it was per

haps a sign of submission that a few minutes after she had left him 
alone he burst into a loud fit of laughter. It seemed to him so 
inconsequent, such a conclusive proof of his having abdicated all 
functions and renounced all exercise, that he should start on a jour
ney across Europe under the supervision of Miss Stackpole. And the 
great oddity was that the prospect pleased him; he was gratefully, 
luxuriously passive. He felt even impatient to start; and indeed he 
had an immense longing to see his own house again. The end of 
everything was at hand; it seemed to him he could stretch out his 
arm and touch the goal. But he wanted to die at home; it was the 
only wish he had left-to extend himself in the large quiet room 
where he had last seen his father lie, and close his eyes upon the 
summer dawn. 

That same day Caspar Goodwood came to see him, and he 
informed his visitor that Miss Stackpole had taken him up and was 
to conduct him back to England. "Ah then," said Caspar, "I'm 
afraid I shall be a fifth wheel to the coach. Mrs. Osmond has made 
me promise to go with you." 

''Good heavens-it's the golden age! You're all too kind.H 
"The kindness on 1ny part is to her; it's hardly to you." 
"Granting that, she's kind," smiled Ralph. 
"To get people to go with you? Yes, that's a sort of kindness," 

Coodwood answered without lending himself to the joke. "For 
myself, however," he added, "I'll go so far as to say that I would 
much rather travel with you and Miss Stackpole than with Miss 
Stackpole alone." 

"And you'd rather stay here than do either," said Ralph. 
"There's really no need of your coming. Henrietta's extraordinarily 
efficient." 

"I'm sure of that. But I've promised Mrs. Osmond." 
"You can easily get her to let you off.'' 
"She wouldn't let me off for the world. She wants me to look 

after you, but that isn't the principal thing. The principal thing is 
that sbe wants me to )eave Rome." 

"Ah, you see too much in it," Ralph suggested. 
"I bore her," Goodwood went on; "she has nothing to say to me, 

so she invented that." 
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"Oh then, if it's a convenience to her I certainly will take you 
with me. Though I don't see why it should be a convenience," 
Ralph added in a moment. 

"Well," said Caspar Goodwood simply, "she thinks I'm watching 
her." 

"Watching her?" 
"Trying to make out if she's happy." 
"That's easy to n1ake out," said Ralph. "She's the most visibly 

happy woman I know." 
"Exactly so; I'm satisfied," Goodwood answered dryly. For all his 

dryness, however, he had n1ore to say. "I've been watching her; I 
was an old friend and it seemed to me I had the right. She pretends 
to be happy; that was ,vhat she undertook to be; and I thought I 
should like to see for myself what it amounts to. I've seen," he con
tinued with a harsh ring in his voice, "and I don't want to see any 
more. I'm now quite ready to go." 

"Do you know it strikes me as about time you should?'' Ralph 
rejoined. And this was the only conversation these gentlemen had 
about Isabel Osmond. 

Henrietta made her preparations for departure, and among them 
she found it proper to say a few words to the Countess Gemini, 
who returned at Miss Stackpole" s pension the visit which this lady 
had paid her in Florence. 

"You were very wrong about Lord Warburton," she remarked to 
the Countess. "I think it right you should know that." 

"About his making love to Isabel? My poor lady, he was at her 
house three times a day. He has left traces of his passage!" the 
Countess cried. 

"He wished to marry your niece; that's why he came to the 
house." 

The Countess stared, and then with an inconsiderate laugh: "Is 
that the story that Isabel tells? It isn't bad, as such things go. If he 
\vishes to marry my niece, pray why doesn't he do it? Perhaps he has 
gone to buy the wedding-ring and will come back with it next 
month, after I'm gone." 

"No, he'll not come back. Miss Osmond doesn't wish to marry 
him." 

"She's very accommodating! I knew she was fond of Isabel, but I 
didn't know she carried it so far." 

"I don't understand you," said Henrietta coldly, and reflecting 
that the Countess was unpleasantly perverse. "I really must stick to 
my point-that Isabel never encouraged the attentions of Lord 
Warburton." 

"My dear friend, what do you and I know about it? All we know 
is that my brother's capable of everything." 
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"I don't know what your brother's capable of," said Henrietta 
with dignity. 

"It's not her encouraging Warburton that I complain of; it's her 
sending him away. I want particularly to see him. Do you suppose 
she thought I \vould make him faithless?" the Countess continued 
with audacious insistence. "However, she's only keeping him, one 
can feel that. The house is full of him there; he's quite in the air. 
Oh yes, he has left traces; I'm sure I shall see him yet." 

"\\Tell," said Henrietta after a little, with one of those inspira
tions which had made the fortune of her letters to the Interviewer, 

"perhaps he'll be more successful with you than with Isabell" 
When she told her friend of the offer she had made Ralph Isabel 

replied that she could have done nothing that would have pleased 
her more. It had always been her faith that at bottom Ralph and 
this young woman were made to understand each other. "I don't 
care whether he understands me or not," Henrietta declared. "The 
great thing is that he shouldn't die in the cars." 

"He won't do that," Isabel said, shaking her head with an exten
sion of faith. 

"He won't if I can help it. I see you want us all to go. I don't 
know what you want to do." 

"I want to be alone," said Isabel. 
"You won't be that so long as you've so much company at 

home." 
"Ah, they're part of the comedy. You others are spectators." 
"Do you call it a comedy, Isabel Archer?" Henrietta rather grimly 

asked. 
"The tragedy then if you like. You're all looking at me; it makes 

me uncomfortable." 
Henrietta engaged in this act for a while. "You're like th·e 

stricken deer, seeking the innermost shade. Oh, you do give me 
such a sense of helplessness!" she broke out. 

"I'm not at all helpless. There are many things I mean to do." 
"It's not you I'm speaking of; it's myself. It's too much, having 

come on purpose, to leave you just as I find you." 
"You don't do that; you leave me much refreshed," Isabel said. 
"Very mild refreshment-sour lemonade! I want you to promise 

me something.'' 
"I can't do that. I shall never make another promise. I made such 

a solemn one four years ago, and I've succeeded so ill in keeping 
·t "1 • 

"You've had no encouragement. In this case I should give you
the greatest. Leave your husband before the worst comes; that's 
what I want you to promise/' 

"The worst? What do you call the worst?" 
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"Before your character gets spoiled." 
"Do you mean my disposition? It \von't get spoiled," Isabel 

answered, smiling. "I'm taking very good care of it. I'm extremely 
struck," she added, turning away, "with the off-hand way in which 
you speak of a woman's leaving her husband. Ifs easy to see you've 
never had one!" 

"Well," said Henrietta as if she were beginning an argument, 
"nothing is more common in our Western cities, and it's to them, 
after all, that we must look in the future." Her argument, however, 
does not concern this history, which has too many other threads to 
unwind. She announced to Ralph Touchett that she was ready to 
leave Rome by any train he might designate, and Ralph immedi
ately pulled himself together for departure. lsabel went to see him 
at the last, and he made the sa1ne remark that Henrietta had made. 
It struck him that Isabel was uncommonly glad to get rid of them 
all. 

For all answer to this she gently laid her hand on his, and said in 
a low tone, with a quick smile: "My dear Ralph-!" 

It was answer enough, and he was quite contented. But he went 
on in the same way, jocosely, ingenuously: "I've seen less of you 
than I might, but it's better than nothing. And then I've beard a 
great deal about you." 

"I don't know from whom, leading the life you've done." 
"From the voices of the air! Oh, from no one else; I never let 

other people speak of you. 'Iney always say you're 'charming,' and 
that's so flat." 

"I might have seen more of you certainly," Isabel said. "But 
when one's married one has so much occupation.,, 

"Fortunately I'm not married. \Vhen you come to see me in 
England I shall be able to entertain you with all the freedom of a 
bachelor." He continued to talk as if they should certainly meet 
again, and succeeded in making the assumption appear almost just. 
He made no allusion to his term being near, to the probability that 
he should not outlast the summer. If he preferred it so, Isabel was 
willing enough; the reality was sufficiently distinct without their 
erecting finger-posts in conversation. That had been well enough for 
the earlier time, though about this, as about his other affairs, Ralph 
had never been egotistic. Isabel spoke of his journey, of the stages 
into which he should divide it, of the precautions he should take. 
"Henrietta's my greatest precaution," he went on. "The conscience 
of that woman's sublime." 

"Certainly she'll be very conscientious." 
"Will be? Sbe bas been! It's only because she thinks ifs her 

duty that she goes ,vith me. There's a conception of duty for you." 
"Yes, it's a generous one," said Isabel, "and it makes me deeply 

ashamed. I ought to go with you, you know." 
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"Your husband wouldn't like that." 
"No, he wouldn't like it. But I might go, all the same." 
''I'm startled by the boldness of your imagination. Fancy my 

being a cause of disagreement between a lady and her husband!" 
"That's why I don't go," said Isabel simply-yet not very lucidly. 
Ralph understood well enough, however. "I should think so, with 

all those occupations you speak of.'' 
"It isn't that. I'm afraid," said Isabel. After a pause she repeated, 

as if to make herself, rather than him, hear the words: "I'm afraid." 
Ralph could hardly tell what her tone meant; it was so strangely 

deliberate-apparently so void of emotion. Did she wish to do 
public penance for a fault of which she had not been convicted? or 
were her words simply an attempt at enlightened self-analysis? How
ever this might be, Ralph could not resist so easy an opportunity. 
"Afraid of your husband?" 

"Afraid of myself!" she said, getting up. She stood there a 
moment and then added: ''If I were afraid of my husband that 
would be simply my duty. That's what women are expected to be." 

"Ah yes," laughed Ralph; "but to make up for it there's always 
some man awfully afraid of some woman!" 

She gave no heed to this pleasantry, but suddenly took a different 
turn. "With Henrietta at the head of your little band," she: 
exclaimed abruptly, "there will be nothing left for Mr. Goodwood!" 

"Ah, my dear Isabel," Ralph answered, "he's used to that. There 
is nothing left for Mr. Goodwood." 

She coloured and then observed, quickly, that she 1nust leave 
him. 'Ibey stood together a moment; both her hands were in both 
of his. "You've been my best friend," she said. 

"It was for you that I wanted-that I wanted to live. But I'm of 
no use to you." 

Then it came over her more poignantly that she should not see 
him again. She could not accept that; she could not part \Vith him 
that way. "If you should send for me I'd come," she said at last. 

"Your husband won't consent to that." 
"Oh yes, I can arrange it." 
"I shall keep that for' my last pleasure!" said Ralph. 
In answer to which she simply kissed him. It was a Thursday, 

and that evening Caspar Goodwood came to Palazzo Roccanera. He 
was among the first to arrive, and he spent some time in conversa
tion with Gilbert Osmond, who almost always was present when his 
wife received. They sat down together, and Osmond, talkative, com
municative, expansive, seemed possessed with a kind of intellectual 
gJiety. He leaned bt1ck with hi� legs crossed, lounging and chatting, 
while Good wood, more restless, but not at all lively, shifted his pos
ition, played with his hat, 1nade the little sofa creak beneath him. 
Osmond's face wore a sharp, aggressive smile; he was as a man 
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\vhose perceptions have been quickened by good news. He remarked 
to Goodwood that he was sorry they were to lose him; he himself 
should particularly n1iss hi1n. He saw so few intelligent men-they 
were surprisingly scarce in Rome. He must be sure to come back; 
there was something very refreshing, to an inveterate Italian like 
himself, in talking with a genuine outsider. 

"I'm very fond of Rome, you know," Osmond said; "but there's 
nothing I like better than to meet people who haven't that supersti
tion. The modern world's after all very fine. Now you're thoroughly 
modern and yet are not at all common. So many of the moderns we 
see are such very poor stuff. If they're the children of the future 
we're willing to die young. Of course the ancients too are often very 
tiresome. My wife and I like everything that's really new-not the 
mere pretence of it. There's nothing new, unfortunately, in igno
rance and stupidity. We see plenty of that in forms that offer them
selves as a revelation of progress, of light. A revelation of vulgarity! 
There's a certain kind of vulgarity which I believe is really new; I 
don't think there ever was anything like it before. Indeed I don't 
find vulgarity, at all, before the present century. You see a faint 
menace of it here and there in the last, but to-day the air has grown 
so dense that delicate things are literally not recognised. Now, we've 
liked you-!" With which he hesitated a moment, laying his hand 
gently on Goodwood's knee and smiling with a mixture of assurance 
and embarrassment. "I'm going to say something extremely offen
sive and patronising, but you must let me have the satisfaction of it. 
We've liked you because-because you've reconciled us a little to 
the future. If there are to be a certain number of people like you--a 
la bonne heure!2 I'm talking for my wife as well as for myself, you 
see. She speaks for me, my wife; why shouldn't I speak for her? 
We're as united, you know, as the candlestick and the snuffers. Am 
I assuming too much when I say that I think I've understood from 
you that your occupations have been-a--commercial? There's a 
danger in that, you know; but it's the way you have escaped that 
strikes us. Excuse me if my little compliment seems in execrable 
taste; fortunately my wife doesn't hear me. What I mean is that 
you might have been-a-what I was mentioning just now. The 
whole American world was in a conspiracy to make you so. But you 
resisted, you've something about you that saved you. And yet you're 
so modern, so modem; the most modem man we know! We shall 
always be delighted to see you again." 

I have said that Osmond was in good humour, and these remarks 
will give ample evidence of the fact. They were infinitely more per-

�onal than he usually cared to be, and if Caspar Goodwood had
attended to them more closely he might have thought that the de-

2. That's capital, grand.
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fence of delicacy was in rather odd hands. We may believe, however, 
that Osmond knew very well what he was about, and that if he 
chose to use the tone of patronage with a grossness not in his habits 
he had an excellent reason for the escapade. Goodwood had only a 
vague sense that he was laying it on somehow; he scarcely knew 
where the mixture was applied. Indeed he scarcely knew what 
Osmond was talking about; he wanted to be alone with Isabel, and 
that idea spoke louder to him than her husband's perfectly-pitched 
voice. He watched her talking with other people and wondered 
when she would be at liberty and whether he might ask her to go 
into one of the other rooms. His humour was not, like Osmond's, of 
the best; there was an element of dull rage in his consciousness of 
things. Up to this time he had not disliked Osmond personally; he 
had only thought him very well-informed and obliging and more 
than he had supposed like the person whon1 Isabel Archer would 
naturally marry. His host had won in the open field a great advan
tage over him, and Goodwood had too strong a sense of fair play to 
have been moved to underrate him on that account. He had not 
tried positively to think well of him; this was a flight of sentimental 
benevolence of which, even in the days when he came nearest to 
reconciling himself to what had happened, Goodwood was quite 
incapable. He accepted him as rather a brilliant personage of the 
amateurish kind, afflicted with a redundancy of leisure which it 
amused him to work off in little refinements of conversation. But he 
only half trusted him; he could never make out why the deuce 
Osmond should lavish refinements of any sort upon him. It made 
him suspect that he found some private entertainment in it, and it 
ministered to a general impression that his triumphant rival had in 
his composition a streak of perversity. He knew indeed that 
Osmond could have no reason to wish him evil; he had nothing to 
fear from him. He had carried off a supreme advantage and could 
afford to be kind to a man who had lost everything. It was true that 
Goodwood had at times grimly wished he were dead and would 
have liked to kill him; but Osmond had no means of knowing this, 
for practice had made the younger man perfect in the art of appear
ing inaccessible to-:day to any violent emotion. He cultivated this art 
in order to deceive himself, but it was others that he deceived first. 
He cultivated it, moreover, with very limited success; of which there 
could be no better proof than the deep, dumb irritation that reigned 
in his soul when he heard Osmond speak of his wife's feelings as if 
he were commissioned to answer for them. 

That was all he had had an ear for in what his host said to him 
this evening; he had been conscious that Osmond made mote of a 
point even than usual of referring to the conjugal harmony prevail
ing at Palazzo Roccanera. He had been more careful than ever to 
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speak as if he and his wife had all things in sweet community and it 
were as natural to each of them to say ''we" as to say "I." In all 
this there was an air of intention that had puzzled and angered 
our poor Bostonian, who could only reflect for his comfort that 
Mrs. Osmond's relations with her husband were none of his 
business. He had no proof whatever that her husband misrepre
sented her, and if he judged her by the surface of things was bound 
to believe that she liked her life. She had never given him the faint
est sign of discontent. Miss Stackpole had told him that she had 
lost her illusions, but writing for the papers had made Miss Stack
pole sensational. She was too fond of early news. Moreover, since 
her arrival in Rome she had been much on her guard; she had 
pretty well ceased to flash her lantern at him. This indeed, it may 
be said for her, \vould have been quite against her conscience. She 
had now seen the reality of Isabel's situation, and it had inspired 
her with a just reserve. Whatever could be done to improve it the 
most useful form of assistance would not be to inflame her former 
lovers ,vith a sense of her wrongs. Miss Stackpole continued to take 
a deep interest in the state of Mr. Goodwood's feelings, but she 
showed it at present only by sending him choice extracts, humorous 
and other, from the American journals, of which she received sev
eral by every post and which she always perused with a pair of scis
sors in her hand. The articles she cut out she placed in an envelope 
addressed to Mr. Goodwood, which she left with her own hand at 
his hotel. He never asked her a question about Isabel: hadn't he 
come five thousand miles to see for himself? He was th us not in the 
least authorised to think Mrs. Osmond unhappy; but the very 
absence of authorisation operated as an irritant, ministered to the 
harshness with which, in spite of his theory that he had ceased to 
care, he now recognised that, so far as she was concerned, the future 
had nothing more for him. He had not even the satisfaction of 
knowing the truth; apparently he could not even be trusted to 
respect her if she were unhappy. He was hopeless, helpless, useless. 
To this last character she had called his attention by her ingenious 
plan for making him leave Rome. He had no objection whatever to 
doing what he could for her cousin, but it made him grind his teeth 
to think that of all the services she might have asked of him this 
was the one she had been eager to select. There had been no danger 
of her choosing one that would have kept him in Rome. 

To-night what he was chiefly thinking of was that he was to leave 
her to-morrow and that he had gained nothing by coming but the 
knowledge that he was as little wanted as ever. About herself he 
had gained no knowledge; she was impetturbable, inscrotable, 
impenetrable. He felt the old bitterness, which he had tried so hard 
to swallow, rise again in his throat, and he knew there are disap-
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pointments that last as long as life. Osmond went on talking; Good
wood was vaguely aware that he was touching again upon his per
fect intimacy with his wife. It seemed to him for a moment that 
the man had a kind of demonic imagination; it was impossible that 
without malice he should have selected so unusual a topic. But 
what did it matter, after all, whether he were demonic or not, and 
whether she loved him or hated him? She might hate him to the 
death without one's gaining a straw one's self. "You travel, by the 
by, with Ralph Touchett," Osmond said. ''I suppose that means 
you'll move slowly?" 

"I don't know. I shall do just as he likes." 
"You're· very accommodating. We're immensely obliged to you; 

you must really let me say it. My wife has probably expressed to you 
what we feel. Touchett has been on our minds all winter; it had 
looked more than once as if he would never leave Rome. He ought 
never to have come; it's worse than an imprudence for people in 
that state to travel; it's a kind of indelicacy. I wouldn't for the 
world be under such an obligation to Touchett as he has been to
to my wife and me. Other people inevitably have to look after him, 
and every one isn't so generous as you." 

"I've nothing else to do," Caspar said dryly. 
Osmond looked at him a moment askance. ''You ought to marry, 

and then you'd have plenty to do. It's true that in that case you 
�ouldn't be quite so available for deeds of mercy." 

"Do you find that as a married man you're so much occupied?" 
the young man mechanically asked. 

"Ah, you see, being married's in itself an occupation. It isn't 
always active; it's often passive; but that takes even more attention. 
Then my wife and I do so many things together. We read, we 
study, we make music, we walk, we drive-we talk even, as when 
we first knew each other. I delight, to this hour, in my wife's con
versation. If you're ever bored take my advice and get married. 
Your wife indeed may bore you, in that case; but you'll never bore 
yourself. You'll always have something to say to yourself-always 
have a subject of reflection." 

"I'm not bored," said Goodwood. "I've plenty to think about 
and to say to myself." 

"More than to say to others!" Osmond exclaimed with a light 
laugh. "Where shall you go next? I mean after you've consigned 
Touchett to his natural caretakers-I believe his mother's at last 
coming back to look after him. That little lady's superb; she 
neglects her duties with a finish-! Perhaps you'll spend the 
summer in England?" 

. "I don't know. I've no plans." 
"Happy manf That's a little bleak, but it's very free." 
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"Oh yes, I'm very free." 
"Free to come back to Rome I hope," said Osmond as he saw a 

group of new visitors enter the room. "Remember that when you do 
come we count on you!" 

Goodwood had meant to go away early, but the evening elapsed 
without his having a chance to speak to Isabel otherwise than as 
one of several associated interlocutors. There was something per
verse in the inveteracy ,vith which she avoided him; his unquench
able rancour discovered an intention where there was certainly no 
appearance of one. There was absolutely no appearance of one. She 
met his eyes with her clear hospitable sn1ile, which seemed almost 
to ask that he would come and help her to entertain some of her 

. visitors. To such suggestions, however, he opposed but a stiff impa
tience. He wandered about and waited; he talked to the few people 
he knew, who found him for the first time rather self-contradictory. 
This was indeed rare with Caspar Goodwood, though he often con
tradicted others. There was often music at Palazzo Roccanera, and 

· it was usually very good. Under cover of the music he managed to
contain himself; but toward the end, when he saw the people be
ginning to go, he drew near to Isabel and asked her in a low tone
if he might not speak to her in one of the other rooms, which he had
just assured himself was empty. She smiled as if she wished to oblige
him but found herself absolutely prevented. "I'm afraid it's impos
sible. People are saying good-night, and I must be where they can
see me."

"I shall wait till they are all gone then." 
She hesitated a moment. "Ah, that will be delightful!" she 

exclaimed. 
And he waited, though it took a long time yet. There were sev

eral people, at the end, who seemed tethered to the carpet. The 
Countess Gemini, who was never herself till midnight, as she said, 
displayed no consciousness that th.e entertainment was over; she had 
still a little circle of gentlemen in front of the fire, who every now 
and then broke into a united laugh. Osmond had disappeared-he 
never bade good-bye to people; and as the Countess was extending 
her range, according to her custom at this period of the evening, 
Isabel had sent Pansy to bed. Isabel sat a little apart; she too 
appeared to wish her sister-in-law would sound a lower note and let 
the last loiterers depart in peace. 

"May I not say a word to you now?" Goodwood presently asked 
her. 

She got up immediately, smiling. "Certainly, we'll go somewhere 
else if you like." They went together, leaving the Countess with her 
little circle, and for a moment after they had crossed the threshold 
neither of them spoke. Isabel would not sit down; she stood in the 
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middle of the room slowly fanning herself; she had for him the 
same fami1iar grace. She seemed to wait for him to speak. Now that 
he was alone with her all the passion he had never stifled surged 
into his senses; it hummed in his eyes and made things swim round 
him. The bright, empty room grew din1 and blurred, and through 
the heaving veil he felt her hover before him with gleaming eyes 
and parted lips. If he had seen more distinctly he would have per
ceived her smile was fixed and a trifle forced-that she was fright
ened at what she saw in his own face. "I suppose you wish to bid 
me good-bye?" she said. 

"Yes-but I don't like it. I don't want to leave Rome," he 
answered with almost plaintive honesty. 

"I can well imagine. It's wonderfully good of you. I can't tell you 
how kind I think you." 

For a moment more he said nothing. "With a few words like 
that you make me go." 

"You n1ust come back some day," she brightly returned. 
"Some day? You mean as long a time hence as possible." 
"Oh no; I don't mean all that." 
"What do you mean? I don't understand! But I said I'd go, and 

I '11 go," Good wood added. 
"Come back whenever you like," said Isabel with attempted 

lightness. 
"I don't care a straw for your cousin!" Caspar broke out. 
"Is that what you wished to tell me?" 
"No, no; I didn't want to tell you anything; I wanted to ask you 

-'' he paused a moment, and then-"what have you really made 
of your life?" he said, in a low, quick tone. He paused again, as if 
for an answer; but she said nothing, and he went on: "I can't 
understand, I can't penetrate your What am I to believe-what do 
you want me to think?" Still she said nothing; she only stood look
ing at him, now quite without pretending to ease. "I'm told you're 
unhappy, and if you are I should like to know it. That would be 
something for me. But you yourself say you're happy, and you're 
somehow so still, so smooth, so hard. You're completely changed. 
You conceal everything; I haven't really come near you." 

"You come very near," Isabel said gently, but in a tone of warn-
. 

1ng. 
"And yet I don't touch you! I want to know the truth. Have you 

done well?" 
"You ask a great deal." 
"Yes-I've always asked a great deal. Of course you won't tell 

me. I sha\\ never know it you can help it. And then it's none of my 
business.'' He had spoken with a visible effort to control himself, to 
give a considerate form to an inconsiderate state of mind. But the 
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sense that it was his last chance, that he loved her and had lost her, 
that she would think him a fool whatever he should say, suddenly 
gave him a lash and added a deep vibration to his low voice. 
"You're perfectly inscrutable, and that's what makes me think 
you've something to hide. I tell you I don't care a straw for your 
cousin, but I don't mean that I don't like him. I mean that it isn't 
because I like him that I go away with him. I'd go if he were an 
idiot and you should have asked me. If you should ask me I'd go to 
Siberia to-morrow. Why do you want me to leave the place? You 
must have some reason for that; if you were as contented as you 
pretend you are you wouldn't care. I'd rather know the truth about 
you, even if it's damnable, than have come here for nothing. That 
isn't what I came for. I thought I shouldn't care. I ca1ne because I 
wanted to assure myself that I needn't think of you any more. I 
haven't thought of anything else, and you're quite right to wish n1e 
to go away. But if I must go, there's no harm in my letting myself 
out for a single moment, is there? If you're really hurt-if he hurts 
you-nothing I say \vill hurt you. When I tell you I love you it's 
simply what I came for. I thought it was for something else; but it 
was for that. I shouldn't say it if I didn't believe I should never see 
you again. It's the last time-let me pluck a single flower! I've no 
right to say that, I know; and you've no right to listen. But you 
don't listen; you never listen, you're always thinking of something 
else. After this I must go, of course; so I shall at least have a reason. 
Your asking me is no reason, not a real one. I can't judge by yout 
husband," he went on irrelevantly, almost incoherently; "I don't 
understand him; he tells me you adore each other. Why does he tell 
me that? What business is it of mine? When I say that to you, you 
look strange. But you always look strange. Yes, you�ve something to 
hide. It's none of my business-very true. But I love you," said 
Caspar Goodwood. 

As he said, she looked strange. She turned her eyes to the door by 
which they had entered and rais�d her fan as if in warning. "You've 
behaved so well; don't spoil it," she uttered softly. 

"No one hears me. It's wonderful what you tried to put me off 
with. I love you as I've never loved you." 

"I know it. I knew it as soon as you consented to go." 
"You can't help it--of course not. You would if you could, but 

you can't, unfortunately. Unfortunately for me, I mean. I ask noth
ing-nothing, that is, I shouldn't. But I do ask one sole satisfac
tion :-that you tell me-that you tell me-!" 

"That I tell you what?" 
"Whether I may pity you." 
"Should you like that?" Isabel asked, trying to smile again. 
"To pity you? Most assuredly! That at least would be doing 

something. I'd give my life to it." 



VoL. II: XLIX 427 

She raised her fan to her face, which it covered all except her 
eyes. They rested a moment on his. "Don't give your life to it; but 
give a thought to it every now and then." And with that she went 
back to the Countess Gemini. 

XLIX 

Madame Merle had not made her- appearance at Palazzo Rocca
nera on the evening of that Thursday of which I have narrated 
some of the incidents, and Isabel, though she observed her absence, 
was not surprised by it. 'Things had passed between them which 
added no stimulus to sociability, and to appreciate which we must 
glance a little backward. It has been mentioned that Madame 
Merle returned f.rom Naples shortly after Lord Warburton had left 
Rome, and that on her first meeting with Isabel ( whom, to do her 
justice, she came immediately to see) her first utterance had been 
an enquiry as to the whereabouts of this nobleman, for whom she 
appeared to hold her dear friend accountable. 

"Please don't talk of him," said Isabel for answer; "we've heard 
so much of him of late." 

Madame Merle bent her head on one side a little, protestingly, 
and smiled at the left corner of her mouth. 'You've heard, yes. But 
you must remember that I've not, in Naples. I hoped to find him 
here and to be able to congratulate Pansy." 

"You may congratulate Pansy still; but not on marrying Lord 
Warburton.'' 

"How you say that! Don't you know I had set my heart on it?" 
Madame Merle asked with a great deal of spirit, but still with the 
intonation of good-humour. 

Isabel was discomposed, but she was determined to be good-hu
moured too. "You shouldn't have gone to Naples then. You should 
have stayed here to watch the affair." 

"I had too much confidence in you. But do you think it's too 
late?" 

"You had better ask Pansy," said Isabel. 
"I shall ask her what vou've said to her." 

� 

These words seemed to justify the impulse of self-defence aroused 
on Isabel's part by her perceiving that her visitor's attitude was a 
critical one. Madame Merle, as we know, had been very discreet 
hitherto; she had never criticised; she had been markedly afraid of 
intermeddling. But apparently she had only reserved herself for this 
occasion, since she now had a dangerous quickness in her eye and 
an air of irritation which even her admirable ease was not able to 
transmute. She had suffered a disappointment which excited Isabel's 
surprise-our heroine having no knowledge of her zealous interest 
in Pansy's marriage; and she betrayed it in a manner which quick
ened Mrs. Osmond's alarm. More clearly than ever before Isabel 
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hearq a cold, mocking voice proceed from she knew not where, in 
the dim void that surrounded her, and declare that this bright, 
strong, definite, worldly woman, this incarnation of the practical, 
the personal, the immediate, was a powerful agent in her destiny. 
She \Vas nearer to her than Isabel had yet discovered, and her near
ness was not the charming accident she had so long supposed. The 
sense of accident indeed had died within her that day when she 
happened to be struck with the manner in which the wonderful 
lady and her own husband sat together in private. No definite suspi
cion had as yet taken its place; but it was enough to make her view 
this friend with a different eye, to have been led to reflect that 
there was more intention in her past behaviour than she had 
allowed for at the time. Ah yes, there had been intention, there had 
been intention, Isabel said to herself; and she seemed to wake from 
a long pernicious dream. What was it that brought home to her 
that Madame Merle's intention had not been good? Nothing but 
the mistrust which had lately taken body and which married itself 
now to the fruitful wonder produced by her visitor's challenge on 
behalf of poor Pansy. There was _something in this challenge which 
had at the very outset excited an answering defiance; a nameless 
vitality which she could see to have been absent from her friend's 
professions of delicacy and caution. Madame Merle had been 
unwilling to interfere, certainly, but only so long as there was noth
ing to interfere with. It will perhaps seem to the reader that Isabel 
went fast in casting doubt, on mere suspicion, on a sincerity proved 
by several years of good offices. She moved quickly indeed, and with 
reason, for a strange truth was filtering into her soul. Madame 
Merle's interest was identical with Osmond's: that was enough. "I 
think Pansy will tell you nothing that will make you more angry," 
she said in answer to her. companion's last remark. 

"I'm not in the least angry. I've only a great desire to retrieve the 
situation. Do you consider that Warburton has left us for ever?" 

'
4J can't tell you; I don't understand you. It's all over; please let it 

rest. Osmond has talked to me a great deal about it, and I've noth .. 
ing more to say or to hear. I've no doubt," Isabel added, "that he'll 
·be very happy to discuss the subject with you."

"I know what he thinks; he came to see me last evening." 
"As soon as you had arrived? Then you know all about it and you 

needn't apply to me for information." 
"It isn't information I want. At bottom it's sympathy. I had set 

my heart on that marriage; the idea did what so few things do-it 
satisfied the imagination." 

"Your imagination, yes. But not that of the persons concerned." 
"You mean by that of course that I'm not concerned. Of course 

not directly. But when one's such an old friend one can't help 
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having something at stake. You forget how long I've known Pansy. 
You mean, of course," Madame Merle added, "that you are one of 
the persons concemed.n 

"No; that's the last thing I mean. I'm very weary of it all." 
Madame Merle hesitated a little. "Ah yes, your work's done!' 
"Take care what you say," said Isabel very gravely. 
"Oh, I take care; never perhaps more than when it appears least. 

Your husband judges you severely." 
Isabel made for a moment no answer to this; she felt choked with 

bitterness. It was not the insolence of Madame Merle's informing 
her that Osmond had been taking her into his confidence as against 
his wife that struck her most; for she was not quick to believe that 
this was meant for insolence. Madame Merle was very rarely inso
lent, and only when it was exactly right. It was not right now, or at 
least it was not right yet. What touched Isabel like a drop of corro
sive acid upon an open wound was the knowledge that Osmond 
dishonoured her in his words as well as in his thoughts. "Should you 
like to know how I judge him?'' she asked at last. 

"No, because you'd never tell me. And it would be painful for 
me to know.'' 

There was a pause, and for the first time since she had known her 
Isabel thought Madame Merle disagreeable. She wished she would 
leave her. "Remember how attractive Pansy is, and don't despair," 
s�e said abruptly, with a desire that this should close their inter
view. 

But Madame Merle's expansive presence underwent no contrac
tion. She only gathered her mantle about her and, with the move
ment, scattered upon the air a faint, agreeable fragrance. "I don't 
despair; I feel encouraged. And I didn't come to scold you; I came 
if possible to learn the truth. I know you'll tell it if I ask you. It's 
an immense blessing with you that one can count upon that. No, 
you won't believe what a comfort I take in it." 

"What truth do you speak of?" Isabel asked, wondering. 
"Just this: whether Lord Warburton changed his mind quite of 

his own movement or because you recommended it. To please him
self I 1nean, or to please you. Think of the confidence I must still 
have in you, in spite of having lost a little of it," Madame Merle 
continued with a smile, "to ask such a question as that!" She sat 
looking at her friend, to judge the effect of her words, and then 
went on: "Now don't be heroic, don't be unreasonable, don't take 
offence. It seems to me I do you an honour in speaking so. I don't 
know another woman to whom I would do it. I haven't the least 
idea that any otheI woman would tell me the truth. And don't you 
see how well it is that your husband should know it? Ifs true that 
he doesn't appear to have had any tact whatever in trying to extract 
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it; he has indulged in gratuitous suppositions. But that doesn't alter 
the fact that it would n1ake a difference in his view of his daugh
ter's prospects to know distinctly what really occurred. If Lord War
burton sin1ply got tired of the poor child, that's one thing, and it's 
a pity. If he gave her up to please you it's another. That's a pity 
too, but in a different way. Then, in the latter case, you'd perhaps 
resign yourself to not being pleased-to simply seeing your step
daughter n1arried. Let him off_:_let us have him!" 

Madame Merle had proceeded very deliberately, watching her 
companion and apparently thinking she could proceed safely. As she 
went on Isabel grew pale; she clasped her hands more tightly in her 
lap. It was not that her visitor had at last thought it the right time 
to be insolent; for this was not what was most apparent. It was a 
worse horror than that. "Who are you-what are you?" Isabel mur
mured. "What have you to do with my husband?" It was strange 
that for the moment she drew as near to him as if she had loved 
him. 

"Ah then, you take it heroically! I'm very sorry. Don't think, 
however, that I shall do so." 

"What have you to do with me?" Isabel went on. 
Madame Merle slowly got up� stroking her muff, but not remov

ing her eyes from Isabel's face. "Everything!" she answered. 
Isabel sat there looking up at her, without rising; her face was 

almost a prayer to be enlightened. But the light of this woman's 
eyes seemed only a darkness. "Oh misery!" she murmured at last; 
and she fell back, covering her face with her hands. It had come 
over her like a high-surging wave that Mrs. Touchett was right. 
Madame Merle had married her. Before she uncovered her face 
again that lady had left the room. 

Isabel took a drive alone that afternoon; she wished to be far 
away, under the sky, where she could descend from her carriage and 
tread upon the daisies. She had long before this taken old Rome 
into her confidence, for in a world of ruins the ruin of her happi
ness seemed a less unnatural catastrophe. She rested her weariness 
upon things that had crumbled for centuries and yet still were 
upright; she dropped her secret sadness into the silence of lonely 
places, where its very modern quality detached itself and grew 
objective, so that as she sat in a sun-wanned angle on a winter's 
day, or stood in a mouldy church to which no one came, she could 
almost smile at it and think of its smallness. Small it was, in the 
large Roman record, and her haunting sense of the continuity of 
the human lot easily carried her from the less to the greater. She 
had become deeply, tenderly acquainted with Rome; it interfused 
and moderated her passion. But she had grown to think of it chiefly 
as the place where people had suffered. This was what came to her 
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in the starved churches, where the marble columns, transferred from 
pagan ruins, seemed to offer her a companionship in endurance and 
the musty incense to be a compound of long-unanswered prayers. 
There was no gentler nor less consistent heretic than Isabel; the 
firmest of worshippers, gazing at dark altar-pictures or clustered can
dles, could not have felt more intimately the suggestiveness of these 
objects nor have been more liable at such moments to a spiritual 
visitation. Pansy, as we know, was almost always her companion, 
and of late the Countess Gemini, balancing a pink parasol, had lent 
brilliancy to their equipage; but she still occasionally found herself 
alone when it suited her mood and where it suited the place. On 
such occasions she had several resorts; the most accessible of which 
perhaps was a seat on the low parapet which edges the wide grassy 
space before the high, cold front of Saint John Lateran, whence you 
look across the Campagna at the far-trailing outline of the Alban 
Mount and at that mighty plain, between, which is still so full of 
all that has passed from it. After the departure of her cousin and his 
companions she roamed more than usual; she carried her sombre 
spirit from one familiar shrine to the other. Even when Pansy and 
the Countess were with her she felt the touch of a vanished world. 
The carriage, leaving the walls of Rome behind, rolled through 
narrow lanes where the wild honeysuckle had begun to tangle itself 
in the hedges, or waited for her in quiet places where the fields lay 
near, while she strolled further and further over the flower-freckled 
turf, or sat on a stone that had once had a use and gazed through 
the veil of her personal sadness at the splendid sadness of the scene 
-at the dense, warm light, the far gradations and soft confusions
of colour, the motionless shepherds in lonely attitudes, the hills
where the cloud-shadows had the lightness of a blush.

On the afternoon I began with speaking of, she had taken a reso
lution not to think of Madame Merle; but the resolution proved 
vain, and this lady's image hovered constantly before her. She asked 
herself, with an almost childlike horror of the supposition, whether 
to this intimate friend of several years the great historical epithet of 
wicked were to be applied. She kne\v the idea only by the Bible and 
other literary works; to the best of her belief she had had no per
sonal acquaintance with wickedness. She had desired a large 
acquaintance with human life, and in spite of her having flattered 
herself that she cultivated it with some success this elementary priv
ilege had been denied her. Perhaps it was not wicked-in the his� 
toric sense-to be even deeply false; for that was what Madame 
Merle had been-deeply, deeply, deeply. Isabel's Aunt Lydia had 
made �bis discovery long before, and bad mentioned it to ber niece; 
but Isabel had flattered herself at this time that she had a much 
richer view of things, especially of the spontaneity of her own career 
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and the nobleness of her own interpretations, than poor stiffly
reasoning Mrs. Touchett. Madame Merle had done what she 
wanted; she had bro1=1ght about the union of her two friends; a 
reflection ,vhich could not fail to make it a matter of wonder that 
she should so much have desired such an event. There were people 
who had the match-making passion, like the votaries of art for art; 
but Madame Merle, great artist as she was, was scarcely one of 
these. She thought too ill of marriage, too ill even of life; she had 
desired that particular marriage but had not desired others. She had 
therefore had a conception of gain, and Isabel asked herself where 
she had found her profit. It took her naturally a long time to dis
cover, and even then her discovery was imperfect. It came back to 
her that Madame Merle, though she had seemed to like her from 
their first meeting at Gardencourt, had bee_n doubly affectionate 
after Mr. Touchett's death and after learning that her young friend 
had been subject to the good old man's charity. She had found 
her profit not in the gross device of borrowing money, but in the more 
refined idea of introducing one of her intimates to the young 
woman's fresh and ingenuous fortune. She had naturally chosen her 
closest intimate, and it was already vivid enough to Isabel that Gil
bert occupied this position. She found herself confronted in this 
manner with the conviction that the man in the world whom she 
had supposed to be the least sordid had married her, like a vulgar 
adventurer, for her money. Strange to say, it had never before 
occurred to her; if she had thought a good deal of harm of Osmond 
she had not done him this particular injury. This was the worst she 
could think of, and she had been saying to herself that the worst 
was still to come. A man might marry a woman for her money per
fectly well; the thing was often done. But at least he should 1et her 
know. She wondered .whether, since he had wanted her money, her 
money would no\v satisfy him. Would he take her money and let 
her go? Ah, if Mr. Touchett's great charity would but help her to
dav it would be blessed indeed! It was not slow to occur to her that 

.,/ 

if Madame Merle had wished to do Gilbert a service his recognition· 
to her of the boon must have lost its warmth. What must be his 
feelings to-day in regard to his too zealous benefactress, and what 
expression must they have found on the part of such a master of 
irony? It is a singular, but a characteristic, fact that before Isabel 
returned from her silent drive she had broken its silence by the soft 
exclamation: "Poor, poor Madame Medel" 

Her compassion would perhaps have been justified if on this same 
afternoon she had been concealed behind one of the valuable cur
tains of time-softened damask which dressed the interesting little 
salon of the lady to whom it referred; the carefully.arranged apart
ment to which we once paid a visit in company with the discreet 
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Mr. Rosier. In that apartment, towards six o'clock, Gilbert Osmond 
was seated, and his hostess stood before him as Isabel had seen her 
stand on an occasion commemorated in this history with an empha
sis appropriate not so much to its apparent as to its real importance. 

"I don't believe you're unhappy; I believe you like it," said 
Madame Merle. 

"Did I say I was unhappy?" Osmond asked with a face grave 
enough to suggest that he might have been. 

"No, but you don't say the contrary, as you ought in common 
gratitude." 

"Don't talk about gratitude," he returned dryly. "And don't 
aggravate me," he added in a moment. 

Madame Merle slowly seated herself, with her arms folded and 
her \vhite hands arranged as a support to one of them and an orna
ment, as it were, to the other. She looked exquisitely calm but 
impressively sad. "On your side, don't try to frighten me. I wonder if 
you guess some of my thoughts." 

"I trouble about them no more than I can help. I've quite 
enough of my own." 

"That's because they' re so delightful." 
Osmond rested his head against the back of his chair and looked 

at his companion with a cynical directness which seemed also partly 
an expression of fatigue. "¥ ou do aggravate me," he remarked in a 
moment. "I'm very tired." 

"Eh moi donc!"1 cried Madame Merle .. 
"With you it's because you fatigue yourself. With me it's not my 

own fault." 
"When I fatigue myself it's for you. I've given you an interest. 

That's a great gift." 
"Do you call it an interest?" Osmond enquired with detachment. 
"Certainly, since it helps you to pass your time." 
"The time h_as never seemed longer to me than this winter." 
"You've never looked better; you've n,ever been so agreeable, so 

brilliant." 

"Damn my brilliancy!" he thoughtfully murmured. "How little, 
after all, you know me!" 

"If I don't know you I know nothing," smiled Madame Merle. 
"You've the feeling of complete success." 

"No, I shall not have that till I've made you stop judging me." 
"I did that long ago. I speak from old knowledge. But you 

express yourself 1nore too.n 
Osmond just hung fire. "I wish you'd express yourself less!" 
"You wish to condemn me to si\ence? RemembeI that I've nevet 

been a chatterbox. At any rate there are three or four things I 

I. And what about me!
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should like to say to you first. Your wife doesn't know what to do 
with herself," she went on with a change of tone. 

"Pardon me; she knows perfectly. She has a ]ine sharply drawn. 
She means to carry out her ideas." 

"Her ideas to-day must be remarkable." 
"Certainly they are. She has more of them than ever." 
"She was unable to show me any this 1norning," said Madame 

Merle. "She seemed in a very simple, almost in a stupid, state of 
mind. She was completely bewildered." 

"You had better say at once that she was pathetic." 
"Ah no, I don't want to encourage you too much." 
He still had his head against the cushion behind him; the ankle of 

one foot rested on the other knee. So he sat for a while. "I should like 
to know what's the matter with you," he said at last. 

"The matter-the matter-!" And here Madame Merle stopped. 
Then she went on with a sudden outbreak of passion, a burst of 
summer thunder in a clear sky: "The matter is that I would give 
my right hand to be able to weep, and that I can't!" 

"What good would it do you to weep?" 
"It would make me feel as I felt before I knew you." 
"If I've dried your tears, that's something. But I've seen you shed 

them." 
"Oh, I believe you'll make me cry still. I mean make me howl 

like a \volf. I've a great hope, I've a great need, of that. I was vile 
this morning; I was horrid," she said. 

"If Isabel was in the stupid state of mind you mention she proba
bly didn't perceive it," Osmond answered. 

"It was precisely my deviltry that stupefied her. I couldn't help it; 
I was full of something bad. Perhaps it was something good; I don't 
know. You've not only dried up my tears; you've dried up my soul." 

"It's not I then that am responsible for my wife's condition," 
Osmond said. "It's pleasant to think that I shall get the benefit of 
your influence upon her. Don't you know the soul is an immortal 
principle? How can it suffer alteration?" 

"I don't believe at all that it's an immortal principle. I believe it 
can perfectly be destroyed. That's what has happened to mine, 
which was a very good one to start with; and it's you I have to 
thank for it. You're very bad," she added with gravity. in her empha
sis. 

"Is this the way we're to end?" Osmond asked with the same 
studied coldness. 

"I don't know how we're to end. I wish I did! How do bad 
people enc1'?--especia11y as to their common crimes. You have made 
me as bad as yourself." 

"I don't understand you. You seem to me quite good enough," 
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said Osmond, his conscious indifference giving an extreme effect to 
the words. 

Madame Merle's self-possession tended on the contrary to dimin
ish, and she was nearer losing it than on any occasion on which we 
have had the pleasure of meeting her. The glow of her eye turned 
sombre; her smile betrayed a painful effort. "Good enough for any
thing that I've done with myself? I suppose that's what you mean." 

"Good enough to be always cha�ingl" Osmond exclaimed, smil
ing too. 

"Oh God!" his companion murmured; and, sitting there in her 
ripe freshness, she had recourse to the same gesture she had pro
voked on Isabel's part in the morning: she bent her face and cov
ered it with her hands. 

"Are you going to weep after all?" Osmond asked; and on her 
remaining motionless he went on: "Have I ever complained to 
you?" 

She dropped her hands quickly. "No, you've taken your revenge 
otherwise-you have taken it on her."

Osmond threw back his head further; he looked a while at the 
ceiling and might have been supposed to be appealing, in an infor
mal way, to the heavenly powers. "Oh, the imagination of women! 
It's always vulgar, at bottom. You talk of revenge like a third-rate 
novelist." 

"Of course you haven't complained. You've enjoyed your 
triumph too much." 

"I'm rather curious to know what you call my triumph." 
"You've made your wife afraid of you." 
Osmond changed his position; he leaned forward, resting his 

elbows on his knees and looking a while at a beautiful old Persian 
rug, at his feet. He had an air of refusing to accept any one's valua
tion of anything, even of time, and of preferring to abide by his 
own; a peculiarity which made him at moments an irritating person 
to converse with. "Isabel's not afraid of me, and it's not what I 
wish," he said at last. "To what do you want to provoke me when 
you say such things as that?" 

"I've thought over all the harm you can do me," Madame Merle 
answered. "Your wife was afraid of me this morning, but in me it 
was really you she feared." 

"You may have said things that were in very bad taste; I'm not 
responsible for that. I didn't see the use of your going to see her at 
all: you're capable of acting without her. I've not made you afraid 
of me that I can see," he went on; "how then should I have made 
het? You're a� leas� as brave. I can'� think where yoU7\Je pi�k�cl up 
such rubbish; one might suppose you knew me by this time." He 
got up as he spoke and walked to �he chimney, where he stood a 
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mon1ent bending his eye, as if he had seen them for the first time, 
on the delicate specimens of rare porcelain with which it was cov
ered. He took up a sn1all cup and held it in his hand; then, still 
holding it and leaning his arm on the n1antel, he pursued: "You 
always see too n1uch in everything; you overdo it; you lose sight of 
the real. I'm much simpler than you think." 

"I think you're very simple." And Mada111e Merle kept her eye on 
her cup. "I've con1e to that with time. I judged you, as I say, of old; 
but it's only since your marriage that I've understood you. I've seen 
better what you have been to your wife than I ever sa\v what you 
,vere for me. Please be very careful of that precious object.'' 

"It already has a wee bit of a tiny crack," said Osmond dryly as 
he put it down. "If you didn't understand n1e before I 1narried it 
\Vas cruelly rash of you to put me into such a box. However, I took 
a fancy to my box n1yself; I thought it would be a co1nforta ble fit. I 
asked very little; I only asked that she should like me." 

"That she should like you so muchl" 
"So much, of course; in such a case one asks the maximum. That 

she should adore me, if you will. Oh yes, I wanted that." 
"I never adored you," said Madame Merle. 
"Ah, but you pretended to!" 
"It's true that you never accused me of being a comfortable fit," 

Madame Merle went on. 
''My wife has declined-declined to do anything of the sort," 

said Osmond. "If you're determined to make a tragedy of that, the 
tragedy's hardly for her. 11 

"The tragedy's for me!" Madame Merle exclaimed, rising with a 
long low sigh but having a glance at the same time for the contents 
of her mantel-shelf. "It appears that I'm to be severely taught the dis
advantages of a false position." 

"You express yourself like a sentence in a copy-book. We must 
look for our comfort where we can find it. If my wife doesn't like 
me, at least my child does. I shall look for compensations in Pansy. 
Fortunately I haven't a fault to find with her." 

"Ah," she said softly, "if I had a child-!" 
Osmond waited, and then, with a little formal air, "The chil

dren of others may be a great interest!" he announced. 
"You're more like a copy-book than I. There's something after all 

that holds us together." 
"Is it the idea of the harm I may do you?" Osmond asked. 
"No; it's the idea of the good I may do for you. It's that," 

Madame Merle pursued, "that made me so jealous of Isabel. I want 
it to be my woik," she added, with her face, which had grown hard 
and bitter, relaxing to its habit of smoothness. 

Her friend took up his hat and his umbrella, and after giving the 
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former article two or three strokes with his coat-euff, "On the 
whole, I think," he said, "you had better leave it to me.'' 

After he had left her she went, the first thing, and lifted from the 
mantel-shelf the attenuated coffee-e.up in which he had mentioned 
the existence of a crack; but she looked at it rather abstractedly. 
"Have I been so vile all for nothing?" she vaguely wailed. 

L 

As the Countess Gemini was not acquainted with the ancient 
monuments Isabel occasionally offered to introduce her to these 
interesting relics and to give their afternoon drive an antiquarian 
aim. The Countess, who professed to think her sister-in-law a prod
igy of learning, never made an objection, and gazed at masses of 
Roman brickwork as patiently as if they had been mounds of 
modem drapery. She had not the historic sense, though she had in 
some directions the anecdotic, and as regards herself the apologetic, 
but she was so delighted to be in Rome that she only desired to 
float with the current. She would gladly have passed an hour every 
day in the damp darkness of the Baths of Titus1 if it had been a 
condition of her remaining at Palazzo Roccanera. Isabel, however, 
was not a severe cicerone; she used to visit the ruins chiefly because 
they offered an excuse for talking about other matters than the 
love-affairs of the ladies of Florence, as to which her companion was 
never weary of offering information. It must be added that during 
these visits the Countess forbade herself every form of active research; 
her preference was to sit in the carriage and exclain1 that everything 
was most interesting. It was in this manner that she had hitherto 
examined the Coliseum, to the infinite regret of her niece, who
with all the respect that she owed her-could not see why she should 
not descend from the vehicle and enter the building. Pansy had so 
little chance to ramble that her view of the case was not wholly 
disinterested; it may be divined that she had a secret hope that, once 
inside, her parents' guest might be induced to climb to the upper 
tiers. There came a day when the Countess announced her willingness 
to undertake this feat-a mild afternoon in March when the windy 
month expressed itself in occasional puffs of spring. The three ladies 
went into the Coliseum together, but Isabel left her companions to 
wander over the place. She had often ascended to those desolate 
ledges from which the Roman crowd used to bellow applause and 
\vhere now the wild flowers ( when they are allowed) bloom in the 
deep crevices; and to-day she felt weary and disposed to sit in the 
despoiled arena. It made an intermission too, for the Countess often 
a�ked more from one's attention than she ga\re in -return; and Isabel 

1. In the l 870's this most interesting of ruins on the Esquiline Hill was exhibited by one cicerone
carrying a dim torch (A. J. C. Hare, Walks in Rome [London, 1871], p. 363).
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believed that when she was alone with her niece she let the dust 
gather for a moment on the ancient scandals of the Arnide.2 She so 
remained below therefore, while Pansy guided her undiscriminating 
aunt to the steep brick staircase at the foot of which the custodian 
unlocks the tall wooden gate. The great enclosure was half in 
shadow; the western sun brought out the pale red tone of the great 
blocks of travertine-the latent colour that is the only living ele
ment in the immense ruin. Here and there wandered a peasant or a 
tourist, looking up at the far sky-line where, in the clear stillness, a 
multitude of swa11ows kept circling and plunging. Isabel presently 
became aware that one of the other visitors, planted in the middle 
of the arena, had turned his attention to her own person and was 
looking at her with a certain little poise of the head which she had 
some weeks before perceived to be characteristic of baffled but 
indestructible purpose. Such an attitude, to-day, could belong only 
to Mr. Edward Rosier; and this gentleman proved in fact to have 
been considering the question of speaking to her. When he had 
assured himself that she was unaccompanied he drew near, remark
ing that though she would not answer his letters she would perhaps 
not wholly close her ears to his spoken eloquence. She replied that 
her stepdaughter was close at hand and that she could only give 
him five minutes; whereupon he took out his watch and sat down 
upon a broken block. 

"It's very soon told," said Edward Rosier. "I've sold all my bibe
lots!" Isabel gave instinctively an exclamation of horror; it was if he 
had told her he had had all his teeth drawn. "I've sold them by auc
tion at the Hotel Drouot," he went on. "The sale took place three 
days ago, and they've telegraphed me the result. It's magnificent." 

"l'1n glad to hear it; but I wish you had kept your pretty things." 
"I have the money instead-fifty thousand dollars. Will Mr. 

Osmond think me rich enough now?" 
"Is it for that you did it?" Isabel asked gently. 
"For what else in the world could it be? That's the only thing I 

think of. I went to Paris and made my arrangements. I couldn't 
stop for the sale; I couldn't have seen them going off; I think it 
would have killed me. But I put them into good hands, and they 
brought high prices. I should tell you I have kept my enamels. Now 
I have the money in my pocket, and he can't say I'm poor!" the 
young 1nan exclaimed defiantly. 

"He'll say now that you're not wise," said Isabel, as if Gilbert 
Osmond had never said this before. 

Rosier gave her a sharp look. "Do you mean that without my 
bibelots I'm nothing? Do you mean they were the best thing about 

2. Very probably a misprint. James's own copy for revision reads ''Arno-side." [ 1st ed.: "Florence. "J
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me? lnaf s what they told me in Paris; oh they were very frank 
about it. But they hadn't seen her!"

"My dear friend, you deserve to succeed," said Isabel very kindly. 
"You say that so sadly that it's the same as if you said I 

shouldn't." And he questioned her eyes with the clear trepidation 
of his own. He had the air of a man \Vho knows he has been the 
talk of Paris for a week and is full half a head taller in consequence, 
but who also has a painful suspicion that in spite of this .increase of 
stature one or two persons still have the perversity to think him 
diminutive. "I know what happened here while I was away,'' he 
went on. "What does Mr. Osmond expect after she has refused 
Lord Warburton?" 

Isabel debated,. "That she'll marry another nobleman." 
"What other nobleman?" 
"One that he'll pick out." 
Rosier slowly got up, putting his watch into his waistcoat-pocket. 

"You're laughing at some one, but this time I don't think it's at 
me." 

"I didn't mean to laugh," said Isabel. "I laugh very seldom. Now 
you had better go away." 

"I feel very safe!" Rosier declared without moving. This might 
be; but it evidently made him feel more so to make the announce
ment in rather a loud voice, balancing himself a little complacently 
on his toes and looking all round the Coliseum as if it \Vere filled 
with an audience. Suddenly Isabel saw him change colour; there was 
more of an audience than he had suspected. She turned and per
ceived that her two companions had returned from their excursion. 
"You must really go away," she said quickly. 

"Ah, my dear lady, pity me!" Edward Rosier murmured in a 
voice strangely at varianc·e with the announcement I have just 
quoted. And then he added eagerly, like a man who in the midst of 
his 1nisery is seized by a happy thought: "Is that lady the Countess 
Gemini? I've a great desire to be presented to her. n

Isabel looked at him a moment. "She has no influence with her 
brother.'' 

"Ah, what a monster you make him out!" And Rosier faced the 
Countess, who advanced, in front of Pansy, with an_ animation 
partly due perhaps to the fact that she perceived her sister-in-la\v to 
be engaged in conversation with a very pretty young man. 

"I'm glad you've kept your enamels!" Isabel called as she left 
him. She went straight to Pansy, who, on seeing Edward Rosier, had 
stopped short, with lowered eyes. ''We'11 go back to the carriage," 
$be said gent1y. 

"Yes, it's getting late," Pansy returned more gently still. And she 
went on without a munnur, without faltering or glancing back. 
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Isabel, however, a1lowing herself this last liberty, saw that a meet
ing had i1nmediately taken place between the Countess and Mr. 
Rosier. He had removed his hat and was bowing and smiling; he 
had evidently introduced hin1se]f, while the Countess's expressive 
back displayed to Isabel's eye a gracious inclination. TI1ese facts, 
none the less, were presently lost to sight, for Isabel and Pansy took 
their places again in the carriage. Pansy, who faced her stepmother, 
at first kept her eyes fixed on her lap; then she raised them and 
rested them on Isabel's. There shone out of each of them a little 
melancholy ray-a spark of timid passion which touched Isabel to 
the heart. At the same time a wave of envy passed over her soul, as 
she compared the tremulous longing, the definite ideal of the child 
with her own dry despair. "Poor little Pansyl" she affectionately 
said. 

"Oh never mind!" Pansy answered in the tone of eager apology. 
And then there was a silence; the Countess was a long. time 

coming. "Did you show your aunt everything, and did she enjoy 
it?" Isabel asked at last. 

"Yes, I showed her everything. I think she was very much 
pleased." 

"And you're not tired, I hope." 
"Oh no, thank you, I'm not tired." 
The Countess still remained behind, so that Isabel requested the 

footman to go into the Coliseum and tell her they were waiting. He 
presently returned with the announcement that the Signora Con
tessa begged them not to wait-she would come home in a cab! 

About a week after this lady's quick sympathies had enlisted 
themselves with Mr. Rosier, Isabel, going rather late to dress for 
dinner, found Pansy sitting in her room. The girl seemed to have 
been awaiting her; she got up from her low chair. "Pardon my 
taking the liberty," she said in a small voice. "It will be the last
for some time." 

Her voice was strange, and her eyes, widely opened, had an 
excited, frightened look. "You're not going away!" Isabel exclaimed. 

"I'm going to the convent." 
"To the convent?" 
Pansy drew nearer, till ·she was near enough to put her arms 

round Isabel and rest her head on her shoulder. She stood this way 
a moment, perfectly still; but her companion could feel her tremble. 
The quiver of her little body expressed everything she was unable to 
say. Isabel nevertheless pressed her. "Why are you going to the con
vent?" 

"Because papa thinks it best. He says a young girl's better, every 
now and then, for making a little retreat. He says the world, always 
the world, is very bad for a young girl. This is just a chance for a 
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little seclusion-a little reflexion." Pansy spoke in short detached 
sentences, as if she could scarce trust herself; and then she added 
with a triumph of self-control: "I think papa's right; I've been so 
much in the world this winter." 

Her announcement had a strange effect on Isabel; it seemed to 
carry a larger meaning than the girl herself knew. "When was this 
decided?" she asked. "I've heard nothing of it." 

"Papa told me half an hour ago; he thought it better it shouldn't 
be too much talked about in advance. Madame Catherine's to come 
for me at a quarter past seven, and I'm only to take two frocks. It's 
only for a few \veeks; I'm sure it will be very good. I shall find all 
those ladies who used to be so kind to· me, and I shall see the little 
girls who are being educated. I'm very fond of little girls," said 
Pansy with an effect of diminutive grandeur. "And I'm also very 
fond of Mother Catherine. I shall be very quiet and think a great 
deal." 

Isabel listened to her, holding her breath; she was almost awe
struck. "Think of me sometimes." 

"Ah, come and see me soon!" cried Pansy; and the cry was very 
different fro1n the heroic remarks of ,vhich she had just delivered 
herself. 

Isabel could say nothing more; she understood nothing; she only 
felt how little she yet knew her husband. Her answer to his daugh
ter was a long, tender kiss. 

Half an hour later she learned from her maid that Madame Cath
erine had arrived in a cab and had departed again with the signor
ina. On going to the drawing-room before dinner she found the 
Countess Gemini alone, and this lady characterised the incident by 
exclaiming, with a wonderful toss of the head, "En voila, ma chere, 
une pose!"3 But if it was an affectation she was at a loss to see what 
her husband affected. She could only dimly perceive that he had 
more traditions than she supposed. It had become her habit to be 
so careful as to what she said to him that, strange as it may appear, 
she hesitated, for several minutes after he had come in, to allude to 
his daughter's sudden departure: she spoke of it only after they 
were seated at table. But she had forbidden herself ever to ask 

. 
. 

Osmond a question. All she could do was to make a declaration, 
and there was one that came very naturally. "I shall miss Pansy very 
much." 

He looked a while, with his head inclined a little, at the basket of 
flowers in the middle of the table. "Ah yes," he said at last, ''I had 
thought of that. You must go and see her, you know; but not too 
often. I dare say you wonder why I sent her to the good sisters; but 
I doubt if I can make you understand. It doesn't matter; don't trou-

3. There you are, my dear, what a pose.
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ble yourself about it. That's why I had not spoken of it. I didn't 
believe you would enter into it. But I've always had the idea; I've 
always thought it a part of the education of one's daughter. One's 
daughter should be fresh and fair; she should be innocent and 
gentle. With the manners of the present time she is liable to 
become so dusty and crumpled. Pansy's a little dusty, a little dishev
elled; she has knocked about too much. This bustling, pushing 
rabble that calls itself society-one should take her out of it occa
sionally. Convents are very quiet, very convenient, very salutary. I 
like to think of her there, in the old garden, under the arcade, 
among those tranquil virtuous \\'Omen. Many of them are gentle
women born; several of them are noble. She will have her books and 
her drawing, she will have her piano. I've made the most liberal 
arrangements. There is to be nothing ascetic; there's just to be a 
certain little sense of sequestration. She'll have time to think, and 
there's something I want her to think about." Osmond spoke delib
erately, reasonably, still with his head on one side, as if I1e were 
looking at the basket of flowers. His tone, however, was that of a 
man not so 111uch offering an explanation as putting a thing into 
words-almost into pictures-to see, himself, how it would look. 
He considered a while .the picture he had evoked and seemed 
greatly pleased \vith it. And then he went on: "The Catholics are 
very wise after all. The convent is a great institution; we can't do 
without it; it corresponds to an essential need in families, in society. 
It's �a school of good manners; it's a school of repose. Oh, I don't 
\Vant to detach my daughter from the world," he added; "I don't 
vvant to make her fix her thoughts on any other. This one's very 
we11, as she should take it, and she may think of it as much as she 
likes. Only she must think of it in the right way.n 

Isabel gave an extreme attention to this little sketch; she found it 
indeed intensely interesting. It seemed to show her how far her hus
band's desire to be effective was capable of going-to the point of 
playing theoretic tricks on the delicate organism of his daughter. 
She could not understand his purpose, no-not wholly; but she 
understood it better than he supposed or desired, inasmuch as she 
was convinced that the whole proceeding was an elaborate mystifi
cation, addressed to herself and destined to act upon her imagina
tion. He had wanted to do something sudden and arbitrary, some
thing unexpected and refined; to mark the difference between his 
sympathies and her own, and show that if he regarded his daughter 
as a precious work of art it was natural he should be more and more 
careful about the finishin� touches. If he wished to be effective he 
had succeeded; the incident struck a chi11 into Isabel's heart. Pansy 
had known the convent in her childhood and had found a happy 
home there; she was fond of the good sisters, who were very fond of 
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her, and there was therefore for· the moment no definite hardship in 
her lot. But all the same the girl had taken fright; the impression 
her father desired to make would evidently be sharp enough. The 
old Protestant tradition had never faded from Isabel's imagination, 
and as her thoughts attached themselves to this striking example of 
her husband's genius-she sat looking, like him, at the basket of 
flowers-poor little Pansy became the heroine of a tragedy. Osmond 
wished it to be known that he shrank from nothing, and his wife 
found it hard to pretend to eat her dinner. 1"1here was a certain 
relief presently, in hearing the high, strained voice of her sister-in
law. The Countess too, apparently, had been thinking the thing 
out, but had arrived at a different conclusion from Isabel. 

"It's very absurd, my dear Osmond," she said, "to invent so 
many pretty reasons for poor Pansy's banishment. Why don't you 
say at once that you want to get her out of my way? Haven't you 
discovered that I think very well of Mr. Rosier? I do indeed; he 
seems to me simpaticissimo.4 He has made me believe in true love; 
I never did before! Of course you've made up your mind that with 
those convictions· I'm dreadful company for Pansy." 

Osmond took a sip of a glass of wine; he looked perfectly good
h umoured. "My dear Amy," he answered, smiling as if he were 
uttering a piece of gallantry, "I don't know anything about your 
convictions, but if I suspected that they interfere ,vith mine it 
\vould be much simpler to banish you." 

LI 

The Countess \Vas not banished, but she felt the insecurity of her 
tenure of her brother's hospitality. A week after this incident Isabel 
received a telegram from England, dated from Gardencourt and 
bearing the stamp of Mrs. Touchett's authorship. "Ralph cannot 
last many days," it ran, "and if convenient would like to see you. 
Wishes me to say that you must come only if you've not other 
duties. Say, for myself, that you used to talk a good deal about your 
duty and to wonder \vhat it was; shall be curious to see \vhether 
you've found it out. Ralph is really dying, and there's no other com
pany." Isabel was prepared for this news, having received from Hen
rietta Stackpole a detailed account of her journey to England with 
her appreciative patient. Ralph had arrived more dead than alive, 
but she had n1anaged to convey him to Gardencourt, where he had 
taken to his bed, which, as M�ss Stackpole wrote, he evidently 
would never leave again. She added that she had really had two 
patients on her hands instead of one, inasmuch as Mr. Good\vood, 
who had been of no ea1th\y use, was quite as ailing, in a different 
way, as Mr. Touchett. Afterwards she wrote that she had been 
4. Especially nice or genial. [1st ed.: "delightful."]
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obliged to surrender the field to Mrs. Touchett, who had just 
returned from America and had promptly given her to understand 
that she didn't \vish any interviewing at Gardencourt. Isabel- had 
written to her aunt shortly after Ralph can1e to Rome, letting her 
know of his critical condition and suggesting that she should lose 
no time in returning to Europe. Mrs. Touchett had telegraphed an 
acknowledgement of this admonition, and the only further news 
Isabel received from her was the second telegram I have just 
quoted. 

Isabel stood a moment looking at the latter missive; then, thrust
ing it into her pocket, she went straight to the door of her hus
band's study. Here she again paused an instant, after which she 
opened the door and went in. Osmond was seated at the table near 
the window with a folio volume before him, propped against a pile 
of books. This volume was open at a page of small coloured plates, 
and Isabel presently saw that he had been copying from it the draw
ing of an antique coin. A box of water-eolours and fine brushes lay 
before him, and he had already transferred to a sheet of immaculate 
paper the delicate, finely-tinted disk. His back was turned toward 
the door, but he recognised his wife without looking round. 

"Excuse me for disturbing you," she said. 
"When I come to your room I always knock," he answered, 

going on with his work. 
"I forgot; I had something else to think of. My cousin's dying." 
"Ah, I don't believe that," said Osmond, looking at his drawing 

through a magnifying glass. "He was dying when we married; he'll 
outlive us all." 

Isabel gave herself no time, no thought, to appreciate the careful 
cynicism of this declaration; she simply went on quickly, full of her 
intention: "My aunt has telegraphed for me; I must go to Garden
court." 

"Why must you go to Gardencourt?" Osmond asked in the tone 
of impartial curiosity. 

"To see Ralph before he dies." 
To this, for some time, he made no rejoinder; he continued to 

give his chief attention to his work, which was of a sort that would 
brook no negligence. "I don't see the need of it," he said at last. 
"He came to see you here. I didn tt like that; I thought his being in 
Rome a great mistake. But I tolerated it because it was to be the 
last time you should see him. Now you tell me it's not to have been 
the last. Ah, you're not grateful!" 

"What am I to be grateful for?" 
Gilbe.It Osmond laid down his little implements, blew a speck of 

dust from his drawing, slowly got up, and for the first time looked 
at his wife. "For my not having interfered while he was here." 
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"Oh yes, I am. I remember perfectly how distinctly you let me 
know you didn't like it. I was very glad when he went away." 

"Leave him alone then. Don't run after him."

Isabel turned her eyes away from him; they rested upon his little 
drawing. "I must go to England," she said, with a full consciousness 
that her tone might strike an irritable man of taste as stupidly obsti
nate. 

"I shall not like it if you do," Osmond remarked. 
"Why should l mind that? You won't like it if I don't. You like 

nothing I do or don't do. You pretend to think I lie." 
Osmond turned slightly pale; he gave a cold smile. ·"That's why 

you must go then? Not to see your cousin, but to take a revenge on 
me." 

"I know nothing about revenge." 
"I do," said Osmond. "Don't give me an occasion." 
"You're only too eager to take one. You wish immensely that I 

would commit some folly." 
"I should be gratified in that case if you disobeyed me." 
"If I disobeyed you?" said Isabel in a low tone which had the 

effect of mildness. 
"Let it be clear. If you leave Rome to-day it will be a piece of the 

most deliberate, the most calculated, opposition." 
''How can you call it calculated? I received my aunt's telegram 

but three minutes ago." 
"You calculate rapidly; it's a great accomplishment. I don't see 

why we should prolong our discussion; you know n1y wish." And he 
stood there as if he expected to see her withdraw. 

But she never moved; she couldn't move, strange as it may seem; 
she still wished to justify herself; he had the power, in an extraordi
nary degree, of making her feel this need. There was something in 
her imagination he could always appeal to against her judgement. 
"You've no reason for such a wish," said Isabel, "and I've every 
reason for going. I can't tell you how unjust you seem to me. But I 
think you know. It's your own opposition that's calculated. It's 
malignant." 

She had never uttered her worst thought to her husband before, 
and the sensation of hearing it was evidently new to Osmond. But 
he showed no surprise, and his coolness was apparently a proof that 
he had believed his wife would in fact be unable to resist for ever 
his ingenious endeavour to draw her out. "It's all the more intense 
then," he answered. And he added almost as if he were giving her a 
friendly counsel: "This is a very important matter." She recognised 
that; she was fully conscious of the weight of the occasion; she 
knew that between them they had arrived at a crisis. Its gravity 
made her careful; she said nothing, and he went on. "You say I've 



446 THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY 

no reason? I have the very best. I dislike, from the bottom of my 
soul, what you intend to do. It's dishonourable; it's indelicate; it's 
indecent. Your cousin is nothing whatever to me, and I'm under no 
obligation to make concessions to him. I've already made the very 
handsomest. Your relations with him, while he was here, kept me 
on pins and needles; but I let that pass, because from week to week 
I expected him to go. I've never liked him and he has never liked 
n1e. That's why you like him-because he hates me," said Osmond 
with a quick, barely audible tremor in his voice. "I've an ideal of 
\vha t mv wife should do and should not do .. She should not travel 

., 

across Europe alone, in defiance of my deepest desire, to sit at the 
bed-side of other men. Your cousin's nothing to you; he's nothing 
to us. You smile most expressively when I talk about us, but I 
assure you that we, we, Mrs. Osmond, is all I know. I take our n1ar
riage seriously; you appear to have found a way of not doing so. I'm 
not a,vare that we're divorced or separated; for me we're indissolu
bly united. You are nearer to me tha� any human creature, and I'm 
nearer to you. It may be a disagreeable proximity; it's one, at any 
rate, of our own deliberate n1aking. You don't like to be reminded 
of that, I know; but I'm perfectly willing, because-because-" 
And he paused a moment, looking as if he had something to say 
which would be very much to the point. "Because I think we 
should accept the consequences of our actions, and what I value 
most in life is the honour of a thing!" 

He spoke gravely and almost gently; the accent of sarcasm had 
dropped out of his tone. It had a gravity which checked his wife's 
quick emotion; the resolution with which she had entered the room 
found itself caught in a mesh of fine threads. His last words were 
not a command, they constituted a kind of appeal; and, though she 
felt that any expression of respect on his part could only be a refine
ment of egotism, they represented something transcendent and 
.absolute, like the sign of the cross or the flag of one's country. He 
spoke in the name of something sacred and precious-the observ
anc� of a magnificent form. They were as perfectly apart in feeling 
as two disillusioned lovers had ever been; but they had never yet 
separated in act. Isabel had not changed; her old passion for justice 
still abode within her; and now, in the very thick of her sense of her 
husband's blasphemous sophistry, it began to throb to a tune which 
for a moment promised hiin the victory. It came over her that in 
his wish to preserve appearances he was after all sincere, and that 
this, as far as it went, was a merit. Ten minutes before she had felt 
all the joy of irreflective action-a joy to which she had so long 
been a stranger; bu\ action had been suddenly changed to slow re
nunciation, transformed by the blight of Osmond's touch. If she 
must renounce, however, she would let him know she was a victim 
rather than a dupe. "I know you're a master of the art of mockery," 



VOL. II: LI 447 

she said.· "How can you speak of an indissoluble union-how can 
you speak of your being contented? Where's our union when you 
accuse me of falsity? Where's your contentment when you have 
nothing but hideous suspicion in your heart?n

"It is in our living �ecently together, in spite of such drawbacks." 
"We don't live decently together!" cried Isabel. 
"Indeed we don't if you go to England." 
"That's very little; that's nothing. I might do much more." 
He raised his eyebrows and even his shoulders a little: he had 

lived long enough in Italy to catch this trick. "Ah, if you've come 
to threaten 1ne I prefer my drawing.'·' And he walked back to his 
table, where he took up the sheet of paper on which he had been 
working and stood studying it. 

"I suppose that if I go you'll not expect me to come back," said 
Isabel. 

He turned quickly round, and she could see this n1ovement at 
least was not designed. He looked at her a little, and then, "Are you 
out of your mind?" he enquired. 

"How can it be anything but a rupture?" she went on; "especially 
if all you say is true?" She was unable to see how it could be any
thing but a rupture; she sincerely wished to know what else it might 
be. 

He sat down before his table."I really can't argue with you on 
the hypothesis of your defying me," he said. And he took up one of 
his little brushes again. 

She lingered but a moment longer; long enough to embrace with 
her eye his whole deliberately indifferent yet most expressive figure; 
after which she quickly left the room. Her faculties, her energy, her 
passion, were all dispersed again; she felt as if a cold, dark mist had 
suddenly encompassed her. Osmond possessed in a supreme degree 
the art of eliciting any weakness. On her way back to her room she 
found the Countess Gemini standing in the open doorway of a 
little parlour in which a smali collection of heterogeneous books 
had been arranged. The Countess had an open volume in her hand; 
she appeared to have been glancing down a page which failed to 
strike her as interesting. At the sound of Isabel's step she raised her 
head. 

"Ah my dear," she said, "you, who are so literary, do tell me

some amusing book to read! Everything here's of a dreariness-·! Do 
you think this would do me any good?" 

Isabel glanced at the title of the volume she held out, but with
out reading or understanding it. "I'm afraid I can't advise you. I've 
h'dd bid \\t\ij�. M'j �()\\�\\\, Ri\\)\\ \O\\Cnett, i� d�ng." 

The Countess threw down her book. "Ah, he was so simpatico. 
I'm awfully sorry for you." 

''You would be sorrier still if you knew.'' 
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"What is there to know? You look very badly," the Countess 
added. "You must have been with Osmond." 

Half an hour before Isabel would have listened very coldly to an 
intimation that she should ever feel a desire for the sympathy of her 
sister-in-law, and there can be no better proof of her present embar
rassment than the fact that she almost clutched at this lady's flutter
ing attention. '·I've been with Osmond," she said, while the Count
ess's bright eyes glittered at her. 

"I'm sure then he has been odious!" the Countess cried. "Did he 
say he was glad poor Mr. Touchett's dying?" 

"He said it's impossible I should go to England." 
The Countess's mind, when her interests were concerned, was agile; 

she already foresaw the extinction of any further brightness in her visit 
to Rome. Ralph Touchett would die, Isabel would go into mourning, 
and then there would be no more dinner-parties. Such a prospect 
produced for a moment in her countenance an expressive grimace; 
but this rapid, picturesque play of feature was her only tribute to 
disappointment. After all, she reflected, the game was almost played 
out; she had already overstayed her invitation. And then she cared 
enough for Isabel's trouble to forget her own, and she saw that Isa
bel's trouble was deep. It seemed deeper than the mere death of a

cousin, and the. Countess had no hesitation in connecting her exas
perating brother with the expression of her sister-in-law's eyes. Her 
heart beat with an almost joyous expectation, for if she had wished 
to see Osmond overtopped the conditions looked favourable now. 
Of course if Isabel should go to England she herself would immedi
ately leave Palazzo Roccanera; nothing would induce her to ren1ain 
there with Osmond. Nevertheless she felt an immense desire to hear 
that Isabel would go to England. "Nothing's impossible for you, my 
dear," she said caressingly. "Why else are you rich and clever and 
good?" 

"Why indeed? I feel stupidly weak." 
"Why does Osmond say it's impossible?" the Countess asked in a 

tone which sufficiently ·declared that she couldn't imagine. 
From the _moment she thus began to question her, however, 

Isabel drew back; she disengaged her hand, which the Countess had 
affectionately taken. But she answered this enquiry with frank bit
terness. "Because we're so happy together that we can't separate 
even for a fortnight." 

"Ah," cried the Countess while Isabel turned away, "when I 
want to make a journey my husband simply tells me I can have no 
money!" 

Isabel went to her room, where she walked up and down for an 
hour. It may appear to some readers that she gave herself much 
trouble, and it is certain that for a woman of a high spirit she had 
allowed herself easily to be arrested. It seemed to her that only now 
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she fully measured the great undertaking of matrimony. Marriage 
meant that in such a case as this, when one had to choose, one 
chose as a matter of course for one's husband. "I'm afraid-yes, 
I'm afraid," she said to herself more than once, stopping short in 
her walk. But what she was afraid of was not her husband-his dis
pleasure, his hatred, his revenge; it was not even her own later judge
ment of her conduct-a consideration which had often held her 
in check; it was simply the violence there would be in going when 
Osmond wished her to remain. A gulf of difference had opened 
between them, but nevertheless it was his desire· that she should 
stay, it was a horror to him that she should go. She knew the 
nervous fineness with which he could feel an objection. What he 
thought of her she knew, what he was capable of saying to her she 
had felt; yet they were married, for all that, and marri�ge meant that 
a woman should cleave to the man with whom, uttering tremendous 
vows, she had stood at the altar. She sank down on her sofa at last 
and buried her head in a pile of cushions. 

When she raised her head again the Countess Gemini hovered 
before her. She had come in all unperceived; she had a strange 
smile on her thin lips and her whole face had grown in an hour a 
shining intimation. She lived assuredly, it might be said, at the 
window of her spirit, but now she was leaning far out. "I knocked," 
she began, "but you didn't answer me. So I ventured in. I've been 
looking at you for the last five minutes. You're very unhappy." 

"Yes; but I don't think you can comfort me." 
"Will. you give me leave to try?" And the Countess sat down on 

the sofa beside her. She continued to smile, and there was some
thing communicative and exultant in her expression. She appeared 
to have a deal to say, and it occurred to Isabel for the first time that 
her sister-in-law might say something really human. She made play 
with her glittering eyes, in which there was an unpleasant fascina
tion. "After all," she soon resumed, "I must tell you, to begin with, 
that I don't understand your state of mind. You seem to have so 
many scruples, so many reasons, so n1a·ny ties. \,Vhen I discovered, 
ten years ago, that my husband's dearest wish was to make me 
miserable-of late he has simply let me alone-ah, it was a wonder
ful simplification! My poor Isabel, you're not simple enough." 

"No, I'm not simple enough," said Isabel. 
"There's something I want you to know," the Countess declared 

-"because I think· you ought to know it. Perhaps you do; perhaps 
you've guessed it. But if you have, all I can say is that I understand 
still less why you shouldn't do as you like." 

"What do you wish me to know?" Isabel felt a foreboding that 
made her heart beat faster. The Countess was about to justify her
self, and this alone was portentous. 

But she was nevertheless disposed to play a little with her subject. 
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"In your place I should have guessed it ages ago. Have you never
really suspected?"

"I've guessed nothing. What should I have suspected? I don't
know what you mean."

"That's because you've such a beastly pure mind. I never saw a
woman with such a pure mind!" cried the Countess.

Isabel slowly got up. "You're going to tell me something horri
ble."

"You can call it by whatever name you will!" And the Countess
rose also, while her gathered perversity grew vivid and dreadful. She
stood a moment in a sort of glare of intention and, as seemed to
Isabel even then, of ugliness; after which she said: "My first sister
in-law had no children."

Isabel stared back at her; the announcement was an anticlimax.
"Your first sister-in-law?"

"I suppose you know at least, if one may mention it, that
Osmond has been married before! I've never spoken to you of his
wife; I thought it mightn't be decent or respectful. But others, less
particular, must have done so. The poor little woman lived hardly
three vears and died childless. It wasn't till after her death that

�

Pansy arrived."
Isabel's brow had contracted to a frown; her lips were parted in

pale, vague wonder. She was trying to follow; there seemed so much
more to follow than she could see. "Pansy's not my husband's child
then?"

"Your husband's-in perfection! But no one else's husband's.
Some one else's wife's. Ah, my good Isabel," cried the Countess,
"with you one must dot one's i's!''

"I don't understand. Whose wife's?" Isabel asked. 
"The wife of a horrid little Swiss who died-how long?-a 

dozen, more than fifteen, years ago. He never recognised Miss 
Pansy, nor, knowing what he was about, would have anything to say 
to her; and there was no reason why he should. Osmond did, and 
that was better; though he had to fit on afterwards the whole rig
marole of his own wife's having died in childbirth, and of his 
having, in grief and horror, banished the little girl from his sight for 
as long as possible before taking her home from nurse. His wife had 
rea11y died, you know, of quite another 1natter and in quite another 
place: in the Piedmontese mountains, where they had gone, one 
August, because her health appeared to -require the air, but where 
she was suddenly taken worse-fatally ill. The story passed, 
sufficiently; it was covered by the appearances so long as nobody 
heeded, as nobody cared to look inlo it Bui of course I knew
without researches," the Countess lucidly proceeded; "as also, you'll 
understand, without a word said between us-I 1nean between 
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Osmond and me. Don't you see him looking at me, in silence, that 
way, to settle it?-that is to settle me if I should say anything. I 
said nothing, right or left-never a word to a creature, if you can 
believe that of me: on my honour, my dear, I speak of the thing to 
you now, after all this time, as I've never, never spoken. It was to be 
enough for me, from the first, that the child \vas my niece-from 
the moment she was my brother's daughter. As for her veritable 
mother-!" But with this Pansy's wonderful aunt dropped-as, 
involuntarily, from the impression of her sister-in-law's face, out of 
which more eyes might have seemed to look at her than she had 
ever had to meet. 

She had spoken no name, yet Isabel could but check, on her own 
lips, an echo of the unspoken. She sank to her seat again, hanging 
her head. ''Why have you told me this?" she asked in a voice the 
Countess hardly recognised. 

"Because I've been so bored with your not knowing. I've been 
bored, frankly, my dear, with not having told you; as if, stupidly, all 
this time I couldn't have managed! Qa 1ne depasse,1 if you don't 
mind my saying so, the things, all round you, that you've appeared 
to succeed in not knowing. It's a sort of assistance-aid to innocent 
ignorance-that I've always been a bad hand at rendering; and in 
this connexion, that of keeping quiet for my brother, my virtue has 
at any rate finally found itself exhausted. It's not a black lie, more
over, you know," the Countess inin1itably added. "The facts are 
exactly what I tell you." 

"I had no idea," said Isabel presently; and looked up at her in a 
manner that doubtless matched the apparent witlessness of this con
fession. 

"So I believed-though it was hard to believe. Had it never 
occurred to you that he was for six or seven years her lover?" 

"I · don't know. Things have occurred to me, and perhaps that 
v;;as what they all meant." 

"She has been wonderfully clever, she has been magnificent, 
about Pansy!" the Countess, before.all this view of it, cried. 

"Oh, no idea, for me,'' Isabel went on·, "ever defi.nitely took that 
form." She appeared to be ma�ing out to herself what had been 
and what hadn't. "And as it is-I don't understand." 

She spoke as one troubled and puzzled, yet the poor Countess 
seemed to have seen her revelation fall below its possibilities of 
effect. She had expected to kindle some responsive blaze, but had 
barely extracted a spark. Isabel showed as scarce more impressed 
than she might have been, as a young woman of approved imagina
tion, with some fine sinister passage of public history. "Don't you 
recognise how the child could never pass for her husband's?-that is 
1. It's beyond me.
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with M. Merle himself," her companion resumed. ''They had been 
separated too long for that, and he had gone to some far country-I 
think to South America. If she had ever had children-which I'm 
not sure of-she had lost them. The conditions happened to make 
it workable, under stress (I mean at so awkward a pinch), that 
Osmond should acknowledge the little girl. His wife was dead-very 
true; but she had not been dead too long to put a certain accommo
dation of dates out of the question-from the moment, I mean, 
that suspicion wasn't started; which was what they had to take care 
of. What was more natural than that poor Mrs. Osmond, at a dis
tance and for a world not troubling about trifles, should have left 
behind her, poverina,2 the pledge of her brief happiness that had 
cost her her life? With the aid of a change of residence-Osmond 
had been living with her at Naples at the time of their stay in the 
Alps, and he in due course left it for ever-the whole history was 
successfully set going. My poor sister-in-law, in her grave, couldn't 
help herself, and the real mother, to save her skin, renounced all vis
ible property in the child.'·' 

"Ah, poor, poor woman!" cried Isabel, who herewith burst into 
tears. It was a long time since she had shed any; she had suffered a 
high reaction from weeping. But now they flowed with an abun
dance in which the Countess Gemini found only another discomfi
ture. 

"It's very kind of you to pity her!" she discordantly laughed. 
"Yes indeed, you have a way of your own-!" 

"He must have been false to his wife-and so very soon!" said 
Isabel with a sudden check. 

"That's all that's wanting-that you should· take up her cause!" 
the Countess went ·on. "I quite agree with· you, however, that it was 
much too soon." 

"But to me, to me-?" And Isabel hesitated as if she had not 
heard; as if her_ question-though it was sufficiently there in her 
eyes-were all for herself. 

"To you he has been faithful? Well, it depends, my dear, on 
what you call faithful. Wben he married you he was no longer the 
lover of anoth.er woman-such a lover as he had been, cara mia,3

between their risks and their precautions, while the thing lasted! 
That state of affairs had passed away; the lady had repented, or at 
all events, for reasons of her own, drawn back: she had always had, 
too, a worship of appearances so intense that even Osmond himself 
had got bored with it. You may therefore imagine what it was
when he couldn't patch it on conveniently to any of those he goes 
in for\ But the whole past was between them." 

"Yes," Isabel mechanically echoed, "the whole past is between 
them." 
2. Poor little one.

3. My dear girl.
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"Ah, this later past is nothing. But for six or seven years, as I say, 
they had kept it up." 

She was silent a little. "Why then did she want him to marry 
me?" 

"Ah my dear, that's her superiority! Because you had money; and 
because she believed you would be good to Pansy." 

"Poor woman-and Pansy who doesn't like her!" cried Isabel. 
"That's the reason she wanted some one whom Pansy would like. 

She knows it; she knows everything." 
"Will she know that you've told me this?" 
"That will depend upon whether you tell her. She's prepared for 

it, and do you know what she counts upon for her defence? On your 
believing that I lie. Perhaps you do; don't make yourself un
comfortable to hide it. Only, as it ·happens this time, I don't. I've 
told plenty of little idiotic fibs, but they've never hurt any one but 
myself." 

Isabel sat staring at her companion's story as at a bale of fantastic 
wares some strolling gypsy might have unpacked on the carpet at 
her feet. "Why did Osmond never marry her?" she finally asked. 

"Because she had no money." The Countess had an answer for 
everything, and if she lied she lied well. "No one knows, no one has 
ever known, what she lives on, or how she has got all those beauti
ful things. I don't believe Osmond himself knows. Besides, she 
wouldn't have married him." 

"How can she have loved him then?" 
"She doesn't love him in that way. She did at first, and then, I 

suppose� she would have married him; but at that time her husband 
was living. By the time M. Merle had rejoined-I won't say his 
ancestors, because he never had any-her relations with Osmond 
had changed, and she had grown more ambitious. Besides, she has 
never had, about him," the Countess went on, leaving Isabel to 
wince for it so tragically afterwards-"she had never had, what you 
might call any illusions of intelligence. She hoped she might marry 
a great man; �hat has always been her idea. She has waited and 
watched and plotted and prayed; but she has never succeeded. I 
don't call Madame Merle a success, you know. I don't know what 
she may accomplish yet, but at present she has very little to show. 
The only tangible result she has ever achieved--except, of course, 
getting to know every one and staying with them free of expense
has been her bringing you and Osmond together. Oh, she did that, 
my dear; you needn't look as if you doubted it. I've watched thein 
for years; I know everything-everything. I'm thought a great scat
terbrain, but I've had enough app\ication of mind to follow up 
those two. She hates me, and her way of showing it is to pretend to 
be for ever defending me. When people say I've had fifteen lovers 
she looks horrified and declares that quite half of them were never 
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proved. She has been afraid of me for years, and she has taken great 
comfort in the vile, false things people have said a bout me. She has 
been afraid I'd expose her, and she threatened me one day when . 
Osmond began to pay his court to you. It was at his house in Flor
ence; do you remember that afternoon when she brought you there 
and we had tea in the garden? She let me know then that if I should 
tell tales two could play at that game. She pretends there's a good 
deal more to tell about me than about her. It would be an interesting 
comparison! I don't care a fig what she may say, simply because I 
know you don't care a fig. You can't trouble your head about me 
less than you do already. So she may take her revenge as she 
chooses; I don't think she'll frighten you very much. Her great idea 
has been to be tremendously irreproachable-a kind of full-blown 
lily- the incarnation of propriety. She has always worshipped that 
god. There should be no scandal about Cresar's wife, you know; and; 
as I say, she has always hoped to marry Cresar. That was one reason 
she wouldn't marry Osmond; the fear that on seeing her with Pansy 
people would put things together-would even see a resemblance. 
She has had a terror lest the mother should betray herself. She has 
been awfully careful; the mother has never done so." 

"Yes, yes, -the mother has done so," said Isabel, who had listened 
to all this with a face more and more wan. "She betrayed herself to 
1ne the other day, though I didn't recognise her. There appeared to 
have been a chance of Pansy's making a great marriage

,. 
and in her 

disappointment at its not coming off she almost dropped the 
mask." 

"Ah, that's where she'd dish herself!" cried the Countess. "She 
has failed so dreadfully that she's determined her daughter shall 
n1ake it up." 

Isabel started at the words "her daughter," which her guest threw 
off so familiarly. "It seems very wonderful," she murmured; and in 
this bewildering impression she had almost lost her sense of being 
personally touched by the story. 

"Now don't go and turn against the poor innocent child!" the 
Countess went on. "She's very nice, in spite of her deplorable 
origin. I myself have liked Pansy; not, naturally, because she was 
hers, but because she had become yours." 

"Yes, she has become mine. And how the poor woman must have 
suffered at seeing me-!'' Isabel exclaimed while she flushed at the 
thought. 

"I don't believe she has suffered; on the contrary, she has 
enjoyed. Osmond's marriage has given his daughter a great little lift. 
netore that she lived ID a ho1e. And do vou know what the mother 

.I' 

thought? That you might take such a fancy to the child that you'd 
do something for her. Osmond of course could never give her a por
tion. Osmond was really extremely poor; but of course you know all 
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about that. Ah, my dear," cried the Countess, "why did you ever 
inherit money?" She stopped a moment as if she saw something sin
gular in Isabel's face. "Don't tell me now that you'll give her a dot.

You're capable of that, but I would refuse to believe it. Don't try to 
be too good. Be a little easy and natural and nasty; feel a little 
wicked, for the comfort of it, once in your life I'' 

"It's very strange. I suppose I ought. to know, but I'm sorry," 
Isabel said. "I'm much obliged to you." 

"Yes, you seem to be!" cried the Countess with a mocking laugh. 
"Perhaps you are-perhaps you're not. You don't take it as I should 
have thought." 

"How should I take it?" Isabel asked. 
"Well, I should say as a woman who has been made use of." 

Isabel made no answer to this; she only listened, and the Countess 
went on. "1bey've always been bound to each other; they remained 
so even after she broke off--or he did. But he has always been more 
for her than she has been for him. When their little carnival was 
over they made a bargain that each should give the other complete 
Jiberty, but that each should also do everything possible to help the 
other on. You may ask me how I know such a thing as that. I know 
it by the way they've behaved. Now see how much better women 
are than men! She has found a wife for Osmond, but Osmond has 

· never lifted a little finger for her. She has worked for him, plotted
for him, suffered for him; she has even more than once found
money for him; and the end of it is that he's tired of her. She's an
old habit; there are moments when he needs her, but on the whole
he wouldn't miss her if she were removed. And, what's more, to-day
she knows it. So you needn't be jealous!" the Countess added
humorously.

Isabel rose from her sofa again; she felt bruised and scant of
breath; her head was humming with new knowledge. "I'm much
obliged to you," she repeated. And then she added abruptly, in
quite a different tone: "How do you know all this?"

Tiiis enquiry appeared to ruffle the Countess 1nore than Isabel's
expression of gratitude pleased her. She gave her companion a bold
stare, with which, "Let us assume that I've invented itI" she cried.
She too, however, suddenly changed her tone and, laying her hand
on Isabel's arm, said with the penetration of her sharp bright smile:
"Now will you give up your journey?"

Isabel started a little; she turned away. But she felt weak and in a
moment had to lay her arm upon the mantel-shelf for support. She
stood a minute so, and then upon her arm she dropped her dizzy
head, wi�h closect eyes anct pale 1ips.

"I've done wrong to speak-I've n1ade you ill!" the Countess
cried.

"Ah, I must see Ralph!" Isabel wailed; not in resentment, not in 
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the quick passion her companion had looked for; but in a tone of 
far-reaching, infinite sadness. 

LIi 

There was a train for Turin and Paris that evening; and after the 
Countess had left her Isabel had a rapid and decisive conference 
\Vith her maid, who was discreet, devoted and active. After this she 
thought ( except of her journey) only of one thing. She must go 
and see Pansy; from her she couldn't turn away. She had not seen 
her yet, as Osmond had given her to understand that it was too 
soon to begin. She dr0ve at five o'clock to a high door in a narrow 
street in the quarter of the Piazza Navona,1 and was admitted by 
the portress of the convent, a genial and obsequious person. Isabel 
had been at this institution before; she had come with Pansy to see 
the sisters. She knew they were good women, and she saw that the 
large rooms were clean and cheerful and that the well-used garden 
had sun for ,vinter and shade for spring. But she disliked the place, 
which affronted and almost frightened her; not for the world would 
she have spent a night there. It produced to-day more than before 
the impression of a well-appointed prison; for it was not possible to 
pretend Pansy was free to leave it. This innocent creature had been 
presented to her in a new and violent light, but the secondary effect 
of the revelation was to make her reach out a hand. 

The portress left her to �ait in the parlour of the convent while 
she went to make it known that there was a visitor for the dear 
young lady. The parlour was a vast, cold apartment, with new-look
ing furniture; a large clean stove of white porcelain, unlighted, a 
collection of wax flowers under glass, and a series of engravings from 
religious pictures on the walls. On the other occasion Isabel had 
thought it less like Rome than like Philadelphia, but to-day she 
made no reflexions; the apartment o�ly seemed to her very empty 
and very soundless. The portress returned at the end of some five 
minutes, ushering in another person. Isabel got up, expecting to see 
one of the ladies of the sisterhood, but to her extreme surprise 
found herself confronted with Madame Merle. The effect was 
strange, for Madame Merle was already so present to her vision that 
her appearance in the flesh \Vas like suddenly, and rather awfully, 
seeing a painted picture 1nove. Isabel had been thinking all day of 
her falsity, her audacity, her ability, her probable suffering; and 
these dark things seemed to flash \vith a sudden light as she entered 
the room. Her being there at all had the character of ugly evidence, 
of handwritings, of profaned relics, of grim things produced in 
court. It made lsabe\ fee\ fain\; if it had been necessary to speak on 
the spot she would have been quite unable. But no such necessity 

1. A vast square near the Pantheon.
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was distinct to her; it seemed to her indeed that she had absolutely 
nothing to say to Madame Merle. In one's relations with this lady, 
however, there were never any absolute necessities; she had a 
manner which carried off not only her own deficiencies but those of 
other people. But she was different from usual; she came in slowly, 
behind the portress, and Isabel instantly perceived that she was not 
1ikely to depend upon her habitual resources. For her too the occa
sion ,vas exceptional, and she had undertaken to treat it by the light 
of the moment. This gave her a peculiar gravity; she pretended not 
even to smile, and though Isabel saw that she was more than ever 
playing a part it seemed to her that on the whole the wonderful 
woman had never been so natural. She looked at her young friend 
from head to foot, but not harshly nor defiantly; with a cold gentle
ness rather, and an absence of any air of allusion to their last meet
ing. It ,vas as if she had wished to mark a distinction. She had bee·n 
irritated then, she was reconciled now. 

"You can leave us alone," she said to the portress; "in five min
utes this lady will ring for you."· And then she turned to Isabel, 
\vho, after noting what has just been mentioned, had ceased to 
notice and had let her eyes wander as far as the limits of the room 
would allow. She wished never to look at Madame Merle again. 
"You're surprised to find me here, and I'm afraid you're not 
pleased," this lady went on. ''You don't see why I should have 
come; it's as if I had anticipated you. I confess I've been rather 
indiscreet-I ought to have asked your permission." There was 
none of the oblique movement of irony in this; it was said simply 
and mildly; but Isabel, far afloat on a sea of wonder and pain, could 
not have told herself with what intention it was uttered. "But I've 
not been sitting long," Madame Merle continued; "that is I've not 
been long \vith Pansy. I came to see her because it occurred to me 
this afternoon that she must be rather lonely and perhaps even a 
little miserable. It may be good for a small girl; I know so little 
about small girls; I can't tell. At any rate it's a little dismal. There
fore I came-on the chance. I knew of course that you'd come, and 
her father as well; still, I had not been told other visitors were for
bidden. The good woman-what's her name? Madame Catherine 
-made no objection whatever. I stayed twenty minutes with
Pansy; she has a charming little room, not in the least conventual,
with a piano and flo\vers. She has arranged it delightfully; she has so
much taste. Of course it's all none of my business, but I feel hap
pier since I've seen her. She may even have a maid if she likes; but
of course she has no occasion to dress. She wears a little black frock;
she looks so channi\\g. I \'Sent a{teIWatd� to �ee Mothe1 Cathe1ine,
who has a very good room too; I assure you I don't find the poor
sisters at all monastic. Mother Catherine has a most coquettish
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little toilet-table, with son1ething that looked uncommonly like a 
bottle of eau-de-Co}ogne. She speaks delightfully of Pansy; says it's 
a great happiness for them to have her. She's a little saint of heaven 
and a model to the oldest of tliem. Just as I was leaving Madame 
Catherine the portress came to say to her that there was a lady 
for the signorina. Of course I knew it must be you, and I asked 
her to let me go and receive you in her place. She demurred 
greatly-I must tell you that-and said it was her duty to notify 
the Mother Superior; it was of such high importance that you 
should be treated with respect. I requested her to let the Mother 
Superior alone and asked her how she supposed I would treat you!" 

So Madame Merle went on, with much of the brilliancy of a 
woman who had long- been a mistress of the art of conversation. 
But there were phases and gradations in her speech, not one of 
which was lost upon Isabel's ear, though her eyes were absent from 
her con1panion's face. She had not proceeded far before Isabe.1 
noted a sudden break in her voice, a lapse in her continuity, which 
was in itself a complete drama. This subtle modulation marked a 
1nomentous discovery-the perception of an entirely new attitude 
on the part of her listener. Madame Merle ,had guessed in the space 
of an instant that everything was at end between them, and in the 
space of another instant she had guessed the reason why. The 
person who stood there was not the same one she had seen hitherto, 
but was a very different person-a person who knew her secret. This 
discovery was tren1endous, and from the moment she made it the 
most accomplished of women faltered and lost her courage. But

only for that mon1ent. Then the conscious stream of her perfect 
manner gathered itself again and flowed on as smoothly as might be 
to the end. But it was only because she had the end in view that 
she was able to proceed. She had been touched with a point that 
n1ade her quiver, and she needed all the alertness of her will to 
repress her agitation. Her only safety was in her not betraying her
self. She resisted this, but the startled quality of her voice refused to 
improve-she couldn't help it-while she heard herself say she 
hardly knew what. The tide of her confidence ebbed, and she ,vas 
able only just to glide into port, faintly grazing the bottom. 

Isabel saw it all as distinctly as if it had been reflected in a large 
clear glass. It might have been a great moment for her, for it might 
have been a moment of triumph. That Madame �1er1e had lost her 
pluck and saw before her the phantom of exposure-this in itself 
was a revenge, this in itself was almost the promise of a brighter 
day. And for a moment during which she stood apparently looking 
out of the window, with her back half-tutned, Isabel enjoyed that 
knowledge. On the other side of the window lay the garden of the 
convent; but this is not what she saw; she saw nothing of the bud-
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ding plants and the glowing afternoon. She saw, in the crude light· 
of that revelation which had already become a part of experience 
and to which the very frailty of the vessel in which it had been 
offered her only gave an intrinsic price, the dry staring fact that she 
had been an applied handled hung-up tool, as senseless and conven
ient as mere shaped wood and iron. All the bitterness of this know
Jedge surged into her soul again; it was as if she felt on her lips the 
taste of dishonour. There was a moment during which, if she had 
turned and spoken, she would have said something that would hiss 
like a lash. But she closed her eyes, and then the hideous vision
dropped. What remained was the cleverest woman in the world 
standing there within a few feet of her and knowing as little what 
to think as the meanest. Isabel's only revenge was to be silent still 
-to ]eave Madame Merle in this unprecedented situation. She left
her there for a period that must have seemed long to this lady, who
at last seated herself with a movement which was in itself a confes
sion of helplessness. rfhen Isabel turned slow eyes, looking down at
her. Madame Merle was very pale; her own eyes covered Isabel's
face. She might see what she would, but her danger was over. Isabel
would never accuse her, never reproach her; perhaps because she
never would give her the opportunity to defend herself.

"I'm come to bid Pansy good-bye," our young woman said at last. 
"I go to England to-night." 

"Go to England to-night!" Madame Merle repeated sitting there 
and looking up at her. 
· "I'm going to Gardencourt. Ralph Touchett's dying."

"Ah, you'll feel that.'' Madame Merle recovered herself; she had
a chance to express sympathy. ''Do you go alone?" 

"Yes; without my husband." 
Madan1e Merle gave a low vague murmur; a sort of recognition of 

the general sadness of things. "Mr. Touchett never liked me, but 
I'm sorry he's dying. Shall you see his mother?" 

"Yes; she has returned from America." 
"She used to be very kind to me; but she has changed. Others 

too have changed," said Madame Merle with a quiet noble pathos. 
She paused a moment, then added: "And you'll see dear old Gar
dencourt again!" 

"I shall not enjoy it much," Isabel answered. 
"Naturally-in your grief. But it's on the whole, of all the houses 

I know, and I know many, the one I should have liked best to live 
in. I don't venture to send a message to the people," Madame 
Merle added; "but I should like to give my Jove to the place.,,

Isabel turned away. "I had better go to Pansy. I've not much 
time.,, 

While she looked about her for the proper egress, the door 
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opened and admitted one of 'the ladies of the house, ,vho advanced 
with a discreet smile, gently rubbing, under her long loose sleeves, a 
pair of plump white hands. Isabel recognised Madame Catherine, 
whose acquaintance she had already made, and begged that she 
would immediately lef her see Miss Osmond. Madame Catherine 
looked doubly discreet, but smiled very blandly and said: "It will be 
good for her to see you. I'll take you to her myself." Then she 
directed her pleased guarded vision to Madame ·Merle. 

"Will you let me remain a little?" this lady asked. "It's so good 
to be here." 

"You may remain always if you like!" And the good sister gave a 
knowing la ugh. 

She led Isabel out of the room, through several corridors, and up 
a long staircase. All these departments were solid and bare, light 
and clean; so, -thought Isabel, are the great penal establishments. 
Madame Catherine gently pushed open the door of Pansy's room 
and ushered in the visitor; then stood smiling \vith folded hands 
while the two others met and embraced. 

"She's glad to see you," she repeated; "it will do her good." _\nd 
she placed the best chair carefully for Isabel. But she made no 
movement to seat herself; she seemed ready to retire. "Ho,v does 
this dear child look?" she asked of Isabel, lingering a 111oment. 

"She looks pale," Isabel answered. 
"That's the pleasure of seeing you. She's very happy. Elle eclaire

la maison, "2 said the good sister. 
Pansy wore, as Madame Merle had said, a little black dress; it 

was perhaps this that made her look pale. "They're very good to me 
-they think of everything!" she exclaimed with all her customary
eagerness to accommodate.

"We think of you always-you're a precious charge,"· Madame 
Catherine remarked in the tone of a \VOn1an with whom benevo
lence was a habit and whose conception of duty was the acceptance 
of every care. It fell with a leaden \veight on Isabel's ears; it seemed 
to represent the surrender of a personality, the authority of the 
Church. 

When Madame Catherine had left them together Pansy kneeled 
down and hid her head in her stepmother's lap. So she remained 
some moments, while Isabel gently stroked her hair. Then she got 
up, averting her face and looking about the room. "Don't you think 
I've arranged it \vell? I've everything I have at home." 

"It's very pretty; you're very comfortable." Isabel scarcely kne,v 
,vhat she could say to her. On the one hand she couldn't let her 
think she had co1ne to pity her, and on the other it ,vould be a dull 
mockery to pretend to rejoice with her. So she simply added after a 
moment: "I've come to bid you good-bye. I'm going to England." 
2. She brightens the place.



VOL. II: LIi 461 

Pansy's white little face turned red. "To England! Not to come 
back?" 

"I don't know when I shall come back." 
"Ah, I'm sorry/' Pansy breathed with faintness. She spoke as if 

she had no right to criticise; but her to�e expressed a depth of dis
appointment. 

"My cousin, Mr. Touchett, is very ill; he'll probably die. I wish 
to see him," Isabel said. 

"Ah yes; you told me he would die. Of course you must go. And 
will papa go?" 

"No; I shall go alone." 
For a moment the girl said nothing. Isabel had often wondered 

what she thought of the apparent relations of her father with his 
wife; but never by a glance, by an intimation, had she let it be seen 
that she deemed them deficient in an air of intimacy. She made her 
reflexions, Isabel was sure; and she must have had a conviction that 
there \vere husbands and ,vives who were more intimate than that. 
But Pansy \-Vas not indiscreet even in thought; she would as little 
have ventured to judge her gentle stepmother as to criticise her 
magnificent father. Her heart may have stood almost as still as it 
would have done had she seen two of the saints in the great picture 
in the convent-chapel turn their painted heads and shake them at 
each other. But as in this latter cas_e she \vould ( for_ very solemnity's 
sake) never have n1entioned the a\vful phenomenon, so she put 
away all kno\vledge of the secrets o_f larger lives than her own. 
"You'll be very far away," she presently went on. 

"Yes; I shall be far away. But it will scarcely matter," Isabel 
explained; "since so long as you're here I can't be called near you.'·' 

"Yes, but you can come and .see me; though you've not come 
very often." 

"I've not come because your father forbade it. To-day I bring 
nothing with me. I can't amuse you." 

"I'm not to be amused. That's not what papa \Vishes." 
"Then it hardly matters whether I'm in Rome or in England." 
"You're not happy, Mrs. Osmond," said Pansy. 
"Not very. But it doesn't matter.'' 
"That's what I say to myself. What does it matter? But I should 

like to come out." 
"I \vish indeed you might." 
"Don't leave me here," Pansy went on gently. 
Isabel said nothing for a minute; her heart beat fast. "Will you 

come away with me now?" she asked. 
\1ansy \ookec\ a\: ber p\eac\ing\y. HDid papa te1l you to bring me?" 
"No; it's my own proposal." 
"I think I had better wait then. Did papa send me no message?" 
"I don't think he knew I was coming." 
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"He thinks I've not had enough," said Pansy. "But I have. The 
ladies are very kind to me and the little girls co1ne to see 1ne. There 
are some very little ones-such charming children. Then my room 
-you can see for yourself. A11 that's very delightful. But I've had
en?ugh. Papa wished me to think a little-and I've thought a great
deal."

"What have you thought?" 
"Well, that I must never displease papa." 
"You knew that before." 
"Yes; but I know it better. I'll do anything-I'll do anything," 

said Pansy. Then, as she heard her own words, a deep, pure blush 
came into her face. Isabel read the meaning of it; she sa\v the poor 
girl had been vanquished. It was well that Mr. Edward Rosier had 
kept his ena�els! Isabel looked into her eyes and saw there 1nainly a 
prayer to be treated easily. She laid her hand on Pansy's as if to let 
her kno,v that her look conveyed no diminution of esteem; for 
the collapse of the girl's mo1nentary resistance ( mute and modest 
though it had been) seemed only her tribute to the truth of 
things. She didn't presun1e to judge others, but she had judged her
self; she had seen the reality. She had no vocation for struggling 
with co1nbinations; in the solemnity of sequestration there ,vas 
son1ething that overwhelmed her. She bowed her pretty head to 
authority and only asked of authority to be merciful. Yes; it was 
very well that Ed\vard Rosier had reserved a few articles! 

Isabel got up; her time \Vas rapidly shortening. "Good-bye then. I 
leave Rome to-night." 

Pansy took hold of her dress; there \Vas a sudden change in the 
child's face. "You look strange; you frighten me." 

"Oh, I'm very harmless," said Isabel. 
"Perhaps you \von't come back?" 
"Perhaps not. I can't tell." 
"Ah, Mrs. Osmond, you \von't leave me!" 
Isabel now saw she had guessed everything. "My dear child, what 

can I do for you?" she asked. 
"I don't know-but I'm happier when I think of you." 
"You can always think of me." 
"Not when you're so far. I'm a little afraid," said Pansy. 
"What are you afraid of?" 
"Of papa-a little. And of· Madame Merle. She has just been to 

see me." 
"You must not say that," Isabel observed. 
"Oh, I'll do everything they want. Only if you're here I shall do 

it more easily." 
Isabel considered. "I won't desert you," she said at last. "Good� 

bye, my child." 
Then they held each other a moment in a silent embrace, like 
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two sisters; and afterwards Pansy ,valked along the corridor with her 
visitor to the top of the staircase. "Madame Merle has been here," 
she remarked as they went; and as Isabel answered nothing she 
added abruptly: "I don't like Madame Merle!" 

Isabel hesitated, then stopped. "You must never say that-that 
you don't like Madame Merle." 

Pansy looked at her in wonder; but wonder with Pansy had never 
been a reason for non-compliance. "I never will again," she said with 
exquisite gentleness. At the top of the staircase they had to sepa
rate, as it appeared to be part of the mild but very definite disci
pline under \vhich Pansy lived that she should not go down. Isabel 
descended, and when she reached the bottom the girl was standing 
above. "You'll come back?" she called out in a voice that Isabel 
remembered afterwards. 

HYes-1'11 come back." 
Madame Catherine 1net Mrs. Osmond below and conducted her 

to the door of the parlour, outside of which the two stood talking a 
minute. "I won't go in,'' said the good sister. "Madame Merle's 
waiting for you." 

At this announcement Isabel stiffened; she was on the point of 
asking if there were no other egress from the convent. But a 
mon1ent's reflexion assured her that she would do well not to betray 
to the vvorthy nun her desire to avoid Pansy's other friend. Her 
companion grasped her arm very gently and, fixing her a moment with 
\vise, benevolent eyes, said in French and almost familiarly: "Eh

bien, chere Madame, qu' en pensez_ vous?"3

"About my step-daughter? Oh, it would take long to tell you." 
"We think it's enough,'' Madame Catherine distinctly observed. 

And she pushed open the door of the parlour. 
Madame Merle \vas sitting just as Isabel had left her, like a 

woman so absorbed in thought that she had not n1oved a little 
finger. As Madame Catherine closed the door she got up, and Isabel 
saw that she had been thinking to son1e purpose. She had recovered 
her balance; she was in full possession of her resources. "I found I 
wished to wait for you," she said urbanely. "But it's not to talk 
about Pansy." 

Isabel wondered what it could be to talk about, and in spite of 
Madame Merle's declaration she answered after a 1noment: 
"Madame Catherine says it's enough." 

"Yes; it also seems to me enough. I wanted to ask you another 
word about poor Mr. Touchett," Madame Merle added. "Have you 
reason to believe that he's really at his last?" 

ul've no information but a telegram. Unfortunately it only con
firms a probability." 

"I'm going to ask you a strange question," said Madame Merle. 

3. Well, my dear madam, what do you think of it?
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"Are you very fond of your cousin?" And she gave a sn1ile as strange 
as her utterance. 

"Yes, I'm very fond of him. But I don't understand you." 
She just hung fire. "It's rather hard to explain. Something has 

occurred to me which may not have occurred to you, and I give 
you the benefit of my idea. Your cousin did you once a great service. 
Have you never guessed it?" 

"H 1 d . ''e 1as one me many services. 
"Yes; but one ,vas much above the rest. He made you a rich 

woman.'' 
"He made me-?" 
Madame Merle appearing to see herself successful, she went on 

more triumphantly: "He imparted to you that extra lustre which 
was required to make you a brilliant match. At bottom it's hin1 
you've to thank." She stopped; there was so1nething in Isabel's eyes. 

"I don't understand you. It was my uncle's money." 
''Yes; it was your uncle's money, but it was your cousin's idea. He 

brought his father over to it. Ah, 1ny dear, the sum was large!" 
Isabel stood staring; she seemed to-day to live in a world illu

mined by lurid flashes. "I don't know ,vhy you say such things. I 
don't know what vou know." 

"I know nothing but what I've guessed. But I've guessed that." 
Isabel went to the door and, when she had opened it, stood a 

moment with her hand on the latch. Then she said-it ,vas her 
only revenge: "I believed it \Vas you I had to thank!" 

Madame Merle dropped her eyes; she stood there in a kind of 
proud penance. "You're very :unhappy, I .know. But I'm more so." 

"Yes; I can believe that. I think I should like never to see you 
again." 

Madame Merle raised her eyes. "I shalI go to America," she qui
etly remarked \vhile Isabel passed out. 

LIII 

It was not with surprise, it was with a feeling which in other cir
cumstances would have had much of the effect of joy, that as Isabel 
descended from the Paris Mail at Charing Cross1 she stepped into 
the arms, as it were-or at any rate into the hands-of Henrietta 
Stackpole. She had telegraphed to her friend from Turin, and 
though she had not definitely said to herself that Henrietta would 
meet her, she had felt her telegram would produce some helpful 
result. On her long journey from Rome her mind had been given up 
to vagueness; she was unable to question the future. She perf�rmed 
this journey with sightless eyes and took 1itt1e pleasure in the coun
tries she traversed, decked out though they were in the richest fresh-

!. Close to Trafalgar Square and the terminus of the South Eastern Railway. 
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ness of spring. Her thoughts followed their course through other 
countries-strange-looking, dimly-lighted, pathless lands, in which 
there was no change of seasons, but only, as it seemed, a perpetual 
dreariness of winter. She had plenty to think about; but it was 
neither reflexion nor conscious purpose that filled her mind. Discon
nected visions passed through it, and sudden dull gleams of 
memory, of expectation. The past and the future ca.me and went at 
their will, but she saw them only in fitful images, which rose and 
fell by a logic of their own. It \vas extraordinary the things she 
remembered. Now that she was in the secret, now that she knew 
something that so much concerned her and the eclipse of which 
had made life resemble an attempt to play whist with an imperfect 
pack of cards, the truth of things, their mutual relations, their 
1neaning, and for the most part their horror, rose before her with a 
kind of architectural vastness. She remembered a thousand trifles; 
they started to life with the spontaneity of a shiver. She had 
thought them trifles at the time; now she saw that they had been 
weighted with lead. Yet even now they were trifles after all, for of 
what use was it to her to understand them? Nothing seemed of use 
to her to-day. All purpose, all intention, was suspended; all desire 
too save the single desire to reach her much-embracing refuge. Gar
dencourt had been her starting-point, and to those muffled cham-

. hers it was at least a temporary solution to return. She had gone 
forth in her strength; she would come back in her weakness, and if 
the place had been a rest to her before, it would be a sanctuary 
now. She envied Ralph his dying, for if one were thinking of rest 
that was the most perfect of all. To cease utterly, to give it all up 
and not know anything more-this idea \Vas as sweet as the vision 
of a cool bath in a marble tank, in a darkened chamber, in a hot 
land. 

She had moments indeed in her journey from Rome whicl1 were 
almost as good as being dead. She sat in her comer, so n1otionless, 
so passive, simply \vith the sense of being carried, so detached from 
hope and regret, that she recalled to herself one of those Etruscan 
figures couched upon the receptacle of their ashes. There was noth
ing to regret now-that was all over. Not only the time of her folly, 
but the time of her repentance was far. The only thing to regret 
,vas that Madame Merle had been so-well, so unimaginable. Just 
here her intelligence dropped, from literal inability to say what it 
was that Madame Merle had been. W.hatever it was it was for 
Madame Merle herself to regret it; and doubtless she would do so 
in America,, where she had announced she \Vas going. It concerned 
Isabel no n1ore; she only had an impression that she should never 
again see Madame Merle. This impression carried her into the 
future, of which from time to time she had a mutilated glimpse. She 
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saw herself, in the distant years, still in the attitude of a woman 
who had her life to live, and these intimations contradicted the 
spirit of the present hour. It might be desirable to get quite away, 
really away, further away than little grey-green England, but this 
privilege was evidently to be denied her. Deep in her soul-deeper 
than any appetite for renunciation-was the sense that life would 
be her business for a long time to come. And at moments there was 
something inspiring, almost enlivening·, in the conviction. It was a 
proof of strength-it was a proof she should some day be happy 
again. It couldn't be she ,vas to live only to suffer; she was still 
young, after all, and a great many things 1night happen to her yet. 
To live only to suffer--only to feel the injury of life repeated and 
enlarged-it seemed to her she was too valuable, too capable, for 
that. Then she wondered if it were vain and stupid to think so well 
of herself. When had it ever been a guarantee to be valuable? 
Wasn't all history full of the destruction of precious things? Wasn't 
it much more probable that if one were fine one would suffer? It 
involved then perhaps an admission that one had a certain gross
ness; but Isabel recognised, as it passed before her eyes, the quick 
vague shadow of a long future. She should never escape; she should 
last to the end. Then the middle years wrapped her about again and 
the grey curtain of her indifference closed her in. 

Henrietta kissed her, as Henrietta usually kissed, as if she were 
afraid she should be caught doing it; and then Isabel stood there in 
the crowd, looking about her, looking for her servant. She asked 
nothing; she wished to wait. She had a sudden perception that she 
should be helped. She rejoiced Henrietta had come; there was some
thing terrible in an arrival in London. The dusky, smoky, far-arch
ing vault of the station, the strange, livid light, the dense, dark, 
pushing crowd, filled her with a nervous fear and made her put her 
arm into her friend's. She remembered she had once liked these 
things; they seemed part of a mighty spectacle in which there was 
something that touched her. She remembered how she walked away 
from Euston, in the winter dusk, in the crowded streets, five years 
before. She could not have done that to-day, and the incident came 
before her as the deed of another person. 

"It's too beautiful that you should have come," said Henrietta, 
looking at her as if she thought Isabel might be prepared to chal
lenge the proposition. "If you hadn't-if you hadn't; \vell, I don't 
know,'' remarked Miss Stackpole, hinting ominously at her powers 
of disapproval. 

Isabel looked about without seeing her maid. Her eyes rested on 
ano�her figure, however, w\1icb sbe fe1t sl1e bad seen before; and in 
a moment she recognised the genial countenance of Mr. Bantling. 
He stood a little apart, and it was not in the power of the multitude 
that pressed about him to make him yield an inch of the ground he 
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had taken-that of abstracting himself discreetly while the two 
ladies performed their embraces. 

"There's Mr. Bantling," said Isabel, gently, irrelevantly, scarcely 
caring much now whether she should find her maid or not. 

"Oh yes, he goes everywhere with me. Come here, Mr. Bant
lingt" Henrietta exclaimed. Whereupon the gallant bachelor 
advanced with a smile-a smile tempered, however, by the gravity 
of the occasion. "Isn't it lovely she has come?" Henrietta asked. 
"He knows all about it," she added; "we had quite a discussion. He 
said you wouldn't, I said you would.''· 

"I thought you always agreed,'' Isabel smiled in return. She felt 
she could sn1ile now; she had seen in an instant, in Mr. Bantling's 
brave eyes, that he had good news for her. They seemed to say he 
wished her to remember he was an old friend of her cousin-that 
he understood, that it was all right. Isabel gave him her hand; she 
thought of him, extravagantly, as a beautiful blameless knight. 

"Oh, I always agree," said Mr. Bantling. "But she doesn't, you 
know." 

,.'Didn't I tell you that a maid was a nuisance?" Henrietta 
enquired. "Your young lady has probably remained at Calais." 

"I don't care," said Isabel, looking at Mr. Bantling, whom she 
had never found so interesting. 

"Stay with her while I go and see," Henrietta commanded, leav .. 
ing the two for a moment together. 

They stood there at first in silence, and then Mr. Bantling asked 
Isabel how it had been on the Channel. 

"Very fine. No, I believe it was very rough," she said, to her com
panion's obvious surprise. After which she added: "You've been to 
Gardencourt, I know." 

"Now how do vou know that?" 
., 

"I can't tell you-except that you look like a person who has 
been to Gardencourt." 

"Do you think I look awfully sad? It's awfully sad there, you 
know." 

"I don't believe you ever look awfully sad. You look awfully 
kind," said Isabel with a breadth that cost her no effort. It seemed 
to her she should never again feel a superficial embarrass1nent. 

Poor Mr. Bantling, however, was still in this inferior stage. He 
blushed a good deal and laughed, he assured her that he was often 
very blue, and that when he was blue he was awfully fierce. "You 
can ask Miss Stackpole, you know. I was at Gardencourt two days 
ago." 

HDid you see my cousin?n

"Only for a little. But he had been seeing people; Warburton 
had been there the day before. Ralph was just the same as usual, 
except that he was in bed and that he looks tremendously ill and 



468 THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY 

that he can't speak," Mr. Bantling pursued. "He ,vas awfully jolly 
and funny a11 the same. He was just as clever as ever. Ifs a,vfully 
wretched." 

Even in the crowded, noisy station this simple picture was vivid. 
"Was that late in the day?" 

"Yes; I went on purpose. We thought you'd like to kno\v." 
"I'm greatly obliged to you. Can I go down to-night?" 
"Ah, I don't think she'll let you go," said Mr. Bantling. ''She 

wants you to stop ,vith her. I made Touchett's n1an promise to tele
graph me to-day, and I found the telegram an hour ago at my club. 
'Quiet and easy,' that's what it says, and it's dated t,vo o'clock. So 
you see you can wait till to-morrow. You must be awfu11y tired.'� 

"Yes, I'm awfully tired. And I thank you again." 
"Oh," said Mr. Bantling, "we were certain you would ]ike the 

last news." On \vhich Isabel vaguely noted that he and Henrietta . 
seemed after all to agree. Miss Stackpole came back with !sabers 
n1aid, whom she had caught in the act of proving her utility. This 
excellent person, instead of losing herself in the crowd, had sin1ply 
attended to her 1nistress's luggage, so that the latter was now at lib
erty to leave the station. "You know you're not to think of going to 
the country to-night," I-Ienrietta remarked to her. "It doesn't 
matter whether there's a train or not. Youtre to ·come straight to me
in Wimpole Street. There isn't a corner to be had in London, but 
I've-got you one all the same. It isn't a Roman palac_e, but it ,vill do 
for a night." 

"I'll do whatever you wish," Isabel said. 
"You'll come and answer a few questions; that's what I wish." 
"She doesn't say anything about dinner, does she, Mrs. 

Osmond?" Mr. Bantling enquired jocosely. 
Henrietta fixed him a moment with her speculative gaze. "I see 

you're in a great hurry to get your own. You'll be at the Paddington 
Station2 to-morrow morning at ten." 

"Don't come for my sake, Mr. Bantling," said Isabel. 
"He'll come for 1nine," Henrietta declared as she ushered her 

friend into a cab. And later, in a large dusky parlour in Wimpole 
Street-to do her justice there had been dinner enough-she asked 
those questions to which she had alluded at the station. "Did your 
husband make you a scene about your coming?" That was Miss 
Stackpole's first enquiry. 

"No; I can't say he made a scene:' 
"He didn't object then?" 
"Yes, he objected very much. But it was not what you'd call a 

scene.'' 

2. Terminus of the Great Western Railway for the west and southwest of England.
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"What was it then?" 
"It was a very quiet conversation." 
Henrietta for a moment regarded her guest. "It must have been 

hellish," she then remarked. And Isabel didn't deny that it had 
been hellish. But she confined herself to answering Henrietta's ques
tions, which was easy, as they were tolerably definite. For the pre
sent she offered her no new information. "Well,'' saicl Miss Sta�k
pole at last, "I've only one criticism to make. I don't see why you· 
promised little Miss Osmond to go back." · 

"I'm not sure I myself see now," Isabel replied. "But I did then." 
"If you've forgotten your reason perhaps you won't return." 
Isabel waited a moment. "Perhaps I shall find another." 
"You'll certainly never find a good one." 
"In default of a better my having promised will do," Isabel sug

gested. 
"Yes; that's why I hate it."

"Don't speak of it now. I've a little time. Coming away was a 
CO:Qlplication, but what will going back be?11

"You must remember, after all� that he won·'t make you a scene!" 
said Henrietta with much intention. 

"He will, though," Isabel answered gravely. "It won't be the 
scene of a moment; it will be a scene of the rest of my life.'' 

For some minutes the two women sat and considered this 
remainder, and then Miss Stackpole, to change the subject, as 
Isabel had requested, announced abruptly: "I've been to stay with 
Lady Pensill" 

"Ah, the invitation ca1ne at last!" 
"Yes; it took five years. But this tin1e she wanted to see 111e." 
"Naturally enough." 
"It was more natural than I think you know," said Henrietta, 

who fixed her eyes on a distant point. And then she added, turning 
suddenly: "Isabel Archer, I beg your pardon. You don't know why? 
Because I criticised you, and yet I've gone further than yon. Mr. 
Osmond, at least, was born on the other side!" 

It \Vas a moment before Isabel grasped her meaning; this sense 
was so m,odestly, or at least so ingeniously, veiled. Isabel's mind was 
not possessed at present with the comicality of things; but she 
greeted with a quick laugh the image that her companion had 
raised. She immediately recovered herself, however, and with the 
right excess of intensity, "Henrietta Stackpole," she asked, "are you 
going to give up your country?" 

"Yes, my poor Isabel, I am. I won't pretend to deny it; I look the 
tact iu the face. I'm going to marry Mr. Eantling and locate right 
here in London.n 

"It seems very strange," said Isabel, smiling now. 
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"Well yes, I suppose it does. I've come to it little by little. I 
think I know what I'1n doing; but I don't know as I can explain." 

"One can't explain one's marriage," Isabel answered. "And yours 
doesn't need to be explained. Mr. Bantling isn't a riddle." 

"No, he isn't _a bad pun-or even a high flight of American 
humour. He has a beautiful nature," Henrietta went on. "I've stud
ied him for n1any years and I see right through him. He's as clear as 
the style of a good prospectus. He's not intellectual, but h� appre
ciates intellect. On the other hand he doesn't exaggerate its claims. 
I sometimes think we do in the United States.n 

"Ah," said Isabel, "you 're changed indeed! It's the first time I've 
ever heard you say anything against your native land." 

"I only say that we're too infatuated with mere brain-power; that, 
after all, isn't a vulgar fault. But I am changed; a woman has to 
change a good deal to n1arry.t, 

"I hope you'll be very happy. You wi11 at last-over here-see 
something of the inner life.'' 

Henrietta gave a little significant sigh. "That's the key to the 
mystery, I believe. I couldn't endure to be kept off. Now I've as 
good a right as any one!" she added with artless elation. 

Isabel was duly diverted, but there was a certain melancholy in 
her view. Henrietta, after all, had confessed herself human and fem
inine, Henrietta whom she had hitherto regarded as a light keen 
flame, a disembodied voice. It was a disappointment to find she had 
personal susceptibilities, that she was subject to common passions, 
and that her intimacy with Mr. Bantling had not been completely 
original. TI1ere was a want of originality in her marrying him
there was even a kind of stupidity; and for a moment, to Isabel's 
sense, the dreariness of the world took on a deeper tinge. A little 
later indeed she reflected that Mr. Bantling himself at least was 
original. But she didn't see how Henrietta could give up her coun
try. She herself had relaxed her hold of it, but it had never been her 
country as it had been Henrietta's. She presently asked her if she 
had enjoyed her visit to Lady Pensil. 

"Oh yes," said Henrietta, "she didn't know what to make of 
e ,, m . 
"And was that very enjoyable?n

"Very much so, because she's supposed to be a master mind. She 
thinks she knovvs everything; but she doesn't understand a woman 
of my modern type. It would be so much easier for her if I were 
only a little better or a little worse. She's so puzzled; I believe she 
thinks it's my duty to go and do something in1moral. She thinks it's 
immoral thit l �hou\d m�I� bet b1othe1; bu\, a\te1 a\\, tbat isn't 
immoral enough. And she'll never understand my mixture-never!" 

"She's not so intelligent as her brother then," said IsabeJ. "He 
appears to have understood." 
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"Oh no, he hasn't!" cried Miss Stackpole with decision. "I really 
believe that's what he wants to marry me for;._just to find out the 
mystery and the proportions of it. Thafs a fixed idea-a kind of 
fascination.'' 

"It's very good in you to humour it." 
"Oh well," said Henrietta,. "I've something to find out too!" And 

Isabel saw that she had not renounced an allegiance, but planned 
an attack. She \vas at last about to grapple in earnest with England. 

Isabel also perceived, however, on the morrow, at the Paddington 
Station, where she found herself, at ten o'clock, in the company 
both of Miss Stackpole and Mr. Bantling, that the gentleman bore 
his perplexities lightly. If he had not found out everything he had 
found out at least the great point-that Miss Stackpole would not 
be wanting in initiative. It \Vas evident that in the selection of a

wife he had been on his guard against this deficiency. 
"Henrietta has told me, and I'm very glad," Isabel said as she 

gave him her hand. 
"I dare say you think it awfully odd," Mr. Bantling replied, rest

ing on his neat umbrella. 
"Yes, I think it awfully odd." 
"You can't think it so awfully odd as I do .. But I've always rather 

liked striking out a line," said Mr. Bantling serenely. 

UV 

Isabel's arrival at Gardencourt on this second occasion was even 
quieter than it had been on the first. Ralph Touchett kept but a 
small household, and to the new servants Mrs. Osmond was a 
stranger; so that instead of being conducted to her own apartment 
she was coldly shown .into the drawing-room and left to wait while 
her na1ne was carried up to her aunt. She waited a long time; Mrs. 
Touchett appeared in no hurry to come to her. She grew impatient 
at last; she grew nervous and scared-as sea red as if the objects 
about her had begun to show for conscious things, watching her 
trouble with grotesque grimaces. The day was dark and cold; the 
dusk was thick in the comers of the wide brown rooms. The house 
was perfectly still-with a stillness that Isabel remembered; it had 
filled all the place for days before the death of her uncle. She left 
the drawing-room and wandered about-strolled into the library 
and along the gallery of pictures, where, in the deep silence, her 
footstep made an echo. Nothing was changed; she recognised every
thing she had seen years before; it might have been only yesterday 
she had stood there. She envied the security of valuable "pieces" 
which change by no hair's breadth, only grow in value, while their 
owners lose inch by inch youth, happiness, beauty; and she became 
aware that she was walking about as her aunt had done on the day 
she had come to see her in Albany. She was changed enough since 
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then-that had been the beginning. It suddenly struck her that if 
her Aunt Lydia had not come that day in just that way and found 
her alone, everything n1ight have been different. She 1night have 
had another life and she 111ight have been a woman more blest. She 
stopped in the gallery in front of a small picture-a charming and 
precious Bonington1-upon which her eyes rested a long time. But 
she was not looking at the picture; she was wondering whether if 
her aunt had not come that day in Albany she \vould have married 
Caspar Goodwood. 

Mrs. Touchett appeared at last, just after Isabel had returned to 
the big uninhabited drawing�room. She looked a good deal older, 
but her eye was as bright as ever and her head as erect; her thin lips 
seemed a repository of latent meanings. She \vore a little grey dress 
of the most undecorated fashion, and Isabel wondered, as she had 
,;vondered the first time, if her remarkable kinswo1nan resen1bled 
more a queen-regent or the matron of a gaol. Her lips· felt very thin 
indeed on Isabel's hot cheek. 

"I've kept you waiting because I've been sitting with Ralph," 
Mrs. 1,ouchett said. "The nurse had gone to luncheon and I had 
taken her place. He has a 1nan who's supposed to look after him, 
but the man's good for nothing; he's always looking out of the win
dow-as if there. were anything to see! I didn't wish to 1nove, 
because Ralph seemed to be sleeping and I \Vas afraid the sound 
would disturb him. I waited till the nurse came back; I reme1nbered 
vou knew the house." 

"I find I know it better even than I thought; I've been walking 
everywhere," Isabel answered. And then she asked if Ralph slept 
much. 

"He lies with his eyes closed; he doesn't move. But l'n1 not sure 
that it's always sleep." 

"Will he see 1ne? Can he speak to me?" 
Mrs. Touchett declined the office of saying. "You can try him," 

was the Jimit of her extravagance. And then she offered to conduct 
Isabel to her room. "I thought they had taken you there; but it's not 
my house, it's Ralph's; and I don't know what they do. They must 
at least have taken your luggage; I don't suppose you've brought 
much. Not that I care, however. I believe they've given you the 
same room you had before; when Ralpl� heard you. were coming he 
said you 1nust have that one." 

"Did he say anything else?" 
"Ah, my dear, he doesn't chatter as he used!" cried Mrs. Touch

ett as she preceded her niece up the staircase. 
It ,vas the sa1ne room, and something told Isabel it had not been 

1. Richard Parkes Bonington (1801-1828), English landscape and genre painter.
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slept in since she occupied it. I1er luggage was there and was not 
voluminous; Mrs. Touchett sat down a moment ,vith her eyes upon 
it. "Is there really no hope?" our young woman asked as she stood 
before her. 

"None. whatever. 111ere never has been. It has not been a success
ful life." 

"No-it has only been a beautiful one." Isabel found herself 
already contradicting her aunt; she was irritated by her dryness. 

"I don't know ,vhat you mean by that; there's no beauty without 
health. Tl1at is a very odd dress to travel in." 

Isabel glanced at her garment. "I Jeft Rome at an hour's notice; I 
took the first that came." 

"Your sisters, in i\merica, wished to kno,v how you dress. That 
seemed to be their principal interest. I \vasn't able to tell then1-
but they seemed to have the right idea: that yon never wear any
thing Jess than black brocade." 

"They think I'm 1nore bri11iant than I am; I'm afraid to tell them 
the truth," said Isabel. "Lily wrote me you had dined with her." 

"She invited me four times, and I went once. After the second 
time she should have let me alone. The dinner was very good; it 
must have been expensive. I-Ier husband has a very bad manner. 
Did I enjoy my visit to America? Why should I have enjoyed it? I 
didn't go for my pleasure." 

These \Vere interesting items, but Mrs. Touchett soon left her 
niece, \Vhom she was to meet in half an hour at the midday meal. 
For this repast the two ladies faced each other at an abbreviated 
table in the melancholy dining-room. 1-Iere, after a little, Isabel saw 
her aunt not to be so dry as she appeared, and her old pity for the 
poor woman's inexpressiveness, her want of regret, of disappoint
ment, can1e back to her. Unmistakeably she would have found it a 
blessing to-day to be able to feel a defeat, a n1istake, even a shame 
or two. She \vondered if she ,vere not even missing those enrich
ments of consciousness an·d privately trying-reaching out for some 
aftertaste of life, dregs of the banquet; the testin1ony of pain .or the 
co]d recreation of remorse. On the other hand perhaps she \Vas 
afraid; if she should begin to know remorse at all it might take her 
too far. Isabel could perceive, ho,vever, ho,v it had come over her 
dimly that she had failed of something, that she saw herself in the 
future as an old ,voman without n1emories. lier little sharp face 
looked tragical. She · told her niece that Ralph had as yet not n1oved, 
but that he probably ,vou]d be able to see her before dinner. And 
then in a moment she added that he had seen Lord \Varburton the 
day before; an announcement ,vhich startled Isabel a little, as it 
seen1ed an intimation that this personage ,vas in the neighbourhood 
and that an accident n1ight bring them together. Such an accident 
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would not be happy; she had not come to England to struggle again 
with Lord Warburton. She none the less presently said to her aunt 
that he had been very kind to Ralph; she had seen something of 
that in Rome. 

"He has something else to think of now," Mrs. Touchett 
returned. And she paused with a gaze like a gimlet. 

Isabel saw she meant something, and instantly guessed what she 
meant. But her reply concealed her guess; her heart beat faster and 
she wished to gain a moment. "Ah yes-the House of Lords and 
all that." 

"He's not thinking of the Lords; he's thinking of the ladies. At 
least he's thinking of one of them; he told Ralph he's engaged to he 
married.'' 

"Ah, to be married!" Isabel mildly exclaimed. 
"Unless he breaks it off. He seemed to think Ralph would like to 

know. Poor Ralph can't go to the ,vedding, though I believe it's to 
take place very soon." 

"And who's the young lady?" 
"A member of_ the aristocracy; Lady Flora,. Lady Felicia-some

thing of that sort." 
"I'm very glad," Isabel said. "It must be a sudden decision." 
"Sudden enough, I ·believe; a courtship of three weeks. It has 

only just been made public." 
"I'm very glad,'·' Isabel repeated with a larger emphasis. She kne\\1

her aunt was watching her-looking for the signs of some imputed 
soreness, and the desire to prevent her companion from seeing any
thing of this kind enabled her to speak in the tone of quick satisfac
tion, the tone almost of relief. Mrs. Touchett of course followed the 
tradition that ladies, even married ones, regard the marriage of their 
old lovers as an offence to themselves. Isabel's first care therefore 
was to show that however that rnight be in general she was not 
offended now. But meanwhile, as I say, her heart beat faster; and if 
she sat for some moments thoughtful-she presently forgot Mrs. 
Touchett's observation-it was not because she had lost an admirer. 
Her imagination had traversed half Europe; it halted, panting, and 
even trembling a little, in the city of Rome. She figured herself 
announcing to her husband that Lord Warburton was to lead a 
bride to the altar, and she was of course not aware how extremely 
wan she must have looked while she made this intellectual effort. 
But at last she collected herself and said to her aunt: "He was sure 
to do it some time or other." 

Mrs. Touchett was silent; then she gave a sharp little shake of 
�be 11ead. "Ab, my dear, you're beyond me!" sbe cried suddenly. 
They went on with their luncheon in silence; Isabel felt as if she 
had heard of Lord Warburton's death. She had known him only as 
a suitor, and now that was all over. He was dead for poor Pansy; by 
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Pansy he might have lived. A servant had been hovering about; at 
last Mrs� Touchett requested him to leave then1 alone. She had 
finished her meal; she sat with her hands folded on the edge of the 
table. "I should like to ask you three questions," she observed when 
the servant had gone. 

"Three are a great m�ny." 
"I can't do with less; I've been thinking. They're all very good 

ones." 
"That's what I'm afraid of. The best questions are the ,vorst," 

Isabel answered. Mrs. Touchett had pushed back her 9hair, and as 
her niece left the table and walked, rather consciously, to one of the 
deep windows, she felt herself followed by her eyes. 

"Have you ever been sorry you didn't marry Lord Warburton?" 
Mrs. Touchett enquired. 

Isabel shook her head slowly, but not heavily. "No, dear aunt." 
"Good. I ought to tell you that I propose to believe what you 

say." 
"Your believing me' s an immense temptation," she declared, 

smiling still. 
"A temptation to lie? I don't recommend you to do that, for 

when I'm misinformed I'm as dangerous as a poisoned rat. I don't 
mean to crow over you." 

"It's my husband who doesn't get on with me,'' said Isabel. 
''I could have told him he wouldn't. I don't call that crowing 

over you," Mrs. Touchett. "Do you still like Serena Merle?" she 
went on. 

"Not as I once did. But it doesn't matter, for she's going to 
America.'' 

"To America? She must have done something very bad." 
"Yes-very bad." 
"May I ask what it is?" 
"She made a convenience of me."

"Ah," cried Mrs. Touchett, "so she did of me! She does of everv 
J 

one." 
"She'll make a convenience of America," said Isabel, smiling 

again and glad that her aunt's questions were over. 
It was not till the evening that she was able to see Ralph. He had 

been dozing all day; at least he had been lying unconscious. The

doctor was there, but after a while went away-the local doctor, 
who had attended his father and whom Ralph liked. He came three 
or four times a day; he was deeply interested in his patient. Ralph 
had had Sir Matthew Hope, but he had got tired of this celebrated 
man, \o whom he had as'\ceo bis motber to send word he was now 
dead and was therefore without further need of 1nedical advice. 
Mrs. Touchett had simply written to Sir Matthew that her son dis
liked him. On the day of Isabel's arrival Ralph gave no sign, as I 
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have related, for many hours; but toward evening he raised himself 
and said he knew that she had con1e. How he knew was not appar
ent, inasmuch as for fear of exciting hin1 no one had offered the 
inforn1ation. Isabel came in and sat by his bed in the dim light; 
there was only a shaded candle in a corner of the room. She told 
the nurse ·she might go-she herself would. sit with him for the rest 
of the evening. He had opened his eyes and recognised her, and had 
moved his hand, \vhich lay helpless beside him, so that she might 
take it. But he was unable to speak; 11e closed his eyes again and 
remained perfectly still, only keeping her hand in his own. She sat 
with hin1 a Jong time-till the nurse came back; but he gave no fur
ther sign. He might have passed away while she looked at him; he 
was already the figure and pattern of death. She had thought hin1 
far gone in Rome, and this \Vas \Vorse; there was but one change 
possib]e now. There was a strange tranquillity in his face; it \vas as 
still as the lid of a box. With this he was a mere lattice of bones; 
when he opened his eyes to greet her it was as if she were looking 
into in11neasurable space. It was not till midnight that the nurse 
came back; but the hours, to Isabel, had not seemed long; it was 
exactly what she had come for. If she had co1ne simply to \vait she 
found ample occasion, for he lay three days in a kind of grateful 
silence. He recognised her and at n1oments seemed to wish to speak; 
but he found no voice. Then he closed his eyes again, as if he too 
\vere waiting for something-for something that certainly would 
come. He was so absolutely quiet that it seemed to her what was 
coming had already arrived; and yet she never lost the sense that 
they were still together. But they ,vere not always together; there 
were other hours that she passed in wandering through the empty 
house and listening for a voice that was not poor Ralph's. She had a 
constant fear; she thought it possible her husband \vould write to 
her. But he remained silent, and she only got a letter from Florence 
and fron1 the Countess Gemini. Ralph, ho\vever, spoke at last-on 
the evening of the third day. 

"I feel better to-night,'' he 1nunnured, abruptly, in the soundless 
dimness of her vigil; "I think I can say something." She sank upon 
her knees beside his pillo\v; took his thin hand in her own; begged 
him not to make an effort-not to tire himself. His face ,vas of 
necessity serious-it was. incapable of the muscular play of a smile; 
but its owner apparently had �ot lost a perception of incongruities. 
''What does it matter if I'm tired when I've all eternity to rest? 
There's no harm in making an effort when it's the very last of all. 
Don't people always feel better just before the end? I've often heard 
of that; it's what I ,vas waiting for. Ever since you've been here I 
thought it \vould come. I tried t\vo or three times; I vvas afraid 
you'd get tired of sitting there." He spoke slowly, with painful 
breaks and long pauses; his voice seemed to come from a distance. 



VOL. II: LIV 477 

When he ceased he lay with his face turned to Isabel and his large 
unwinking eyes open into her own. "It was very good of you to 
come," he went on. "I thought you would; but I wasn't sure." 

"I was not sure either till I came," said Isabel. 
"You've been like an angel beside my bed. You know they talk 

about the angel of death. It's the most beautiful of all. You've been 
like that; as if you were waiting for me." 

"I was not waiting for your. death; I was waiting for-for this. 
This is not death, dear Ralph." 

"Not for you-no. There's nothing makes us feel so much alive 
as to see others die. That's the sensation of life-the sense that we 
remain. I've had it--even I. But now I'm of no use but to give it to 
others. With me it's all over." And then he paused. Isabel bowed 
her head further, till it rested on the two hands that \Vere clasped 
upon his own. She couldn't see him now; but his far-away voice was 
close to her ear. "Isabel," he went on suddenly, "I wish it were over 
for you." She answered nothing; she had burst into sobs; she 
remained so, with her buried face. He lay silent, listening to her 
sobs; at last he gave a long groan. "Ah, what is it you have done for 
me?" 

"What is it you did for me?" she cried, her now extreme agita
tion half smothered by her attitude. She had lost all her shame, all 
�ish to hide things. Now he must know; she wished him to know, 
for it brought them supremely together, and he ,vas beyond the 
reach of pain. "You did something once-you know it. 0 Ralph, 
you've been everything! What have I done for you-what can I do 
to-day? I \vould die if you could live. But I don't wish you to live; I 
would die myself, not to lose you." Her voice was as broken as his 
own and full of tears and anguish. 

"You \Von't lose me-you'll k�ep me. Keep me in your heart; I 
shall be nearer to you than I've ever been. Dear Isabel, life is better; 
for in life there's love. Death is good-but there's no love." 

"I never thanked you-I never spoke-I never was what I should 
be!" Isabel went on. She felt a passionate need to cry out and 
accuse herself, to let her sorrow possess her. All her troubles, for the 
moment, beca1ne single and melted together into this present pain. 
"What n1ust you have thought of me? Yet how could I kno,v? I 
never knew, and I only know to-day because there are people less 
stupid than I." 

"Don't mind people," said Ralph. "I think I'm glad to leave 
people." 

She raised her head and her clasped hands; she seemed for a 
n1oment to \)Ia� to him. "Is it true-is it true?" she asked. 

"True that you've been stupid? Oh no," said Ralph ,vith a sensi-
ble intention of wit. 

"That you made me rich-that all I have is yours?" 
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He turned away his head, and for son1e time said nothing. Then 
at last: "Ah, don't speak of that-that was not happy." Slowly he 
moved his face toward her again, and they once more savv each 
other. "But for that-but for that-!" And he paused. ''I believe I 
ruined you," he ,vailed. 

She \vas full of the sense that he \:vas beyond the reach of pain; 
he seemed already so little of this world. But even if she had not 
bad it she ,vould stilJ have spoken, for nothing mattered now but 
the only knowledge that \vas not pure anguish-the knowledge that 
they were looking at the trutl1 together. ''He married me for the 
money," she said. She wished to say everything; she ,vas afraid he 
might die before she had done so. 

He gazed at her a little, and for the first time his fixed eyes lo\v
ered their lids. But he raised them in a moment, and then, "He "'as 
greatly in love· with you," he answered. 

"Yes, he was in love with me. But he wouldn't have married me 
if I had been poor. I don't hurt you in saying that. How can I? 
I only want you to understand. I always tried to keep yon from 
understanding; but that's all over." 

"I always understood," said Ralph. 
"I thought you did, and I didn't like it. But now I like it." 
"You don't hurt me-you make me very happy." And as Ralph 

said this there \Vas an extraordinary gladness in his voice. She bent 
her head again, and pressed her lips to the back of his hand. "I 
always understood," he continued, "though it \Vas so strange-so 
pitiful. You ,vanted to look at life for yourself-but you were not 
allowed; you were punished for your wish. You were ground in the. 
very mill of the conventional!" 

"Oh yes, I've been punished," Isabel sobbed. 
He listened to her a little, and then continued: "Was he verv 

bad about your coming?" 
"He made it very hard for me. But I don't care." 
"It is all over then between you?" 
"Oh no; I don't think anything's over."' 
"Are you going back to him?" Ralph gasped.· 
"I don't know-I can't tell. I shall stay here as long as I may. I 

don't want to think-I needn't think. I don't ca.re for anything but 
you, and that's enough for the present. It will last a little yet. Here 
on my knees, with you dying in my arms, I'm happier than I have 
been for a long time. And I \Vant you to be happy-not to think of 
anything sad; only to feel that I'm near you and I love you. Why 
should there be pain? In such hours as this what have we to do 
with pain? That's not the deepest thing; there's something deeper." 

Ralph evidently found from moment to moment greater difficulty 
in speaking; he had to wait Jonger to collect himself. At first he 
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appeared to make no response to these last words; he let a long time 
elapse. Then he murmured simply: "You must stay here." 

"I should like to stay-as long as seems right." 
"As seems right-as seems right?" He repeated her \Vords. "Yes, 

you think a great deal about that." 
"Of course one must. You're very tired," _said Isabel. 
"I'm very tired. You said just now that pain's not the deepest 

thing. No-no. But it's very deep. If I could stay-" 
"For me you'll always be here," she softly interrupted. It was easy 

to interrupt him. 
But he went on, after a moment: "It passes, after a11; it's passing 

now. But love remains. I don't know whv we should suffer so much . 
Perhaps I shall find out. There are many things in life. You're very 
young." 

"I feel very old," said Isabel. 
"You'll grow young again. That's ho,v I see you. I don't believe 

-I don't believe-" But he stopped again; his strength failed him.
She begged him to be quiet now. "We needn't speak to under

stand each other," she said. 
"I don't believe that such a generous mistake as yours can hurt 

you for more than a little." 
"Oh Ralph, I'm very happy now," she cried through her tears. 
"And remember this," he continued, {(that if you've been hated 

you've also been loved. Ah but, Isabel-adored!" he just audibly 
and lingeringly breathed. 

"Oh my brother!'' she cried \vith a movement of still deeper pros
tration. 

LV 

He had told her, the first evening she ever spent at Gardencourt, 
that if she should live to suffer enough she might some day see the 
ghost with which the old house was duly provided. She apparently 
had fulfilled the necessary condition; for the next morning, in the 
cold, faint dawn, she kne\v that a spirit \Vas standing by her bed. She 
had lain down without undressing, it being her belief that Ralph 
would not outlast the night. She had no inclination to sleep; she was 
waiting, and such waiting was wakeful. But she closed her eyes; she. 
believed that as the night wore on she should hear a knock at her 
door. She heard no knock, but at the tin1e the darkness began 
vaguely to grow grey she started up from her pillow as abruptly as if 
she had received a summons. It seemed to her for an instant that he 
was standing there-a vague, hovering figure in the vagueness of the 
room. S11e stared a n1oment; she saw his white face-his kind eyes; 
then she saw there was nothing. She ,vas not afraid; she was only 
sure. She quitted the place and in her <;ertairity passed through dark 
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corridors and down a flight of oaken steps that shone in the vague 
light of a hall-window. Outside Ralph's door she stopped a 
mon1ent, listening, but she seemed to hear only the hush that filled 
it. She opened the door with a hand as gentle as if she \vere lifting 
a veil from the face of the dead, and saw Mrs. Touchett sitting 
1notionless and upright beside the couch of her son, \vith one of his 
hands in her own. rfhe doctor \Vas on the other side, with poor 
Ralph's further \vrist resting in his professional fingers. The two 
nurses were at the foot between them. Mrs. Touchett took no 
notice of Isabel, but the doctor looked at her very hard; then he 
gently placed Ralph's hand in a proper position, close beside hi1n. 
The nurse looked at her very hard too, and no one said a word; but 
Isabel only looked at \\,hat she had come to see. It was fairer than 
Ralph had ever been in life, and there was a strange resemblance to 
the face of his father, which, six years before, she had seen lying on 
the same pillo\v. She ,vent to her aunt and put her arm around her;

and Mrs. Touchett, who as a general thing neither invited nor 
enjoyed caresses, subn1itted for a rno1nent to this one, rising, as 
might be, to take it. But she \Vas stiff and dry-eyed; her acute \vhite 
face was terrible. 

''Dear Aunt Lydia,." Isabel murmured. 
"Go and thank God you've no child," said Mrs. Touchett, disen

gaging herself. 
Three days after this a considerable number of people' found 

time, at the height of the London "season," to take a morning train 
down to a quiet station in Berkshire and spend half an hour in a 
small grey church which stood within an easy walk. It was in the 
green burial-place of this edifice that Mrs. Touchett consigned her 
son to earth. She stood herself at the edge of the grave, and Isabel 
stood beside her; the sexton himself had not a more practical inter
est in the scene than Mrs. Touchett. It was a solemn occasion, but 
neither a harsh nor a heavy one; there \Vas a certain geniality in the 
appearance of things. TI1e \Veather had changed to fair; the day, one 
of the last of the treacherous May-time, was warn1 and windless, 
and the air had the brightness of the hawthorn and the blackbird. 
If it was sad to think of poor Touchett, it \vas not too sad, since 
death, for l1im, had had no violence. He had been dying so long; he 
,vas so ready; everything had been so expected and prepared. There 
were tears in Isabel's eyes, but they were not tears that blinded. She 
looked through them at the beauty of the day, the splendour of 
nature, the sweetness of -the old English churchyard, the bowed 
heads of good friends. Lord Warburton was there, and a group of 
gentlen1en all unknown to heI, seve-ral o{ \vhom, as she aftetwatds 
learned, were connected with the bank; and there were others whom 
she knew. Miss Stackpole was among the first, ,vith honest Mr. 
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Bantling beside her; and Caspar Goodwood, lifting his head higher 
than the rest-bowing it rather less. During much of the time 
Isabel was conscious of Mr. Goodwood's gaze; he looked at her 
somewhat harder than he usually looked in public, while the others 
had fixed their eyes upon the churchyard turf. But she never let him 
see that she saw him; she thought of him only to wonder that he 
was still in England. She found she had taken for granted that after 
accon1panying Ralph to Gardencourt he had gone away; she remem
bered how little it was a country that pleased him. He was there, 
however, very distinctly there; and something in his attitude 
seemed to say that he was there with a complex intention. She 
wouldn't meet his eyes, though there was doubtless sympathy in 
them; he made her rather uneasy. With the dispersal of the little 
group he disappeared, and the only person who came to speak to 
her-though several spoke to Mrs. Touchett-was Henrietta Stack
pole. Henrietta had been crying. 

Ralph had said to Isabel that he hoped she would remain at Gar
dencourt, and she made no immediate 1notion to leave the place. 
She said to herself that it was but common charity to stay a little 
with her aunt. It was fortunate she had so good a formula; other
wise she might have been greatly in want of one. Her errand was 
over; she had done what she had left her husband to do. She had a 
husband in a foreign city, counting the hours of her absence; in 
such a case one needed an excellent motive. He was not one of the 
best husbands, but that didn't alter the case. Certain obligations 
were involved in the very fact of marriage, and were quite independ
ent of the quantity of enjoyn1ent extracted from it. Isabel thought 
of her husband as little as might be; but now that she was at a dis
tance, beyond its spell, she thought with a kind of spiritual shudder 
of Rome. rrhere was a penetrating chill in the image, and she dre,v 
back into the deepest shade of Gardencourt. She lived from day to 
day, postponing, closing her eyes, trying not to think. She kne\v she 
must decide, but she decided nothing; her coming itself had not 
been a decision. On that occasion she had simply started. Os1nond 
gave no sound and now evidently would give none; he would leave 
it all to her. From Pansy she heard nothing, but that was very 
simple: her father had told her not to write. 

Mrs. Touchett accepted Isabel's company, but offered her no 
assistance; she appeared to be absorbed in considering, without 
enthusiasm but \Vith perfect lucidity, the ne\v conveniences of her 
own situation. Mrs. Touchett was not an optimist, but even from 
painful occurrences she 1nanaged to extract a certain utility. This 
consisted in tbe reflexion that, after a11, such things happened to 
other people and not to herself. Death ,vas disagreeable, but in this 
case it was her son's death, not her own; she had never flattered her-
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self that her own would be disagreeable to any one but Mrs. Touch
ett. She was better off than poor Ralph, who had left all the com
modities of life behind him, and indeed all the security; since the 
worst of dying was, to Mrs. Touchett's mind, that it exposed one to 
be taken advantage of. For herself she was on the spot; there was 
nothing so good as that. She made known to Isabel very punctually 
-it was the evening her son was buried-several of Ralph's testa
mentary arrangements. He had told her everything, had consulted
her about everything. He left her no money; of course she had no
need of money. He left her the furniture of Gardencourt, exclusive
of the pictures and books and the use of the place for a year; after
which it was to be sold. The money produced by the sale was to
constitute an endowment for a hospital for poor persons suffering
from the malady of which he died; and of this portion of the will
�Lord Warburton was appointed executor. The rest of his property,
which was to be withdrawn from the bank, was disposed of in var
ious bequests, several of them to those cousins in Vermont to
,;vhom his father had already been so bountiful. Then there were a
number of small legacies.

"Some of them are extremely peculiar," said Mrs. Touchett; "he 
has left considerable sums to persons I never heard of. He gave me 
a list, and I asked then who some of them were, and he told me 
they were people who at various times had seemed to like him. 
Apparently he thought you didn't like him, for he hasn't left you a 
penny. It was his opinion that you had been handsomely treated by 
his father, which I'm bound to say I think you were-though I

don't mean that I ever heard him complain of it. The pictures are 
to be dispersed; he has distributed them about, one by one, as little 
keepsakes. The most valuable of the collection goes to Lord War
burton. And what do you think he has done with his library? It 
sounds like a practical joke. He has left it to your friend Miss Stack
pole-'in recognition of her services to literature.' Does he mean 
her following him up from Rome? Was that a seivice to literature? 
It contains a great many rare and valuable books, and as she can't 
carry it about the world in her trunk he recommends her to sell it 
at auction. She will sell it of course at Christie's, and with the pro
ceeds she'll set up a newspaper. Will that be a service to litera

ture?'' 
This question Isabel forbore to answer, as it exceeded the little 

interrogatory to which she had deemed it necessary to submit on 
her arrival. Besides, she had never been less interested in literature 
than to-day, as she found when she occasionally took down from

the shelf one of the rare and valuable volumes of which Mrs. 
Touchett had spoken. She was quite unable to read; her attention 
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had never been so little at her command. One afternoon, in the 
library, about a week after the ceremony in the churchyard, she was 
trying to fix it for an hour; but her eyes often \vandered from the 
book in her hand to the open window, which looked down the long 
avenue. It was in this way that she saw a modest vehicle approach 
the door and perceived Lord Warburton sitting, in rather an 
uncomfortable attitude, in a corner of it. He had always had a high 
standard of courtesy, and it was therefore not remarkable, under the 
circumstances, that he should have taken the trouble to come down 
from London to call on Mrs. Touchett. It was of course Mrs. Touch
ett he had come to see, and not Mrs. Osmond; and to prove to her
self the validity of this thesis Isabel presently stepped out of the 
house and wandered away into the park. Since her arrival at Gar
dencourt she had been but little out of doors, the weather being 
unfavourable for visiting the grounds. This evening, however, ,vas 
fine, and at first it struck her as a happy thought to have come out. 
The theory I have just mentioned was plausible enough, but it 
brought her little rest, and if you had seen her pacing about you 
would have said she had a bad conscience. She was not pacified 
when at the end of a quarter of an hour, finding herself in view of 
the house, she saw Mrs. Touchett emerge from the portico accom
panied by her visitor. 1-ler aunt had evidently proposed to Lord 
Warburton that they should come in search of her. She was in no 
humour for visitors and, if she had had a chance, would have drawn 
back behind one of the great trees. But she saw she had been seen 
and that nothing was left her but to· advance. As the lawn at Gar
dencourt was a vast expanse this took some tin1e; during which she 
observed that, as he walked beside his hostess, Lord Warburton 
kept his hands rather stiffly behind him and his eyes upon the 
ground. Both persons apparently were silent; but Mrs. Touchett's 
thin little glance, as she directed it tO\\'ard Isabel, had even at a dis
tance an expression. It seemed to say with cutting sharpness: 
"Here's the eminently amenable nobleman you might have mar
ried! H When Lord Warburton lifted his own eyes, however, that 
was not what they said. They only said "This is rather awk,vard, 
you know, and I depend upon you to help me." He was very grave, 
very proper and, for the first time since Isabel had known him, 
greeted her without a smile. Even in his days of distress be had always 
begun with a smile. He looked extremely self-conscious. 

"Lord Warburton has been so good as to come out to see me," 
said Mrs. Touchett. "He tells me he didn't know you were still 
here. I know he's an old friend of yours, and as I ,vas told you were 
not in the house I brought him out to see for himself." 

"Oh, I saw there \Vas a good train at 6:40, that would get me 
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back in time for dinner," Mrs. Touchett's companion rather irrele
vantly explained. ''I'm so glad to find you've not gone." 

"I'm not here for long, you know," Isabel said with a certain 
eagerness. 

"I suppose not; but I hope ifs for some weeks. You came to Eng
Jand sooner than-a-than you thought?" 

"Yes, I came very suddenly." 
Mrs. Touchett turned away as if she were looking at the condi

tion of the grounds, which indeed was not what it should be, ,:vhile 
Lord Warburton hesitated a little. Isabel fancied he had been on the 
point of asking about her husband-rather confusedly-and then 
had checked himself. He continued immitigably grave, either 
because he thought it becoming in a place over which death had 
just passed, or for more personal reasons. If he was conscious of per
sonal reasons it was very fortunate that he had the cover of the 
former motive; he could make t}:ie most of that. Isabel thought of 
all this. It was not that his face was sad, for that was another 
matter; but it was strangely inexpressive. 

"My sisters would have been so glad to come if they had known 
you were still here-if they had thought you would see them," Lord 
Warburton went on. "Do kindly let them see you before you leave 
England." 

"It would give me great pleasure; I have such a friendly recollec
tion of them." 

"I don't know whether you would come to Lockleigh for a day or 
two? You know there's always that old promise." And his lordship 
coloured a little as he made this suggestion, which gave his face a 
somewhat more familiar air. "Perhaps I'm not right in saying that 
just now; of course you're not thinking of visiting. But I meant 
what would hardly be a visit. My sisters are to be at Lockleigh at 
Whitsuntide for five days; and if you could come then-as you say 
you're not to be very long in England-I would see that there 
should be literally no one else." 

Isabel wondered if not even the young lady he was to marry 
would be there with her mamma; but she did not express this idea. 
'·'Thank you extremely," she contented herself ,vith saying; "I'm 
afraid I hardly know about Whitsuntide." 

"But I have your promise-haven't l?-for some other time." 
There was an interrogation in this; but Isabel let it pass. She 

looked at her interlocutor a moment, and the result of her observa
tion was that-as had happened before-she felt sorry for him. 
"Take care you don't miss your train," she said. And then she 
added: "I wish you every happiness." 

He blushed again, more than before, and he looked at his watch. 
"Ah yes, 6.40; I haven't much time, but I've a fly at the door. 
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Thank you very much." It was not apparent whether the thanks 
applied to her having reminded hini of his train or to the more sen
timental remark. "Good-bye, Mrs. Osmond; good-bye." He shook 
hands with her, without meeting her eyes, and then he turned to 
Mrs. Touchett, who had wandered back to them. With her his 
parting was equally brief; and in a moment the two ladies saw him 
move with long steps across the lawn. 

"Are you very sure he's to be married?" Isabel asked of her aunt. 
"I can't be surer than he; but he seems sure. I congratulated him, 

and he accepted it." 
"Ah," said Isabel, "I give it up!"-while her aunt returned to the 

house and to those avocations which the visitor had interrupted. 
She gave it up, but she still thought of it-thought of it while 

she strolled again under the great oaks whose shadows were long 
upon the acres of turf. At the end of a few minutes she found her
self near a rustic bench, which, a moment after she had looked at it, 
struck her as an object recognised. It was not simply that' she had 
seen it before, nor even that she had sat upon it; it was that on this 
spot something important had happened to her-that the place had 
an air of association. Then she remembered that she had been sit
ting there, six years before, when a servant brought her from the 
house the letter in which Caspar Goodwood informed her that he 
had followed her to Europe; and that when she had read the letter 
she looked up to hear Lord· Warburton announcing that he should 
like to marry her. It was indeed an historical, an interesting, bench; 
she stood and looked at it as if it might have something to say to 
her. She wouldn't sit down on it now-she felt rather afraid of it. 
She only stood before it, and while she stood the past came back to 
her in one of those rushing waves of emotion by which persons of 
sensibility are visited at odd hours. The effect of this agitation was a 
sudden sense of being very tired, under the influence of which she 
overca1ne her scruples and sank into the rustic seat. I have said that 
she was restles� and unable to occupy herself; and wheth_er or no, if 
you had seen her there, you would have admired the justice of the 
former epithet, you would at least have allowed that at this moment 
she was the image of a victim of idleness. Her attitude had a singu
lar absence of purpose; her hands, hanging at her sides, lost them
selves in the folds of her black dress; her eyes gazed vaguely before 
her. There was nothing to recall her to the house; the two ladies, in 
their seclusion, dined early and had tea at an indefinite hour. How 
long she had sat in this position she could not have told you; but 
the· twilight had grown thick when she became aware that she was 
not alone. She quickly straightened herself, glancing about, and 
then saw what had become of her solitude. She was sharing it with 
Caspar Good,vood, who stood looking at her, a few yards off, and 
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whose footfall on the unresonant turf, as he came near, she had not 
heard. It occurred to her in the midst of this that it \Vas just so 
Lord Warburton had surprised her of old. 

She instantly rose, and as soon as Goodwood saw he was seen he 
started forward. She had had time only to rise when, with a motion 
that looked like violence, but felt like-she kne,v not what, he 
grasped her by the wrist and made her sink again into the seat. She 
closed her eyes; he had not hurt her; it was only a touch, ,vhich she 
had obeyed. But there was something in his face that she wished 
not to see. That was the way he had looked at her the other day in 
the churchyard; only at present it was worse. He said nothing at first; 
she only felt him close to her-beside her on the bench and pressingly 
turned to her. It almost seemed to her that no one had ever been 
so close to her as that. All this, however, took but an instant, at the 
end of which she had disengaged her wrist, turning her eyes upon 
her visitant. "You've frightened me," she said. 

"I didn't mean to," he answered, "but if I did a little, no matter. 
I came from London a while ago by the train, but I couldn't 
come here directly. There was a man at the station who got ahead 
of 1ne. He took a fly that was there, and I heard him give the order 
to drive here. I don't know who he was, but I didn't want to come 
with him; I wanted to see you alone. So I've 

1
been waiting and 

walking about. I've walked all over, and I was just coming to the 
house when I saw you here. There was a keeper, or some one, 
who met me; but that was all right, because I _had made his 
acquaintance when I came here with your cousin. Is that gentle
man gone? Are you really alone? I want to speak to you." Goodwood 
spoke very fast; he was a� excited as when they had parted in Rome. 
Isabel had hoped that condition would subside; and she shrank into 
herself as she perceived that, on the contrary, he had only let out 
sail. She had a new sensation; he had never produced it before; it 
was a feeling of danger. There was indeed soinething really formid� 
able in his resolution. She gazed straight before her; he, with a hand 
on each knee, leaned forward, looking deeply into her face. The twi
light seemed to darken round them. "I \Vant to speak to you," he 
repeated; "I've something particular to say. I don't want to trouble 
you-as I did the other day in �ome. That was of no use; it only 
distressed you. I couldn't help it; I knew I was wrong. But I'm not 
wrong now; please don't think I am," he went on with his hard, 
deep voice melting a moment into entreaty. "I came here to-day for 
a purpose. It's very different. It was vain for me to speak to you 
then; but now I can help you." 

She couldn't have told you whether it was because she was afraid, 
or because such a voice in the darkness seemed of necessity a boon; 
but she listened to him as she had never listened before; his words 
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dropped deep into her soul. They produced a sort of stillness in all 
her being; and it was with an effort, in a moment, that she 
answered him. "How can you help me?" she asked in a low tone, as 
if she were taking what he had said seriously enough to make the 
enquiry in confidence. 

"By inducing you to trust me. Now I know-to-day I know. Do 
you remember what I asked you in Rome? Then I was quite in the 
dark. But to-day I know on good authority; everything's clear to me 
to-day. It was a good thing when you made me come away with 
your cousin. He was a good man, a fine man; one of the best; he 
told me how the case stands for you. He explained everything; he 
guessed my sentiments. He was a member of your family and he 
left you-so long as you should be in England-to my care," said 
Goodwood as if he were making a great point. "Do you know what 
he said to me the last time I saw him-as he lay there where he 
died? He said: 'Do everything you can for her; do everything she'll 
let you.' " 

Isabel suddenly got up. "You had no business to talk about me!" 
"Why not-why not, when we talked in that way?" he 

demanded, follovving her fast. "And he was dying-when a man's 
dying it's different." She checked the movement she had made to 
leave him; she was listening more than ever; it was true that h·e was 
not the same as that last time. That had been aimless, fruitless pas
sion, but at present he had an idea, which she scented in all her 
being. "But it doesn't matter!" he exclaimed, pressing her still 
harder, though now without touching a hem of her garment. "If 
Touchett had never opened his mouth I should have kno,vn all the 
same. I had only to look at you at your cousin's funeral to see 
what's the matter with you. You can't deceive me any more; for 
God's sake be honest with a man who's so ho�est with you. You're 
the most unhappy of women, and your husband's the deadliest of 
fiends." 

She turned on him as if he had struck her. "Are you mad?" she 
cried. 

"I've never been so sane; I see the whole thing. Don't think it's 
necessary to defend him. But I won't say another word against him; 
I'll speak only of you," Goodwood added quickly. "How can you 
pretend you're not heart-broken? You don't know what to do-you 
don't know where to tum. It's too late to play a part; didn�t you 
leave all that behind you in Rome? Touchett knew all about it, and 
I knew it too-what it would cost you to come here. It \vill have 
cost you your life? Say it will"-and he Bared almost into anger: 
"give me one word of trutb1 Wben l know such a horror as that, 
how can I keep myself from wishing to save you? What would you 
think of me if I should stand still and see you go back to your 
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reward? 'It's awful, what she'll have to pay for it_!'-that's what 
Touchett said to me. I may tell you that, mayn't I? He was such a 
near relation!" cried Goodwood, making his queer grim point again. 
"I'd sooner have been shot than let another man say those things to 
me; but he was different; he seemed to me to have the right. It was 
after he got home-when he saw he was dying, and when I sa\\1 it 
too. I understand all about it: you're afraid to go back. You're 
perfectly alone; you don't know where to turn. You can't tum 
anywhere; you know that perfectly. Now it is therefore that I want 
you to think of me."

"To think of 'you'?" Isabel said, standing before him in the dusk. 
The idea of which she had caught a glimpse a few moments before 
now loomed large. She threw back her head a little; she stared at it 
as if it had been a comet in the sky. 

"You don't know where to turn. Turn straight to 1ne. I want to 
persuade you to trust me," Goodwood repeated. And then he 
paused with his shining eyes. "Why should you go back-why 
should you go through that ghastly form?" 

''To get away from you!" she answered. But this expressed only a 
little of what she felt. The rest was that she had never been loved 
before. She had believed it, but this was different; this was the hot 
wind of the desert, at the approach of which the others dropped 
dead, like mere sweet airs of the garden. It \vrapped her about; it 
lifted her off her feet, while the very taste of it, as of something 
potent, acrid and strange, forced open her set teeth. 

At first, in rejoinder to what she had said, it seemed to her that 
he would break out into greater violence. But after an instant he · 
was perfectly quiet; he ""1.shed to prove he was sane, that he had 
reasoned it all out. "I want to prevent that, and I think I may, if 
you'll only for once listen to me. It's too monstrous of you to think 
of sinking back into that misery, of going to open your mouth to 
that poisoned air. It's you that are out of your mind. Trust me as if 
I had the care of you. Why shouldn't \Ve be happy-when it's here 
before us, when it's so easy? I'm yours for ever-for ever and ever. 
Here I stand; I'm as firm as a rock. What have you to care about? 
You've no children; that perhaps would be an obstacle. As it is you've 
nothing to consider. You must save what you can of your life; you 
mustn't lose it all simply' because you've lost a part. It would be an 
insult to you to assume that you care for the look of the thing, for 
what people will say, for the bottomless idiocy of the world. We've 
nothing to do with all that; we're quite out of it; we look at things 
as they are. You took the great step in coming away; the next is 
no�bing; it's tbe natura\ one. l swear, as l s\:ana bere, \bat a woman 
deliberately made to suffer is justified in anything in life-in going 
down into the streets if that will help her! I know how you suffer, 
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and that's why I'm here. We can do absolutely as we please; to 
whom under the sun do we owe anything? What is it that holds us, 
what is it that has the smallest right to interfere in such a question 
as this? Such a question is between ourselves-and to say that is to 
settle itf Were we born to rot in our misery-were we born to be 
afraid? I never knew you afraid! If you'll only trust me, how little 
you will be disappointed! Tiie world's all before us-and the 
world's very big. I know something about that.'' 

Isabel gave a long murmur, like a creature in pain; it was as if he 
were pressing something that hurt her. "The world's very small," 
she said at random; she had an immense desire to appear to resist. 
She said it at random, to hear herself say something; but it was not 
what she meant. The world, in truth, had never seemed so large; it 
seemed to open out, all round her, to take the form of a mighty sea, 
where she floated in fathomless '�"aters. She had wanted help, and 
here ,vas help; it had come in a rushing torrent. I know not whether 
she believed everything he said; but she believed just then that to 
let him take her in his arms \vould be the next best thing to her 
dying. This belief, for a moment, ,vas a kind of rapture, in which 
she felt herself sink and sink. In the movement she seemed to beat 
with her feet, in order to catch herself, to feel something to rest on. 

"Ah, be mine as I'm yours!" she heard her companion cry. He 
had suddenly given up argument, and his voice seemed to come, 
harsh and terrible, through a confusion of vaguer sounds. 

This however, of course, was but a subjective fact, as the meta
physicians say; the confusion, the noise of waters, all the rest of it, 
were in her own swimming head. In an instant she became aware of 
this. "Do me the greatest kindness of all," she panted. "I beseech 
you to go away!" 

"Ah, don't say that. Don't kill me!" he cried. 
She clasped her hands; her eyes were streaming with tears. "As 

you love me, as you pity me, leave me alone!" 
He glared at her a n1oment through the dusk, and the next 

instant she felt his arms about her and his lips on her own lips. His 
kiss ,vas like white lightning, a flash that spread, and spread again,.

and stayed; and it was extraordinarily as if, while she took it, she 
felt each thing in his hard manhood that had least pleased her, each 
aggressive fact of his face, his figure, his presence, justified of its 
intense identity and made one with this act of possession. So had she 
heard of those wrecked and under water following a train of images 
before they sink. But when darkness returned she was free. She 
never looked about her; she only darted fro1n the spot. There were 
lights in the 'vvind.ows of the house; they shone far across the lawn. 
In an extraordinarily short time-for the distance was considerable 
-she had moved through the darkness (for she saw nothing) and
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and that's why I'm here. We can do absolutely as we please; to 
whom under the sun do we owe anything? What is it that holds us, 
what is it that has the smallest right to interfere in such a question 
as this? Such a question is between ourselves-and to say that is to 
settle itf Were we born to rot in our misery-were we born to be 
afraid? I never knew you afraid! If you'll only trust me, how little 
you will be disappointed! Tiie world's all before us-and the 
world's very big. I know something about that.'' 

Isabel gave a long murmur, like a creature in pain; it was as if he 
were pressing something that hurt her. "The world's very small," 
she said at random; she had an immense desire to appear to resist. 
She said it at random, to hear herself say something; but it was not 
what she meant. The world, in truth, had never seemed so large; it 
seemed to open out, all round her, to take the form of a mighty sea, 
where she floated in fathomless '�"aters. She had wanted help, and 
here ,vas help; it had come in a rushing torrent. I know not whether 
she believed everything he said; but she believed just then that to 
let him take her in his arms \vould be the next best thing to her 
dying. This belief, for a moment, ,vas a kind of rapture, in which 
she felt herself sink and sink. In the movement she seemed to beat 
with her feet, in order to catch herself, to feel something to rest on. 

"Ah, be mine as I'm yours!" she heard her companion cry. He 
had suddenly given up argument, and his voice seemed to come, 
harsh and terrible, through a confusion of vaguer sounds. 

This however, of course, was but a subjective fact, as the meta
physicians say; the confusion, the noise of waters, all the rest of it, 
were in her own swimming head. In an instant she became aware of 
this. "Do me the greatest kindness of all," she panted. "I beseech 
you to go away!" 

"Ah, don't say that. Don't kill me!" he cried. 
She clasped her hands; her eyes were streaming with tears. "As 

you love me, as you pity me, leave me alone!" 
He glared at her a n1oment through the dusk, and the next 

instant she felt his arms about her and his lips on her own lips. His 
kiss ,vas like white lightning, a flash that spread, and spread again,.

and stayed; and it was extraordinarily as if, while she took it, she 
felt each thing in his hard manhood that had least pleased her, each 
aggressive fact of his face, his figure, his presence, justified of its 
intense identity and made one with this act of possession. So had she 
heard of those wrecked and under water following a train of images 
before they sink. But when darkness returned she was free. She 
never looked about her; she only darted fro1n the spot. There were 
lights in the 'vvind.ows of the house; they shone far across the lawn. 
In an extraordinarily short time-for the distance was considerable 
-she had moved through the darkness (for she saw nothing) and
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reached the door. Here only she paused. She looked all about her; 
she listened a little; then she put her hand on the latch. She had 
not known ,vhere to turn; but she knew now. There ,:vas a very 
straight path. 

Two days afterwards Caspar Goodwood knocked at the door of 
the house in Wimpole Street in which Henrietta Stackpole occu
pied furnished lodgings. He hardly removed his hand from the 
knocker when the door was opened and Miss Stackpole herself stood 
before him. She had on her hat and jacket; she was on the point of 
going out. "Oh, good-morning," he said, "I was in hopes I should 
find Mrs. Osmond." 

Henrietta kept him waiting a moment for her reply; but there 
was a good deal of expression about Miss Stackpole even when she 
was silent. "Pray what led you to suppose she was here?" 

"I went down to Gardencourt this morning, and the servant told 
me she had con1e to London. He believed she was to come to you." 

Again Miss Stackpole held him-with an intention of perfect 
kindness-in suspense. "She came here yesterday, and spent the 
night. But this morning she started for Rome." 

Caspar Goodwood was not looking at her; his eyes were fastened 
on the doorstep. "Oh, she started-?" he stammered. And without 
finishing his phrase or looking up he stiffly averted himself. But he 
couldn't otherwise move. 

Henrietta had come out, closing the door behind her, and now 
she put out her hand and grasped his arm. "Look here, Mr. Good
wood," she said; "just you wait!" 

On which he looked up at her-but only to guess, from her face, 
with a revulsion, that she simply meant he was young. She stood 
shining at him with that cheap comfort, and it added, on the spot, 
thirty years to his life. She walked him away with her� however, as if 
she had given him now the key to patience. 
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rI11is edition reproduces the text of the New Yori< Edition of 1908. 1 The list which 
follows is not a complete collation of that text with the First Edition of 1881, in 
that it compares aH the substantial changes but not the changes in "accidentals": 
primarily the hundreds of commas which were deleted from the earlier text and 
the apostrophes added to the later edition primarily to indicate omissions (e.g., 
"I've" instead of "I have"). Although James seldom changed the wording in dia
logue, he dropped nu1nerous clumsy instances of "that" when used as a conjunc
tion or relative pronoun, and achieved greater informality in dialogue by 
repeatedly using contractions in the New York Edition: "You would simply say" 
( 1881) almost invariably became, in 1908, ''you'd simply say. "2

Since this edition focuses on the many changes between the two editions, 
we have not collated the few changes made between the first edition and 
the earlier periodical versions which appeared in England (Macmillan's 
1\tfagazine, October, 1880, to November, 1881) .and America (Atlantic 
Monthly, November, 1880, to December, 1881). Besides an occasional 
change of name (from "Geraldine" to "Serena" rvterle) or place (a winter 
spent by Ralph Touchett at Algiers rather than Corfu), the periodical versions 
are fundamentally similar to the First Edition. 3 The First Edition was pub
lished in November, 1881, in England and America, although the American 
edition bears the date "1882" on the title page. 4

For the Ne\v York Edition, James believed that he had not only "revised" 
the novel but had literally rewritten it. "To revise is to see, or to look over," 
he wrote in a passage on revision, "which means in the case of a written 
thing neither more nor less than to re-read it. " 5 As James re-read his novels 
in preparing them for the New York Edition he felt that he was "re-seeing" 
them again, not merely polishing them up, as one might incorrectly assume 
from skimming over the thousands of changes which range from the sub
stitution of single words to sentences and paragraphs of additions and dele
tions. 6 The manuscript notes in the Houghton Library at Harvard indicate, 
according to Edel, that James "worked over the novel ... as if it were a 
first draft. "7 Recently, Philip Horne, in a book-length study of the New York 

1. A very few typographical errors in that edition have been silently corrected (e.g., "glad very,"
I, 205, "none less," II, 213).

2. For a complete collation of the two editions, including James's own revised copy now at the
Houghton Library and a listing of aJI comma variants, see Anthony J. Mazzella, 'The Revised
Portrait of a Lady, Text and Commentary" (Ph.D. dissertation, Columbia University, 1970).

3. For the best review of these changes see Sydney J. Krause, "James's Revisions of the Style of
The Portrait of a Lady," American Literature, 30 (March, 1958), 67-88. (Krause tells us that
there are somewhat fewer than two hundred passages of revisions between the serial publication
and the first edition, no single revision exceeding two sentences.)

4. Leon Edel and Dan H. Laurence, A Bibliography of Henry James (London, 1961), pp. 52-
54; Simon Nowell-Smith, "Texts of The Portrait of a Lady 1881-1882: The Bibliographical
Evidence," Papers of the Bibliographical Society of America, 63 (1969), pp. 304-10.

5. Henry James, "Preface" to The Golden Bowl ( 1909; reprinted in The Art of the Novel, ed.
R. P. Blackmur [New York, 1934], p. 338).

6. Theodora Bosanquet, Henry James at Work (London, 1924), pp. 12-l 3; F. 0. Matthiessen,
"The Painter's Sponge and Varnish Bottle," in Henry James: The Major Phase (New York,
I944i, pp. 152-86; forg Hasler

1 
Switzerland in the Life and Work of Henry fames (Basel,

1966), p. 159; and Krause.
7. Leon Edel, Henry James, Vol. 5, The Master: 1901-1916 (Philadelphia, 1972), pp. 324-33;

Henry James, The Portrait of a Lady, ed. Leon Edel (New York, 1956), p. xviii.
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Edition, has examined the revisions to The Portrait of a Lady within the 
context of James' s lifelong development as a writer. 8

The popular and critical reception of this definitive and selective (and 
quite expensive) edition was lukewarm, even though James wrote eighteen 
Prefaces for it which R. P. Blackmur has called the most sustained, eloquent, 
and original piece of literary criticism in existen.ce. 9 The author's popularity 
had declined and the revisions were questioned by admirers of his earlier 
works who were subsequently "bafHedn by his later style and who wondered 
"whether an author's published work does not belong to the public. " 1 Others 
complained about the addition of foreign phrases, the piling-up of adverbs, 
and the "over-elaborated" figures of speech while expressing relief that he 
had not really laid violent hands on his portrait of the lady. 2 James's last 
secretary, Theodora Bosanquet, felt impelled to defend the revisions in 1918, 
two years after his death, and she reminded her readers of James' s conviction 
that he was "paternally responsible for two distinct families" of literature 
and that he felt constrained to improve the appearance of his literary progeny 
prior to 1890 before he considered them fit for appearance in the company 
of his later ones. 3 Miss Bosanquet denied that substitution or rearrangement 
was the real business of revision; rather, "it was the demonstration of values 
implicit in his early works, the retrieval of countless lost opportunities for 
adequately rendering.' "4 Even though more recent critics have acknowl
edged the revisions to be an improvement,5 and numerous editors have 
tacitly concurred by reprinting the later version, 6 dissenting voic�s have been 
raised. Malcolm Cowley responded to the sympathetic analysis of the re
visions by F. 0. Matthiessen by stressing that the characteristics of James's 
later style-the syntactical complications, elegant variations, and verbal 
inversion, and the famous density ("little more than verbosity")-are sym
bolic of James' s separation from the public and that they "violate the spirit 
of the language as shaped by the living and dead millions. "7

Three views of the revising process complete the Textual Appendix. 
F. 0. Matthiessen's "The Painter's Sponge and Varnish Bottle" originally
appeared in the American Bookman in 1944, and a slightly altered ':'ersion,
reprinted here, was published as an appendix to his well-known Henry 1 a mes:
The Major Phase (1944). Anthony J. Mazzella's previously unpublished "The
New Isabel" is based on evidence which he gathered while preparing his
collation of the two editions for a Columbia University doctoral dissertation,
"The Revised Portrait of a Lady, Text and Commentary" ( 1970). This

8. Philip Horne, Henry James and Revision: The New York Edition (Oxford, 1990), pp. 184-
227. For the importance of Minny Temple in the revisions, see Lyall Powers, "Visions and
Revisions: The Past Rewritten," The Henry James Review, 7 (Winter-Spring 1986), 105 -116.

9. The Art of the Novel, p. viii.

l. "Why Mr. James Revised," Literary Digest, 39 (August 21, 1909), 275-76.
2. Clara F. McIntyre, "The Late Manner of Mr. Henry James,'' PMLA, 27 (1912), 354-71.
3. Theodora Bosanquet, "The Revised Version," The Little Review, 5 (August, 1918), 56.
4. Ibid., 58.

5. Matthiessen; Krause. Few critics have used the revisions to any extent, hut see William Bysshe
Stein, "The Portrait of a Lady: Vis lnertiae," Western Humanities Review, 13 (Spring, 1959),

177-00.
6. One important exception is Oscar Cargill's Signet Classic edition, which is reprinted from the

first edition: Henry James, The Portrait of a Lady (New York: New American Library, 1964).
7. Malcolm Cowley, "The Two Henry Jameses," The New Republic, February 5, 1945, pp. 177-

78.
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edition adds an essay by Nina Baym, "Revision and Thematic Change in 
The Portrait of a Lady," which finds the first version ( 1881) to be as satisfying 
in its own way as the revised one. 

The following list juxtaposes all the substantive variants (i.e., differences 
in wording) between the first American edition of 1881 and the New York 
Edition. The ,vords in boldface, preceded by page and line numbers from 
this Norton Critical Edition, give the passage of the New York Edition text. 
Differences in punctuation, paragraphing, and spelling have not been listed 
except when they acco1npany a change in wording. 

18.6 pictorial tricks, picturesque tricks, 
18.7 presented to the lawn its patches of 

Jvy, presented itself to the lawn, with 
its patches of ivy, 

19.2 At present, But at present, 
19.2 obviomly, nevertheless, obviously, 
19.5 features evenly distributed evenly 

distributed features, 
19.6 representation expression 
19.8 yet but 
19.18 took in contemplated 
19.35 quite a different pattern, quite an-

other pattern, 
20 .. 2 seen seen that 
20.11 tile son his son 
20.27 strikes me we're strikes me that 

we are 
20.27 his companion remarked. said his 

companion. 
20.32 Lord Warburton, resumed said 

Lord Warburton, 
22.18-19 you llave-haven't you?-such 

unlimited meaas." you are so ridicu
lously wealthy." 

22.28 the other young man mercifully 
pleaded. said the other young man, 
indicating his father. 

22.3' thlnas, tlaea-tbat's things-that is 
23.29-30 such hiahly ethereal ones such 

ethereal ones 
23.30 could only see could see 
23.38 retarnecl declared, 
23.45 come out come 
24.42-43 "It's lier share io the family 

trait, the Independence she · speaks of." 
Her son's appreciation of the matter 
wu more favourable. "Whatever t•e 
bicb spirit "It's her independence," 
her so.n e"plained, more favourably. 
"Whatever that 

25. 7 replied. declared. 
25.13-14 You'd N a remarka._le 

husband.,, you would be a good h us
band." 

25.17-18 llu.sband.," Mr. ToucbeU's l'isi• 
tor pursued, husband, 

25,11 eltJae(. Oae �ither, one 
25.20 smiled said 

25.28 toward towards 
25.29 on -upon 
25.30-31 ample doorway doorway 
25.36 small beast. little terrier. 
25.39 quick chatter. joyous demonstra

tion. 
26.17-18 perfect little darling." little 

darling.'' 
26.20 then replied. sai_d. 
26.23-24 brought out, murmured, 
26.27 arrived come 
26.35 here. rm here,,. he went on. "I 

am 

26.36 dear per�eption- quick percep-
tion 

27.2 girl young girl 
27.7 small doc little terrier 
27.9-10 so near tlae threshold, jn the 

doorway, 
27.10 if whether 
27 .20 intensely active." strong." 
27 .23 he hu he l,as got 
27.23 hound." dogs." 
27 .26-27 having again reverted to Ille 

tenier. having reverted to the terrier 
again. 

27.29 with amusement; humorously; 
28.8 commented. murmured. 
28-.9 observed to went on, addressing 
28.10 got there," arrived," 
28.17 m.ade room in it for her compan

ions; also narrowly scrutinized her 
companions; 

28.22 lighted, brilliaot. 
28.22 eui)y lightly 
28.26 this." this," she declared. 
28.31 persons girls, 
28.33 person girl 
28.35-36 returned witb a quick laqll. 

exclaimed quickly, with a little laugh. 
28.38 watching his face. watchina his 

face a little. 
is.45-29.1 slightly indi�d himself, bent

towards her a little, 
29.12-13 He seemed to recoanbe tllat it 

wu an awkward be&inninc and it WM 
an awkward beginning 

29.29-� American places.,, places.,.. 
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29.33 just hesitated. hesitated a moment. 
29.37 heaven Heaven 
29.41 come with her come 
30.4 wider eyes startled eyes 
30.5 me. me," she said. 
30.15 again, a moment, 
30.16 after which and then 
30.26 although although it was 
30.26 liberal motions, benevolence, 
30.27 suavity. softne�. 
30.2'-30 just unmistakeably simply 

very sharply 
30.32 knife-like wounding 
30.32-33 That hard fineness came out in 

her deportment This purity of outline 
was visible in her deportment 

30.38-39 she had repaired the disorder 
of dress with a completeness She had 
achieved a toilet 

30.41 graces coquetry 
31.J clear, apparent,
31.3 community, relations�
31.5 appearance fact
31.9-10 and by leaving her husband to

take care of the English branch of his 
bank. leaving her husband in England 
to take care of his bank. 

31.10-11 felicitously definite. extremely 
definite. 

31.13 such unnatural things discomfort 
31.20-21 the English style of life, En

gland, 
31.22 that ancient order, British civiliza

tion, 
31.29 this last had been this last one

had been 
31.33-34 To say she was so occupied To 

say that she had a book 
31.37 fresh taste lightness 
31.38 correct. dispel. 
31.41 one of the lower apartments. the

parlour. 
32.17 practically more festal; more so

ciable; 
32.23 anive and remain, stay with her, 
3.2.27 home romantic. dwelling pictur

esque. 
32.30 containing peach-trees of barely 

credit?le famWartty. containing certain 
capital peach-trees. 

32.32-33 side, across side, opPosite, 
across 

32.38 kept or rather let go, kept in an 
ameteurish manner 

32.40 fastened with strange bedroomy 
combs puffed out very much 

32.44 protested against its laws expressed 
great disgust 

33.18 certainly or 
33.22-23 was secured was fastened 
33.35 was the most depressed of its 

scenes. was the most joyless chamber 
it contained. 

33.38 beyond. beyond it. 
33.39 fell was falling 
33.39-40 the spring-time was indeed an 

appeal-and It seemed a cynical, insin
cere appeal-to patien�e. the spring
time presented itself as a questionable 
improvement. 

33.41 heed attention 

33.41 cosmic treacheries; the incongrui
ties of the season; 

34.S moving in walking about
34. 7 was looking for a visit, had reason

to expect a visit� 
34.14-lS she had a face with a good 

deal of rather violent point. she had 
a sharp, but not an unpleasant face. 

34.16 began, said, 
34.16 She And she 
34.20 while and 
34.28 since while 
34.36 rm not at all crazy: I haven't a 

delusion! I am not crazy. 
35.3 bad she 
35.11 them she them that she 
35.20 old place. mansion. 
35.21 expect for it?" expect to get for 

it?" 
35.22 her companion, the girl, 
35.29 What hal'e you in point of fact 

inherited?" In point of fact, what 
have you inherited?" 

35.33 dare say, suspect, 
35.42-43 the girl rather strangely re-

turned. said the girl, rather strangely. 
36.9 bourgeois.'' bourgeois.'' 

36.13 "I should "I should 
36.15 declared. rejoined. 
36.16 Our young woman's The girl's 
36.19 person young lady 
36.25-26 interesting figure: a figUJ'e es

sentially-almost the first she had ever 
met. interesting person. 

36.28-29 offensive or alarming. The 
term disagreeable. To her imagination 
the term 

36.29-30 even sinister. inharmonious. 
36.30-33 But her aunt made it a matter 

of high but easy irony, or comedy, and 
led her to ask herself if the common 
tone, which was all she bad known, 
bad ever been as interesting. No one 
certainly bad on any occasion so held 
her as this little thin-Upped, But her 
aunt infused a new vividness into the 
idea, and gave her so many fresh im
pre�ions that it seemed to her she had 
over-estimated the charms of conform
ity. She had never met any one so en
tertaining as this little thin-lipped, 

36.36 the courts of Europe. European 
courts. 

36.37-39 recognized no social superiors, 
and, Judging tbe great oaes of the 
earth In a way that spoke of this, en
joyed was fond of social grandeur, 
and she enjoyed 

36.43-44 whatever tum they took, what
ever they were, 

36.44 food for deep reflexion. deeply 
interesting. 

37.3 g�sip. gossip," she said. 
37.4 so many hours?" for hours?'' 
37.5 replied; answered; 
37.8 gracious. gracious to her niece. 
37.17 superior. one. 
37.17 second of the group, second sister, 
37.18 of in 
37.19 suffice be enough to say 
37.25 Edith's, Edith's had been, 
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37.28-30 the mistress of a wedge of 
brown stone violently driven into Fif
ty-third Street, seemed to exult in her 
condition as in a bold escape. the 
mistress of a house which presented a 
narrowness of new brown stone to Fif
ty-third Street, she had quite justified 
her claim to matrimony. 

37.31-32 solid, and her claim to figure· 
was questioned, but she was conceded 
presence, though not majesty; she had 
moreover, plump, 

37.33 improved since her marriage, and 
the had improved since her marriage; 
the 

37.35-38 "I've never kept up with Isa
bel-it would have taken all my 
time," she had often remarked; in 
spite of which, however, she held her 
rather wistfully in sight; watching her 
as a motherly spaniel might watch a 
free greyhound. "I have never felt 
Jike Isabel's sister, and I am sure I 
never shall," she had said to an inti
mate friend: a declaration which made 
it all the more creditable that she had 
been prolific in sisterly offices. 

37 .40 noted remarked 
38.10 appearance visit, 
38.11 their aunt's her 
38.11 Isabel then said Isabel said to her 
38.12-13 her sister's words had doubt-

less prompted a word spoken to her 
husband as the two were making ready 
for their visit. her sister's· words must 
have prompted a remark that she 
made to her husband in the conjugal 
chamber as the two were getting ready 
to go to the hotel. 

38.20 her. Isabel. 
38.27 It?" it?,, her husband asked. 
38.34 Moses!" Jupiter!" 
38.38 Do you Do you

38.41-42 less haughty than her words. 
sweeter than the words she uttered. 

39. 7-8 felt dlff erent, felt as if something
had happened to her. felt busy; busy,
I mean, with her thoughts.

39.9-10 her bands empty, her usual avo
cations unheeded. with empty hands. 
heedless of her usual avocations. 

39.12 agitated; excited; 
39.13-14 The importance of what had 

happened was out of proportion She 
felt that something had happened te 
her of which the importance was out 
of proportion 

39.16 that which 
39.22-23 a desire for dozing forgetful

ness. It was on the contrary a desire 
to take a nap. On the contrary, it was 

39.23 wide-eyed, wide-awake, 
39.25-26 when the door was not open it

jumped out of the window. if the door 
were not opened to it, it jump�d out of 
the window. 

39.35 person- girl-
39.39 unpleasant. disagreeable. 
39.40 unpleasant disagreeable 
39.45 felicity good fortune 

39.45-40.2 Isabel rose even to pride in 
her parentage. Since his death she bad 
seemed ·to see him as turning bis 
braver side to his cblldren and as not 
having managed to Ignore the 
ugly Isabel was even proud of her 
parentage. Since his death she had 
gathered a vague impression that he 
turned his brighter side to his children, 
and that he had not eluded discomfort 

40.4 suppose him think that he was 
40.5 had held thought 
40.9-10 had recognized in the late Mr. 

Archer a remarkably handsome bead 
admitted that the late Mr. Archer bad 
a remarkably handsome head 

40.11-U was making had· made 
40.18 superficial schools, strange schools, 
40.19 the French, foreigners, 
40.22 large. abundant. 
40.23 who had eloped who eloped 
40.26 romantic picturesque 
40.33 the subject proposed: foreign 

lands; 
40.35-37 she was the member of bis trio 

who most "made up" to him for the 
disaueeables he didn't mention. In 
among his three daughters she was 
quite his favorite, and in 

40.39 bad been was 
41.3 fetching. popular. 
41.5-6 the Omits of lier own power to 

frisk and ju ... p and shriek-above an

with rightness of effect. the moderatf 
character of her own triumphs. 

41.10 aesthetic vulgarians. a parcel of 
fools. 

41.23 showy reference. quotation. 
41.28 soul heart 
41.31 as to which to which 
41.32 committed the conscious solecism 

of forgiving them gone so far as to 
forgive 

41.38 suspicious swains the local youth 
41.39 number proportion. 
41.40-42 to remind them they had heads 

as well, bad kept her unacquainted 
with the supreme disciplines of her sex 
and age. to make it a sensible pleas
ure, was sufficient to redeem her maid
enly career from failure. 

41.43 bonbons, flattery, 
41.44-42.2 abundant opportunity for 

dancing, plenty of new dresses, the 
London Spectator, the latest publica
tions, the music of Gounod, the poetry 
of Browning, the prose of George 
Eliot. abundant opportunity for danc
ing, the latest publications, plenty of 
new dresses, the London Spectator, 
and a glimpse of contemporary aes
thetics. 

42.13-14 He sometimes wrote to her 
and had within a week or two written 
from New York. He sometimes wrote 
to Isabel, and he had lately written to 
her from New York. 

42.16-17 Now that she learned he was 
there, nevertheless, Nevertheless, now 
that she learned he was there, 
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42.18 splendid magnificent 
42.19-20 he lnspJred her with a senti

meat of ldah, of rare respect. Sile had 
never felt equally moved to it by any 
otlaer person. he filled her with a cer
tain feeling of respect which she had 
never entertained for any one else. 

42.25-26 State capital. capital. 
42.27 new sense of complications. cer

tain feeling of embarrassment. 
42.29-30 He was not romantically, he 

was much rather obscurely, handsome; 
He was not especially good-looking, 

42.32 rewarded rewarded or not, 
42.32 blue eyes of remarkable fixedness, 

the eyes of a complexion other than 
his own, a blue eye of remarkable 
fixedness 

42.36 in spite of which, in half an 
hoar, but, nevertheless, an hour later 

42.38-39 He was not, It may be added, 
a man weakly to accept defeat. He 
was not, however, a man to be dis
couraged by a defeat. 

43.11-14 la her thouahts and her tbor· 
oqhly arraqed ser•anted Ufe his tum 
always.· came after the other nearest 
subjects of her solicitude, tlae various 
paactualities of performance of the 
workers of her wW. in her thoughts 
his turn always came after the care of 
her house and her conservatory (she 
was extremely fond of flowers). 

43.18 remarked she remarked 
43.20 1iven way. broken down. 
43.21 aivlaa way, breaking down, 
43.22 ln&nnlty enfeebled condition 
43.:s a native of Rutland, who was a 

native of Rutland, 
43.26 where in which 
43.27 1alaed preponderant con,trol. ac

quired a preponderant interest. 
43.29 sane and accommodating view. 

cheerful, and eminently practical view. 
43.30-31 no iateadon of disamericani

zlaa, nor had he a deske to teach his 
only soa any such subde art� no in
tention of turning Englishman, nor had 
he any desire to convert his only son 
to the same sturdy faith. 

43.32-33 to live in Eas)and assimilated 
yet uaconverted to live in Eng1and, 
and yet not be of it, 

43.33-35 eQUally slnaple bis lawful heir 
shoald after Ids death � oa. tlae 
pey old baak In the white American 
llaht. He was at pains to intensify tllis 
Uaht, simple that after his death, his 
lawful heir should carry on the bank 
in a pure American spirit. He took 
pains to cultivate ·this spirit, 

43.37 at in 
43.37 ualverslty, college, 
43.39 Dative, national, 
44.2 adveature jocosity 
44.10 a watery waste the ocean (which 

he detested) 
44.12 •e but he 
44.14-15 DO aptitude for the ballklna 

mystery no great fancy for the bank
ing business, 

44.17-19 the fine ivory surface, poUshed 
as by the Enalish air, that the old man 
had opposed to possibilities of paaetra
tion. the old man's effective simpli
city. 

44.20 placed in put into 
44.25-27 Mr. Touchett had made of the 

very Umlts of his pUaacy half the 
crouad of his aeneral success. He had 
retained in their freslaaess most of his 
marks of primary pressure; Mr. 
Touchett had given evidence of this 
talent only up to a certain point. He 
had made himself thoroughly comfort
able in England, but he had never at
tempted to pitch his thoughts in the 
English key. He had retained many 
characteristics of Rutland, Vermont; 

44.29-33 he bad become, on Ills own 
ground, as mellow as lie was rida; he 
combined consummate shrewdness with 
the disposition superficially to frater
nise, aad Ids "sodal posidoa," on 
which he bad Dever wasted a care, had 
the firm perfection of an unthumbed 
fruit. especially, he was a gentle, re
fined, fastidious old man, who com
bined consummate shrewdnes.s with a 
sort of fraternizing good-humour, and 
whose feeling about his own position 
in the wo_rld was quite of the demo
cratic sort. 

44.37 he laad never he never 
44.38 be had never he never 
44.38 obscurities Ile had never sounded. 

mysteries he never understood. 
44.39 the day he bad sounded them the 

day that he had understood them 
44.41 had spent spent 
44.42 had found found 
44.41 perched mounted 
45.3-4 bad become aware of his being 

became conscious that he was 
45.5. oa upon 
45.5 dire coafuslon. extreme embarrass

ment. 
45.6-7 apply, to tJae letter, the sorry in

Junction to take care of •maeelf. em
brace the sorry occupation known as 
taking care of one's self. 

45. 7 be sllalded the task; ·1t appeared to 
him he was greatly disgusted; it ap
peared to him that 

45.8 least he least that he 
45.11-12 even an undemonstrative respect, 

and even undemonstrative respect, 
45.14 It usually itruck him as 111s reputa

tion for ordlnary wit- it usually 
seemed to him to. be his reputation for 
common sense-

45.15 his ..-•eless clulqe his unattrac-
tive protegl 

45.18 aaared lie assured that he 
45.19 to tllose to one of those 
45.20 As he ad He had 
45.21 he cursed the lamess of aile: 

and cursed this immitigable nece�ity; 
45.23 found Ids seultlve oqan 11'8teful 



TEXTUAL APPENDIX 499 

even for grim favours, found that his 
sensitive organ was really grateful for 
such grim favours, 

45.24 lighter band. better grace. 
45.26-27 it bad snowed overnight, it 

snowed, 
45.21-29 A se(:ret board of indlft'eren(:e 

-like a thick cake a fond old nurse
might have slipped into bis first school
outfit- A certain fund of indolence
that he possessed

45.30 sacrifice; since doing nothing; for 
45.31 aught but that a�uous game. any

thing but a passive life. 
45.32-33 at least not renounced the 

field of valour. given up nothing. 
45.34 fragrance perfume 
45.35 and to 
45 .35 of pleasures is tlle rush of adion. 

pleasures of life are to be found in the

world of action. 
45.42 that this 
45.44 arrived reached it

46.3 yet but 
46. 7 the joys of contemplation bad never

been sounded. that the delights of ob
servation had never been suspected.

46.11 having bad to having to 
46.11-12 in the same breast with bursts 

of inspiring self-criticism. with a good 
deal of native indifference. 

46.12 judged him more found him much

more 
46.14-15 His serenity was but the array 

of wild flowers niched in his ruin. The 
truth was that he had simply accepted 
the situation. 

46.16-17 It was very probably this 
sweet-tasting property of the observed 
thing in itself It was very probably 
this sweet-tasting property of observa
tion to which l allude (for he found 
himself in these last years much more 
inclined to notice the pleasant things 
of the world than the others) 

46.18 advent arrival 
46.19 If be was consideringly disposed, 

if he were observantly disposed, 
46.20-22 It may be added, in summary 

f asbion, that the imagination of loving 
-as distinguished f.rom that of beini
loved-had still a place in bis reduced
sketch. He bad onlY forbidden himself
the riot of expression. However, he
shouldn't iasplre bis cousin with a pas
sion, nor would she be able, even
should she try, to help him to one. It
may be added, somewhat crudely, that
the liberty of falling in love had a
place in Ralph Touchett's programme.
This was of course a liberty to be very
temperately used; for though the safest
form of any sentiment is that which is
conditioned upon silence, it is not al
ways the most comfortable, and Ralph
had forbidden himself the arts of dem
\\\\�tra.ti�n, But �onscious observation
of a lovely woman had struck him as
the finest entertainment that the world
now had to offer him, and if th�' inter-

est should become poigna.nt, he flat
tered himself that he could carry it off 
quietly, as he had carried other dis
comforts. He speedily acquired a con
viction, however, that he was not des
tined to fall in love with his cousin. 

46.28 was prompt. hesitated a little. 
46.37 take her to Paris. I mean to get 

her dotblnc.', take her to Paris, to
get her some clothes." 

46.44-45 inviting �ompassion. a girl 
that suggests compassion. 

46.46 where you see your duty.'' what

your duty will direct you to do.'' 
47 .1 In showing It will direct me to 

show 
47 .2 in giving to give 
47.4 allowing giving 
47 .14 she Isabel 
47.15 Isabel's this one is 
47.16 I greatly amuse lier. I amuse her 

a good deal. 
47.16 get on get on very well, 
47.20 you! you! 
47.23 so very pretty?" very pretty?" 
47.30 left her no doubt of it told her, 
47.31 se"ice. hint. 
47 .32 enlightened told 
47.37 she's ridiculously mistaken. she is 

very much mistaken. 
47 .39-40 greater convenience, in some 

ways, more becoming ornament 
47.45 others of them, other sisters, 
48. 7 a land a sort of land
48.8 emigration, of rescue, emigration,
48.14 report, account of his pretty

cousin, 
48.15 the subject of it her 
48.19 You won't, I think, in any way, be 

easily right about her/' (Omitted.) 
48.20 rejoicingly exclaimed. exclaimed. 
48.29-30 looked out of the window. 

looked out of the window a little. 
48.34 After which, as But 
48.36 be pursued, said Ralph. 
48.43-44 It fates trouble to do that. 

(Omitted.) 
49.6 she that she 
49.8 character's character was 
49.10 in by 
49.16 in into 
49.19 time-blackened time-stained 
49.19 features ornaments 
49.20 smiled. said, smiling. 
49.21 "Marrying her? "Marry her? 
49.28 says, they're says," he exclaimed, 

"they are 
49 .29-30 satisfy his curiosity at tlte 

source, extract his information about 
his cousin from the girJ herself, 

49.30 evident evident to him that 
49.30 occasion. opportunity. 
49.31 He had a good deal of talk with 

his young kinswoman He had, for in
·stance, . a good deal of talk with her
that same evening,

49.32 left left alone 
49.JS ended concluded, 
49.36 quite emptied the measure of their 
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forms, exhausted each other's conver
sation, 

49.39 In no degree spent. to have no 
sense of weariness. 

49.40 knew knew that 
49.41 exhaustion fatigue 
49.42 broke down. had become impossi

ble. 
49.42-43 A fine hypocrisy was for the 

present possible; For the present it 
was perfectly possible; 

49.43-44 interested; she was, as she said 
to herself, floated. interested and ex
cited. 

49.4S many many of them 
50.1 best best of them 
50.4-5 stood over to the morrow. been 

deferred till the morrow. 
50.8 knew knew that 
50.8 now that she 
50.8 she couldn't but she could not 
50.10 pressure eagerness 
50.13 sheen shining 
50.15 inclining to bending toward 
50.20 place gallery 
50.21 presence. figure. 
50.23 undeniably spare, and ponderably 

liaht, and proveably tall; thin, and 
light, and middling tall; 

50.25 had always always 
50.25 willowy thin 
50.27 eyes, eye, 
50.27 firm keen 
S0.28 range of concession. softness when 

she smiled. 
50.33 returned. answered, laughing. 
50.34 are horridly ignorant." seem to

me so ignorant," said Isabel. 
50.36 some of them would-but the way 

they're talked to!'' some girls are so 
nice,'' 

50.37 to dilate just yet on herself. to

talk about herself. 
50.38 subject� subject, she went on, 
50.41 "A castle-spectre, a thing that ap

pears. We spectre, a phantom; we 
50.46 romantic old house," romantic 

house," 
51.1 a dismally prosaic one; dismally 

prosaic; 
51.16 gentleman on the lawn gentleman 

that was on the lawn 
51.23 that. He's the dearest of the 

dear." that; he is a dear old man." 
51.26-27 to have too many theories. to 

be too theoretic. 
51.42 he cried cried Ralph, 
52.5 said Ralph. said Ralph, smiling. 
52.6 I'm I was 
52.6 Isabel the girl 
52.11 She Isabel 
52.14-15 not afraid, you know," not 

afraid,., 

52.24 wandered off turned away 
53.6 creature reported young lady re

puted 
!J.9 the alrl Isabel
53.18 bad lost all faith in culture. had

no time for anything else. 
53.18 tendency, with this, tendency, how

ever, 

53.20 properly, seriously, 
53.22 girl had never girl never 
53.23 for the laurels of authorship. to 

be an authoress. 
53.24 too little had none 
53.33-34 she treated herself to occasions 

of homage. impulsively, she often ad
mired herself. 

53.36 subject heroine 
53.38 speaking who seemed to her to 

speak 
53.40 At moments she discovered she 

was arotesquely wrong, Every now 
and then she fo�nd out she was wrong, 

53.44 under this provision on this condi
tion that 

54.11 she held It must she thought it 
would 

54.18 struck her as seemed to her 
54.19 to her. to one. 
S4.21 no love of their look, but when 

she fixed them hard no taste for 
thinking of them, but whenever she 
looked at them fixedly 

54.25 indecent not to right to 
54.26 was is 
54.28 crooked anomalous 
54.30 women ladies 
54.31 noted observed 
54.35 might should 
54.36 should might 
54.43 creature of conditions: young girl;
55.3-4 that state. She never called it the 

state of solitude, much less of single
ness; she thought such descriptions 
weak, her independence. She never 
called it loneliness; she thought that 
weak; 

55.5 abide. stay with her. 
55. 1 high laudable
55.9 an admired ability; remarkable tal

ent; 
55.12 quoted. admired. 
55.12-13 pronounced them with confi

dence "ephemeral," did not accept 
them unrestrictedly, 

55.14 the writer, her friend,
55.17 Henrietta was in the van of 

progress Henrietta was a great radi
cal, 

55.28 student reader 
55.35 frivolous and hollow. Isabel was 

stoutly determined not to be 
hoUow. trivial and superficial. Isabel 
was resolutely determined not to be 
superficial. 

55.36 with the right patience expectantly 
and trustfully 

55.38 l'iews on the subject of marriage. 
opinions on the question of marriage. 

55.39-40 of tbe vulgarity of thinklna too 
much of It. that it was very vulgar to 
think too much about it.

55.40 into eagerness into a state of ea
gerness 

55.41 prayed she prayed that she 
J!.4l-4J a woman ouglat lo Le able io 

lll'e to herself, in the absence of ex
cepdonal Oimsinea, a woman ought 
to be able to make up he·r life in sin
gleness, 
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55.46 dry stiff 
56.2 81'.ticle subject 
56�3-4 a ruinous expenditure, an expen

diture of imagination, 
56.10 ended in alarms. ended by fright

ening her. 
56.12 colour, blush, 
56.12 calling her a rank egoist. 1elling 

her that she was selfish. 
56.13 her development, her own devel-

opment, 
56.13 her perfection, her own perf ec-

tion, 
56.14 her progress. her own progress. 
56.14 la her conceit, for her own imagi-

nation 
56.18 spirit mind 
56.20-21 remarkable soul, virginal soul, 
56.21 which that 
56.23 repaid curiosity easy eagerness 
56.28 fine, full consciousness absorbing 

happiness 
56.34 This impression was This was 
56.36 a subject an object 
56.39 diverted entertained 
56.41-42 Mecca, and into many of bis 

interests there his children had natu
rally not entered. Mecca. 

56.43 images impressions 
56.43 grown become 
57 .9-10 all friction dropped out of con

tact and all shrillDess out of talk
all shrillness dropped out of conversa
tion-

57.13-15 sitting with felded hands like a 
placid, homely household god, a god 
of service, sitting placidly with folded 
bands, like a good old man 

57.21 "point" vivacity 
57 .23 mass majority 
57.30 prompt artless 
57 .40 wanted wished 
57.41 and he 
57.41 ask It ask something 
57.41-42 She would ask But Isabel 

asked 
57.42-43 a quantity. a great many. 
57.43-44 her pressure interrogation 
58.J begging asking
58.4 corresponded correspond ·
58.7 shawl spread shawl that was spread
58.19 improvements I improvemen1s that

I 

58.33-34 sure it will satisfy me,0 Isabel 
judicially emphasised. sure I shall 
like it," said Isabel, somewhat judi
cially .. 

59.1 quite up to everything; very posi-
tive; 

S9.l-2 person you person that you 
59.2 evidence. Too free a fancy

testimony. Too much imagination-
59.16 there at any price. there! 
59.21-22 upper and even to some extent 

in the middle." upper class." 
59.23 ''Gracious," "Dear me!" 
S9.l4 tbt a\t\ the )loung i\1\, 
60.4 they're too stupidly conventional. 

they are conventional. 
60.5 least stupidly conventional. least 

conventiona1. 

60.38-39 seemed to her seemed to her 
that 

61.5-6 sense to take them. sense. 
61.16 extravagance. violent statements. 
6.1.23 indifferently indiscriminately 
61.24 his fantastic mother his anoma-

lous mother, 
61.35 assured ber assured her that 
61.42 heated fervid 
61.44 on the llnes in the height 
62.2 really be so. be so. 
62.8 work.her up, torment her, 
62.15 her her that 
62.17 observed said 
62.3l-33 Ralph had been for many 

weeks Ralph for many weeks had 
been 

62.39 disburdened of pain, tolerably 
comfortable, 

62.44 first grimly called. first called. 
63.4 Ralph lost indeed Ids one 

inspiration. Ralph was indeed might· 
ily disgusted. 

63.11 felt wound; pain of loss; 
63.12 early end uncompleted career 
63.17 hope hope that 
63.19 suggested suggested that 
63.21 harbouring "love" for failing in 

love with 
63.22 judged decided 
63.25-26 really interesting little fipre. a 

thoroughly interesting woman. 
63.26 their neighbour Lord Warburton 
63.30 conscious conscious that 
63.Jo-32 "A cbaracter like that," be

said to himself-"a real little passion
ate force to see at play is the finest
thing in nature. "A character like
that," he said to himself, "is the finest
thing in nature.

63.36-37 anything pleasant something 
agreeable 

64.19 rather a a rather 
64.21 mixed mingled 
64.37 found found that 
64.38 on upon 
64.38-39 shnlnk from the extremity of 

absolved herself from the obligation of 
64.42 rare profundity extraordinary 

meditation 
64.42 consider contemplate 
64.44 persons, people, 
64.45 on upon 
65.6-7 he had indeed rather sharply reg

istered himself on her fine sense he 
had made indeed a tolerably vivid im
pression on her mind, 

65.8 hoped she hoped that she 
65.10 sovereign, so delightful, 
65.10-11 was more and more a sort of 

golden grandfather, was such a per
fection of an uncle, 

65.11 was unlike was so unlike 
65.12 her idea of cousins having tended 

to gloom. her view of cousins being 
rather monotonous. 

65.14 hint sense 
65.14 view. prospect. 
65.21 her the young girl 
65.13 burl herself into the fray. be de

lighted. 
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65.24 bis Ralph's 
65.26 provldlnc for bu companion en-

tertaining his cousin 
65.30 eminent cues. figures. 
65.38 Dice." good." 
65.39 nice. good. 
66.4 sonorous mirth. deep, agreeable 

laugh. 
66.14-16 Her desire lo think well of 

herself bacl at least the element of hu
lllillty tbat it always needed to be sup
ported by proof. Her desire to think 
well of herself always needed to be 
supported by proof; though it is possi
ble that this fact is not the sign of a 
milder egotism. 

66.20 many of his remarks much of his 
conversation 

66.23 on upon 
66.23 had had welalat, was pleasant, 
66.24-25 she scarce fell short of seeing 

bim-tlaouah quite without luridlty-as 
a hero of romance. she thought him 
quite one of the most delectable per· 
sons she had met. 

66.26-27 possible felicities. the pJeas
antness of life. 

66.34 observed she said 
65.41-42 Isabel gaUy engaged. said Is-

abel, smiling. 
67.1 a moment for a moment, 
67.2 them coldly them 
67.3 your blest Albany, Albany, 
67.12 I I 
67.12 suaested. exclaimed. 
67.15 mJdnleht." midnight," she said. 
67.17 him her him that her 
67.17 involved- stirred-
67.18-19 anythlaa of a flare an exhibi-

tion of temper, 
67.24 you're vexed you are displeased 
67.26 considered. reflected a moment. 
67 .26 vexed, displeased, 
67.27 mystified. Wasn't it puzzled. Was 

it not 
67.29 laere-ln decent houses-don't here 

don't 
67.34 me be 
67.37 you own ways." your liberty.,

,

67.38 them. it. 
67.44 de-voted to romantic effects much 

interested in the picturesque, 
67.45-68.1 house., a house, which was a 
68.3 attend attend upon 
68.6 sounded interrogated 
68.9 urced asked 
68.10 her her that 
'8.13 very decent ud pleasaol;" simple 

and respectable and trustworthy;" 
'8.14 Miss Arch•r mlcht that Miss 

Archer should 
68.15-16 family llviaa, tbat of Lock

lelc.b, wide• wu a bea•y, sprawDD1 
parish, parsonage at Locklcigh, which 
was rather a largish parish, 

68.19 Isabel that Isabel 
"·11 slle that she 
68.26-27 tile questions Involved them

68.36 knew know 
68.37 slice part 

68.44 shall wil 1 
68.44 her friend; Warburton; 
69.7-8 tboqla married but tlle other 

day, though she was married only the 
other day, 

69.19 native national 
69.33 1ave said 
69.33 tbriWq 1llmpses Isabel felt enter· 

taining things, Isabel perceived that 
69.34 did it said them 
69.34-35 had rare chances and bad tum

bled In, as she put It, for hish 
prizes, had a great good fortune, 

69.37-39 His quality was a mixture of 
the effect of rich experleace oh, so 
e.asily come by!- wlt.h a modesty at
times almost boyish; His composition
was a mixture of good-humoured
manly force and a modesty that at
times was almost boyish;

69.41 a tone of respomible kindness. a 
tone of kindness which was not boyish, 
inasmuch as there was a good deal of 
reflection and of conscience in it. 

69.44 Ralp• retumed. said Ralph. 
70.2 be be

70.5 so•d. robust. 
70.14-15 For me, in lais place, I could 

be as solemn as a slatue of Buddlaa. 
He For me, I could take the poor 
fellow very seriously; he 

70.19 and Indeed about everytlll111 la the 
world. and everything else. 

70.23 a pampered blaot. an old-fash
ioned and narrow-minded person. 

70.28-29 a aood deal of cbanlllq taste, 
imagination, 

70.30 beiDa man 
70.38 Isabel was prompt. "I tblnk he's 

d1armln1." charming," Isabel an-
swered. 

70.39 nice person," fine fellow," 
70.42-43 rather a a rather 
70.45 must talk." is rather fanciful." 
71.1 yoar friead's too subvenlve--or not 

subversive Lord Warburton is too 
radical-or not radical 

71.27-28 you're on tlle side of the olcl 
or on the side of die new. you are a 
liberal or a conservative. 

71.29 "I'm OD the side of both. "I am 
both. 

71.29-30 I auess I'm a little on the side 
of everytblq. I think I am a little of 
everything. 

71.31 ldah, proud loyalist. conservative. 
71.32 be•ave so exquisitely. I mean 

so pldllresquely." behave so pictur
esquely." 

71.37-38 colnc cracetaDy to the

calllotine seeing a revolution 
71.39 a bla outbreak one, 
72.5 And But 
72.12 they want to feel eUllest," they 

are very conscientious," 
72.l 7 yet don't damage yet they don't

affect
72.22 'ldlat dlstladlless, mild, reflec

tive, optimistic accent, 
12.2, humbua; humbug," she said; 
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72.31-32 island and ever so many other 
things besides. island. 

72.33 elegant very cultivated 
72.35 elegant cultivated 
72.36 pleasure- entertainment-
72.39 has so has got so 
72.44 sighed. exclaimed. 
73.4 melancholy. sadness. 
73.14 show a most have a very 
73.15 described spoke of 
73.15 by that term as original, 
73.17 since for that 
73.20-22 having, as she thought, eyes 

like the baJanced basins, the drdes of 
"ornamental water,'' set, in parterres, 
among the geraniums. having, as she 
thought, the kindest eyes in the world. 

73.27 suspected it as a tendency sus
pected that it might become a fault 

73.30 Yes, their eyes, Their eyes,
73.30 admired, were round, quiet ad-

mired so much, were quiet 
73.31 figures, also figures, 
73.36 luncheon lunch 
73.38 If whether 
73.40 so and 
74.3 flushed, blushed, 
74.5 she was in some wild, free manner 

practising on them: she was quizzing 
them; 

74.19 play of mind; vivacity;
74.20 they that they 
74.21 luncheon lunch 
74.24 your that your 
74.33 clearly evidently 
74.34 had met the frank advances was

playing with 
74.35 that which 
74.35 expanses, spacious room, 
75.5 demanded. inquired. 
75.7 returned. exclaimed. 
75.9 bad lost themselves. were rapidly 

getting bewildered. 
75.12 this part of the ('Ounty." the

county." 
75.13 dare say suspect 
75.14 remark. observe. 
75.19 beautifully very 
75.24-25 to fight to the death: I mean

for the heritage of the past. I should 
hold it tight." to be a conservative. I 
should wish to keep everything." 

75.30 luncheon, lunch, 
75.35-36 affected the young visitor as a 

castle in a legend. seemed to Isabel a 
castle in a fairy-tale. 

75.40 luncheon, lunch, 
75.42 a rich e�clesiasticism theological 

characteristics 
75.42 marks characteristics 
7S.44 indiscriminate abundant
76.7 least familiar guest youngest visitor
76.8 apart somewhat apart 
76.16 barraek. house. 
76.22 pardon excuse 
76,37 "But, I neYertheless don't ''But� 

all the same, I don't 
77.13 summing people up." judging peo

ple.,, 
77.20 I want to see as many countries as 

I can." I want very much to see for
eign lands as well." 

77.35 'quaint' picturesque-
77.36 'quaint,' picturesque, 
77 .37 quaintest most picturesque 
77.39 briefly silent. silent a moment. 
77.45 are were 
77.46 are were, 
78.2 make her a scene, make a scene, 
78.19 his this 
78.20-21 not the calculation of her ef

fect-a game she played not coquetry 
-a quality that she possessed

79.t judged best not to show did not
show

79.5-6 show me up, reproduce me, 
79.12 alert enterprising 
79.12-13 announcing her prompt ap

proach. signifying her intention of 
arriving. 

79.13 that centre the metropolis 
79.15 her. the visitor. 
79.16 Ralph asked asked Ralph 
79.17 moved along the platform. stood 

on the platform, before the advent of 
the train. 

79.24 conceded. declared. 
79.27-28 crimes of violence and attacks 

on the person require more or less 
pluck. interviewing requires bravery. 

79.28 me?'* me?" 
79.45-46 proved, as Isabel bad prom

ised, quite delicately, even thoug·h 
rather provincially, fair. proved to 
be, as Isabel had said, decidedly 
pretty. 

79.46 neat, fair, 
80.7 a little arrested who was somewhat 

disconcerted 
80.8 hinted seemed to indicate 
80.9-10 rustled, she shimmered, was very 

well dressed, 
80.11-12 as crisp and new and compre

hensive as a first issue before the fold
ing. scrupulously, fastidiously neat. 

80.12-13 had probably no misprint. car
ried not an ink-stain. 

80.14 loud; yet loud, though 
80.15-16 struck him as not all in the 

large type, the type of horrid "head
ings," that be had expected. struck 
him rather to his surprise, as not an 
abundant talker. 

80.18 copious lucidity; a great deal of 
precision and distinctness; 

80.21 confidence in her powers. conver
sational powers. 

80.23 broke out. said. 
80.25-26 liberally answered. answered. 

liberally. 
80.27 on upon 
80.28-29 buttons-buttons that might 

have fixed the elastic loops of some 
tense receptacle: buttons; 

80.30 on upon 
80.32 as as he was 
80.33-34 less inviolate, more dishon

oured, than he liked. and uncomfort
able. 

80.36 lapsed. disappeared. 

" 
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80.40 returned. rejoined. 
81.3 cosmopolite," cosmopoJitan," 
81.10-11 his aged, innocent voice. his 

mild, wise, aged, innocent voice. 
81.17 a lovely group a most lovely 

group 
81.20 accord sympathize 
81.21-22 That's the true way-then you 

can breathe. (Omitted.) 
81.30 deprecated, in fact defied, isolation. 

was of an eminently social tendency. 
81.31 desire request 
81.33 on upon 
82.10 drives; drives, and 
82.23-24 struck her as strange appeared 

to her so strange 
82.25 break down so in spots. exhibit 

such extraordinary disparities. 
82.28 found her more than ever lnconse

quent. marvelled more than ever at 

her inconsistency. 
82.34 put it in somewhere." put it in a 

letter." 
82.36-37 newspaper-lady newspaper-

correspondent 
82.37 matter. material. 
82.43 cried. exclaimed. 
83.4 pleaded; begged; 
83.7 declared. rejoined. 
83.8-9 her cousin bad, according to her 

prophecy, lost his heart to their 
visitor. his [sic] cousin had fal1en in 
love with their visitor, 

83.14-15 Ber presence proved somehow 
less irreducible to soft particles Her 
society had a less insoluble quality 

83.16 solubility adequacy 
83.17 prompted mirth in him, made him 

laugh a good deal, 
83.18-19 the crescendo of mirth should 

be the flower of bis declining 
days. abundant laughter should be 
the embellishment of the remainder of 
his days. 

83.19 failed a little to did not quite 
83.22-23 almost immoral not to work 

out. superficial on her part not to 
solve. 

83.27 smiled Isabel; said Isabel, smil-
ing; 

83.27-28 of large leisure." of leisure." 
83.29 car-�ondnctor," cotton-mill,,. 
83.42 ones. prejudices. 
83.44 as I render her for I render your 

cousin 
84.4 effort; trouble; 
84.15 terms; phrases; 
84.17 strained brilliant 
84.19 journal of the other world; trans-

atlantic journal; 
84.25 agreeably." agreeably," said Ralph. 
84.29 directed turned 
84.30 Lancret Watteau 
84.36 missed not apprehended 
84.38 conscience." conscience," she 

said. 
84.39 ha¥e have 
85.1 mild gentle 
85.6-7 They're both antecedent to 

choice-elements of one's composidon 

that are not to be eliminated." It's 
antecedent to choice." 

85.8 You've tried and been worsted. you 
would give it up if you could? 

85.12 sighed. urged. 
85.28 a heart?'' any?" 
85.32 the later this 
85.38 groaned. exclaimed impatiently. 
86.3 "sort." fell ow. 
86.4-5 she went into cages, she flour

ished lashes, like a spangled lion
tamer. there is always something fine 
about that. 

86.19 ocular surfaces unwinldng)y caught 
the sun. brilliant eyes expanded still 
further. 

86.21 I've as I have got as 
86.25 day day that 
86.32 conceived a passion for fallen in 

love with 

86.42 luxury of laughter. burst of re-

sounding laughter. 
87.3 me. me. 

87 .6 hers, in general, to hers to 
87.9-10 unworthy of you to keep so 

many things to yourself. That's very 

frivolous for you to be single; that's 
87.10 wanted to express. meant to ex-

press to you. 
87.13 Forgive my depravity." Excuse 

my superficiality." 
87.37-38 vividly figures It." she re

minds me of it." 
87 .40 I that I 
87 .42 with a certain intensity I accept 

it. in a certain way, I like it. 
87.43 swagger, boast, 
88.1-2 straightway convinced by lier; 

not so much in respect to herself as In 
respect to what masses behind her." 
immensely struck with her; not so 
much for herself as what stands behind 
her." 

88.7 green Pacific! blue Pacific! 
88.8 pardon excuse 
88.14 so green as that," blue,,

, 

88.14 a young woman a woman 
88.15-16 Henrietta, however, does smell 

of the Future-it almost knocks one 
down!" Henrietta, however, is fra
grant-Henrietta is decidedly fra

grant!" 
88.22 the nature of man human nature 
88.24-25 renewed contact her relations 
88.25-26 her genius for unshrinking en-

quiry, tbe general application of her 
confidence. that somewhat aggressive 
frankness which was the social expres
sion of her nature. 

88.28-29 free play of intelligence fine 
freedom of composition 

88.31 noble general 
88.33 for to 
88.34 "allow" pay a certain deference 
88.35 in truth however, 

88.37 dermed spoken of 
88.37-39 both an adventures.9 and a bore 

-adventuresses usually giving one more
of a thrill; she had "a newspaper
woman,'' and
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88.40 yet but she 
88.41 had never undertaken never un

dertook 
89.2-S I don't like Miss Stackpole-ev

erything about her displeases me; she 
talks so much too loud and looks at 
one as if one wanted to look at her
whkb one doesn't. I don't like Miss 
Stackpole-I don't like her tone. She 
talks too loud, and she looks at me 
too hard. 

89.6 the manners and the liberties of 
such places. the style of manners that 
such a way of living produces. 

89.9 knows knows that 
89.19-20 acquainted herself, in the west

ern world, with every form of caravan• 
sary. had acquired a large familiarity 
with the technical hospitality of her 
country. 

89.21-22 Mrs. Touchett, fresh from a 
renewed struggle with them, recorded 
Mrs. Touchett recorded 

89.37 retorted. rejoined. 
89.44 serenely said. said, serenely. 
90.4-5 proclaimed cried 
90.S with much meaning. with a laugh.
90.8 you wouldn't at all have the

tenue." you would make a very poor 
butler." 

90.15 judged to be suspected of being 
90.17 took occasion to say said 
90.18 Isabel: Isabel in the morning, 

while they were alone together, 
90.18 if whether 
90.34 period which period of time 

which 
90.35 added at last: said at last-
90.40 responded. exclaimed, quickly. 
90.41 that that 
91.3 waited. was silent a moment. 
91.4 turned a little pale. coloured a lit

tle, and now her blush was slowly fad
ing. 

91.17 nothing so simplifying as a grand 
passion." nothing so simple as a 
great passion." 

91.18 grand passion; great passion; 
91.28 sUgbQy harsh hilarity. laugh. 
91.29 smile hack smile in reply; 
91.38-39 old ones when the old ones 

have been the right ones." old ones.'' 
91.41-42 But she faltered before her 

friend's implacable glitter. And then 
she paused; Henrietta's bright eyes 
seemed to her to grow enormous. 

91.43 him," him," said Miss Stackpole. 
91.44 made appeared 
91.44 as if to deny this charge; instead 

of which, however, to be on the point 
of denying this charge, but instead of 
this 

92.1 asked if inquired whether 
92.2 It This inquiry 
92.3 her curiosity, curiosity, 
?2,3-4 sh,e disliked discussing the sub

ject and found Henrietta wanting in 
delicacy. she did not enjoy discussing 
the gentleman with Henrietta Stack
pole, and she thought that in her treat-

ment of the subject this faithful friend 
lacked delicacy. 

92. 7 high, bold action. action. 
92.8 will always be will be 
92.10 that." that," said Isabel. 
92.11 to bear this declaration. to hear 

this rich assertion made. 
92.12 her visitor rang out. Henrietta 

murmured. 
92.13 will always be will be 
92.14 infallible supernatural 
92.14-15 what one feels?" whether one 

cares for him?" 
92.18 with a cold smile. smiling a little. 
92.20 have changed. have changed," she 

replied. 
92.23 believe believe that 
92.23 believe him believe that he is

92.25 return; rejoinder; 
92.26 the alarm the feeling of alarm 
92.27 Gardencourt. Gardencourt. Alarm 

is perhaps a violent term to apply to 
the uneasiness with which she regarded 
this contingency; but her uneasiness 
was keen, and there were various good 
reasons for it. 

92.28 herself, however, that herself that 
92.29 For but for 
92.31 pressed upon her; was oppressive; 
92.35 indeed however, 
92.35 the on the 
92.40 a graceful a very graceful 
93.3-4 when heavy-hearted, when she 

felt heavy-hearted, 
93.6 Of late, it Of late, however, it 
93.10 her eyes bent with her eyes fixed 
93.13 band hand that 
93.14-15 that came into her "Vision, al· 

ready so held by him, with the vivid· 
ness of the writer's voice or bis 

face. that she seemed to know all the 
better, indeed, as the writer had been 
present to her mind when the letter 
was delivered. 

93.15-16 proved short and may be given 
entire. proved to be short, and I may 
give it entire. 

93.28 that's not your character. you are 
not unreasonable. 

93.29 be, arbitrary or capricious. be. 
93.35-36 it holds you. you are here. 
93.36 but have but I have 
93.40 This missive Mr. Goodwood's let-

ter 
93.40 deep profound 
93.42 it the paper, 
94.3 coolness. self-possession. 
94.8 indoors." in-doors," she said. 
94.9 jollier pleasanter 
94.18 about it. regarding it. 
94.22 the idea this idea 
94.23 "making up" making love 
94.28-29 the fact of because 
94.29-30 carrying with it really more 

guestions wouJd point to more ques
tions 

94.31 his Lord Warburton's 
94.31 a "personage," a personage, 
94.32 image so conveyed. idea. 
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94.32-41 At the risk of adding to tile 
evidence of her self-sufficiency It must 
be said th.at there bad been moments 
when this possibility of admiration by 
a personage represented to ber an ag-
1ression almost to the degree of an af
front, guite to the degree of an incon
venience. She had never yet knoffll a 
personage; there had been no person• 
ages, in this sense, in her life; there 
were probably none such at all lo her 
native land. When she bad thought of 
individual eminence she had thought of 
it oa the basis of character and wit
of what one might like In a gentle
man's mind and in his talk. At the 
risk of making the reader smile, it 
must be said that there had been mo
ments when the intimation that she 
was admired by a "personage" struck
her as an aggression which she would 
rather have been spared. She had 
never known a personage before; there 
were no personages in her native land. 
When she had thought of such matters 
as thls, she had done so on the basis 
of character-of what one likes in a 
gentleman,s mind and in his talk. 

94.42-43 consciousness life 
95.2 sublime soul. soul. 
95.5 that which 
95.6 felt she lacked patience felt that 

she lacked the patience 
95.6-8 He appeared to demand of her 

something that no one else, as it were,
bad presumed to do. Of course, there 
would be a short cut to it, and as 
Lord Warburton was evidently a very 
fine fellow, it would probably also be a 
safe cut. Isabel was able to say all 
this to herself, but she was unable to 
feel the force of it. 

95.10 be rather Invidiously lived he 
lived 

95.11-12 murmured it murmured 
95.15 such a man such a man as Lord 

Warburton, 
95.18 a complication of e,·ery hour, an 

incumbrance, 
95.19 stiff and stupid heavy and rigid 
95.20 a burden. unacceptable. 
95.14 all sufficiently sufficiently
95.25 woman lady 
95.44 bad superficially superficially, 

had 
96.3-4 showed as distinct and unimpor

tant. revealed themselves with a cer
tain vividness. 

96.11 then then he 
96.20 here," here," Lord Warburton an

swered. 
96.22 appeal to her; demand of her; 
96.27 "great" (as sbe supposed) 

nobleman local nobleman 
96 .. 30 was were 
96.32 her t'ompaoioo. Lord Warburton; 
96.37 be himself was. he was serious. 
96.38 be bad he himself had 
96.39 a vulgar world. the public at 

large. 
96.41 loose thinker frivolous person 

96.42 replied replied to her 
97.10 Lockleigh Gardencourt [sic]
97.13 done nothing else. thought of

nothing else. 
97.14 animal. fellow. 
97.17 charged that shone
97 .19 that which 
97.23 gently. Gently gently; gently 
97.35 she the girl 
97.44-45 declared. She quite 1lowed 

there, inwardly, with the pleasure of
feeUng she did. declared; and it was 
the truth. 

98.12-13 if possible not less kind than
what be had said to her. as nearly as 
possible as kind as what he had said 
to her. 

98.14-15 she did, all so mysteriously, 
matter to him. that he loved her. 

98.16 returned rejoined 
98.17 be Lord Warburton 
98.20 a man you know a man whom 

you know
98.28 exuberance coquetry 
98.38 replied. answered. 
98.43 on upon 
99.4 doubt that," doubt of that," 
99.8 that. That's that; that's 
99.26 remark. He remark; he 
99.29 Isabel spoke said Isabel, 
99.31 outward felldty pictorial circum

stances 
99.33-34 cried with warmth: exclaimed 

warmly� 
99.37 alone. I alone; I 
99.42 try. I've a try; I have got a
99.45-100.2 a breadth of candour that

was like the embrace of strone arms 
-that was like the fragrance straight
in her face, and by his clean, breath
ing Ups, of she knew not what strange
gardens, what charged airs. Sbe a ten
der eagerness which went to Isabel's
heart, and she

100.4 me a woman 
100.5 wonderful world, I thank, than

commit myself very gratefully, world 
than to commit herself 

100.6-10 she was Jost in admJration of
her opportunity she managed to moYe
back into the deepest shade of it, even
as some wild, caught creature in a vast
cage. Tbe "splendid�' se.curity so of·
f erred her was not the greatest she
could conceive. she could conceive 
the impulse, she could not let it oper
ate; her imagination was charmed, but 
it was not led captive. 

100.11-12 that deferred the need of
really facJng her crisis. which al to
gether deferred the need of answering. 

100.14 her companion cried. cried Lord 
Warburton. 

100.16-17 promise you to promise you 
I will 

100.19 how absolutely that 
100.23 impossible--letting you know it 

without impossible, without 
100.31 you I you, then I 
100.31-32 ones. That's ones; thafs 
100.32 earnestness. gravity. 
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100.36 'Very soon. very soon,'' she said. 
100.37 replied. answered. 
100.44 llunting-crop. hunting-whip. 
100.45 remarkable mind mind 
101.5 oddly exclaimed. exclaimed. 
101.6 all all that 
101.10-11 see you, you know." see

you.,, 
101.11 reflecting, his reflecting, with his 
101.15 oak. beech. 
101.15 he went on. said Lord Warbur-

ton. 
101.19 safe and right. sanitary. 
101.23 adore delight in 
101.25 handsome bared bead head 
101.26-27 still agitating, in bis mastered 

emotion, his implement of t.be 
chase, shaking his hunting�whip with 
little quick strokes, 

101.28 much upset. very nervous. 
101.29 upset, nervous, 
101.29 had not been was not 
101.31-32 it appeared to her there had 

been no choice for it appeared to her 
that there was no choice 

101.33-34 failed to support any enlight
ened prejudice in favor of the free ex
ploration of life failed to correspond 
to any vision of happiness 

101.36 that this 
101.38-39 magnificent "chance." great

opportunity. 
101.41-43 might contain oppresshe, 

might contain narrowing elements, 
might prove really but a stupefying 
anodyne; might contain elements that 
would displease her, 

101.44-45 would have accommodated 
themselves to it without a pang. would 
accommodate themselves to it with ex
treme zeal. 

101.45-102.1 irresistibly impose impose 
102.4 these large, these fabulous occa· 

sloos? this large occasion? 
102.S such a thing as that this,
102.6 ground occasion
102.9 danger: the danger; for the
102.10 bad been were
102.11 such a betise it

102.13-14 It was the very softness, and
the fine intelligence, of sympathy. it 
was not. 

102.15 the truth; the point; 
102.15-17 something assured her there 

was a fallacy somewhere In the glow
ing logic of the proposition-as he saw 
it-even though she mightn't put her 
very finest finger-point on It; some
thing told her that she should not be 
satisfied, 

102.20 him she him that she 
102.20 question, proposal, 
102.23 "fow. word. 
102.24 if whether 
102.24 priggish person, girl; 
102,25-27 0,0. her at last getting up and 

going rather quickly back to the house, 
felt, as she had said to her friend, 
really frightened at herself. when at 
last she got up and rather quickly 
went back to the house, it was 

because, as she had said to Lord War
burton, she was really frightened at 
herself. 

102.30-31 what bad taken place. what 
Lord Warburton had said to her.

102.35 she would have had to do herself 
violence to air this special secret it 
would have been disagreeable to her 
to confide this particular matter 

102.42 host uncle 
103.S She Isabel
103.5 directly. very directly.
103.10 then enquired. added.
103.20 both tasteless and ungrateful, un

grateful, 
103.29-30 his letter?" it?" 
103.30 obligingly asked. asked, oblig

ingly. 
103.42 one else. I one else; I
103.43 enough/' She fell into that 

appearance enough," said Isabel with 
that appearance 

104.1-2 impressions. sensations. 
104.4 pleasantest I've pleasantest letters 

I have 
104.6 that which 
104.14 She The girl
104.14 a little. a moment. 
104.21 presume suppose 
104.30 That This 
104.30 on upon 
104-31-32 this association of her uncle's

mild acuteness her uncle's genial
shrewdness being associated 

104.32-33 prove that prove to her that 
104.35-36 beautiful appeal, reaching 

handsome off er

104.38 even however 

104.39-41 however she might have re
sisted conquest at her English suitor's 
large quiet bands however little she 
might have felt warranted in lending a 
receptive ear to her English suitor, 

104.42 positive complete 
104.43 sought refuge ultimately took re

fuge, 
104.45 deprive her of take from her 
105.1-2 There was a disagreeably strong 

push, a kind of hardness of presence, in 
his way of rising before her. There 
was something too forcible, something 
oppressive and restrictive, in the man
ner in which he presented himself. 

105.3 image, by the danger, of image of 
105.3 and bad and she had 
105.4 equal degree one equal degree 
105.8-12 expressed for her an energy-

and she bad already felt it as a power 
-that was of his, very nature. It was
in no degree a matter of bis "advan
tages"-it was a matter of the spirit
that sat in his dear-burning eyes like
some tirele� watcher at a window.

gave her an impression of energy.
105.ll-13 be insisted, ever, with his

whole weight and for�e: at any rate,
there was something very strong about
him;

105.14 that. it. 
1 OS. IS her Isabel 
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105.15 since because it seemed to her 
that 

105.16-18 by looking so straight at 
Lord Warburton's big bribe and yet 
turning away from it. making up her 
mind to refuse Lord Warburton. 

105.25-26 an hour time 
105.29 couldn't then could not now

105.30-31 dazzled as she was by the 
great immediate opening of her aunt's 
offer of "Europe," because she was 
preoccupied with the idea of going to
Europe with her aunt, 

105.32 was now to was to
105.32 was following followed

105.33 sea. seas. 
105.33 of grim fate of fate 
105.35-36 a nearer and a dearer 

vjew. demand a description less meta
physical. 

105.37 of well-known of certain, well-

known 
105.39 at present now 
105.40 works, and establishment, 
105.40 a temper a brilliancy 
105.41 their its
105.42 College, University, 
lOS.43 renown rather more renown 
105.44-4S gleaner of more dispersed 

knowledge. votary of culture. 
105.45-106.2 Later on he had learned 

that the finer intelligence too could 
vault and pull and strain-might even, 
breaking the record, treat itself to 
rare exploits. Later he had become 
reconciled to culture, and though he

was still fond of sport, he was capable 
of showing an excellent und�rstanding 
of other matters. 

106.2-3 He bad thus discovered in him
self a sharp eye for the mystery of

mechanics, He had a remarkable ap
titude for mechanics, 

106.5 seen it in the newspapers seen his 
name in the papers 

106.10-15 There were intricate, bristling 
things be rejoiced in; he liked to or• 
ganlse, to contend, to administer; he 
could make people work his will, be· 
lieve in him, march before him and 
justify him. This was the art, as they 
said, of managing men-which rested, 
in him, further, on a bold though 
brooding ambition. It struck those who 
knew him well He had great talent 
for business, for administration, a11d 
for making people execute his purpose 
and carry out his views-for managing 
men, as the phrase was; and to give its 
complete value to this faculty, he had 
an insatiable, an almost fierce, ambi
tion. It always 'struck people who knew 
him 

106.18 be would somehow and some
where write himself in bigger letters. 
\\� ��uld \\Ol l\wa';r. cot\tent himteU 
with that. 

106.19-22 But it was as if something 
large and confused, something dark 
and ugly, would have to �all upon 

him: be was not after all in harmony 
with mere smug peace and greed and
gain, an order of thi111s of whlcb the 
vital breath was ubiquitous ad•ertise
ment. It pleased Isabel to believe tbat 
be might have ridden, on a plunging 
steed, the whirlwind of a great war-a 
war like t .he Civil strife that bad over
darkened her conscious cbildhood and 
his ripening youth. He had once said 
to Isabel that, if the United States 
were only not such a confoundedly 
peaceful nation, be would find his 
proper place in the army. He keenly 
regretted that the Civil War should 
have terminated just as he had grown 
old enough to wear shoulder-straps, 
and was sure that if something of the 
same kind would only occur again, he 
would make a display of striking mili
tary talent. It pleased Isabel to believe 
that he had the qualities of a famous 
captain, and she answered that, if it
would help him on, she shouldn't ob
ject to a war-a speech which ranked 
among the three or four most encour
aging ones he had elicited from her,

and of which the value was not dimin-
-ished by her subsequent regret at hav
ing said anything so heartless, inas
much as she never communicated this
regret to him.

106.26-27 by character and in fact • 
mover of men- potentially a com

mander of men-
106.28 nature and aspect. character and 

appearance. 
106.28 for about 
106.28 -the and the 
106.30 no ounce less of bu manhood, 

not an inch less a man than he was;
106.32 set grim, 
106.33-34 consonance with the deeper 

rhythms of Ufe. adaptability to some 
of the occasions of life.

106.34 viewed with reserve regarded 
with disfavor 

106.37-38 they all seemed of the same 
piece; the figure, the - stUfi, was so 
drearily usual. they all seemed to be

made of the same piece; the pattern. 
the cut, was in every case identical. 

106.40 person of bis importan�e; man 
of Mr. Goodwood's importance; 

106.41 only if if

106.43 m.lgbt she might 
106.43 great- great ones-
106.45 being so, since being too serious 

for 
106.45 be, be that, 
106.45 but certainly but 
107.1 appetites and designs seriousness 
107.4-8 he was of supremely strong, 

clean make-which was so much: she 

s1w tilt dltte1ent fittld out1 ot him u 
she had seen, in museums aad por
traits, the dHferent fitted parts of ar
moured warriors-in plates of steel 
handsomely inlaid witb gold. he was 
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the strongest man she had ever known, 
and she believed that at bottom he 
was the cleverest. 

107.8-9 where, ever, was any tangible 
link between her impression and her 
act? she was far from understanding 
the contradictions among her own im
pressions. 

107.11 be left her so harshly critical. he 
was so unsatisfactory. 

107.tS The sense of her incoherence was
not Such incongruities were not

107.16-17 unhonoured. unanswered. 
107.18-19 how little it charmed her that 

he should come down that she did 
not approve of his coming 

107.22-23 there was a kind of grossness 
in entertaining two such passionate 
pleaders Isabel had a personal 
shrinking from entertaining two lovers 

107.24 made no reply sent no answer 
107.26 history. history. It ran as fol

lows. 
107.27 earnest thought careful reflection 
107.29-30 I am not, I am really and truly 

not, I do not find myself 
107.30 a companion for life; a husband 
107.31 think of regard 
107.31-32 as the settled seat of my 

existence. in the light of my own. 
107.39 very great regard feeling of re-

spect 
107.39 sincerely very truly 
107.42 resolve resolution 
107.43 demur. hesitation. 
108.3-4 admitted confided to the reader 
108.5 apt to plish an advantage. indis-

creet. 
108.6-7 alarm was unreasoned, how· 

ever; for he was dear about the area 
of her indiscretion as little as advised 
of its vertical depth, movement was 
unreasonable, however; for he had 
measured the limits of her discretion 
as little as he had explored its extent; 

108.10 way my knees way," he said, 
"my knees 

108�12 You've an address that l'l'e You 
have a look which I have 

108.15 somehow to abash me to turn 
me into ridicule 

108.23 it that 
108.26 nice fresh free-born Amerkans?" 

only Americans!" 
108.30 willing willing that 
108.36-37 perhaps the very gaze that 

unnerved him. a gaze which may per
haps have contained the quality that 
caused his knees to knock together. 

108.40 Ah, not that!" Never in the 
world." 

108.4.Z Another?" another?" 
108.43 Other!" other!., 
109.11-12 she once so beautifully 

was." she was!' 
109.14 know know that 
109.27 views, a different colour, 

and views, and 
109.32 fell Europeans, Europeans, 
109.37 the fell European European 

109.40-41 thoroughly grand man noble 
fellow, 

110.6-7 woman, a young woman 
whose woman, whose 

110.14 only speak of as inspiration. 
scarcely call anything less than in
spiration. 

110.20 challenge gaze 
110.31 mild ambiguous laugh. small 

laugh. 
110.33 me me 
111.2 pour scom on laugh at
111.4 pour scom on laugh at 
111.6 more satiric than ever, laughing 

worse than ever; 
111.29 suppose be suppose that he 
111.30 go back on turn her back upon 
111.37 "Aren't you perhaps a little "Are 

you not a little 
111.45 Henrietta Henrietta Stackpole 
112.1 allow admit 
112.2 surrendered to thought surren-

dered himself to meditation, 
112.3 he finally said, he said, 
112.8 Henrietta returned. said Henrietta. 
112.13 ingeniously said. answered, ingen-

iously. 
112.14 Ralph concluded, said Ralph, 
112.22 suspecting it suspecting that it 
112.23 than to break bis promise, his 

promise than it would be to break it, 
112.28-29 He had heard this fresh for• 

midable figure named for the first 
time; He had heard of Mr. Caspar 
Goodwood by name for the first time; 

112.29 mother had mentioned mother 
mentioned to him 

112.31 had seemed seemed 
112.31-32 he had taken Ralph took 
112.33 involve suggest 
112.37 most splendid of the American 

styles. American style. 
112.38 intervener. young man. 
112.43 prove would prove 
113.14 subtler deeper 
113.15 shall will 
113.17 was vaguely disconcertinau made 

this young man vaguely uncomfort
able; 

113.18 our friend Ralph 
113.25 if whether 
113.26 confess she confess that she 
113.27 replied. answered her. 
113.29 not really at all impetuous. not 

at all impulsive. 
113.30-31 She presently proposed to Is

abel, at all events, Whether it was to 
pursue her investigations, or whether it 
was in compliance with still iarger in
terests, is a point which remains some
what uncertain; at all events, she pres
ently proposed to Isabel 

113.32 observed, said, 
113.37 her friend, Isabel, 
113.39 turning him inside out." exam

ining him."

113.43 doesn't make a vital letter. makes 
a thin letter. 

113.45 in touch.,, started.,, 
114.1 British capital metropolis 
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114.>-S she was curious of the thick de
tail of London, which had always 
loomed large and rich to her. she had 
a great desire to see something of 
London, which had always been the 
city of her imagination. 

114.S schemes scheme
114.6 romantic aesthetic
114.14 unveiled the bright vision men-

tioned these bright intentions 
114.lS scarce expressed did not express
114.16-17 Duke's Head Tavistock Hotel
114.ll-23 can at least find her way

about this minute island." she can
surely find her way about this simple
little island."

114.28 start immediately; start for Lon-
don immediately; 

114.32 response answer 
114.33 luncheon lunch 
114.36 tonsideration the more studied 

discretion the more striking 
114.37 "really liked" really liked 
114..38 mentioning also his and let Mr. 

Touchett know of Lord Warburton's 
114.40 two o'clock repast. lunch-table. 
115.1-2 any conjoined straying away

the visitor's temporary absence, 
115.2 should give their noble visitor 

should find it needful to give Lord War
burton 

115.3 That This 
115.4 reflexions considerations 
115.7 for of 
115.8 prematurely precipitately 
115.10-11 preoccupation with her presence 

admiration 
115.13 eyes. eye. 
115.18-19 suggesting a conflict between 

deep alienation and yearning wonder. 
which seemed to denote a conflict be
tween attention and alienation. 

115.20 Isabel that Isabel 
115.22-24 referred to some weird Angli

can mystery-some delightful reinstitu
tion perhaps of the quaint office of t be 
canoness. had a romantic meaning
that she was a member of a High 
Church sisterhood, had taken some 
picturesque vows. 

115.33 such a girl's failure to rise; the 
young lady's indifference to such an 
opportunity; 

115.34 position) impression) 
115.35 but a doe consciousness of in

equality. a high sense of general fit

ness. 
l lS.36-37 opportunities, at all evenfs, 

opportunities, 
115.42 a trifle absently vaguely 
115.42 table. table, and laughing a little. 
116.5-6 her neighbor allowed. Lord 

Warburton answered. 
116.9 were were 
116.12 little; moment; 
116.12 chance chance that 
116.19 b�Jon4 them- beyond that 
116.37 have to have got to 
117.7-8 whatever else you whatever 

you 

117 .lo which This 
117.22 luncheon lunch 
117.23 be that he 
117.27 its contents the paintings 
117.35 admit you admit what you 
117.3�37 turning slightly pale. blushing 

a little. 
117.41 Warburton." She said Warbur

ton,,, said the girl; and she said 
118.4 saw in her eyes something that saw 

something in her eyes which 
118.14 She Isabel 
118.14 in surprise. with a certain eager

ness. 
118.19 opinions, because opinions, Lord 

Warburton," said the girl, "because 
118.23 walked walked away, 
118.27-28 so young and free in her 

movement that her 'Very pliancy
seemed to mock at him. young and 
flexible in her movement, which her 
companion noticed. 

118.28 Her Isabel's 
118.32 strange. was strange. 
11.8.35 were to marry should marry 
118.36 that that 
118.40 an with an

118.41 me me 
118.44 chances for what?" chances?" 

Lord Warburton repeated, more and 
more puzzled. 

118.45 qoicldy rapidly 
119.4 it it is 
119.4 suggest that you'll say that I 

think you will 
119.5 her companion Lord Warburton 
119.9 be Lord Warburton 
119.ll me me
119.12 a life of misery unhappiness
119.14 a life of misery." being miser-

able," 
119.36 his lordship Lord Warburton 
119.44 expecting company to partake of 

it. expecting some company. 
119.45 preoccupied, and preoccupied

with 
120.1-2 -as if be bad been Royalty

stood like a lady-in-waiting. looked 
ladylike and patient, and awaited his 
pleasure. 

ll0.13 afraid afraid that 
120.15 "Ab "Oh 
120.15 convenient," indispensable,'' 
120.18 bas rained of late rains 
120.24 have have got 
120.31 retW'Ded. rejoined.
121.13 won't will not 
121.15 hesitated. hesitated a moment. 
121.26 failed to did not 
121.27 she therefore went on. she went 

on. 
121.31 brazenly; blushing; 
121.39 soothingly explained. explained, 

humorously. 
121.45 cable.', telegram." 
122.8 true true that 
122.22 it, which, 
122.23 room; in which room. 

In this 
122.24 saloon. drawing-room. 
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122.25 that lady, her Aunt, 
122.27 considered. hesitated an instant. 
122.30 dispassionately asked. inquired, 

dryly, but dispassionately. 
122.31 the girl Isabel 
122.35-36 give me that rather conceited 

look. smile that way. 
122.36-37 you were awfully pleased 

with yourself and had you had 
122.44 on upon 
123.2-3 her favourite a 
123.13 greater more 
123.21 I'm that I am 
123.25 smallest, sparest voice. little, 

spare voice. 
123.28 I that I 
123.29 upset me completely." bother me 

fearfully." 
123.32 criticise." criticise the affair.'' 
123.33 returned. said. 
123.35 this lady dryly laughed. cried 

this lady, with a laugh. 
123.36 indeed she ought to feel it!" she 

ought to be," 
123.36-37 irrepressibly answered. re

joined, smiling. 
123.41 bad have 
123.45 their visitors the two young la

dies 
124.9-10 being familiar with deeper 

fears than that of a cold kitchen. not 
being dependent on the local cuisine.

124.10 the resources that 
124.lS-16 As London wears in the

month of September a face blank but
for its smears of prior service, As
London does not wear in the month of
September its most brilliant face,

124.18 derision, irritation, 
124.20 mean mean that 
124.24 but except 
124.30-32 bad a charm wrapped in 

them as a coloured gem might be 
wrapped in a dusty cloth. borrowed a 
charm from his circumstances. 

124.33-34 chain of hours with his com
paratively ardent friends, a da·y spent 
with his inquisitive countrywomen, 

124.38 lone constable. solitary police
man. 

124.39 place, room, 
124.44 presence as presence in the 

room, as 
125.2 bis Ralph's 
125.7 him Ralph 
125.11 full of premises, conclusiom, 

emotions; constantly interested and 
often excited; 

125.13-14 brave theories, as to historic 
cause and social effect, that little 
theories, that 

125.21 Henrietta proved an indestructible 
Henrietta Stackpole proved to be an 
indefatigable 

125.22 lenient judge good-natured critk 
115.24-25 the strong points of the 

Amer\can civic idea; many of the ci
ties of her native land; 

125.25 dignities peculiarities 
126.10 but and 

126.10 would help along. one really 
wants. 

126.15 sad drepressing 
126.15 mission. own standard. 
126.16 that which 
126.17-20 our young woman's mind: 

when she felt again in her face, as 
from a recurrent wave, the cold breath 
of her last suitor's surprise, she could 
only muffle her bead till the air 
cleared. the girl's mind; she took no 
pleasure in recalling Lord Warburton's 
magnanimous disappointment. 

126.21-22- as graceless as some physical 
act in a strained attitude, a distaste
ful one, 

116.23-24 Mixed with this imperfect 
pride, nevertheless, Nevertheless, min
gled with this absence of an intellec
tual relish of it, 

126.26 odd demonstrations. joyous ex
citement. 

126.30 kissed she kissed 
126.30 these quaint charities; such inci

dents; 
126.31 she did. that Isabel did. 
126.31-32 that bis companions might 

pass the time, .by way of amusing his 
companions, 

126.33 for to do honour to 
126.34 guest to meet them, guest, also, 

to meet the ladies, 
126.35-37 for whom prompt commerce 

with Miss Stackpole appeared to have 
neither difficulty nor dread. who got 
on uncommonly well with �fiss Stack
pole. 

126.37-39 Mr. Bantling, a stout, sleek, 
smiling man of forty, wonderfully 
dressed, universally informed and in· 
coherently amused, Mr. Bantling, a 
stout, fair, smiling man of forty, who 
was extraordinarily well dressed, and 
whose contributions to the conversation 
were characterized by vivacity rather 
than continuity, 

127.2-3 and, at a dozen turns of their 
talk, bounded re�onsive--as with a 
positive passion for argument- and

listened with candid interest 
127.5 "Ob, I see; "Oh, I see,'' said Mr. 

Bantling; 
127.8 forbidden forbid 
127.11 bas organic disease so developed 

that you is dropsical as well, though 
he doesn't look it. You 

127.12 he'll go, some day soon, quite 
quickly. he has got a lot of water 
somewhere. 

127.13-14 a dreadfully dull house; I 
wonder they have people when they can 
do so little for them. it awfully slow 
for people in the house; I wonder they 
have them under such circumstances. 

127.23 who that 
1.27.30-32 and changing his taoic with 

an easy turn of band. Yet he none the 
less gracefully kept in sight of the idea, 
dazzling to Henrietta, of her going and 
at I �st changing his topic, with a nat-
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ural eagerness to provide suitable con
versation for so remarkable a woman. 
He returned, however, ultimately to the 
idea of Henrietta's going 

127.33 want; you want,'' he repeated; 
"you 

127 .35-36 have their own habits, their 
own language, their own food-some 
odd religion even, I believe, of their 
own. live on a kind of foreign system; 
they have got some awfully queer 
ideas. 

127.40 and has and she has 
127.41-42 Plain as she is she makes 

up altiuUy well-I wiH say for her. 
(Omitted.) 

128.3 splendid range of suggestion, sug-

gestiveness of allusion, 
128.5 would would 
128.5 me. me:' she said. 
128.21 had had had 
128.24 store. accumulated topics. 
128.37-38 Mr. Bantling gaily interposed. 

said Mr. Bantling, in an off-hand tone 
expressive of gallantry. 

128.39 returned. answered. 
128.40--41 "Those poor ladies can easily 

believe that we refuse, at the last, to 
spare you." "Think of those poor la
dies, in their impatience, waiting for 
you." 

128.45 you you 
129.2 obligingly answered; answered� 

smiling; 
129. 7 the girl Isabel 
129. 7 together standing 
129.13 poked their faces were squeezing 

their necks 
129.14 rails railings 
129.22 glad very [sic] very glad 
129.25 briefly silent. silent a moment. 
129.26 far. far," she rejoined at last. 
129.29 union matrimony 
129.31 organism." fellow." 
129.32 a simpler one still. simpler still. 
130.9-10 submissively-which indeed there 

was already an emotion in doing. sub
missively. There was almost an emotion 
in doing so. 

130.11 demanded asked, 
130.17 she Isabel 
130.17-18 a stillness silence 
130.19 him him that 
130.27 know. know," he said, laughing 

a little awkwardly. 
130.35 resumed. went on. 
130.36 just now a while ago 
130.37 one's my 
130.44 you you that 
131.8 replied answered 
131.10 Warburton Lord Warburton 
131.12 suppressed a start; started a lit-

tle; 
131.1, an honest man." a fine fellow.'' 
131.23 drove rode 
131,31 m�t" the enquired, Me?"

131.38 say say that 
131.44-45 slightly nervous laugh. laugh. 
132.9 she Isabel 
132.10 mind your mind 

132.11 mind?" my mind?" 
132.15-16 It's really nothing, you know. 

(Omitted.) 
132.16 said said 
132.18 moment, then answered moment 

and then she answered this inquiry 
132.21 thorough good sort; fine fellow; 
132.21 consider think 
132.22-23 no end of a sweU. swell. 
132.26 as while he spoke, as if 
132.35 managed to do contented them

selves 
132.36 how he has been stalked." he 

has been run after." 
132,38 one day when we talked of him 

you mentioned odd things in him." 
you told me of several faults that he 
has, one day when I spoke of him to 
you. 

132.39 smoldogly considered. looked 
grave. 

133.1 sort. You're · sort-You are 
133.2 look.bag at her cousin wUh rueful 

gendeness. looking gently but earn
estly at her cousin. 

133.3 make such a marriage." marry 
Lord Warburton." 

133. 7 She gave rather a Isabel gave a 
rather 

133.14 you you 
133.16-17 the material of my inimitable 

omelettes. golden eggs. 
133.18 thrill entertainment 
133.21 hang on contemplate 
133.24 decent, in fact a very honourable 

and 
133.29 grand magnificent 
133.31 grand magnificent 
133.31-32 anything from me anything 
133.35 she Isabel 
133.36 that which 
133.4o-41 of course so many-

sided." many-sided/' 
133:43 her· companion Ralph 
133.45-46 life - you'll be hanged if 

you don't, life, 
134.6 Ralph remarked. said Ralph. 
134.8 distinction. distinction," Isabel re-

turned. 
134.10 till until 
134.11 expect expect that 
134.14 only sat still and looked at her. 

sat still a moment, looking at her. 
134.15 remained there did not follow 

her, 
134.15-16 they exchanged a gaze that 

was full they remained awhile ex
changing a gaze, full 

134.18 he said said Ralph 
134.23 Ber Isabel's 
134.23 dusk. darkness. 
134.35 in which this quest m.lght 

avail in which it seemed that this 
quest would be fruitful, 

134.48-41 "When people forget I'm a 
poor creature I'm often incommoded," 
"When people forget I am a sick man 
I am often annoyed," 

134.45 She Isabel 
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134.45 him her cousin 
135.1 struck ber seemed to her 
135.3-4 the American girl whom extrav

agance of aid places in an attitude 
that she ends by finding "atf ected" 
the American girl who ends by re
garding perpetual assistance as a sort 
of derogation to her sanity 

135.6 which and 
135.7 had it had 
135.7 meagrely met. scantily gratified. 
135.8 witdngly missed it. missed it. 
135.11 wish to be quite by herself love 

of solitude 
135.11-12 her cousin's Ralph's 
135.12 Seated toward She was sitting, 

towards 
135.13 Hotel and trying Hotel, trying 
135.14-15 she succeeded but succeeding 
135.15-16 other words than those 

printed on the page-words other 
words on the page than those that 
were printed there-words. 

135.18-19 gave way to his exhibition, 
even as a glorious trophy, of the card 
admitted him, bearing the card 

135.19-20 When this memento bad of
fered to her fixed sight This card, 
duly considered, offered to Isabel's 
startled vision 

135.21 Goodwood she Goodwood. She 
135.21 man servant 
135.21 her without her inquiringly for 

some instants, without 
135.23 asked wUb asked at last, with 
135.25 glanced she glanced 
135.26-27 not so much smoothing her 

hair as girding her spirit. with some 
emotion. 

135.28-29 was accordingly the next mo
ment shaking bands with her, bot 
saying came in and shook hands with 
her. He said 

135.30 room. "Why room again, then 
he said-"Why 

135.30 then asked spoke 
135.32 habitually usually 
135.34 She answered by a ready 

question, Isabel answered him by a 
question. 

135.41 neither had sat down; neither of 
them had seated themselves; 

135.41-42 an air a certain air 
135.42 me me that 
135.43 she Isabel 
136.2 big large 
136.4 "It was apparently repugnant 

"Apparently it was disagreeable 
136.4-5 her visitor went on. said Mr. 

Good wood. 
136.6 reply; answer to this; 
136. 7-8 "Henrietta's certainly not a 

model of all the delicacies!" "Hen
rietta's not delicate!" 

136.9 with bitterness. with a certain bit
terness. 

\36.1\\-11 1\t)\ � modt\ ti\her--ol tbose
l'irtues or of any others. not delicate 
either. 

136.13-14 her, but she took a different 

turn. her; nevertheless she rejoined 
inconsequently-

136.14-15 What you've done was inevi
table, I suppose, for you.,, What you 
have done is very natural." 

136.16 was is 
136.19 She Isabel 
136.21 that sort of furtherance. the sort 

of chair he sat in. 
136.22 letter. You letter," he said. 

"You 

136.24-25 an intention," Isabel said. 
"I deliberate; I 

136.25 the best thing." best." 
136.26 spoke; said this; 
136.28 ought. ought to say. 
136.31-32 ta.sting any advantage finding 

it agreeable to have an advantage 
136.33 Uttle desirous to flaunt it she 

was not a girl to flaunt her advantage 
136.33 she could enjoy she was woman 

enough to enjoy 
136.35 an air a certain air 
136.36 her own hers 
136.36-37 they seemed to shine through 

the vizard of a helmet. they wore an 
expression of ardent remonstrance. 

136.38 and was and he was 
136.40-41 never accepted any such rule 

as my own. I warned never accepted 
the prohibition. I promised 

136.42 never never 
136.43 for ten years; twenty years. for 

ten years. 
137.3-4 knowing them of so much 

less she knew they were of a much 
less 

137. 7 She dropped, but She hesitated,
and

137.7 broke out. broke out with even 
greater irrelevance. 

137.10 of about 
137.13 disgust displease 
137.16 on upon 
137.17-18 you don't at all delight me, 

you don't fit in, not in any way, just 
now, you displease me very much, 

137 .18-20 your putting it to the proof 
in this manner is quite unnecessary." 
It wasn't certainly as if his nature bad 
been soft, so that it is needless." 
Isabel knew that his was not a soft 
nature, from which 

137.20 blood from it; blood; 
137.27 grasp at take 
137.30 bard firm, 
137.31 wounds, so far as they required 

It, wounds 
137.31-34 She came back, even for her 

measure of possible pangs and aches 
in him, to her old sense that he was 
naturally plated and steeled, armed 
essentlaUy for aggression. In measur
ing the effect of his suffering, one 
might always reflect that he had a 
sound constitution. 

13? .3S simply said. said 
137.36 lt; this; 
137.36 she felt how open it was Isabel 

felt that it was quite open 
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137 .37 make the point say 
137.37 disgusted displeased 
137.42-43 think of you at all for a pre

scribed time, think of you for a few 
months 

138.2 she that Isabel 
138.4 Aren't you capable Are you not 

capable 
138.4 a calculated effort?" an effort?" 
138. 7-9 "An effort calculated for what?"

and then as she hung fire, "I'm cap
able of nothing with regard to you,"
he went on, "but just of being in
fernally in love with you. "Because
I am in Jove with you,,, said Caspar
Good wood simply.

138.11-13 felt the force of it-felt it 
thrown off, into the vast of truth and 
poetry, as practically a bait to her 
imagination. But she promptly came 
round. felt the force of it.

138.18-19 there's all the difference in 
the world." there is a great differ
ence.'' 

138.20 with a studied effect of eager
ness wondering whether a little cyn
icism might not be effective. 

138.21 her friend asked with no 
sign Mr. Goodwood asked giving no 
sign 

138.27 some sacrifice. sacrifice. 
138.28-29 the sacrifice you'll have all 

my admiration." this sacrifice I shall 
admire you greatly." 

138.30-31 "I don't care a cent for your 
admiration-not one straw, with noth
ing to show for it. When will you 
"I don't care a straw for your ad� 
miration. Will you 

138.31-32 only question." question.>,

138.33 ''Never-if you go on making me 
feel only as I feel at present." "As
suredly not, if I feel as I feel at 
present." 

138.34 "What do I gain then by not 
trying to make you feel otherwise?" 
"Then I ask again, what I shall gain.,, 

138.36 gazed a while gazed for a while 
138.37-38 she coold see her sharpness 

had at last penetrated. and Isabel 
could perceive that this dart at last 
had struck home. 

138.38-41 This immediately had a value 
-classic, romantic, redeeming, what
did she know?-for her; "the strong
man in pain" was one of the cate
gories of the human appeal, little
charm as he might exert in the given
case. To see a strong man in pain had
something terrible for her, and she
immediately felt very sorry for her
visitor.

138.43 thoroughly kind. kind. 
138.44 people that people 
139.3-4 I really don't want to marry, or 

to talk about U at all now. I don't 
want to marry. 

139.4-5 never do it-no, never. never 
marry. 

139.6 press her so bard, to urge urge 

her-to persuade 
139.10 situations, it passes, circum-

stances, it is supposed, 
139.10 for to be 
139.15 a rosy, a certain rosy,
139.16 her words. what she had said. 
139.17 brought out murmured 
139.18 heavily said, added in a louder 

tone-
139.19 shall will 
139.20-21 as sure as I sit here/' Caspar 

Goodwood declared. said Caspar 
Good wood. 

139.22 that a that is a 
139.23 try to make you." ask you." 
139.24-25 almost certainly never shall." 

shall probably never do so.'' 
139.26-27 did, and I like your 'almost 

certainly'? I put no faith in what yon 
say." did; but I don't believe it." 

139.28-29 Do you accuse me of lying to 
shake you off? You appear to think I 
am attempting to deceive you; 

139.30-31 no pledge of anything at 
all." no promise that you will not 
marry.,

, 

139.32 wanting!" wanting!" cried Isabel, 
with a bitter laugh. 

139.33-34 "Y9u may perhaps even be·
lieve you're safe-from wishing to be. 
But you're not," the youn.g 
man "You think you won't, but you
will

,
,, her visitor 

139.34 as it preparing as if he were 
preparing 

139.36 well then. We'll put it that I'm 
not safe. well, I will then. 

139.43 to and 
139.44 dazzling men clever men 
139.44-140.1 world, no doubt; and 

if world; if 
140.1-2 The most dazzling of au will 

make straight for you. (Omitted.) 

140.3 isn't dazzling." is not." 
140.4-S "If you mean by dazzling bril

liantly clever," Isabel said-"and I 
can't imagine what else you mean-I 
don't I don't 

140.6 live. I live/' said Isabel. "I 
140. 7-8 ''Find out how to live alone? I

wish that, when yon have, you'd teach
me!,, "To live alone, do you mean? I
wish that when you have found that
out, you would teach me."

140.9 She looked Isabel glanced 
140.11 He might Poor Caspar may 
140.12-15 to sound the infernal note, 

and It is not on record that her mot.ive 
for discharging such a shaft bad been 
of the dearest. He oughtn't to stride 
about lean and hungry, however-she 
certainly felt that for him. to have 
the infernal note, and I cannot take 
upon myself to say that Isabel uttered 
it in obedience to an impulse strictly 
celestial. It was a fact, however, that 
it had always seemed to her that Cas
par Goodwood, of all men, ought to 
enjoy the whole devotion of some 
tender woman. 



TEXTUAL APPENDIX 515 

140.16 teeth as be turned away. teeth, 
turning away. 

140.17 Her accent Her exclamation 
140.19 place him where she had 

been. put her suitor in the wrong. 
140.24 -no doubt-a dazzling on.e." a

brilliant one." 
140.27 proposal proposal that 
140.28 not proposed to herself hesitated 
140.33 watched gazed at 
140.33 intense great 
140.36 Her visitor Mr. Goodwood 
140.36-37 at first in silence, but at last 

said: in silence; then, at last, he said-
140.44 asked. inquired. 
141. 1-2 "Ob, those people? They're not

of my humanity, and I don't care what
becomes of them." "Oh, no; he's su
perhuman."

141.3 very angry," angry," 
141.S very angry. angry.
141.6 She Isabel

141. 7 void vacancy
141.10 with eyes with his eyes
141.10 attached. fixed upon our heroine.
141.11 go- withdraw-
141.12 odious odious to her
141.12-14 She was too nursed a need to

be easily renounced, and be had 
crossed the sea all to wring from her 
some scrap of a vow. She was far too 
dear to him to be easily forfeited, and 
he had sailed across the Atlantic to 
extract some pledge from her. 

141.14-15 again before him. before 
him again. 

141.15 justice-after justice," she said, 
"-after 

141.22-23 of what I feel for you that I 
love you 

41.23-24 calling it a 'little' is a poor 
account of it." it must have had a 
good deal." 

141.25 shook her bead as shook her 
head impatiently, as 

141.25 a blunder. a blush. 
141.25-26 a most kind, noble gentle

man. a noble gentleman. 
141.34 reffected and then answered: 

reflected a little, and then she said-
141.35 there. It would be too there; it 

would be very 
141.37 considered. debated within him

self. 
141.40 She betrayed surprise. (Omitted.) 

141.40 invitation?" invitation?" Isabel

asked, surprised. 
142.1 never did from me. did not come 

from me 
142.1 really certainly 
142.3 me.,, me. H 

142.4 dedined you did quite 
right, declined, that was very proper 
of you, 

1.�1.,5 ,,� {��\ltl
142.8 where do you go?" where are you

going?'' 
142.8 her companion Caspar 
142,10 I go I shall go 

142.20-22 world-with all these places 
so arranged and so touching each otb
er-eomes to strike one as rather 
small." world strikes me as small." 

142.23 a sight too big for me!" too large 
for me!" 

142.23 simplicity simplicity which 
142.28 that- that 
142.29 place I place as I, I 
142.30 that-I that. I 
142.31 world world that 
142.31 she Isabel 
142.32 of grandeur, of the grandeur 

that had shown itself a moment be
fore-

142.33 might be was 
142.33 the too superior grandeur 
142.34-47 there was nothing be winced 

at in the large air of It. He bad never 
supposed she hadn't wings and the 
need of beautiful free movements-he 
wasn't, with his own long arms and 
strides, afraid of any force in her. 
there w,as nothing that displeased him 
in the sort of feeling it expressed. 
This feeling not only did no violence 
to his way of looking at the girl he 
wished to make his wife, but seemed 
a grace the more in so ardent a 
spirit. To his mind she had always 
had wings, and this was but the flut
ter of those stainless pinions. Ile was 
not afraid of having a wife with a 
certain largeness of movement; he was 
a man of long steps himself. 

142.40 I? What I?'' he asked. "What 
143.7 poor and of a serious disposition; 

I'm poor; I am of a serious dispo
sition, and 

143.21 passionately almost passionately 
143.22 she Isabel 
143.23 that which 
143.35 some atrocity!'' a crime!'' 
143.42-43 an atrocity; a crime; 
143.44 she Isabel 
144.10 her: her, she added-
144.17 attitude and a sore remonstrance 

attitude-a deep remonstrance 
144.26 little moment 
144.31-34 Vibration was euy to her, 

was in fact too constant with her, and 
she found herself now bumming like a 
smitten harp. She only asked, how
ever, to put on the cover, to case her
self again in brown holland, She 
was an excitable creature, and now 
she was much excited; 

144.35 devotion, prayer, 
144.36 intensely rejoiced that was ex

tremely glad 
144.37-38 something in having thus got 

rid of him th.at was like the payment, 
for a stamped receipt, of some debt 
too long on her mind. something ex
hilarating in having got rid of him. 

\44.'3&-'3<) A.� SM {�\t \� %\ad ,�\id. A.<s 
Isabel became conscious of this feeling 

144.39 sense feeling 
144.40 part a part 
144.42-43 and even when and when 
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144.43-44 her tremor had not quite 
subsided. she was still trembling a lit
tle. 

144.44 It bad bad, verily, Her agitation 
had 

145.6 often uttered her response 
to often expressed her gladness in 

145. 7 yielded to gave herself up to 
145.S in within
145.11 appeared seemed
145.13 she had done what was truest to

her plan. she had done what she pre
ferred. 

145.14 the glow of this consciousness 
the midst of this agreeable sensation 

145.17 rose with rose quickly with 
145.20-21 our youne lady had been 

"through" something, something had

happened to Isabel. 
145.22 She Henrietta 
145.24 In a manner glad glad that 
145.26 Henrietta that Henrietta 
145.27 the latter yearningly asked. Miss 

Stackpole inquired, softly. 
145.29 declared said 
145.30 best. best, dear. 
145.34 observed declared, 
146.2 without alarm. with a laugh. 
146.10-11 almost shrieked. broke out 

in dismay. 
146.13 Miss Stackpole glittered for an 

instant with dismay, Miss Stackpole
stood there with expanded eyes, 

146.14 passed she went 
146.15 went on. remarked, lightly, as 

she did so. 
146.16 her companion Miss Stackpole 
146.16-17 proposidons. propositions, nor 

bribed by the offer of autobiographic 
opportunities. 

146.19 pursued, went on, 
146.27 yet she still tried but even in the 

midst of her irritation she tried 
146.30 aggre�ive." disagreeable to me." 
146.31 love you intensely, love you, 
146.32 if you love me intensely let me as 

intensely alone. if you love me, let

me alone. 
147.22 the Queen of American 

Joumalism. queen of American jour
nalism. 

147.31 saw saw that 
147.32-33 received from his mother a 

telegram to the effect received a tele
gram from his mother, telling him 

147.35 be Ralph 
147.36-37 was not open to criticism. 

had nothing incongruous. 
147.45 shall certainly will 
147.45 returned. exclaimed. 
148.1 shall should 
148.3 you're fond of him," you like

hi ,, m, 
148.4 face. eye. 
148.6 "I quite adore him/' Isabel after a 

moment said. "1 think I love him," 
said Isabel, simply. 

148.8 She Isabel 
148.8 small sigh little sigh 
148.11 spoke; said; 

148.11-12 reasons for her not remaining 
reasons why she should not remain 

148.15 Bedfordshire? Bedfordshire?" 
Ralph exclaimed, with surprise.

148.19 none the less, his gral'ity returned. 
however, he looked grave again. 

148.29 rose to her eyes. rushed into her
eyes. 

148.32 her luncheon, the lunch-table, 
148.35 pardon excuse 
149.10 that afternoon. in the afternoon. 
149.18 at peace satisfied 
149.27 new pang novel sensation 
149.32 gave made 
149.34 this that 
149.38 I sent him a word-the word we 

just utter to the 'wise.' I just sent him

a word-a word to the wise. 
149.42-43-and Ralph's face lighted with 

the relief of his cousin's not having 
shown duplicity. Ralph inquired, 
smiling, and relieved at learning that 
his cousin had not deceived him. 

149.46 sighed. exclaimed. 
150.3 Ralph repeated. repeated Ralph. 
150.4 automatic; it somewhat mechani-

cal. It 

150.10 Miss Stackpole added- said 
Miss Stackpole, 

150.11 give up myself. I mean I'd give 
her up!" said Miss Stackpole, give 
her up myself!" 

150.14 in the conditions, under the cir-
cumstances, 

150.15 her friend Miss Stackpole
150.18 eyes. eye. 
150.26-27 Just easy occasion. simply op

portunity. 
150.27 finer finest 
150.27 at the larger times. on large oc-

casions. 
150.33 probable probable that 
150.35 a question an inquiry 
150.35 this purpose quickly yielded 

to her attention was taken by 
150.37 saloon. drawing-room. 
150.37 knew knew that 
150.41 the &irl Isabel 
150.42 almost with restored cheer, to• 
· ward the source of the harmony. to

the drawing-room with much alertness.
150.45 she Isabel 
151.3 though although 
151.4 viewed contemplated 
151.5 with in 
151.9-10 with what treasures of reserve 

the function of receiving orders may 
be accompanied, that the British do
mestic is not effusive, 

151.11-13 through whose hands she had 
slipped perhaps a little too mistrust
folly and with an effect of plumage 
but the more lustrous. The advent of a 
guest was in ltseU far from 
disconcerting; whose offered assist
ance the young lady from Albany
versed, as young ladies are in Albany, 
in the very metaphysics of the toilet

had perhaps made too light of. The ar
rival of a visitor was far from disa
greeable to Isabel; 



TEXTUAL APPENDIX 517 

151.15 young faith youthful impression 
151.16 on upon 
151.18 Schubert's- Beethoven's-
151.19 but recognized Schubert-and she 

touched the piano with a discretion of 
her own. It showed skill., it showed 
feeling; but she recognized Beethoven 
-and she touched the piano softly and
discreetly, but with evident skill. Her
touch was that of an artist;

151.24 stranger lady at the piano 
151.24 but just aware she had become 

aware 
151.33 visitor stranger 
151.37 smiled and discriminated. gave a 

discriminating smile. 
151.38 Schubert Beethoven 
151.39 our worst." our worst moments." 
151.40 now t�n," now," 
151.42 delighted." most willingly.>' 
151.44 new-comer stranger 
152.1-2 looking over her shoulder. 

looking over her shoulder at the girl.
152.2-3 and not pretty, though her ex

pression charmed. and she was not 
pretty; but she had a delightful expres
sion. 

152.3 "Pardon me "Excuse me 
152.5 Isabel replied with simplicity. said 

Isabel, with na,vete.

1Sl.6-7 casting her air of interest over 
her shoulder. looking over her shoul
der with her charming smile. 

152.7 well; we're well," she said, "we 
are 

152.10 romantic interesting, 
152.11 marked a drop.- diminished her

effectiveness. 
152.12-13 rarer even than to be French 

seemed It to be American on such in· 
teresting terms. for Isabel, as she lis
tened to the music, found much stimu
lus to conjecture in the fact that an 
American should so strongly resembl� 
a foreign woman. 

152.14 The lady Her companion 
152.19 her companion the lady 
152.19-20 nearer with a smile, to her 

auditor, smiling, 
152.22 but nevertheless spoke but �he 

nevertheless said, 
152.13 in reply in answer 
152.29 must rather must 
152.41 say he say that he 
152.44 pursued. said. 
153.11 little; but little; 
153.12-13 as charming a manner as any 

she had ever encountered. a charming 
manner. 

153.16 then I should tell you." I should 
tell you then." 

1S3.20-21 sort of world-wide smile, a 
thing that over-reached frontiers. fine, 
frank smile. 

154.36 an amplitude of nature a rich

nature 
153.36-37 free motions liberal impulses, 
153.38 engaging and attaching. agree

able to contemplate. 
153.39 smooth plump 

153.40 suggest heaviness. minister to in
dolence. 

153.41 in perfect proportion and 
hanuooy, there was a graceful har
mony among them, 

153.42-43 Her grey eyes were small but 
full of light and incapable of stupidity 
-incapable., She had a small grey 
eye with a great deal of light in it-an 
eye incapable of dullness, and, 

153.44 even of tears; she had a liberal, 
full-rimmed mouth incapable of tears; 
and a wide

,. 
firm mouth, 

154.3-4 arranged somehow "classically" 
and as if she were a Bust, Isabel 
judged-a Juno or a Niobe; which 
was arranged with picturesque simplic
ity, 

154.5 and large white bands, and a

large white hand, 
154.6 their possessor, its owner, 
154.6 them it 
154.6-7 jewelled rings. rings. 
154.8-9 ranked her as a German-a 

German of high degree, perhaps an 
Austrian, a baroness, led her to say 
to herself that Madame Merle might 
be a German-a German of rank, 

1S4.10-11 It would never have been 
supposed she bad come into the 
world Isabel would never have sup
posed that she had been born 

154 .. 11 one she 
154.12 carried through any argument 

justified her assumption 
154.12-13 distinction marking her dis

tinction, possessed by Madame Merle 
154.15 her cradle, the SP<?t of the lady's 

nathity, 
154.16 attitude she there took attitude 

which she then and there took 
154.17 she Madame Merle 
154.18 manner deportment 
154.22 strong ardent 
154.22-23 This commended itself to Isa• 

bel as an ideal combination. What an 
ideal combination! thought Isabel. 

154.24 The girl She 
154.25 that this 
1S4.28 for a private talk; to confer with 

him in private; 
154.30-31 Isabel's sense of the sadness 

now settling on Gardencourt. Isabel's 
perception of the melancholy that now 
hung over Gardencourt. 

154.35 depressed sombre 
1S4.35 his own Ralph's 
154.39 appeared; came in; 
154.40 last. last to appear. 
154.42 is this Madame Merle?" is Mad

ame Merle?" 
155.2 very pleasant." pleasant." said 

Ralph. 
155.9 She's a Madame Mede is a 
155.22 Monsieur Merle M. Merle 
lSS.28 Monsieur Merle M. Mer\e 
156.4 now on this occasion 
156.7 must be was 
156.7 doctor, a doctor, who was a 
156.8 man, in whom man, and in whom 
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156.10 came back several times. re-
turned several times to Gardencourt. 

156.13 at hours several times 
156.19 stupor. unconsciousness. 
156.21 only was with him. was with him 

alone. 
156.29 say U," say so," 
156.38-39 in charge, with him, 
156.42 over upon the 
157.S demurred. inquired.
157.5 you." you." 
157.9 topic." topic," he said. 
157.11 think you,d think that you would 
157.19 have have got 
157.21 returned. answered. 
157 .26 quite exactly 
158.2 because it suits her. to please 

herself. 
158.3 you. you. 
158.21 fresh. novel. 
158.22-23 taking the cheerful l'iew of 

his son's possible duration. expressing 
the optimistic view of his son's health. 

158.23 facetiously; humorously; 
158.24 proscribed the facetious. made 

the humorous tone impossible. 
158.25 gaze. gaze in silence. 
158.31 resumed softly: asked softly-
158.32 a strained smile a rather fixed 

smile. 
158.35 Isabel?" her?" 
158.40-41 bu told me bow much she 

likes you." told me so." 
159.13 refused Warburton: ref used Lord 

Warburton; 
159.14 there's that there is

159.17 eagerly asked. asked, eagerly. 
159.20 him, whoever he was. him. 
159.26 pulmonary disorder pulmonary 

weakness 
159.27 weak feeble 
159.27 to and fro to and fro a little 
159.30 had have 
159.32 bad lung. weak lungs. 
159.38-39 think it wrong. think it was 

wrong. 
159.45 you've so many you have got so 

many 
160.26-27 to meet the requirements 

of to gratify 
160.31-32 make it over to give it to 
160.32-33 give her the second/' give 

the second half to her." 
160.41-42 That's what I want cannily to 

prevent." (Omitted.) 
161.3 openly stared. started a little. 
161.5 me me 
161.17 sharp, quite horrid and 

strange, sharp 
161.19 Mr. Touchett he 
161.24 mere amusement." entertain-

ment." 
161.30 say Isabel say that Isabel 
161.34 before. Her father then before; 

but her father 
\ti\,4'\ ,-uts illt V<'M\� that �he 
162.6 "No-tbougb at first "No, at first 
162.8 she bas that she had 
162.10 helplealy. with a sigh. 
162.14 Mr. Touchett the old man 

162.23 young thing; young girl; 
162.24 so good as good 
162.25 Ralph returned. said Ralph. 
162.31-32 caressingly asked. asked, ca-

ressingly. 
162.32-33 it. We'll it; we will 
162.34 lay a long time still. lay silent a 

long tune. 
162.34 he had that he had 
162.35 follow. understand it. 
162.35 quite lucidly, he he 
162.45 repeated. exclaimed. 
163.2 aware their talk bad been unduly 

prolonged. aware that their conversa
tion had been prolonged to a danger
ous point. 

163.3 the good I said a few moments 
ago the good that I said just now 

163.4 met the requirements of my 
imagination. gratified my imagination. 

163.8 so that and 
163.14 though although 
163.14 admit she admit that she 
163.15 high sense sense which 
163.16 if whether 
163.18 which it failed to seem and it 

did not seem 
163.20 expressed. expressed it. 
163.21 never not 
163.26 fig.'1re woman 
163.27 person having woman who had 
163.28-29 the stale, the too-familiar 

parts of one,s own character. parts of 
one's own personality. 

163.31 this amiable auditress Madame 
Merle 

163.35 there that

163.35 for thejr being why they should 
be 

163.36 she the girl 
163.36 remembered said to herself 
163.39-40 was charming was a charm-

ing, 
163AO cultivated. cultivated woman. 
163.42 in her own sex several persons 

several persons of her own sex, 
163.43 superior and preeminent. she was 

superior, she was pre-eminent. 
163.43 are many are a great many 
164.6-7 satisfaction to be taken satis

faction that Isabel found 
164.8 this lady her companion 
164.10 fount of passion, fountain of 

sentiment, 
164.12-13 She proposed moreover, as 

well as expected, to cease feeling; 
Her pleasure was now to judge rather 
than to feel; 

164.1:l-14 a little mad, rather foolish, 
164.14 perfectly sane wise. 
164.16 one has earned that I have 

earned 
164.18 much too too 
164.20 can't can't 
164.29 less on the part Jess, 
164.31 On Upon 
164.32-33 disconcertingly difficult so 

difficult 
164.35 impulse. motive. 
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1'4.38 cold confessions. grave confes-
sions. 

1'4.39 settled settled down 
1'4.41 our young woman Isabel 
1'4.41 indoor in-door 
164.45 Madame Merle liked Madame 

Merle was very appreciative; she liked 
· 165.8 inhaling to inhale

165.8 sce.nt odour
165.ll from with
165.18-20 Before luncheon, always,

Madame Merle was engaged; Isabel 
admired and envied her rigid posses
sion of her morning. Before I unch 
Madame Merle was always engaged; 
Isabel admired the inveteracy with 
which she occupied .herself. 

165.21-23 wandered, as by the wrong 
side of the wall of a private garden, 
round the enclosed talents, accomplish
ments, aptitudes she envied the tal
ents, the accomplishments, the apti-
tudes, 

165.24 twenty such ways this lady this

and other ways Madame Merle 
16S.2S "I should like awfully to be 

so!,, "I should like to be like that!" 
16S.26 one after another one 
165.27 fine aspects numerous facets sud

denly 
165.28 a high authority. this exemplary 

woman. 
165.28-29 great time indeed for her to 

feel herself, very long time, indeed, 
for Isabel to feel that she was, 

165.30 wondered, asked herself 
165.33 no doubt, I think 
165.34 isn't it my fault it is my fault 
165.35 enough?" enough." 
165.36-37 sometimes moved to gape at 

her friend aspiringly and despairingly 
tempted to reproduce in her deport
ment some of the most graceful fea
tures of that of her friend, 

165.39 but was even more dazzled than 
attracted. but she admired her even 
more than she liked her. 

165.40 asked herself wondered 
165.41 perverted product of their com

mon soil, brilliant fugitive from 
Brooklyn; 

165.42 it would be severely judged. Hen
rietta would not at all subscribe to 
Henrietta would not approve of it.

Henrietta would not like 
165.43 reasons she reasons that she 
165.44 the girl. Isabel. 
166.1 strike· off some happy l'iew of her 

old: accommodate herself perfectly to 
her old; 

166 .. 7 value. virtues. 
166.8 solemnly pondered; reflected; 
166.10 such, this, 
166.13 may not count over can not enu-

merate 
166.18 nourish be guilty of any 
166.19 article subject 
166.19-20 encountered many known a

good many 
166.21-22 her informed measure she was 

no figure for a high seen�, her own 
measure she was nothing of a per
sonage, 

166.23-30 To be so cultivated and civil
ised, so wise and so easy, and still 
make so light of it-that was really to 
be a great lady, especially when one
so carried and presented one's self. It 
was as if somehow she bad all society 
under contribution, and all the arts 
and graces it practised-or was the ef
fect rather that or charming uses found 
for her, even from a distance, subtle 
senice rendered by her to a clamorous 
world wherever she might be? To be 
so graceful, so gracious, so wise, so 
good, and to make so light of it all
that was really to be a great lady; es
pecially when one looked so much like 
one. If Madame Merle, however, made 
light of her advantages as regards the 
world, it was not because she had not, 
for her own entertainment, taken them, 
as I have intimated, as seriously as 
possible. Her natural talents, for in
stance; these she had zealously culti
vated. 

166.Jo-31 she wrote a succession of let
ters, as those arriving for her appeared
innumerable: she wrote a succession
of letters;

166.33-34 offering to the mail. con
tribution to the mail. 

166.34-35 more people, as she told Isa
bel than she knew what to do with, 
and a multitude of people, and, as 
she told Isabel, something 

166.37 brushing in a sketch ta.king a 
sketch 

166.40 brave musician brilliant musician 
166.43 grace of her talk. entertainment 

of her talk. 
166.44 her, Madame Merle, 
166.44 facility, playing, 
167.1 basely inferior; meager and art

less; 
167.1-2 bad been thought rather a prod

igy at home, had been thought to 
play very well, 

167.6 tasks of rich embroidery, morsels 
of picturesque embroidery, 

167.7 an art a sort of work 
167.8 noted remarkable 
167.9 when engaged when she was en

gaged 
167.10-11 "everything important"), 

everything important), 
167.13 quality; was never rudely absent 

and yet never too seated. quality; she 
never was preoccupied, she never 
pressed too hard. 

167.15-16 and appeared to impute s�ant 
worth and she appeared to attach no 
importance 

167.19 the mo.st a most 

167.19 amenable agreeable 
167.21 was either was 

167.22 since for 
167.24 rubbed away. smoothed. 
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167 .25 too useful, was too ripe and too 
final. too supple; she was too fin
ished, too civilized. 

167.30-31 to think of her in any detach
ment or privacy, to think of Madame 
Merle as an isolated figure; 

167.31-32 relations, direct or indirect, 
relations 

167 .. 32-33 One might wonder what com·
merce she could possibly bold with her 
own spirit. One Isabel of ten won
dered what her relations might be with 
her own soul. She 

167.34 that a that having a 
167.35 prove one prove that one 
167.35 one's her 
167.36 one bad but just escaped she had 

only just sufficiently escaped 
167 .39 tongue. language. 
167 .42 she Isabel 
167.43 to her friend in response to her,

in response 
167.43-44 allusion that bad appeared to 

reach far.. allusion that she had 
dropped. 

168.1-2 the amused smile of a person 
seated at a game of guesses. a pictur
esque smile. 

168.3 haven't too much the droop of the 
misunderstood." have not the pose of 
a martyr." 

168.8 "Such "What 
168.9 But Isabel rose to the irony. 

(Omitted.) 

168.10 for a moment felt anything." f eh 
anything very much," Isabel answered. 

168.11-12 many more iron pots cer• 
tainly than porcelain. more iron pots, 
I think, than porcelain ones. 

168.12 on upon 
168.12 bears some mark; has something; 
168.14 stout, stout porcelain; 
168.15 shockingly chipped chipped 
168.�0 or on some other or some other,
168.22 that she would some day a tale

unfold. that some day she would re
late her history. 

168.23 one, it,

168.24-25 begged repeatedly for a respite, 
appeared to desire a postponement, 

168.25 her young companion the young 
girl 

168.26 they she 
168.26-27 be sure to happen; certainly 

happen; 
168.27 so visibly lay I ay 
168.28-29 enquired if she mightn't be 

trusted-if she appeared capable of a 
betrayal asked Madame Merle if she 
could not trust her-if she feared a 
betrayal 

168.30-31 her fellow visitor the· elder 
lady 

168.33 of about 

\".� senUmtnls, her senHmenls, 
168.36-38 infinite good nature. This 

flattered and quickened the girl, who 
was struck with all the distinguished 
people her friend had known and with 

her having lived, inexhaustible sym
pathy and good nature. In all this 
there was something flattering to the 
girl, who knew that Madame Merle 
knew a great many distinguished peo
ple, and had lived, 

168.41 the sense this sense 
168.42 appealed to these stores of 

reminiscence. begged her friend to 
tell her about the people she knew. 

169.1 educated," learned," 
169.4 proceeding to Malta going to 

Wallachia 
169.5 dwelt, stayed, 
169.8-9 most convenient in the world to 

live with. finest people in the world. 
169.10 remaining here staying in the 

house 
169.11-12 tbat gendeman's wife re

marked to her niece. Mrs. Touchett
remarked to Isabel. 

- 169.12 incapable of a mistake; incap
able of doing anything indiscreet;

169.12-13 most tactful woman best-
bred woman

169.17 to put in tbi.s time to stay
169.19 hasn't a fault." has no faults."
169.21 returned. said.
169'!22 "She's never the least bit 'off/

"She never does anything wrong.
169.23 me she me that she
169 .2S putting you in relation ·with Ma•

dame Merle.. securing Madame Merle.
169.29 you'll ever feel her open to

critidsm? you will find a fault in 
her? 

169.32 You won't discover a fault in 
her." You never will find one.,, 

169.33 "Perhaps not. But I dare say I 
shan't miss U." "Perhaps not; but I 
think I shall not miss it." 

169.34 "She knows absolutely everything 
on earth there is to know," "She is 
always up to the mark! 0

169.36 observed to their companion said 
to Madame Merle 

169.37 considered sbe hadn't a speck on 
her perfection. believed she had not a 
fault. 

169.38 On which "I'm 'J"I am 
169.38 you," Madame Merle replied, 

''but you, but 
169.39-40 your aunt imagines, or at 

least alludes to, no aberrations that 
the clock-face doesn't register.,, your 
aunt has no perception of spiritual 
things," Madame Merle answered. 

169.41 "So that you mean you've a wild 
side that's unknown to her?" "Do 
you mean by that that you have spirit
ual faults?" 

169.42 I fear my darkest sides are my 
tamest. I mean nothing so flat! 

170. 7 own conversation, conversation, 

170.10 tould1't M�\lf· ntver occurr@d 
170.12 rose eagerly to the sense of her 

shades; agreed with her; 
170.14 It was clear in the third that for a 

person to speak in the thirdt to speak 
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110.15-16 sJgn of that person;s lntimacy 
with one's self. sign of intimacy. 

170.16 deep communion intimacy 
170.19 referred alluded 
170.20 career life, 
170.21 a gross eaotist an egotist 
170.21 a flat gossip. a gossip. 
170.26 nothing I shall nothing that I 

shall 
110.2, outside, outside of us, 
170.33 people I .adore. people that 'I 

adore. 
170.33 anything but abject ill-natured 
170.34 and appeal to me too much. too 

much. 
170.36 and horribly spoil you. I speak I 

talk 
170.39 old, old world. old world. 
170.39 want wish 
170.40 want wish 
170.43-171.1 that splendid, dreadful, 

funny country-surely the greatest and 
drollest of them all. the land of my 
birth. 

171.2 in. these parts, over here, 
171.3 land; country; 
171.17 he has he has got 
171.18 carriere; career; 
171.22-23 impossible anything impos-

sible that anything 
171.24 has a has got a 
171.30 cousin cousin is 
171.41 him or make of him. him. 
171.42 I tell you, I say, 
171.43 say he's say that he is 
171.43-172.1 lives tout betemeat in 

Italy lives in Italy 
172.8 feel be feel that he 
172.11 her. her. 
172.25 in which she took the 

measure which she took of the meas
ure 

172,29 mean bis mean that his 
172.31 told him said to him that 
172.34 way of saying both that way 

both of saying that 
172.40 immensely. sadly. 
173.5 day you day when you 
173.lS creature fellow
173.23 she Isabel
173.25-26 the finest capacity for

ign�rance. a still tender 1ove of igno
rance. 

173.31 amplitude of ease, was imper
fectly disguised smile, was by no 
means disguised 

173.38 that I never had which I never 
had 

173.39 many friends, friends, 
173.41 memories, graces, memories, 
173.42 But Madame Madame 
173.4S movement, of unconsciousness. 

action. 
173.45 graces and memories memories, 
174.4-S you." And her companion 

\oo\t\\ 1;ou," Madame Met\e 1e
joined, looking 

174.5 age I age,u she went on, "I 
174.11 leaves. "I'm leaves. At last she 

said-"I'm 

174.12 she at last replied. (Omitted.)

174.15 were were 
174.20 a vivid Image an image 
174.23 a very tame one. It's very 

tame," said Isabel. "It is 
174.28 grandly to play. to play with en

ergy. 
174.29 yet but 
174.30 had ever succeeded? had suc

ceeded? 
174.35 Isabel smiled. said Isabel, smil

ing. 
174.39 fine moustache moustache 
174.41 with still more emphasis. blush

ing. 
174.4.2 appeared to note this eagerness. 

gave a glance at her blush which 
caused it to deepen. 

174.45 silent a little but then spoke 
silent for a moment� and then, 

175.t inconsequence. inconsequence-
175.3 asked cried
175.5-6 congratulate you with all my

heart. congratulate you. 
17S.16 some cluster a cluster 
175.16-17 What shall we call our 

'self'? What do you call one's self? 
175.19 know a know th.at a 
175.19 clothes dresses 
175.21-22 one's fundture, one's gar

ments, the books one reads, clothes, 
the books one reads., 

175.26 was she was 
175.30-31 everytbiog's on the contrary 

a limit, on the contrary, it's a limit, 
175.34 Madame Merle lightly inter• 

posed. interposed Madame Merle, 
skilfully 

17S.41 on upon 
175.42-43 loyalty practised by our hero

ine toward loyalty which our heroine 
practised towards 

175.4S-176.1 She bad not, however, con
cealed the fact Isabel had not con
cealed from her, however, 

176.2-3 let her friend know of how ad
vantageous a kind they had been. let

her know that they were of a highly 
advantageous kind. 

176.8 excellent ways, admirable self-
control, 

176.12 this lady's Madame Merle's 
176.13 the present- the present one-
176.16 as a suitor of being a suitor 
176.19 our young woman Isabel

176.24 Pardon Excuse 
176.25 corrupt; worldly; 
176.25 the wordly view that view 
177 .2 or else or 
177.5 succession, but succession," she 

said, "but 
177.8 and must think as well of me as 

possible. and you must think wen of 
me. 

177.12 Our young lady, Isabel, 
111.14 haut-s during -wb.kb hours that

177 .17 apparently occupied there 
with in 

177.19 see it see that it

177.20 if whether 
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177 .22 always to its own sense 
adequate. which had always deemed 
itself sufficient. 

177.26-27 UtteJ'ed reflection bad with 
her ever, at any rate, a pradlcal 
ring. (Omitted.) 

177.29-30 nest year." next year." Her 
remarks had usually a practical ring. 

177.37 vague boars much time 
177.37 books the books 
177.41 felt thought 
178.5 He Mr. Bantling, however, 
178.14 at least at any rate 
178.16 should see bow that ought to see

how it
178.20 even would even he would 
178.25 this correspondence Miss Stack-

pole ts letters 
171.26 representative correspondent 
178.18 me she's me that she is 
178.29 ex-Lancer? ex-Guardsman! 
178.35 "Pardon "Excuse 
178.36 I've the I have got the 
179.2 brougham, dog-cart, 
179.4 his the doctor's 
179.7 roll drive 
179.16 dear father father 
179.17 she gently walled, the girl mur-

mured, 
179.17-18 two bands hand
179.20 this this incident 
179.38 most liberally," liberally,''
180.13 an impression a subtle impres

sion 
180.13-14 subtle consequeo�es conse

quences 
180.18 such a matter it 
180.19 and anotber to stand among its 

massive records. and it was another 
to behold it actually. 

180.22-23 to picture her as one of the 
hunarY mouths or envious hearts of the 
general herd, to say that Madame 
Merle was one of the hungry ones of 
the world; 

180.24 learned of her having desires 
that perceived that she had desires 
which 

180.26 fine proud smile- most becom
ing smile-

180.30-31 she couldn't at the present 
moment keep from quite perversely 
yearning her private attitude at the 
present moment was somewhat incon
gruously invidious, 

180.31 was careful was very careful 
180.38 If I'm whether I am 
180.40 Be's naturally He is of course 
181.1 softly repeated. repeated, softly. 
181.12 assuredly certainly 
181.12 effort. Don't effort; don't 
181.13 seldom rarely 
181.25 reserved her opinion gave a 

shrug. 
181.35 affairs of the bank, the bank,

181.38 ''How l'e�y delicious! After 
"After 

181.41 before the Jt'ill was read- just 
before it came out-

182.4 her eyes bent on with her eyes 
bent upon 

182.5-6 as she raised them. looking 
up. 

182.17 kiss kiss that 
182.17 her Isabel 
182.18 the visitor, that Madame Merle, 
182.20-21 bad no purpose of awaiting 

in London the sale of her house. did

not remain in London until she had 
sold her house. 

182.21 the objects she those objects 
which she 

182.21 other abode, Florentine resi
dence, 

182.25-26 to measure and weigh and 
otherwise handle to comtemplate 

182.27-28 thought very often of the fact 
of her accession of means, looking at 
it thought of it very often and looked 
at it

182.29 now at present 
182.29 follow her train of thought enter 

into her meditations 
182.29-32 to explain exactly why her 

new consciousness was at first oppres
sive. This failure to rise to immediate 
joy was indeed but brief; the girl pres
ently made up her mind why it was 
that some of them were of a rather 
pessimistic cast. The pessimism of this 
young lady was transient; she ulti
mately made up her mind 

182.33 and that to do could only be 
sweet. and to do was sweet. 

182.33-35 araceful contrary of the stu
pid side of weakness-especially the 
feminine variety. contrary of weak
ness. 

182.35 delicate young person, young 
lady, 

182.40 them to spend together. the two 
ladies to spend. 

182.43 to do so during to do so indeed

during 
182.43 eventually presently 
182.44 though but 
182.44-183.1 ine-vitably present them

selves as trivial. probably be thought 
rather vulgar. 

183.1-2 ways most naturally imposed 
ways that most naturally presented 
themselves 

183.3 and that were prescribed unre
senedly by the guidance especially 
under the guidance 

183.15 saw she saw 
183.21 arrive come 
183.22 at to 
183.22 pronounced on judged 
183.22-23 trenchancy doubtless trench

ancy which is doubtless 
183.24-25 lives were, though luxurioos, 

inane, manner of life was superficial, 
183.27 on upon 
183.28-29 passed for people kept exem

plarily genial by their cooks and 
dressmakers, were the most good-na
tured people in the world, 

183.30-31 Inferior to that of the new 
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theatrical pieces. only a dangerous 
variation of impertinence. 

183.31 it lead it all lead
184.2 used to used always to 
184.3 quite very 
184.6 and reproduced with wondrous 

truth and led 
184. 7-9 the domestic tone of her native

Baltimore. This reduced Mr. Luce, her
worthy husband, a tall, as quiet and
domestic a life as she might have Jed
in her native Baltimore. The existence
of Mr. Luce, her worthy husband, was
somewhat more inscrutable. Superfi
cially indeed, there was no mystery
about it; the mystery lay deeper, and
resided in the wonder of his supporting
existence at all. He was the most un
occupied man in Europe, for he not
only had no duties, but he had no
pleasures. Habits certainly he had, but
they were few in number, and had
been worn threadbare, by forty years
of use. Mr. Luce was a tall,

184.11-13 bead, to mere platonie praise 
of the "distractions" of Paris-they 
were bis great word-since you would 
never have guessed from what cares be 
escaped to them. One of them was 
that be went bead. He went 

184.14 be found a post-office that there 
was a post office which 

184.lS as in as that of
184.19-20 the French capital. Paris.
184.23 pastimes, avocations,
184.29 this scene of bis dissipations the

French capital 
184.30 resources occupations 
184.30 reflections reveries 
184.34 lately recently 
184.39 showy clever rule government 
184.39 superseded Empire. lately-abol-

ished Empire. 
184.40 he he 
185.4 nine. nine times. 
185.6-7 a dark cloud over Paris, our_ 

Paris, a cloud over Paris, 
185.11 was native to New York was a

native of New York, 
185.13 early old 
185.15 small little 
185.16-17 had stopped stopped 
185.21 all bis of his 
18S.28 bad become became 
185.28-29 she bad firmly she firmly 
185.35 dismissed, was dismissed, 
185.38 nostrils nostril 
186.S-6 the high shoulders of many a

duchess. many a duchess.
187.16 gentleman in gentleman to do in 
187.24 poor Ralph Touchett Mr. Ralph 

Touchett 
187.27 augmentations accession of for

tune, 
187.30 asserted, said, 

187,41-4Z exposure on the moral side. 
moral tendencies. 

187.44 grossly sensual; sensual; 
188.7 keeping them up.'' keeping up

those illusions." 

188.8 gazed at this lurid scene gazed 
upon this vivid but dusky picture of 
her future. 

188.10 think think that 
188.13 in it- into it-
188.14-15 grim reality! reality! 
188.33 personal intimacy intimacy, 
188.43 her and her 
188.43-44 moreover subsisted in face 

of subsisted in the face of
189.t each each of them
189.2-3 on either side none the less

honourable. none the less honourable 
on either side; 

189.6 his her 
189.9-10 need of demonstrative affec· 

tion. coquetry. 
189.10 groping celibates harmless con

federates 
189.11 impatiently somewhat eagerly 
189.12 rather a slow and a discursive 

habit, a rather slow and discursive 
habit, 

189.13-14 by the influence of a shining, 
challenging eye with the spectacle of 
a brilliant eye 

189.14 freshness, neatness, 
189.17-19 a gentleman who appeared 

somehow, in his way, made, by expen
sive, roundabout, almost "quaint" 
processes, for her use, and whose a

fresh-looking, professionless gentle
man, whose 

189.20 boon to a breathless mate, ad

vantage to Miss Stackpole, 
189.24-25 largely and showily address 

them to publicity. make use of them 
in her correspondence. 

189.26 abysses of sophistication mys
terious shallows 

189.29-30 rest in any adoption of the 
views of a class pledged to all the old 
abuses. safety in the adoption of sec
ond-hand views. 

189.35-37 this perfect man of the world 
-a term that bad ceased to make with
her, as previously, for opprobrium.

the good Mr. Bantling. 
189.39 enjoyed in his company. made in 

the company of the gallant ex-guards
man. 

190.1-2 her gallant friend during the 
spring Mr. Bantling in the spring, 

190.S February had February she had
190.6 She interrupted She did not go di

rectly to Florence, but interrupted 
190.8-9 beneath a slow-moving wbite 

umbrella. under a white umbrella.
190.1 O with homely, customary logic, 

with her usual homely logic, 
190.12-13 your own mistress and are as 

free as the bird on the bough. I don't 
mean you your own mistress," she 
said. "Excuse me; I don't mean that 
you 

190.14 at present on on 
190.21 bow much you're that you are 
191.3 encounters and �oncussions. en-

counters with her. 
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191.3-4 perfectly present, but was al
ways to be found; but she was 

191.10 softening moss. moss. 
191.10-11 Her offered, her passive Her 

passive 
191.12 believe none the less believe� 

however, 
191.12-15 she made more of those con

cessions to the sense of something ob
scurely distinct from convenience
more of them than she independentlY 
exacted. She was learning to 
sacrifice she grew more disposed to 
confer those sentimental favours which 
she was still unable to accept-to sac
rifice 

191.19 since for 
191.21 that Palazzo that the Palazzo 
191.22 large apartment known spacious 

apartment which was known 
191.22 quarter room 
191.25 "something I've "-something 

that I have 
191.28 know your know that your 
191.36 compliment." souvenir." 
191.37-38 "A compliment on what?'' 

1l"On your so beautifu)Jy existing." 
(Omitted.) 

191.39 she presently dedared. said Isa-
bel. 

192.9 me me 
192.12 went on said 
192.13 it it's 
192.14 looked at him with looked at

him a moment with 
192.23-24 tight, tender young 

rose. rosebud. 
192.24-25 take care of itself. form it

self. 
192.27-28 power of thought-above all 

too much conscience." too much con-· 
science.'' 

192.29-30 Put back your watch. Diet 
your fever. ( Omitted.) 

192.36 persisting In cheer. continuing to 
smile. 

192.37 pursued. went on. 
193. 7 keep thinking; always be thinking-

193.8 not sure It's not sure that it's
193.12 nush that blush which
193.20 looked across looked a while

across 
193.22-24 adventure; there was such a 

thrill even In the preliminary hovering. 
It affected her moreover as a peaceful 
interlude, as a bush of the drum and 
fife knowledge; the stillness of these 
soft weeks seemed good to her. They 
were a peaceful interlude 

193.30 their young friend Isabel 
193.33 that lady's perspicacity. Madame

Merle's perspicacity. 
U>J.36 she bad. at any rate before

leaving at any rate before she left
193.37 grown she bad grown 

193.37-38 in question found a proper 
place found a place 

193.39 about herself, about her herself, 
193.40 took perpetually for granted a 

thousand good intentions. was a per
petual implication of good intentions. 

193.41 fine things to be done by fine 
things 

193.42 occasions her opportunities 
193.43 were sublime in the ma�. might 

do, were really innumerable. 
194.3 mixed intermingled 
194.3 debates. reveries. 
194.9 images of energy gentlemen 
194.14-15 rather to show the livid light 

of a Judgement-day. The girl to wear 
the supernatural aspect of a resurrec
tion. Isabel 

194.17 believe she believe that she 
194.19 but and yet,
194.21-22 yet couldn't but feel them ap

preciably in debt to her. yet she did 
not regard them as appreciably in her 
debt. 

194.25 She had indeed failed. to say 
Isabel did not sa.y 

194.27 certain certain that 
194.29-34 might know the humiliation 

of change, might really, for that mat
ter, come to the end of the things that 
were not CaspJ:lr (even though there 
appeared so many of them), and find 
rest in those very elements of his pres
ence which struck her now as impedi· 
ments to the finer respiration. rnigh t 
change her humour-might weary of 
those things that were not Caspar (and 
there were so many things that were 
not Caspar!), and might find satisfac
tion in the very qualities which struck 
her to-day as his limitations. 

194.34 these Impediments his limitations 
194.36 brave fine 
194.39-40 more than a noble hamWty 

or an enlightened pride ought to wish 
to reckon with. more than modesty 
should not only expect, but even de
sire. 

194.40-41 undertaken to preserve no rec
ord of what had passed between them 
undertaken to forget him, as a lover, 

194.42 just. proper. 
194.43 candidly believed really believed 
194.44 get over his disappointment. get 

over it. 
194.45 affected- smitten-
195.1-3 absurd that a man both so in• 

telligent and so honourably dealt with 
should cultivate a scar out of propor
tion to any wound. absurd that a 
man so completely absolved from fi
delity should stiffen himself in an atti
tude it would be more graceful to dis
continue. 

195.3-4 liked moreover to be liked to 
be 

195.5 brooding over thinking of 
195.7 She Isabel
195.8 woman lady

195.10 a pang even of surprise. an im
pulse of jealousy. 

195.11-12 him. That alone was him; 
and this was 
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195.15-16 a small group that might 
have been described by a painter as 
composing well a picturesque little 
group 

195.17 crowning which stood on the 
summit of 

195.20 considered looked at 
195.26 lengthily adjusted which ran

along 
195.26 useful as usually afforded 
195.30 antique, ancient, 
195.31-32 the mask, not the face of the 

house. the mask of the house; it was 
not its face. 

195.37 other oJd old 
196.1 seemed less seemed to be less 
196.5 jealous obstructive 
196.7 random race conflicting national

ity 
196.9 less sombre than our much less 

gloomy than my 
196.13-15 It was moreover a seat of 

ease, indeed of luxury, telling of ar
rangements subtly studied and refine
ments frankly proclaimed, and contain
ing a Tariety The place, moreover, 
was almost luxudously comfortable; it 
told of habitation being practiced as a 
fine art. It contained a new variety 

196.17 angular primitive 
196.17-18 as pedantically primiCive, 

pedantically rusty, 
196.20 kept terms were intermingled 
196.21 large allowance 1 iberal conces

sion 
196.21 for a lounging generation; to

cultivated sensibilities; 
196.26 odd, elaborate pictures, modern 

pictures, 
196.28 we when we 
196.32 talk conversation 
196.34-35 their attitude expressed a 

final reserve and their faces showed 
the glaze of prudence. their attitude 
was noticeably provisional, and they 
evidently wished to emphasize the 
transitory character of their presence. 

196.35-36 ample, mild-featured women, 
comfortable, mild-faced women, 

196.37-38 of the serge that draped them 
as if nailed on frames inexpressive 
serge 

196.40-41 as well as and had evidently 
196.42 This object of interest This 

young lady 
196.42 ornament coiffure 
196.43 simplicity and. not simplicity, 

which was not 
196.43 her a 
196.44 too short for her years, too short 

for the wearer, 
197.3-4 it being on its way as arduous 

to converse with the very meek as with 
the very mighty. to entertain a nun 
js, in fact, a sufficiently delicate opera

t\on. 
197.5 clearly much occupied with their 

quiet charge, plainly much interested 
in his youthful companion, 

197.6 on upon 
197.7 high but well-shaped head, 

on well-shaped head, upon 
197.9 fine, narrow, extremely modelled 

and composed face, thin. delicate, 
sharply-cut face, 

197.10-11 just this effect of its running 

a trifle too much to points; that it

looked too pointed; 
197.11 the beard his beard 
197.14 romantic picturesque 
197.14-15 a foreign, a somewhat for

eign, 
197.16-18 style. His conscious, curious 

eyes, however, eyes at once vague and 
penetrating, intelligent and hard, ex
pressive of the observer effect. His 
luminous intelligent eye, an eye which 
expressed both softness and keenness 
-the nature of the observer

197.18 you that, you, however, that 
197.21 original clime and country; na

tionality; 
197 .24-27 but he suggested, fine gold 

coin as he was, no st.amp nor emblem 
of the common mintage that provides 
for general circulation; he was the ele
gant complicated medal struck off for 
a special occasion. he was one of 
those persons who, in the matter of 
race, 1nay, as the phrase is, pass for 
anything. 

197.27-28 rather languid-looking lazy

looking 
197.29-30 other trouble about it than to 

have no vulgar things. trouble about 
it. 

197.33 you he was Italian. you that he 
was an Italian. 

197.34 child girl 
197 .34 earnestly a little 
197.36 "Certainly "Yes, my child; 
197 .38-39 painted with a fixed and in

tensely sweet smile. of which the nat
ural and usual expression seemed to 
be a smile of perfect sweetness. 

197.41 trunk." trunk," said the child. 
198.13 visitor gently replied. woman re-

plied, gently. 
198.14 tongue. language. 
198.15 proper language." own tongue." 
198.18 though failing but failed 
198.19 instantly added. said, instantly. 
198.24 your your 
198.28 -not big," little.'' 
198.30-31 I prefer women like books-

very good and not ·too long. I like 
little women," the gentleman declared, 
frankly. 

198.31 know," the gentleman said, "no 
know no 

198.36 looks sound." looks well." 
198.39 an accent a French accent 
198.42 her smile heightened her smile 

brightened 

198.43 truly?" truly?,, she asked. 

199.7 gaily. smiling. 
199.10 it's excellent. it is a very good 

one. 
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199.20-21 "Yes, and what else?" 
"Yes," he said in a moment, "and 
what else?'' 

199.22 thinking she thinking that she 
199.23 everything; but everything. �But 
199.27 geatiHe,,, nice," 
199.27-28 really pretty." very pretty." 
199.34 daughter, child, 
199.43 certain you'll certain that you 

will 
200.24 as in the other." as another." 
200.27 red, thank you," red,"
200.36 enquired. asked. 
201.10 saloon. drawing-room. 
201.16 also stopped, stopped, too, 
201.33 asked bis new visitor asked Mad

ame Merle 
201.35 the lady addressed her father's 

visitor 
201.36 declared. answered. 
201.39 come away." leave the place."
201.42 come to see come and see

201.43 there. here. 
202.1 particular tone peculiar tone 
202.8 their entertainer. the host. 
202.13-14 said Madame Merle, but also 

as in pleasantry. said Madame Merle, 
smiling still. 

202.16 very naturally meant meant

202.19 attentive to looking at 
202.21 very naturally meant meant 
202.23 fixed him gazed at him 
202.24 papa?" papa?" she asked. 
202.27-28 "Be· good and wise and 

happy ''Be good, 
202.29 retumed, declared, 
202.32 dear child," my child,'' 
202.34 yet but 
202.38 she nevertheless asked she asked 
203.2 good little girls little girls
203.3 cried said 
203.11-12 made answer. answered.
203.16 meditated. meditated a moment. 
203.17 "Bot very pretty?" "But

1
will 

they be pretty?" 
203.18 very fond fond 
203.21 won't will not 
203.21 returned answered, 
203.22-23 after which, and then, 
203.24 Catheri.ne?" she went on. Cather

ine?" 
203.37 have wished yourself have come 
203.40 "I think you Tery "I think you 

are very 
.204. 7 Osmond conceded. With which 

said Osmond. Then, at last, 
204.8-9 bent forward leaning forward 
204.9 his with his 
204.41 smiled looked 
204.41 her host. her interlocutor, smil

ing. 
204.44 why why 
205.1-2 so much of every one else 

and so much 
205.6 your life your your life-your

1\\�.\\\ rn�, ma bonne, 
205.19 courage. nobleness of expression.
205.31 glad glad that 
205.36 do remember will remember 
205.38 real interest. great pleasure. 

206.3 waited. reflected a moment. 
206.5 that, you know, that, 
206.10-11 "Pardon me. That isn't-the 

knowledge I impute to you-a 
common "Excuse me. That isn't a 
common 

206.12-13 of more or less impossible 
people of people 

206.16 on upon 
206.21 flushed u with a wounded 

intention. flushed a little, and her eye 
betrayed vexation. 

206.22 No one There is no one 
206.22 what is worth that there are 

many things worth 
206.23 Haven't I seen you in old days?" 

(Omitted.) 
206.24 "I recognise some things. "M.any 

things, I admit. 
206.24-25 probable in this poor life." 

probable things.'' 
206.27 Who then Who

206.30 youth and ignorance. youth. 
206.32 twenty-three years old. twenty-

two years old. 
206.34 we struck up a grand 

alliance. we took a great fancy to 
each other. 

206.41 a creature any one 
207.19 less relevantly more irrelevantly 
207.19 have some have got some 
207 .20 so well as well 
207.22 manner and tone manner 
207.22-23 at any Juncture, on any oc-

casion, 
207.24 was there was 
207.24 circwnspect, circumspect, which

showed itself in glance and tone. 
207.24-25 as if they had approached 

They approached 
207 .15 obliquely and addressed obli

quely, as it were, and they addressed 
207.26-27 appreciable degree embarras

sing degree 
207.28 any embarrassment such embar-

rassments 
207.29 form manner 
207.31 wear for exhibit to 
207.31 point to be made point I wish 

to make 
207.32 element between them, obstruc-

tion, 
207 .34 either either of them 
207.35 each each of them 
207.38-39 Madame Merle quietly said. 

said Madame Merle, quietly. 
208.4 most remarkable of women," most

remarkable woman," 
208. 7 But he and he
208.18 Palazzo the Palazzo
208.23 no question be could ever put no

question that he could ask 
208.27 seen what's there- seen that-
208.28 considered. looked at it a mo

ment. 
208.31 She looked a moment longer, 

then fumed Madame Merle looked 
for a moment longer then she turned 

208.35 do-well, do, it's 
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20B.41 pictures, tapestries, surfaces the 
pictures. the tapestries, the surfaces 

208.42 perfect. I'm perfect," she went 
on. "I am 

208.44-4S nobody anywhere does. 
You've such adorable taste." no one 
else does." 

208.46 ''I'm sick of my adorable taste," 
said Gilbert Osmond. "I am very sick 
of it," said Osmond. 

209.1 must nevertheless let must let 
209.1 see it. see all this. 
209.5 As cicerone of your museum As a 

cicerone in your own museum 
209. 7-8 looked at once colder and more

attentive. tum.ed upon his companion
an eye expressive of perfect clairvoy
ance. 

209.8 rich?" rich?" he asked in a mo
ment. 

209.13 you. YOU.

209.23 "He's a good deal of a 
donkey." "He's an awful ass." 

209.26-27 say she has looks?" say 
that she was pretty?" 

209.28-29 disappointed in them. disap
pointed. 

209.31 a little. a moment. 
209.35-36 She's not so coarse a piece of 

machinery-nor am I." She is a very 
delicate piece of machinery." 

209.40 judgement." judgement till then." 
209.42 really grown pretty," grown 

pretty," 
210.8 the visitor murmured murmured 

Madame Merle, 
210.13 of Palazzo of the Palazzo 
210.15 the hope she might the wish that 

she should 
210.15 making, however, but made 
210.22 ''meet"- know-
210.23 whomever in the wide world 

whomever 
210.23 and bad and she had 
210.25 dozen years; ten years; 
210.26 most agreeable men-well, in Eu· 

rope simply. most agreeable men it 
was possible to meet. 

210.27-28 He wasn't a professional 
charmer- He was not perfect-

210.28 it, and the it; the 
210.30-35 When not in the right mood 

he could fall as low as any one, saved 
only by his looking at such hours 
rather like a demoralised prince in 
exile. But if be cared or was interested 
or rightly challenged-just exactly 
rightly it had to be-then one felt bis 
devemess and bis distinction. Those 
qualities didn't depend, in him, as in 
so many people, on bis not committing 
or exposing himself. If he were not in 
the right mood he could be very unsat
isfactory-like most people, after all; 
but when he chose to exert himself no 
man could do it to better purpose. 

210.35-36 perversities peculiarHies-
210.37 and didn't and he did not 
210.42 person not to miss. person to 

know. 

211.2-3 it was he who bad most percep
tion and taste-being artistic through 
and through. he had infinitely more 
taste; he had a taste which was quite 
by itself. 

211.4-5 plunge, at Gardencourt, into the 
deeps of talk, multifarious colloquies 
at Gardencourt, 

211.6 the tie binding these superior spir
its, she felt the tie that united them. 
She was inclined to imagine 

211. 7 always somehow had histories, and
such an impression was part were pe
culiar, and such a possibility was a
part

211.8 inordinate suggestive 
211.9 she Madame Merle 
211.10 calm and tranquil 
211.10 she that she 
211.11 so high a confidence her friend's 

confidence 
211.15 solemn stare exceedingly serious 

gaze 
211.16 proclaim her proclaim that she 

was 

211.16 the sense of comedy. a sense of 
humour-an intimation which at other 
moments she effectively refuted. 

211.17-18 "Why, I'm not afraid of them 
-I'm as used to them as the cook to
the butcher-boys." "I am not afraid
of them."

211.22 This was a note of cynidsm 
that This remark had a bitterness 
which 

211.23 to sound; to betray; 
211.23 alarmed, alarmed by it, 
211.25 It This sentiment 
211.26 none the less, however, 
211.29 as priests to the mystery. to call 

attention to latent merits. 
211.30 joy that pleasure which 
211.31 early passion earlier sensations, 
211.33 again and again so often, 
211.33 something else to do. something 

to do. 
211.35 recalled remembered 
211.35 comer of angle in 
211.36-37 It. She had it; and had 
211.37 opinions own opinions 
211.40 taking place which took place 
211.42 advantages she couldn't have en-

joyed for instance advantages which 
-for instance-she could not have en
joyed

212.2-3 she wandered Isabel wandered 
about 

212.7 that which 
2-12.17 the carven carven
212.18 on upon
212. 19 the age of advertisement. the

nineteenth. 
212.23 where in which 
212.24-27 cleared and ffented the 

rooms in regular use. To live in such

a plate was, for Isabel, to bold to her 
ear all day a shell of the sea of tJae 
past. This vague eternal rumour kept
her imagination awake. illumined the 
rooms that were in regular use. Isabel 
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found that to live in such a place 
might be a source of happiness-almost 
of excitement. At first it had struck 
her as a sort of prison; but very soon 
its prison-like quality became a merit, 
for she discovered that it contained 
other prisoners than the members of 
her aunt's household. The spirit of 
the past was shut up there, like a 
refugee from the outer world; it

lurked in lonely corners, and, at night, 
haunted even the rooms in which Mrs. 
Touchett diffused her matter-of-fact 
influence. Isabel used to hear vague 
echoes and strange reverberations; she 
had a sense of the hovering of un
seen figures. of the flitting of ghosts. 
Often she paused, listening, half
startled, half-disappointed, on the 
great cold stone staircase. 

212.29 lurking seated almost out of

sight 
212.29-30 Isabel took on this occasion 

little part in the talk; Isabel, on this 
occasion, took little share in the con� 
versation; 

212.31-32 invitingly; she sat there as if

she had been at the play and had paid 
even a large sum for her place. ap
pealingly; but sat there as an impartial 
auditor of their brilliant discourse. 

212.33-41 had it, for the effect of bril·
Haney, all their own way. They talked 
of the Florentine, the Roman, the cos
mopolite world, and might have been 
distinguished performers figuring for a 
charity. It all had the rich readiness 
that would have come from rehearsal. 
Madame Mede appealed to her as if

she bad been on the stage, but she 
could ignore any learnt cue without 
spoiling the scene-though of course 
she thus put dreadfully in the wrong 
the friend who had told Mr. Osmond 
she could be depended on. This 
was They talked extremely well; it
struck Isabel almost as a dramatic en
tertainment, rehearsed in advance. 
Madame Merle referred everything to 
her, but the girl answered nothing, 
though she knew that this attitude 
would make Mr. Osmond think she 
was one of those dull people who 
bored him. It was the worse, too, that 
Madame Merle would have told him 
she was almost as much above the 
merely respectable average as he him
self, and that she was putting her 
friend dreadfully in the wrong. But 
this was 

212.41-42 If more bad been involved 
she could have made no attempt if 
more had depended on it, Isabel could 
not have made an attempt 

212.43 the visitor that checked her Mr. 

Osmond that arrested her 
212.44 it more it seem more 
212.44 sbe that she 
212.45 sbe Isabel 

213.2 happier, more charming, 
213.3 glitter perform 
213.5-6 a quiet ease that covered every

thing, even the first show of his own 
wit. This was the more grateful as his 
face, he was a quiet gentleman, with 
a colourless manner, who said elabo
rate things with a great deal of sim
plicity . .Isabel, however, privately per
ceived that if he did not expect, he 
observed; she was very sure he was 
sensitive. His face 

213.8 of at 
213.8-12 And his very voice was fine

the more strangely that, with its dear
ness, it yet somehow wasn't sweet. 
This had had really to do with making 
her abstain from interference. His ut
terance was the vibration of 
glass, Mr. Osmond was very delicate; 
the tone of his voice alone would have 
proved it. It was the visitor's delicacy 
that made her abstain from interfer
ence. His talk was like the tinkling of 
glass, 

213.13 Yet before he went she had to 
speak Before he went he made an ap
peal to her. 

213.14 Merle," be said, "consents 
to Merle says she will 

213.19 paused paused a moment, 
213.23 replied answered 
213.26 expected expected that 
213.27 that lady, Madame Merle, 
213.28 mere matter-of-course, matter

of-course, 
213.34 ally lady 
213.37 perceptibly noshed, coloured a 

moment; 
213.41 mm." him 
214.2 her weary nobleness; a sort of 

noble gentleness, 
214.5-6 put to Ralph ask Ralph 
214.7 distorted by his trials; cynical, 
214. 7 herself sbe herself that she
214.9 'know' know
214.12 a vague, unexplained American

a mysterious American, 
214.13 thirty years, or less, twenty 

years, or more, 
214.14 unexplained? mysterious? 
214.15 I do know I know 
214.17 fastidiousness magnanimity, 
214.19 here; in Florence; 
214.23 poor but honest poor 
214.25 small little 
214.27 impossible. wicked. 
214.36 one's dangers a person 
214.38 that-it may make them dangers. 

that. 
214.40 anything anything that 
215.3 Isabel considered. Isabel was si

lent a moment. 
215.14 on upon 

il�,17 1eem1 to m@ Jou t@@mg to m! 
that you 

215.25 to to 
215.30 earnestly cried. cried with fer

vour. 
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215.36-40 "She's indescribably blame
less; a pathless desert of virtue; the 
only woman I know who never gives 
one a chance."1"A chance for what?" 
1!"Well, say to call her a fool!" She's 
She is perfect; she is 

216.6 she acts on she acts a little on 
216.9 face. eye. 
216.10 banished?" banished?" she in-

quired. 
216.16 On Upon 
216.27 the great round world the world 
216.30 refresblnent entertainment 
216.31-33 if he bad been left wholly 

unbeguiled by such a mistress of the 
social art. if he had not been able to 
find a great deal in the society of a 
woman in whom the social virtues ex
isted in polished perfection. 

216.34-35 the administered justice she 
enjoyed at his hanclB, the intellectual 
justice he rendered her, 

216.35-36 made life barren to him, 
made life seem barren. 

216.36-39 bad leamed more or Jess in
scrutably to attend, and there could 
have been nothing so "sustained" to 
attend to as the general performance 
of Madame Merle. He tasted her In 
sips, he let her stand, had learned to 
appreciate, and there could be no bet
ter field for such a talent than the ta
ble-talk of Madame Merle. He talked 
with her largely, treated her with con
spicuous civility, occupied himself with 
her and let her alone, 

216.39 opportuneness opportuneness 
which 

216.42 she that she 
216.43 yearnlnaJy richly 
217.1 secret measure. ambition. 
217.2 but had but she had 
217.5-6 almost as universally "Uked" as 

some new volume of smooth 
twaddle. universally liked. 

217.7-8 others that he supposed to have 
at various moments engaged her 
hope others which he vividly imag
ined her to have had her eyes upon at 
various .moments 

217.9 genial pliable 
217.10 persons people 
217.10-11 too-ingenious tbeories of con

duct-that is of their own- factitious 
theories of conduct 

217.12 due comlderation a great deal of 
consideration 

217 .13 her eminent friend, Madame 
Merle-

217.14-15 be made the best of It, as be 
bad done of worse things. he re
garded it on the whole with philo
sophic tolerance. 

217.18 each had made an important dis
covery or two each of them had 
made certain discoveriC$, 

217.28-29 a soft afternoon a soft after
noon in May. 

217 .29-30 Tuscan Spring. 1be compan
ions Italian spring. The two ladies 

217.34 fragrance, perfume, 
217.35 where of which 
217.36 a the 
217.36-37 a very imposing, object. the 

most imposing, side. 
217.41 something grave and strong la the 

place; something rather severe about 
the place; 

217.42-43 you would need an act of en
ergy to get out. it would not be easy 
to get out. 

218.3 conductress, companion, 
218.5 him, Mr. Osmond, 
218.6 saloon. drawing-room. 
218.8 indicated presented 
218.10 her convent." a convent." 
218.11 scant scanty

218.12 her small shoes a pair of slip-
pers. 

218.15 high fashion. fashion. 
218.17 nose, small nose, a small 
218.18 eyes eye, 
218.18-20 Her e:1pression, however, 

thanks to various latensides of empha
sis and wonder, of horror and joy, was 
not inhuman, her face, however, 
thanks to a very human and feminine 
expression, was by no means disagreea
ble, 

218.21 plain evident that 
218.22-23 Her attire, voluminous and 

delicate, bristling with elepnce, The . 
soft brilliancy of her toilet 

218.24 as light and sudden as 
those light and sudden. like those 

218.24 who that 
21.8.26 classed her classified the Count

ess Gemini 
218.29 to on 
218.29-31 the Countess Gemini revealed 

no depths. Her demonstrations sug
gested the violent waving of some flaa 
of general truce-white sllk wltb But
tering streamers. the Countess pre
sented no appearance of wickedness. 
Nothing could have been kinder or 
more jnnocent than her greeting to Isa
bel. 

218.32 believe believe that 
118.32 it's that it is 
218.36-37 it hurts them they receive an 

injury 
218.37 wheezing panting 
218.39 wheezing panting 
218.42 knows does know 
218.42 Italians the Italians 
219.6-9 series of little Jerks and pecks, 

or roulades of shrillaea, ud In an ac
cent that was as some fond recall of 
good English, or rather of good 
American, in adversity. variety of 
little jerks and glances, in a tone 
which, although it expressed a high 
degree of good-nature, was rather 
shrill than sweet. 

219.12 returned, declared, 
219.13 beautiful and precious.', very 

beautiful." 
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219.14 "I've a few "I have got a few 
219.14 allowed; murmured; · 
219.17 the detached and the 

involved. the indifferent and the ex
pressive 

219.18 to hint to intimate 
219.18 nothing but the right "values" 

was of any nothing was of much 
219.24 that which 
219 .. 41 doubtless perhaps 
219A3-44 A man A man whom 
120.3 on bis wit. upon himself. 
220.4 we judge, I am afraid, 
220.6-7 let myself so needlessly in-!" 

invited these women here!" 
220.23 flutter of her ruffles. sharp 

laugh. 
220.27 sure she sure that she 
220.37 and but 
220.43-44 tone; be tone, and he 
220.45-46 shyly brushed Isabel's fingers 

with her own; taken Isabel's hand for 
a momtmt; 

221.2 slimness. little waist. 
221.4 yet but 
221.9 but every every 
221.10-13 Isabel heard the Countess,. at

something said by her companion, 
plunge into the latter's lucidity as a 
poodle splashes after a thrown stick. It 
was as if Mad.ame Merle were seeing 
how far she would go. Isabel heard 
the Countess say something extrava
gant. 

221.13 the pleasure. such pleasure. 
221.15-16 were numerous; were pretty 

numerous; 
221.16-21 apt to see such a world as all

romantic. It met the case soothingly 
for the human, for the s�ial failure
by which he meant the people who 
couldn't Hrealise," as they said, on 
their sensibility: they could keep it
about them there, in their poverty, 
without ridicule, as you might keep an
heirloom or an inconvenient entailed 
place that brought you in nothing. 
Thus there were apt to see Italy in 
rose-colour. On the whole it was better 
than other countries, if one was con
tent to lead a quiet life and take 
things as they came. It was very dull 
sometimes, but there were 

221.22-24 the greatest sum of beauty. 
Ce.rtaln impressions you could get only 
there. Others, favourable to life, you 
never got, and you the most beauty. 
There were certain impressions that 
one could get only in Italy. There 
were others that one never got there, 
and one 

221.25-26 you got one of a quality that 
made up one got a delightful one, 
which made up 

221.26 Italy, all the same, bad 
spoUcd_ He was inclined to think that 
Italy had spoiled 

221.29 made one made people 
221.29-32 it had no discipline for the 

character, dido 't cultivate in you, otb-

erwise expressed, the successful social 
and other "cheek" that flourished in
Paris and London. "We're sweetly 
provincial," there was nothing tonic 
in an Italian life. One was out of the 
current; one was not dans le mouve

ment, as the French said; one was too 
far from Paris and London. "We are 
gloriously provincial, I assure you," 

221.39 disagreeable here disagreeable 
221.40 as you like as you find you like 
221.44 on. upon. 
222.17 feathers, soft plumage, 
222.22-23 bad also a finer patience. 

was not ill-natured. 
222.26-27 rather an idiot and a bore. 

rather light. 
222.35 moment. moment,'' she an

swered. 
223.7 resignedly sighed. murmured, with 

a little melancholy smile. 
223.9 her host Mr. Osmond 
223.10 bis hands with his hands 
223�15-16 she had what always ga,·e her 

a very private thrill, the consciousness 
of a new relation. she felt that she 
was being entertained. 

223.18 fine grass deep grass 
223.19 things scattered things that were 

scattered 
223.20 Mr. Osmond her host 
223.23 he Mr. Osmond 
223.25 She faced him with some sur

. prise. Isabel turned, with a good deal 
of surprise. 

223.29 he went on with bis cool 
smile. Osmond went on, smiling. 

223.31 almost no obsenation too little 
observation 

223.38-39 honest lady-more so than 
she seems. good woman-better than 
she seems. 

223.39-40 of a serious turn of a very 
serious disposition, 

223.41 horrid husband, nasty husband, 
223.42 a honid husband's a nasty hus

band is 
224.2 Pardon Excuse 
224.3 in saying you've in saying that 

you have 
224. 7 appear appear to be
224.9 medallions carvings
224.10-11 Isabel feH the owner much

more so, and Independently of them, 
thickly as they seemed to overhang 
him. Isabel became conscious that the 
owner was more interesting still. 

224.19-20 types already types which 
were already 

224.20 offering which offered 
224.21-23 It was not that she recognized 

all these truths at the hour, but they 
were falling into order before ber. 
Isabel did not say all these things 
to herself at the time; but she felt 
them, and afterwards they became 
distinct. 

224.23-26 said to henelf that tlli8 "new 
relation" would perhaps prove her 
very most distinguished. Madame 
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Merle bad .bad that note of rarity, but 
what quite other power it immediately 
gained when sounded by a man! said 
to herself that Mr. Osmond bad the 
interest of rareness. 

224.28-30 marked him for her as by 
one of those signs of the highly cu
rious that he was showing her on the 
underside of old plates and in the cor
ner of sixteenth•century drawings: 
distinguished him; 

224.32 She Isabel 
224.34 impalpabillties. his immaterial 

part. 
224.39-40 struck our sensitive young 

woman as signs of quality, of intensity, 
somehow as promises of interest. 
struck our observant young lady as 
the signs of an unusual sensibility. 

224.44 a sorted, sifted, arranged 
world, a serene, impersonal way, 

225.1-2 perhaps, as a sick man con• 
sciously incurable consults at last only 
his law')'er: perhaps; 

225.6 She Isabel 
225.9-10 by speaking of his provincial 

side-which was exactly the side she 
would have taken him most to 
lack. by saying that he was gloriously 
provincial-which was so exactly the 
opposite of what she had supposed. 

225.12 She trusted she Isabel trusted 
that she 

225.13-15 H it was provincial to have 
that harmony, what then was the finish 
of the capital? And she could put this 
question in spite of so feeling her host 
a shy personage; since If Mr. Os
mond were provincial, pray what were 
the characteristics of the capital? Isa
bel could ask herself this question, in 
spite of having perceived that her host 
was a shy personage; for 

225.17-19 a proof of standards and 
touchstones other than the vulgar: he 
must be so sure the vulgar would be 
first on the ground. He a proof of 
superior qualities. Mr. Osmond 

225.22 to think them agreeable, 
probably (to think them agreeable), 
he probably 

225.25 effected made 
225.25-27 successful conversion of it to 

which she owed both what pleased her 
in him and what mystified her. If be 
bad suddenly success! ul effort to 
overcome his shyness, to which Isabel 
felt that she owed both what pleased 
and what puzzled her in his conversa
tion to-day. His suddenly 

225.28 Countess Gemini, Countess of 
Gemini-

225.28-29 interested in her; interested 
in her feelings; 

22S.31 he that he 
225,J,4 romantic objects, pkti.uesque ob

jects, 
225.35-36 in the last degree curious and 

precious, very curious and valuable, 
225.38 and still held still holding 

225.39 friend, lady, 
225.43 but but she 
225.44-45 thought her quJcker, cleverer 

in every way, more prepared, than she 
was. thought she was cleverer than 
she was; 

226.1 pleasantly exaggerated; told him 
so; 

226.2 intelligence cleverness 
226.8 something be, something which 

her host, 
226.10-12 She bad no wish to fall Into 

that grotesqueness-in which she had 
seen women (and it was a warning) se
renely, yet ignobly, Bounder. (Omitted.) 

226.19 the paramount distinction which 
constituted the paramount distinction 

226.23 preparations. tray. 
226.26 glowed seemed to glow 
226.33 Osmond Mr. Osmond 
226.35 she returned, Isabel answered, 
226.42 she a woman 
226.45 smiled Isabel. said Isabel, smil

ing. 
227.13-14 Isabel permitted herself to 

observe. said Isabel. 
227.18 little." a little." 
227 .18 spoke uttered 
227 .18-19 short pauses little pauses 
227.19 regard was fixed on bis visitor's 

eyes were fixed upon Isabel's 
227.20 air of a man look of a man 
221,22. she asked with mUd irony. Isabel 

asked, with a gentle laugh. 
227.28 She Isabel 
227.41-42 The leanest gentleman A gen

tleman 
227.42-43 I was, though lean, a gen

tleman. I was a gentleman. 
227 .44 get out go out 
227.45-228.2 leave it, to say nothing of 

my being too well satisfied with it, on 
the whole, as it then was, to wish it 
altered. leave it. 

228.13 naturally of course 
228.17-18 desired to be-would in fact 

be uproarfously Yulgar. desired to be. 
228.19 a measured sympathy consider

able sympathy 
228.22-23 "Oh, I've made in my way a 

good thing of it. Don't imagine I'm 
whining about it. "Ob, I have been 
very happy; don't imagine me to sug
gest for a moment that I have not. 

228.24 This was large; she kept down to 
something smaller. (Omitted.)

228.29 and may very possibly not care 
and it is very possible she may not 
care 

228.31 for Pansy." for her." 
228.33 beautifully, with feeling, 
228.37 went forward was going on, 
228.41-42 her friend, Madame Merle, 
229.5-6 one of her pretty perversities. 

She might have desired for some min
utes to place it. saying something dis
cordant; a necessity of which she had 
been conscious for the last twenty min
utes. 
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229.8 to which point her eyes followed 
them. and she followed the pair for a 
while with her eyes. 

229.9 her companion, Madame Merle, 
229.13 at the sequestered couple. to-

wards the retreating couple. 
229.16 smiled. answered, smiling. 
229.18 don't wish." don't wish to.'' 
229.20 yet but 
229.24 a poisoned one a very sharp one 
229.25-26 your sense of our difference. 

your saying it. 
229.28 "To what wW it conduce?" 

''what difference will it make?'' 
229.34 I think that I think 
229.36-37 discover that." discover it/' 
229.38 not had time. not had time for 

that. 
229.41 mentioned. declared. 
229.43 "Surely I've "Surely-I have 
229.45 piped the Countess, cried the 

Countess, with a laugh, 
230.2 manner was odious, was really 

low; but it was an old story, manner 
was impertinent, but she did not suffer 
this to discompose her; 

230.4 finally resumed, said at last, 
230.12-13 She's not exposed to compul

sion or deception." She is not to 
be subjected to force.'' 

230.18 smiled Madame Merle. said 
Madame Merle, smiling. 

230.27 daneeroos-even dangerous," she 
cried, "even 

230.30 with him in with him-in 
230.33-35 facing her, his arms folded; 

and she at present was evidently not 
lost in the mere impersonal view, per
sistently as she gazed at it. facing 
her, with his arms folded; and she, at 
present, though she had her face 
turned to the opposite prospect, was 
evidently not scrutinizing it. 

230.39 pronounced. said. 
230.46-43 summoned by Pansy-be 

might, tarnished as to livery and 
quaint as to type, have issued from 
some stray sketch of old-time manners, 
been "put in" by the brush of a Lon
ghi or a Goya-bad summoned by 
Pansy, had 

230.43-231.1 small table and placed it

on the grass, small table, which he 
placed upon the grass, 

231.2 had again disappeared, again dis
appeared, 

231.5 assistance. assistance to the serv-
ant. 

231.11 toilette toilet 
231.lS turnlog looking
231.22 sparingly stroked down her anti

quated skirt. stroked down her anti
quated skirt, sparingly. 

231.23 Don't you Do you not 

231.27 btttt•. Alk ber. U heHer; ask 
her." 

231.28 arace. geniality. 
231.39 Pansy objected. said Pansy. 

231.40 said Madame Merle. Madame 
Merle remarked. 

231.43 Pansy repeated said Pansy, 
231.44 thoroughly." exceedingly." 
232.1 "And how do you think "And 

you think 
232.4 departed went off 
232.S had still lingered were still linger

ing
232.7 If whether 
232.12 marrying fortunately. marrying 

well. 
232.16 marry fortunately; marry well; 
232.20 she presently said. she said, pres

ently. 
232.21 brother's brother, 
232.27 fabulous. You're fabulous; you 

are 
232.31 shook her bead as for quiet 

amusement. shook her head, with a 
smile of sadness. 

232.33 slowly coming coming 
232.43 never, no, never, 
232.44 founded on based upon 
233.3 presume suppose 
233.19 princess. duchess. 
233.21 Yet But 
233.31 charming," nice," 
233.35 retumed rejoined 
233.36 satisfy. please. 
233.36 tremble fear 
234.1 Mrs. Touchett's worth, Mrs. 

Toucbett's charms, 
234.2 obsened him select observed that 

be selected 
234.11 was wllllng would have been 

willing 
234.11 to look at him in the light of 

hospitality. to take the hospitable 
view of his idiosyncracies. 

234.16 he should be curious of so rare 
an apparition. he should admire an 
admirable person. 

234.17 observed said 
234.17 plain very plain 
234.18-22 Mrs. Touchett had from far 

back found a place on her scant lisC 
for this gentleman, though wondering 
dimly by what art and what process
so negative and so wise as they were 
-he bad everywhere effectively Im•
posed himself. Mrs. Touchett bad al
ways liked Mr. Osmond; she thought
him so much of a gentleman.

234.24 her Mrs. Touchett 
234.25-26 always, oddly enough, af. 

fected her as provldin1 ground for a 
relation with her. always excited her 
esteem. 

134.31 with whom for whom 
234.31 had not succemully wrestled 

had not been up to the mark 
234.33 uncanny child and an ambiguous 

income, overgrown daughter and an 

income of n�tl\in1-
234.3s Isabel's her 
234.39 .knew knew that 
234.39-40 listened to several parties, as 
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his father would have said, listened 
to others, 

234.46-41 but bad made them listen 
but that she had made them listen to 
her 

234.42 few months of his knowing 
her few months that he had known 
her, 

234.42-43 observe a fresh suitor see a 
third suitor 

234.44 fine gentlemen gentlemen 
234.4S would do as well as anything 

else. was by itself a respectable chap
ter of experience. 

235.1 a fourth, a fifth, a tenth besieger; 
a fourth and a fifth soupirant,·

235.1-2 conviction she conviction that 
she 

235.9 figures of speech; metaphors; 
235.11 comparisons. similes. 
235.U a fine one herself a favourable

comparison
235.19-20 for the beauty of his opinions 

or for his autograph of Michael 
Angelo. for his opinions. 

235.22 he he 
235.25 she shall herself be sure; she 

should be sure, herself; 
23S.29 studying human nature at dose 

quarters and yet studying human na
ture and 

235.35 bot was but she was 
235.38 that curious creature's really that 

man is 
235.39-40 "Gilbert Osmond?,, Madame 

Merle widened her clear eyes and,.

with a full intelligence, Madame 
Merle opened her expressive eyes, and 
with a brilliant smile-

235.42 "Hadn't it occurred "Has it 
never occurred 

235.43 feel an idiot, feel like a fool-
23S.43 hadn't hasn't 
235.44 she added, "if added Madame 

Merle, "whether 
23S.44 to Isabel." to her." 
235.44 "Ob, I shall now ask her," "I 

think I will ask her," 
236.1 reflected. reflected a moment. 
236.3-5 M.rs. Touchett. "I won't have: 

him enquire of me-as be perfectly 
may with that air of bis, given Isabel's 
situation-what business it is of 
mine." Mrs. Touchett; "it's none of 
my business." 

236.6-8 bravely declared. 1l"But what 
business-for him-is it of yours?" 
11"1t's being none whatever is just why 
I can afford to speak. It's declared, 
bravely. �"It's none of yours either."' 
1J"That's precisely why I can afford to 
ask him; it is 

236.9-11 that he can put me off with 
anything he chooses. But it will be by 
the way be does this that I shal.1 
kno\'t'.'' that in me the question will 
not seem to him embarrassing." 

236.12-13 let me hear then," said Mrs. 
Touchett, "of the froits of your 

penetration. let me know on the first 
day, then," said Mrs. Touchett. 

236.13 him, however, him, 
236.14 to Isabel." to her." 
236.15 Ber companion sounded at this 

the note of warning. (Omitted.) 
236.16 her. Don't her; don't 
236.17 anything in life anything 
236.18 sure of her do.Ing somethln1-

well, not of my kind." sure she will 
do something I don't like." 

236.19 "No, you "You 
236.21 ''Why in the world "Why 
236.21-22 nothing the least solid noth-

ing 
236.24 even more charminab' than 

usual more than usual 
236.26 in favourable conditions under 

favourable circumstances 
236.27 a great impression. an impres

sion. 
236.17 a great impression, an impres

sion, 
236.19 bis probably quite cold-blooded 

love-affairs; his love .. aft'airs; 
236.33 more or less pert little 

daughter." grown-up daughter." 
236.34 are now worth are worth 
236.35 young and very innocent young 
236.37 little chit. school-girl. 
236.42 poor child." child." 
236.43 reason then reason 
236.44 my niece Isabel 
237.1-2 smiled Madame Merle; said 

Madame Merle, smiling; 
237 .3-6 Cbaneing the form of one's 

mission's almost as difficult as chang
ing the shape of one's nose: there they 
are, each, in the middle of one's face 
and one's character-one bas to begin 
too far back. Dut I'll Changing one's 
mission is often awkward! I will 

237. 7 suspicions suspicion 
237.10 him Mr. Osmond 
237.11 wbo now arrived who came 
237.12-13 thought him interesting-she 

came back to that; thought him very 
pleasant; 

237.13 liked so liked 
237.lS-17 which put on for her a par

ticular harmony with other supposed
aod divined things, hi">tories wltbJn
histories: which happened to take her
fancy particularly-

237.19-20 bell-like dearness sympathetic 
docility 

237 .20 grace aspect 
237.20-21 had no nourishes, was not 

brilliant, 
237.22-25 It spoke of the kJnd of per• 

sonal issue that touched her most 
nearly; of the choice between objects, 
subjects, contacts-what might she call 
them ?---0f a thin and those of a rich 
association; It seemed to tell a story 
-a story of the sort that touched her
most easily; to speak of a serious
choice, a choice between things of a
so.allow, and things of a deep, interest;
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237 .26 of a feeling a feeling 
237 .27-28 of a care a care 
237 .29-32 that the career appeared to 

stretch beneath it in the disposed vistas 
and with the ranges of steps and ter
races and fountains of a formal Italian 
garden-allowing only for arid places 
freshened by the natural dews that it 
bad been the main occupation of a 
lifetime of which the arid places were 
watered with the sweet sense 

237 .32 Palazzo the Palazzo 
237 .34 diffident at first-oil self-con

scious beyond doubt! shy at first, 
237 .37 always suggestive talk. and al

ways effective talk. 
237 .42 own side of the question, own 

side, 
237.43 in especial. in particular. 
237.43-238.6 woman was that while be 

talked so for amusement he didn't 
talk, as she bad beard people, for "ef
f ed." He uttered bis ideas as if, odd 
as they often appeared, he were used 
to them and had lived with them; old 
polished knobs and beads and bandies, 
of predous substance, that could be 
fitted if necessary to new walking
stJcks-not switches plucked in destitu
tion from the common tree and then 
too elegantly waved about. lady was 
his extraordinary subtlety. There was 
such a fine intellectual intention jn 
what be said, and the movement of his 
wit was like that of a quick-flashing 
blade. 

238.6 small daughter little daughter 
238. 7 she rejoiced Isabel was delighted
238.10 little person young girl
238.11 maidens of England. daughters

of England. 
238.11-13 Pansy was so formed and fin· 

is bed for her tiny place in the world, 
and yet in imagination, This young 
lady was so neat, so complete in her 
manner; and yet in character, 

238.22 pronounced declared 
238.24 The Countess gave rise indeed to 

some discussion The Countess Gemini 
was indeed the occasion of a slight 
discussion 

238.27 felicitously enough humorously 

238.29 declared pronounced 
238.30 this highly compromised character 

the Countess Gemini 
238.31 at such a time at this time 
238.32-33 at Palazzo Crescentioi at the 

Palazzo Crescentini 
238.33-34 estimate prevailing under that 

roof: estimate which prevailed under 
this roof; 

238.34-38 a lady who had so mismao· 
aged her improprieties that they had 
ceased to hana together at all-which 
was at the least what one asked of 
such matters-and bad become the 
mere ftoatina fracments of a wrecked 
renown, incommoding social circula· 
tion. a kind of flighty reprobate. 

238.39 a more administrative penon, a 
heartless feather-head like herself, 

238.43 outrage. neglect. 
238.43-239.1 consoled herself outra

geously, and the list of her excuses 
bad now lost itself in the labyrinth of 
her adventures. consoled herself too 
well, and it was notorious in Florence 
that she had consoled others also. 

239.S luckless lady unhappy lady
239.7 a woman that poor countess,
239.16-17 For ever so long now one

had heard nothing It was a long time 
since one had heard anything 

239.22 unfortunate lady, Countess Gem
ini, 

239.25 complexity perplexity 
239.25-26 still capable of these primi

tive sequences. still perfectly capable 
of these rather primitive sequences of 
feeling. 

239.27 but was but she was 
239.28 the accident. this accident. 
239.28 remarked declared 
239.29 respectable person? good 

woman? 
239.30 a crude proposition, rather a 

rough statement; 
239.34 of such small estate so poor 
239.35-36 in spite of the questionable 

beauty which had yet not hampered 
her career, in spite of her being no 
beauty, 

239.42 pretext. excuse. 
239.43-44 had bristled with pretensions 

to elegant learning and published des• 
criptive poems had pretensions to 
"culture," wrote descriptive poems, 

239.45 Journals, journals-
240.1-3 the father, Jost in the grey 

American dawn of the situation, but 
reputed originally rkh and wild, hav
ing died much earlier. the father hav
ing died long before. 

240.4 held- thought-
240. 7 had liked liked
240.9 year years
240.13-14 not really the featherbead she

seemed; all one had to do with her 
was to observe the simple condition 
of not such a fool as she seemed; 
one got on with her perfectly if one 
observed a single simple condition
that of 

240.16 appreciated always appreciated 
240.17-18 he rather felt she Jet down 

their common name. he was rather 
ashamed of her. 

240.19-20 her shrillness, her egotism, 
her violations of taste and above all 
of truth: her loudness, her want of 
repose. She displeased him; 

240.20 acted badly acted 
240.22 to whom the truth should be Jaa. 

bitually sacred. who should always 
speak tb.e truth. 

240.23-24 times her visitor had, in half 
an hour, profaned it: fibs her visitor 
had told her; 

240.27 bow base how nasty 
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240.29 Washington; O.f St. Petersburg; 
240.33 account of this passage, account 

of her conversation with this plaintive 
butterfly; 

240.37 bad meanwhile had 
240.41 reached the banks of the 

Arno arrived in Florence 
240.42-44 took her In from head to 

foot, and after a pang of despair de
termined to endure her. compre
hended her, and, after a momenCs 
concentrated reflection, determined to 
like her. 

240.44-241.2 She mightn't be inhaled as 
a rose, but she might be grasped as a 
nettle. Madame Merle genially 
squeezed her into insignificance, To 
like her was impossible; but the inten
ser sentiment might be managed. Mad
ame Merle managed it beautifully, 

241.3 liberality event 
241.3-4 intelligence. breadth of mind. 
241.6 called at came to the 
241.11 uttered openly expressed 
241.13-14 goodness knew what strqng 

�omedy Heaven knows what genial 
pleasantries 

241.14 the aJl.judging the incisive Miss 
Stackpole 

241.14-15 British backer. British ally. 
241.16 candidly artlessly 
241.16-17 a positive intellectual adven� 

tore. an intellectual flirtation. 
241.20-21 bow what she did, bow what 

they did-and they had done tblngs!
would look. how it would look. 

241.22 anything it 
241.23 if whether 
241.24 would would 
241.25 break down first. stop first. 
241.26 breaking down. stopping at all. 
241.26 had as we know, had 
241.27 on upon 
241.34 she Miss Stackpole 
241.37-38 The admiss.ion costs her histo

rian a pang, It is mortifying to be 
obliged to confess it,

242.6 bad been bred was brought up 
242. 7 Latin and Whyte-Melville, Latin,
242.16 trusty companion well-tested com-

panion 
242.17 of other calls on this lady's 

attention, that she had other calls 
upon her sympathy, 

242.19 She This lady 
242.27-28 One or· Isabel's preparations 

consisted of her seeing Isabel saw 
242.29 mentioning mentioned 
142.30 commented. said-; 
242.31 on that wonderful ground." 

there." 
242.32 She scarcely faltered. She hesi

tated a moment. 
242.36 rave about it." like it." 
242.37-38 because, poor old dear-the 

Niobe ol Nat\ons, :,on \mow-it bas 
been spoiled?" because it's spoiled?" 

242.39 often," be smiled of ten. 
243.3 said Isabel promptly. said Isabel, 

smiling. 

243.6 enquired. suggested. 
243.18 observed. suggested. 
243.20 Miss Archer. Isabel. 
243.21 she concuned; said the girl;
243.28 remarked announced, 
243.32 and and that 
243.35 rejoice am glad 
244.3 conceded. remarked. 
244.9 talkative grace conversational 

smile 
244.11 cast her." dropped her!" 
244.12 He took it almost gaily. Osmond 

gave a laugh. 
244.15 Gilbert Osmond. Osmond. 
244.18 her guest her

244.18-19 his friend Madame Merle 
244.26 spoke in his own sense. said to 

Madame Merle, with a considerable 
appearance of earnestness-

244.29 "It does me good "I like
244.31 described her, said, 
244.32 capable, I feel, she is capable 
244.34 "Too many Ideas." "She has too 

many ideas.'' 
244.40 her friend Osmond 
244.44-245.1 I may not attempt to re

port in its fulness our youog woman's 
response to the deep appeal of 
Rome, I shall not undertake to give 
an account of Isabel's impressions of 
Rome, 

245.2 the pavement the ancient pave
ment 

245.3-4 her impression her perception 
of the endless interest of the place 

245.4-5 expected of a person of her 
freshness and her eagemess. expected 
in a young woman of her inte1ligence 
and culture. 

245.9 strongly moved her, but moved her 
all inwardly. excited her, but she was 
quietly excited. 

245.10 talked spoke 
245.12-13 dropping on her an intensity 

of observation. By her own measure 
dropping an eye of observation upon 
her. To her own knowledge 

24S.14-15 to take these hours for the 
happiest she was ever to know. to be
lieve that these were to be on the 
whole the happiest hours of her life. 

245.15 terrible mighty 
245.15-19 to her, but that of something 

altogether contemporary would sud
denly give it wings that it could wave
in the blue. Her consciousness was so 
mixed that she scarcely knew where 
the different parts of it would lead 
her, upon her, but it was interfused 
in the strangest, suddenest, most capri
cious way, with the fresh, cool breath 
of the future. Her feelings were so 
mingled that she scarcely knew 
whither any of them would lead her, 

245.19 a repressed ecstasy a kind of 
repressed ecstasy 

245.22 her Munay. in "Murray." 
245.22-23 confessed to the psychological 

moment. was in capital condition. 
245.27 on upon 
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245.30 descended gone down 
245.35 traceable which are traceable 
245.36-37 overjangled iron grooves 

which express the intensity of Ameri
can life. iron grooves which mark the 
course of the American horse-car. 

245.38-39 vague pedestal leaned form
less pedestal were thrown 

245.40-41 wbolb it was apparently de
lightful to her to bear speak of Julius 
Caesar as a "cheeky old boy/' in 
whose Latin reminiscences she was ap
parently much engrossed, 

246.2 was on view was going on 
246.5 of interest. interesting. 
246.6 weary who was weary 
246.6 admonished charged 
246.8 taste-she taste, and she 
246.9 briefly alone. alone. 
246.ll wanted a short solitude, desired

a quarter of an hour's solitude,
246.13 about around 
246.17 charged with a more active 

appeal. more contemporaneous. 
246.27 baring his bead to her perceptibly 

pale surprise. smiling a little, blush
ing a good dea1, and raising his hat. 

246.28 as she rose. getting up. 
246.29 you. I turned you," he said. HJ

turned 
246.31 She Isabel 
246.31 her to explain. her. 
246.32 work digging 
246.34 she Isabel 
246.34-36 her now; be bad recovered 

bis balance and seemed to wish to 
show It, though �ery kindly. her; he 
had stopped smiling; he folded his 
arms with a kind of deliberation. 

246.38 but sat and then she sat 
246.39 ''Don't "But don't 
246.39 you," you," 
247 .2-3 He managed not to be awk

ward, but he wasn't easy, and after a 
longer look at the girl be came down 
to nature. He spoke with visible em
barrassment; this unexpected meeting 
caused him an emotion he was unable 
to conceal. He looked at Isabel a mo
ment, and then he said, abruptly-

247.5 She took it all humanely. She 
looked up at him, gently. 

247.8 she Isabel 
247.13 to which, of which, 
247.13 put asked 
247.14 somewhat missed catching the 

answer; did not always heed the an
swer; 

247.16 He repeated Lord Warburton, 
though he tried hard to seem easy, was 
agitated; he repeated 

247.19-20 He began abruptly to pass· 
from the impunity of things to their 
solemnity, and from their being de• 
llgbtful to their being impossible. He 
had abrupt alternations of gaiety and 
gravity: he appeared at one moment to 
seek his neighbor's eye and at the next 
to avoid it. 

247 .21 bad been seemed to have been 

247.25 pleasant steady eyes, clear grey 
eye, 

247 .26 seasoning, brownness, 
247.26 minimising manner modest man

ner, 
247.30-35 him. He bad kept, evidently 

in spite of shocks, every one of his 
merits-properties these partaking of 
the essence of great decent houses, as 
one might put it; resembling tlleir in
nermost rixtures and ornaments, not 
subject to vulgar shifting and remov
able only by some whole break-up. 
They talked of the matters naturally 
Lord Warburton. He was evidently as 
likeable as before, and the tone of his 
voice, which she had formerly thought 
delightful, was as good as an assur
ance that he would never change for 
the worse. They ta1ked about the 
matters that were naturally 

247.38 then of then 
247.40-41 and it said so much more 

than either had said that it scarce 
needed bis final words. and she knew 
what he was thinking of. His eyes 
were fixed on the ground; but at last 
he raised them and said gravely-

247.42 I've never bad I have never got 
247.44 laughed Isabel, said Isabel with 

a laugh, 
247.Mi for them," about them,,

, 

248.1 that touched that might haye
touched 

248.3-4 You know how You know that 
248.4 But she Isabel 
248.4-5 there would be such a flatness 

it seemed to her there would be a 
certain flatness 

248.10 She Isabel 
248.10 to to saying-
248.10-11 hardly struck her as improve• 

ment hardly seemed to her art im
provement 

248.13 her companion Lord Warburton 
248.15 all still as as 
248.16-17 threw herself back with a sort 

of inward triumph on the answer 
found it good to think that she had 
given bim - the answer 

248.21 strange elation. quickened reflec-
tions. 

248.25-26 she got up with a small con• 
scious majesty, Isabel got up, 

248.32 somebody else. some one else. 
248.37-40 This instant at which I speak 

to you shows me again exactly bow, to 
my great misfortune, you just insuper
ably charm me. There-I can't say less. 
( o,nitted.) 

248.40 I don't mean, however, to in
sist; However, I don't mean to trou
ble you now; 

248-41 a few minutes a moment
248.42 was, upon my honour, was
148.43-44 se\1-contto\, and se\t-contto\,

as I say, and 
248.44-249.3 He might have been ad· 

dressing a small committee-making 
all quietly and clearly a statement of 
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Importance; aided by an occasional 
look at a paper of notes concealed in 
bis hat, which be bad not again put 
on. And the committee, assuredly, 
would have felt the point proved. He 
spoke plainly and simply, in a low 
tone of voice, in a matter-of-fact way. 
There might have been something im
pressive, even to a woman of less im
agination than the one be addressed, 
in hearing this brilliant, brave-look
ing gentleman express himself so mod
estly and reasonably. 

249.5-7 she added in a tone of which 
she tried to keep up the kindness and 
keep down the meaning: then she 
added, with a smile-

249.8 she was prompt to ask she asked 
kindly 

249.9 request requested 
249.9-12 He made for the moment no 

further reference . to their great ques
tion., but dipped again into shaDower 
and safer waters. But be wished to 
know when He said nothing more 
about" his own feelings, but returned 
to those more objective topics they 
had already touched upon. Presently 
he asked her when 

149.20 Bis flushed smile, for a liCtle, 
seemed to sound her. Lord Warbur
ton looked at her a moment, with an 
uncomfortable smile. 

249.27-28 she said with a compassion 
Intended to be good for both of them. 
said Isabel, with a melancholy smile. 

249.30 me me 
249.34 you." you" he promised, . very 

gently. 
249.36 leave." leave," he suggested. 
249.37 leave to leave-to 
249.38-39 "I'll keep it down. I'll keep 

it down always." "I will be silent," 
he said; "silent always." 

249.43-44 Poor Ralph hailed bis friend 
with joy qualified by wonder, Ralph 
Touchett gave signs of greeting to 
Lord Warburton, 

250.1-3 Ralph and bis English neighbor 
greeted with the austerity with which, 
after Jong separations, English neigh
bours greet, Ralph and his friend met 
each other with undemonstrative cor
diality, 

2S0.4-5 But she soon established her re
lation to the crisis. (Omitted.) 

250.6 sir." sir," she soon remarked. 
250.11 laughed the master of 

Lockleigh. said the master of Lock
leigh, good-humouredly. 

250.13 hilarity, good-humour, 
250.22-'?3 . Lord Warburton laughed 

again. said Lord Warburton, laugh
ing. 

250.23 took pleasure in that note; was

glad to hear him laugh; 
250.23-24 small sigh little sigh 
250.24 kept their course took their way 
250.2S-26 over two long letters writing 

two long letters-

250.30 to vespers to hear vespers 
250.36 a proof an example 
250.37-38 frank-not even dumbly im

portunate or remotely Intense. He tbus 
left her frank; he made not even a 
tacit appeal, but left it for her 

250.42 her they her that they 
251.1 by proving the superior strain of 

his sincerity. by behaving heroically. 
251.3-S knew the superior strain of 

everything about him, and nothing be 
could now do was required to light tbe 
view. knew already he was a good 
fellow, and nothing he could do would 
add to this conviction. 

251.5-7 affected her as a complication 
of the wrong sort-she liked so com• 
plications of the right. made her 
vaguely uneasy. 

251.7 said said that 
251.8 her Isabel 
251.9 he must follow bis convenience. it 

would be a pleasure to see him again. 
251.19 rose and dizzily rose. received 

an extension. 
2Sl.20 she paid and paid 
251.21 the seated sublime. the visible 

grandeur. 
251.22-23 she feared for instance she 

was afraid 
251.29 conflict or scandal. mutual scan

dal. 
251.31-32 obliged in candour obliged 
251.36 with bis lordship, with Lord 

Warburton. 
251.38 to them towards them 
251.43 looking beyond the dense group 

above the heads of the dense group 
2S 1.45 slope sloping 
252.2-3 move off with her. turn away 

again. 
252.3 could only accompany him; for a 

moment did the same; 
252.6-7 all the forms-he appeared to 

have multiplied them on this occasion 
to suit the place. a formal salutation. 

252.8 as she put out her hand. putting 
out her hand. 

252.11 she decided to say. said Isabel. 
252.12 be promptly returned. Gilbert 

Osmond murmured, smiling. 
252.13 looked away; turned away; 
252.13 watching looking at 
252.14 remembered it to be remembered 

that it was 
252.17-18 She repaired any betrayal by 

mentioning to each companion Isabel 
sought refuge from her slight agitation 
in mentioning to each gentleman 

252.19-20 emerged from made his way 
out of 

252.22 since for 
252.23-25 appeared to take the case as 

not committing him to joy. He didn't 
hang back, however, from civility, and 
presently obser'Ved to Isabel, with due 
benevolence, that exhibited symptoms 
of surprise which might not perhaps 
have seemed flattering to Mr. Osmond. 
It must be added, however, that these 
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manifestations were momentary, and 
Ralph was presently able to say to his 
cousin, with due jocularity, that 

252.26 her. Miss Stackpole her. His 
greeting to Mr. Osmond was appar
ently frank; that is, the two men 
shook hands and looked at each other. 
Miss Stackpole 

252.27 Mr. Osmond the new-comer 
252.29 and even than little and little

252.32 unnatural people. unpleasant 
people. 

252.34-35 was meanwhile enquiring of 
our young lady. asked of Isabel. 

252.36-37 she contented herself with

replying. said that girl. 
252.39-40 to feel in the greatest of 

human temples?" she asked with 
rather a llldng for her phrase. to feel 
-in a church?" Isabel asked, with a
faint but interested smile.

252.44 bad referred to had said to her 
253.2 fellow gentleman 
253.3 demanded. inquired. 
253.9-33 

"Three or four weeks." 
''Does she like him?" 
"She's trying to find out." 
"And will she?" 
"Find out-?" Ralph asked. 
"Will she like him?" 
"Do you mean will she accept 

him?" 
"Yes," said Lord Warburton after 

an instant; ''I suppose that's what I 
horribly mean." 

"Perhaps not if one does nothing to 
prevent It," Ralph replied. 

His lordship stared a moment, but 
apprehended. "Then we most be per
fectly quiet?" 

"As quiet as the grave. And only on 
the chance!" Ralph added. 

"The chance she may?" 
"The chance she may not?" 
Lord Warburton took this at first in 

silence, but he spoke again. "Is he aw-
fully clever?" 

· 

"Awfully, ,,. said Ralph. 
His companJon thought. "And what 

else?" 
"What more do you want?" Ralph 

groaned. 
· 

''Do you mean what more does 
she?" 

Ralph took him by the arm to turn 
him.: they had to rejoin the others. 
"She wants nothing that we can give 
her." 

"Ah well, if she won't have You-!" 
said his lordship handsomely as they 
went. 

"No, about a fortnight.,,
"Does she like him?" 
"Y e.s, I tllink she does." 
"Is he a good fellow?" 
Ralph hesitated a moment. "No, 

he's not," he said, at last.
''Why then does she like him?" pur-

sued Lord Warburton, with noble 
naivete. 

"Because she's a woman." 
Lord Warburton was silent a mo

ment. "There are other men who are 
good fellows," he presently said, "and
them-and them-'' 

"And them she likes also!'' Ralph 
interrupted, smiling. 

"Oh, if you mean she likes him in
that way!,, And Lord Warburton
turned round again. As far as he was 
concerned, however, the party was 
broken up. Isabel remained in conver
sation with the gentleman from Flor
ence till they_ left the church, and her 
English lover consoled himself by

lending such attention as he might to 
the strains which continued to proceed 
from the choir. 

253.39 after the easy Italian fashion; in
accordance with the time-honoured 
Italian custom; 

253.40 when after 
254.S their that their
254.6 recess entr'acte
254. 7 with bis eyes on the Interesting

pair; he asked himself if watching the 
interesting pair in the box, and asking 
himself whether 

254.8 tbe harmony. their harmonious 
colloquy. 

254.8 he judged it became apparent 
254.9-10 There sllould be no marked 

holding off. (Omitted.) 
254.11 met he met 
254.12 bis hat at the inclination of 

ennui with his hat in the attitude of 
ennui 

154.15 was Ralph's greeting. Ralph re
marked. 

254.16 which you've yet deserted." that 
you have deserted.'' 

254.17 bas a bas got a 
254.19 they they 
254.27-18 large mock-melancholy. low

voiced mock-melancholy. 
254.32-34 where Isabel's welcome was 

as to a friend so honourably old that 
he vaguely asked himself what qiJeer 
temporal province she was annexing. 
where he received a very gracious wel
come from the more attractive of its 
occupants. 

254.36-39 sat blandly apart and silent, 
as if repudiating competence in the 
subjects of allusion now probable. It 
strode her second visitor that Miss 
Archer bad� in operatic conditions, a 
radiance, even a slight exaltation; sat 
very quietly, scarcely mingling in the
somewhat disjointed talk in which 
Lord Warburton engaged with Isabel. 
It seemed to the latter gentleman that 
Miss Archer looked very pretty; he 
even thought she looked excited; 

254.41-42 Her talk with him lbt1reover 
pointed to presence of mind; Her 
talk with him betrayed little agitation. 
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255.2-4 what business had she then with· 
such arts and such felicities, abol'e all 
with such tones of reparatloo-pre.pa
radon? Her voice had tricks of sweet
ness, but why play them on him?

what business bad she then to have 
such soft, reassuring tones in her 
voice? 

255.6 him Lord W atburton 
. 255.7 behind and behind, 
255.8 remained sat 
255.8-9 his elbows with his elbows 
255.13 kept his comer. remained in his 

corner. 
155.16-18 but it didn't prevent bis being 

puzzled again. Why should she mark 
so one of his values-quite the wrong 
one-when she would have nothing to 
do with another, which was quite the 
right? and then he was puzzled again. 
Why had she so sweet a voice-such a 
friendly accent? 

255,22 tragic tragical 
255.25 he bad retired. the visitor had 

gone. 
255.30-31 wretched human beings?" 

human beings?" 
255.31 has he has 
256.2-3 talking to you over something 

with a neat top-finish of broken 
glass.'' talking to you over a fence!" 

256.6-17 "Well enough for all the use I 
hal7e for him." 

"And how much of a use i.s that?" 
"Well, I like to like him." 
"'Liking to Uke'-why, it makes a 

passion!" said Osmond. 
· "No"-she considered-"keep that

for llking to dbllke." 
"Do you wish to provoke me then," 

Osmond laughed, ''to a passion for 
him?" 

She said nothing for a moment, but 
then met the light question with a dis· 
proportionate gravity. "No, Mr. Os
mond; I don't think I should ever dare 
to provoke you. Lord Warburton, at 
any rate," she more easily added, "is 
a very nice man." 

"Of great ability?" her friend en-
quired. 

"Well enough." 
"Do you like him?" 
''Very much." 
"ls he a man of ability?'' 

2S6.22 high favour! favour. 
2!6.23 Isabel considered him witl1 

interest. Isabel gave a serious smile. 
2S6.26-32 it wouldn't hurt a mouse. I 

don't want to destroy the people--1 
only want to be them. You see it 
would destroy only myself." 

"You'd like to be the Pope?'' said 
Isabel. 

"I should love it-but I should have 
goue in tor U earlier. But wbJ"-Os
mond reverted-"do you speak of your 
f
r

iend as poor?" 
"Women-when they are very, very 

good-sometimes it is very platonic. 

Why do you call him poor?" 
"Women usually 

2S6.34 and with with 
256.37 fresh. novel. 
256.42 stood was standing 
257.2 had his place, was numbered, 
257 .4 addressed her alertly enough, 

spoke to her with all his usual 
geniality, 

257.6 must bid should bid 
257.6-7 Isabel, inconsequently enough, 

was now sorry I shall not undertake 
to explain why, but Isabel was sorry 

257.7 TbJs It 
257.9 naming her regret, saying she was 

sorry, 
257.10-11 journey; which made him 

look at her rather unlightedly. jour
ney. He looked at her with a some
what heavy eye. 

257.11-12 you'll think me very 
'volatile.' you think me rather incon
sistent," he said. 

257.13 to ·stop." to stay a while." 
2S7.17-18 quite dismally. rather dis-

mally. 
2S7.21 a moment. for a moment. 
257 .28 but soon, and then, 
257.31 she smiled. said Isabel smiling. 
2S7.33 glorious room, beautiful room, 
257 .34-3S centre of the circle of these 

presences, regarding them middle of 
the circle of statues, looking at them. 

257 .39-40 quietude; which, as with a 
high door dosed for the ceremony, 
slowly drops on the spirit the large 
white mantle of peace. quietude. It 
soothes and moderates tbe spirit, it 
purifies the imagination. 

2S8.1 deep stillness great stillness 
258.S mildly human. perfectly human.
258.6-8 wondering to what, of their ex-

perience, their absent eyes were open, 
and how, to our ears, their alien lips 
would sound. seeing life between 
their gazing eyelids and purpose in 
. their marble lips. 

258.11 glad again, glad, 
258.11-13 At last, however, her atten

tion lapsed, drawn off by a deeper 
tide of life. At the last her thoughts 
wandered away from them, solicited by 
images of a vitality more complete. 

258.13 came in, came into the room, 
258.17 toward towards 
258.17 and and with 
258.18 enquiring, bright, inquiring, 
258.18 quite appealing appealing 

258.19 alone, alone," he said, 
258.20 she Isabel 
258.20-21 Antinous and the Faun circle

of sculpture. 
2S8.22 them. this 

258.23-24 ago." She got up, speaJdne 
'W\tb \n\�ntion ago," said lsabe\, get
ting up. She spoke, with intention, 

2S8.2S-26 which contributed for him to 
the interest of his question. but it did 
not prevent him from giving a laugh. 
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258.30-31 Gilbert Osmond retumed, and 
with such happy hilarity Gilbert Os
mond exclaimed, so humourously 

258.32 know knew 
258.36-37 by declining so noble a 

hand. by rejecting the splendid off er 
of a Bdtish aristocrat. 

258.38-39 this particular patriciate; no( 
so much for its distinction, which he 
thouaht easily surpassable, as for its 
solid actuality. He the British aristoc
racy-he 

258.40 bis star Providence 
2S8.4o-41 appointing him to an English 

dukedom, and he could making him 
an English duke-and could 

258.41-42 such condud as Isabel's this 
conduct. 

258.42 might marry should marry 
259.1-4 Ralph Touchett, in talk with bis 

excellent friend, had rather markedly 
qualified, as we know, his recognition 
of Gilbert Osmond's personal merits; 
b'ut be might really have felt himself 
iWberal in the Ugbt of that gentle
man's conduct Ralph Touchett, for 
reasons best known to himself, had 
seen fit to· say that Gilbert Osmond 
was not a good fellow; but this asser
tion was not borne out by the gentle
man's conduct. 

259.5 Osmond He 
259.6-10 and ended by affecting them 

as the easiest of men to live with. 
Wbo wouldn't have seen that be could 
command, as it were, both tact and 
galety?-wbicb perhaps was exactly 
why Ralph had made his old-time look 
of superficial sodabWty a reproach to 
him. Even Isabel's invidious kinsman 
and gave every indication of being an 
easy man to live with. It was impos
sible not to feel that he had excellent 
points, and indeed this is perhaps why 
Ralph Touchctt made his want of 
good-fellowship a reproach to him. 
Even Ralph 

259.11 associate. companion. 
259.12-19 his knowledge of the right 

fact, bis production of the right word, 
as convenient as the friendly flicker of 
a match for your cigarette. Clearly be 
was amused-as amused as a man 
could be who was so little ever sur
prised, and that made him almost ap· 
plausive. It was not that his spirits 
were visibly high-he would never, in 
the concert of pleasure, touch the big 
drum by so much as a knuckle: be 
had a mortal dislike to the high, rag
ged note, to what be called random 
ravings. hjs knowledge universal, his 
manners were the gentlest in the 
world. His spirits were not visibly 
hiin·) it was difficult to think of GU
bert Osmond as boisterous; he had a 
mortal dislike to loudness or eager
ness. 

259.19-20 sometimes of too precipitate 

a readiness. sometimes too eager, too 
pronounced. 

259.21-22 as smooth to his general need 
of her as handled ivory to the 
palm. as bright and soft as an April 
cloud. 

259.23- he was not 11ersonally loud, 
Osmond was not loud, 

259.24 he knew a complacency he had 
a gaiety 

259.33 the occasions the pleasant occa
sions 

259.35-38 He took his pleasures In gen• 
eral singly; he was too often-he 
would have admitted that-too sorely 
aware of something wrong, something 
ugly; the fertilising dew of a conceiva
ble felidty too seldom descended on 
his &1>irit. In general Osmond took his 
pleasures singly; he was usually dis
gusted with something that seemed to 
him ugly or offensive; his mind was 
rarely visited with moods of compre
hensive satisfaction. 

259.42 be had the irritation of satiety, 
he had never been spoiled; 

260.1-2 he used inwardly to repeat. he 
used to repeat to himself. 

260.2-5 thoroughly have eamed it." He 
was too apt to reason as if "earning" 
bis boon consisted above all of cov
ertly aching for it and might be con
fined to that exercise. have earned it 

well." 
260.5 void of it, also, void of success 
260.5-7 he might indeed have suggested 

f o a spectator here and there that he 
was resting on vague laurels. a very 
moderate amount of reflectio·n would 
have assured him of this. 

260.9 arduous difficult 
260.9 but had but it had 
260.10 that is had that is, it had 
260.11 it in him it was in him 
260.12-13 to have something or other to 

show fol' his "parts"-to show some• 
how or other- to succeed greatly in 
something or other-

260.14-24 conditions attached to any 
marked proof of rarity ha.d affected 
him more and more as gross and de
testable; like the swallowing of mugs 
of beer to advertise what one could 
"stand." If an anonymous drawing on 
a museum wall bad been conscious 
and watchful it might have known this 
peculiar pleasure of being at last and 
all of a sudden identified-as from the 
hand of a great master-by the so high 
and so unnoticed fact of style. His 
"style" was what the girl had discov
ered with a liftle help; and now, be
side herself enjoying it, she should 
publish it to the world without his 
having any of the trouble. She should 
clo tlle thing for 'him, ancl be would 
not have waited In vain. conditions 
attached to success became so various 
and repulsive that the idea of making 
an effort gradually lost its charm. It 
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was not dead, however; it only slept; 
it revived after he had made the ac
quaintance of Isabel Archer. Osmond 
had felt that any enterprise in which 
the chance of failure was at all con
siderable would never have an attrac
tion for him; to fail would have been 
unspeakably odious, would have left 
an ineffaceable stain upon his life. 
Success was to seem in advance defi
nitely certain-certain, that is, on this 
one condition, that the effort should 
be an agreeable one to make. That of 
exciting an interest on the part of Isa
bel Archer corresponded to this de
scription, for the girl had pleased him 
from the first of his seeing her. We 
have seen that she thought him "fine"; 
and Gilbert Osmond returned the com
pliment. We have also seen (or heard) 
that he had a great dread of vulgarity, 
and on this score his mind was at rest 
with regard to our young lady. He was 
not afraid that she would disgust him 
or irritate him;· he had no fear that 
she would even, in the more special 
sense of the word, displease him. If 
she was too eager, she could be taught 
to be less so; that was a fault which 
diminished with growing knowledge. 
She might defy him, she might anger 
him; this was another matter from dis
pleasing him, and on the whole a less 
serious one. If a woman were ungrace
ful and common, her whole quality 
was vitiated, and one could take no 
precautions against that;· one's own 
delicacy would avail little. If, how
ever, she were only wilful and high
tempered, the defect might be managed 
with comparative ease; for had one 
not a will of one's own that one had 
been keeping for years in the best con
dition-as pure and keen as a sword 
protected by its sheath? 

Though I have tried to speak with 
extreme discretion, the reader may 
have gathered a suspicion that Gilbert 
Osmond was not untainted by selfish
ness. This is rather a coarse imputa
tion to put upon a man of his refine
ment; and it behoves us at all times to 
remember the familiar proverb about 
those who live in glass houses. If Mr. 
Osmond was more selfish than most of 
his fellows, the fact will still establish 
itself. Lest it should fail to do so, I 
must decline to commit myself to an 
accusation so gross; the more espe
cially as several of the items of our 
story would seen to point the other 
way. It is well known that there are 
few indications of selfishness more 
conclusive (on the part of a gentleman 
at least) than the preference for a sin
gle Jife. Gi1.bert Osmond, after having 

tasted of matrimony, had spent a suc
cession of years in the full enjoyment 
of recovered singleness. He was famil
iar with the simplicity of purpose, the 

lonely liberties, of bachelorhood. He 
had reached that period of life when it 
is supposed to be doubly difficult to 
renounce these liberties, endeared as 
they are by long association; and yet 

he was prepared to make the generous 
sacrifice. It would seem that this might 
fairly be set down to the credit of the 
noblest of our qualities-the faculty of 
self-devotion. Certain it is that Os
mond's desire to marry had been deep 
and distinct. It had not been noto
rious; he had not gone about asking 
people whether they knew a nice little 
girl with a little money. Money was an 
object; but this was not his manner of 
proceeding, and no one knew-or even 
greatly cared-whether he wished to 
marry or not. Madame Merle knew
that we have already perceived. It was 
not that he had told her; on the whole 
he would not have cared to tell her. 
But there were things of which she 
had no need to be told-things as · to 
which she had a sort of creative intui
tion. She had recognised a truth that 
was none the less pertinent for being 
very subtle: the truth that there was 
something very imperfect in Osmond's 
situation as it stood. He was a failure, 
of course; that was an old story; to 
Madame Merle's perception he would 
always be a failure. But there were de
grees of ineffectiveness, and there was 
no need of taking one of the highest. 
Success, for Gilbert Osmond, would be 

to make himself felt; that was the only 
success to which he could now pre
tend. It is not a kind of distinction 
that is officially recognised-unless in
deed the operation be performed upon 
multitudes of men. Osmond's line 
would be to impress himself not 
largely but deeply; a distinction of the 
most private sort. A single character 
might offer the whole measure of it; 
the clear and sensitive nature of a gen

erous girl would make space for the 
record. The record of course would be 
complete if the· young lady should 
have a fortune, and Madame Merle 
would have taken no pains to make 
Mr. Osmond acquainted with Mrs. 
Touchett's niece if Isabel had been as 
scantily dowered as when first she met 
her. He had waited all these years be
cause he wanted only the best, and a 
portionless bride naturally would not 
haye been the best. He had waited so 
long in vain that he finally almost lost 
his interest in the subject-not having 
kept it up by venturesome experiments. 
It had become improbable that the 
best was now to be had, and if he 
wished to make himself felt, there was 
soft and supple little Pansy, who 
would evidently respond to the slight
est pressure. When at last the best did 
present itself Osmond recognised it 
likt... a gentleman. There was therefore 
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no incongruity in his wishing to marry 
-it was his own idea of success, as
well as that which Madame Merle,
with her old-time interest in his af
fairs, entertained for him. Let it not,
however, be supposed that he was
guilty of the error of believing that Is
abel's character was of that passive
sort which offers a free .field for domi
nation. He was sure that . she would
constantly act-act in the sense of en
thusiastic concession.

260.2S time fixed time which had been 
fixed 

260.25 departure return to Florence, 
260.26-27 rwming as follows: which 

ran as follows; 
260.27 June for Bellaggio, June, Bellag

gio, 
260.2,-JO different views, no other 

views, 
260.30 let her aunt know wrote to her 

aunt that 
260.33-34 in the cool shadow of Saint 

Peter's. among the Seven Hills.
260.34 would should 
260 .. 35 It might be months It might be 

long, 
260.36 exchange conversation 
260.37 occupied by our friends which 

our friends occupied 
260.42 Henrietta Miss Stackpole 
260.44 formed in railway.carriages sev

eral that formed several in railway 
carriages, which 

261.5 For Osmond To Osmond 
261.5 ugly to distress; painfully ugly;

261.6 were like vulgar, bragging, lying
talk. made him suffer.

261.9-10 to pursue her study. to go on 
with her reading. 

261.20 in into

261.24 bent, bent down, 
261 .. 24 Ampere. Ampere a little. 
261.26 it. You've it,,, she said at last.

"You have 
261.29 She Isabel 
261.38 your own." your own life." 
261.39 She Isabel 
261.48 Is bad, is stupid art." is bad

art.'' 
261.41 very clear and very good." very 

good." 
261.43 she went on. Isabel continued. 
262.1-2 jocose. Iybel bad in fact her 

solemnity; he bad seen It jocular. Isa
bel was almost tremulously serious; he 
had seen her so 

262.10 what bas put it what put it
262.15-16 smiled Osmond. said Os

mond, smiling. 
262.16 as if it were a point to be 

made, more gravely, 
262.20-24 to qualify these too few days 

in Rome, which she mlcht muslqly 
have likened to the figure of soQle 
small princess of one of the . ages of 
dress overmuffled in a mantle of state 
alld draalng a train that it took pages 
or historians to hold uP-tbat this fe-

lldty was coming to an end. to qual
ify her little visit to Rome-was com
ing to an end. 

162.24 of the time of this episode 
262.25 was a reflexion this reflection 
262.27-28 danger they should never 

meet again, danger that they should 
not meet again, 

262.29-31 and her adventure wore al
ready the changed, the seaward face of 
some romantic island from which, 
after feasting on purple grapes, she 
was putting off while the breeze 
rose. and these few days had been 
interfused with the element · of suc
cess. 

262.34-36 greater the pity that the chap
ter was closed; she felt for a moment 
a pang that touched the source of 
tears. greater was the pity that this 
happy week was over; for a moment 
she felt her heart throb with a kind of 
delicious pain. 

262.41 "Well., doing "Doing
262.42-43 Doing all the vain things one 

likes Doing what we like 
262.44 his quiet quickness. his quick re-

sponsiveness. 
263.2 I want I wish 
263. 7 'cross.' " disagreeable." 
263.10-11 Osmond spoke with a noble 

earnestness. "They must be great mo
ments to see." Osmond spoke very 
simply-almost solemnly. "There must 
be something very noble about that." 

263.12 Isabel nenously cried. the girl
exclaimed, laughing, yet frowning. 

263.14 leaned forward, a band was 
leaning forward, with a hand 

263.18 Sb.e instantly rose. Isabel in
stantly rose from her chair. 

263.18 am am 
263.19-20 He sat there raising bis eyes 

to her. And Osmond sat there, look
ing up at her. 

263.23 a while a moment 
263.26 "I'm absolutely in love "I am 

thoroughly in love 
263.29 who spoke for his own needed 

relief. spoke for bis own relief. 
263.29-34 her eyes: this time they ob

eyed the sharpness of the pang that 
suggested to her somehow the slipping 
of a fine bolt-backward, forward, she 
c:ouldn't have said which. The words 
he had utterec1 made him, as he stood 
there, beautiful and generous, in•ested 
him as with the golden air of early 
autumn; Isabel's eyes-they were 
caused by an intenser throb of that 
pleasant pain. I spoke of a moment 
ago. There was an immense sweetness 
in the. words he had uttered; 

263.35-36 as she had retreated in the 
other cases before a like encounter. 
as she had retreated in two or three 
cases that we know of in which the 
same words had been spoken. 

263.36-37 she answered with an intens. 
Hy that expressed the dread she an-
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swered at last, in a tone of entreaty 
which had nothing of conventional 
modesty, but which expressed the 
dread 

263.40-43 the sense of something within 
herself, deep down, that she supposed 
to be inspired and trustful passion. It 
was there like a large sum stored Jn a 
bank-which there was a terror in hav
ing to begin to spend. If she touched 
it, i1 would all come out. the con
sciousness of what was in her own 
heart. It was terrible to have to sur
render herself to that. 

264.5 considerately inclined to her, 
bending forward a little, 

264.8 his firm, rermed, slightly ravaged 
face. his keen, expressive, emphatic 
face. 

264.11 thinking and thought that 
264.13 any such complacency. this com

placency. 
264.16 and it struck her as and thought 

it 
264.16-17 what stupidly came to her. 

the word that came to her. 
264.26 "I don't at all know you," she 

added "I don't know you," said Isa
bel 

264.32 she emphatically answered- said 
the girl, with a flash of bright eager
ness; 

264.34 he laughed, Osmond answered, 
with a laugh, 

264.34 It That 
264.41 surrender. After which he added: 

surrender to him. And then in a mo
ment he added, 

265.1 but wouldn't but be would not 
265.2 more. more," he said. 
265.9 Osmond was Osmond for a mo

ment was 
265.11 very proper. all the same. 
265.15 Isabel gravely asked. said Isabel, 

very gravely. 
265.17 he Osmond 
265.20 pleaded. cried. 
265.21 She Isabel 
265.24-25 hasn't at all hasn't 
265.30 and seated and then she seated 
265.30 slowly and slowly, 
265.33 What had happened That which 

had happened 
26S.35-36 -that sublime principle 

somehow broke down. -her imagina
tion halted. 

265.38-39 Her imagination, as I say, 
now hung back: Her imagination 
stopped, as I say; 

265.44-266. l She returned on the mor
row to Florence, under her cousin's 
escort, Under her cousin's escort,. Isa
bel returned on the morrow to Flor
ence, 

266.1-2 usually restive under railway 
disci()liael usually ht was not {ond o{

railway journeys, 
266.3 that which 
266.5 a larger a still larger 
266.6-7 canied out executed 

266.7 aid. assistance. 
266. 7 three days but three days 
266.10 call on go and see 
266.11 an idea a plan 
266.16 "forever" "for ever"

266.18-19 this fortunate woman Ma
dame Merle 

266.19 take a look at call upon 
266.20 but didn't mention she did not 

mention to her 
266.22 Madame Merle the elder lady 
266.23-24 to pay the chlld a little -visit 

before I go off.', to take a look at 
the child before I go into the coun
try." 

266.25 Isabel reasonabJy said: "reason
bly" said Isabel, reasonably. I say 
"reasonably," 

266.27 small pilgrimage visit 
266.28-29 She was nevertheless prepared 

to sacrifice this mystic sentiment to 
her great consideration for her friend. 
Nevertheless, to her great considera
tion for Madame Merle she was pre
pared to sacrifice this mystic senti
ment. 

266.30 That personage finely meditated. 
"After all, why Her friend meditated, 
with her usual suggestive smile. "Afte.r 
all," she presently said, "why 

266.38 it doesn't signify.', it doesn't 
matter." 

266.43-44 said the elder woman In mild 
mockery. said Madame Merle, with a 
smile of genial mockery. 

267.2 audibly reflected. reflected audi
bly. 

267.6 "don't don't 
267.8-9 the winding way the charming 

winding way 
267.10 her friend Madame Merle 
267.10 no one's being no one being 
267.11-12 this lady, whose voyaging dis-

cretion, as a general thing, was rather 
of the open sea than of the risky 
channel, this lady, in whose discre
tion, as a general thing, there was 
something almost brilliant, 

267.16 of doing a thing at all if it bad 
to be sneakingly done? of doing a 
deed in secret? 

267.19-20 sorts of things certain things 
267.21 place apartment, 
267.23 think she think that she 
267 .23-24 with rigour. She immediately 

faithfully. Presently Pansy 
267.25 a wide-eyed earnestness of 

courtesy. the wide-eyed conscien-
tiousness of a sensitive child, 

267.26 half an hour, for half-an-hour, 
267.26-28 Pansy rose to the occasion as 

the small, winged fairy in the pantom
ime soars by the aid of the dissimu
lated wire- Pansy entertained her 
like a little lady-

267.29 respectful courteous 
267.30-31 she bad never had so directly 

presented to her nose the white flower 
of eultivated sweetness. as I have 
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said before, she had never seen a 
child like that. 

267 .32 the child she 
267.32 admiring young 'f!Oman; keen 

young lady, 
267 .34-36 Isabel was fond, ever, of the 

question of character and quality, of 
sounding, as who should say, the deep 
personal mystery, Isabel was fond of 
psychological problems, 

267 .37-38 whether this tender slip were 
not really all-knowing. whether Miss 
Pansy were not all-knowing. 

267.38 the extre�ty of her cando11r her 
infantine serenity 

267.40 an unspotted nature? a little 
neat, orderly character? 

267.45 rich gloom-her inter\'iew rich
looking gloom-Isabel's interview 

268.2-6 a pure white surface, success
fully kept so; lbe bad neither art, nor 
guile, nor temper, nor talent--only 
two or three small exquisite instincts:: 
for knowing a friend, for avoiding a 
misfake, for taking care of an old toy 
or ·a new frock. Yet to be so tender 
was to be touchine withal, and she 
could be felt as an easy victim of 
fate. a pure white surface; she was 
not clever enough for precocious co
quetries. She was not clever; Isabel 
could see that; she only had nice feel
ings. There was something touching 
about her; Isabel had felt it before; 
she would be an easy victim of fate. 

268. 7-9 her own importance; she would 
easily be mystified, easily crushed: her 
force would be all in knowing when 
and where to ding. her own import
ance; only an exquisite taste, and an 
appreciation, equally exquisite, of such 
affection as might be bestowed upon 
her. She would easily be mystified, 
easily crushed: her force would be 
solely in her power to cling. 

268.10 her visitor, Isabel, 
268.12 She spoke of She talked about 
268.13 but felt but she felt 
268.14 supplying the information so dis

tinguished a guest giving Isabel the 
information that so observant a visi
tor 

268.25 have no have got no 
268.32 -to marry me. to marry me. 
268.41-42 sorry, and he'll be sorry 

too. sorry for that. 
269.1 I'm really I am 
269.3 you YOU

269.13 much much that 
269.14 has the idea wishes very much 
269.17-18 just a small sound like the 

squeak of a slate-pencil making 
flourishes." just a little thread." 

269.22-23 held her dose, looked at her 
long. "Be very good," and held her a 

moment lobk.irlg il k!f. 
"Be a good child." 

269.26-27 she felt it almost a torment 
to be ob)lged to conceal. she f ett 
it to be almost a torment that she was 
obliged to conceal from the child. 

269.35-36 of exhaling into that air where 
he might still have a subtle sense for 
it any breath of her chamled state. of 
leaving an audible trace of her emo
tion behind. 

269.39 the child's sweet slimness the 
child's little tender person 

269.40 looking doffll at her almost in 
envy. looking down at her. 

269.42 of about 
269.43 so near him. near to him. 
269.43 no other not another 
269.44 once again. once more. 
270.1 that opened on the court; which 

opened into the court; 
270.1 her young hostess Pansy 
270.2 no further. no further," she said. 
270.3 · pass this door." go out of this 

door." 
270.12 dazzle gleam 
270.18 to Palazzo to the Palazzo 
270.19 incidents just narrated. incidents 

I have just narrated. 
270.25-26 woman stood near it for some 

time, her bands lady stood for some 
time at the window, with her hands 

270.26-29 she gazed abroad with the 
vagueness of unrest. Too troubled for 
attention she moved in a vain circle. 
Yet it could not be in her thought to 
catch · a glimpse gazing into the bril
liant aperture in the manner of a per
son relapsing into reverie. She was 
preoccupied; she was too restless to sit 
down, to work, to read. It was evi
dently not her design, however, to 
catch a glimpse 

270.29 since for 
270.31-32 She wished rather to forestall 

bis arrival She was endeavouring 
rather to anticipate his arrival 

270.3>-37 Grave she found herself, and 
positively more weighted, as by the ex
perience of the lapse of the year she 
had spent in seeing the world. She had 
ranged, she would have said, through 
space and surveyed much of mankind, 
and was therefore now, in her own 
eyes, a very different person She was 
extremely grave; not sad exactly, but 
deeply serious. The lapse of a year 
may doubtless account for a considera
ble increase of gravity; though this 
will depend a good deal upon the 
manner in which the year has been 
spent. Isabel had spent hers in seeing 
the world; she had moved about; she 
had travelled; she had exerted herself 
with an almost passionate activity. She 
was now, to her own sense, a .very dif-
ferent person 

270.38-39 take the measure of Europe 
on see Europe upon 

270.40-41 she had hanested wisdom 

and ltamrd I neat dtll murc that 
she had gathered a rich e,cperience, 
that she knew a great deal more 

271.4 the images that might have been 
projected on such a field the figures 
concerned in these combinations 



TEXTUAL APPENDIX 545 

271.6 bad come came 
271. 7-8 her relative. She had left

Isabel. She left
271.8 had brought she brought 
271.10 toward towards 
271.12 had spent spent 
271.15 bad confined confined 
271.19 for in 
271.21-30 They bad afterwards reached 

Che French capital, which was wor
sbip�ed, and with cosUy ceremonies, 
by Lily, but thought of as noisily l'a
cant by Isabel, who in these days 
made use of her memory of Rome as 
she might have done, in a bot and 
crowded room, of a phial of something 
pungent bidden in her handkerchief. 

Mrs. Ludlow sacrificed, as I say, to 
Paris, yet had doubts and wonderments 
not allayed at that altar; and after her 
husband bad joined her found further 
chagrin in his failure to throw himself 
into these speculations. Afterwards 
they had come to Paris, a city beloved 
by Lily, but less appreciated by Isabel, 
who in those days was constantly 
thinking of Rome. Mrs. Ludlow en
joyed Paris, but she was nevertheless 
somewhat disappointed and puzzled; 
and after her husband had joined her 
she was in addition a good deal de
pressed at not being able to induce 
him to enter into these somewhat sub
tle and complex emotions. 

271.30 subject; their object; 
271.33-34 Mrs. Ludlow's mental mo

tions were sufficiently various. Mrs. 
Ludlow's feelings were various. 

271.35 that young woman Isabel 
271.38-39 some member of one of the 

great aristocracies. some gentleman 
of rank in one of the foreign coun
tries. 

271.40 she had fallen from high com
munion with the probabilities. she 
was rather disappointed. 

271._43-44 slightly mea,:re� but scarce 
the less eminent slender but eminent 

272.9 she enjoyed that she enjoyed 
272.14 rendered made 
272.17 she bad had she had 
272.18-21 It was more romantic to say 

nothiog, and, drinking deep, in secret, 
of romance, she was as littie disposed 
to ask poor Lily's advice as she would 
have been f o close that rare volume 
forever. It entertained her ·more to 
say nothing, and she had no idea of 
asking poor Lily's advice. 

272.21-22 discriminations, and could 
only pronounce her sister's career a 
strange anti-climax- rich mysteries, 
and it is no wonder, therefore, that 
she pronounced her sister's career in 
Europe rather dull-

Z7i,it �Ile llad l<15t lltt t<1utai,, het S\�
ter was really losing· her gaiety. 

272.26 uncanny very strange 
272.30-31 Our young lady's courage, 

bowel'er, might have been taken as 
reaching iCs height after her relations 

bad gone home. Isabel's gaiety, how
ever-superficially speaking, at least
exhibited itself rather more after her 
sister had gone home. 

272.32 braver things something more 
poetic 

272.32-33 Paris-Paris bad sides by 
which it so resembled New 
York, Paris-

272.34 close correspondence frequent 
correspondence 

272.35 fflghts. fancies. 
272.38 last days latter days 
272.38 that which 
272.40 to regale; to have them with 

her; 
273.10 There was a deep CbrUI In It 

all, There was something exciting in 
the feeling, 

273.14 our heroine our young lady 
273.31-32 her genius her talents 
273.34 to see and see 
273.35 not presenting herseU just yet in 

Florence, not coming just then to 
Florence, 

273.37 oo more use to her than 
bubbles, no more use than soap-bub
bles, 

273.39 "would" would 
273.42 pretended. seemed. 
273.43-274.1 she took it for a sip that 

Gilbert Osmond was less In question 
there than formerly. she thought it 
was a sign that there was nothing 
going on with Gilbert Osmond. 

274.1-2 if he would now find a pretext 
for going to Rome, w�ether Mr. Os

mond would now go to Rome, 
274.2 derived took 
274.3 from in 
274.3 he had not been he was not 
274.13 a cerain Incoherence prel'alled in 

her. her restlessness prevailed. 
274.14 rapidly and recklessly; rapidly, 

eagerly, audaciously; 
274.15-16 Madame Merle meanwhile, as 

lady-in-waiting to a prin�ess circulating 
incognita, panted a little in her 
rear. Madame Merle, for the present. 
was a most efficient duenna. 

174.17-18 all due dignity all necessary 
dignity 

274.18 state. condition. 
274.19 tact sagacity 
274.19-20 her, effacing herself and a�

cepting the position her; she effac�d 
herself, she accepted the position 

274.22 reserved though striking graceful 
274.23 patroness the patroness 
274.24 client. the client. 
274.24-2S states meagrely the impres

sion she made on her friend, would 
misrepresent the impression she made 
upon Isabel, 

274.25 found thought 
274.26 so ample and so easy. a per

fectly enlightened woman. 
274.27 she that she 
274.28 the admirable woman Madame 

Merle 
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274.32-33 a positive adventurer, she 
might say, though originally so

plausible, an adventurer of the lowest 
class, 

274.37 her companion Isabel 
274.37-38 a person so eprouvee could 

have kept the poor iady had kept 
274.40-42 she seemed to see it as pro

fessional, as slightly mechanical, car
ried about in its case like the fiddle of 
the virtuoso, or blanketed and bridled· 
like the "favourite" of the jockey. she 
saw that it was, after all, a tolerably 
artificial bloom. 

274.42 She Isabel 
274.43 a corner a certain corner 
274.44 she Madame Merle 
274.44-275.1 something of a public per

former, condemned to emerge only in 
character and in costume. a foreigner. 

275.3 "old, old" world, old world, 
275.4 different moral or social 

clime different clime 
275.6 She believed then that Isabel be

lieved that 
275.8-9 our young woman had a sense 

in her of values gone wrong or, as 
they said at the shops, marked 
down. Isabel suspected that her 
friend had esoteric. views. 

275.9 considered, believed, 
275.10 differing which differed 
275.13 person woman 
275.14 whose pride was too high whose 

nature was too large 
275.15-16 Her conception of human mo• 

tives might, In certain lights, have been 
acquired at the court of some kiogdom 
io decadence, Her conception of 
human motives was different from Isa
bel's, 

275.20-21 She had once or twice bad a 
positive scare; since it so affected her 
to have to exclaim, of her friend, 
Once or twice Isabel had a sort of 
fright, but the reader will be amused 
at the cause of it. Madame Merle, as 
we know, comprehended, responded, 
sympathised, with wonderful readiness; 
yet it had nevertheless happened that 
her young friend mentally exclaimed-

275.23 shock, left her with a vague 
dismay shock; it left Isabel with a 
vague horror 

275.24 dismay horror 
275.26-27 stood for a high-water-mark 

in the "-ebb and flow of confidence. 
left a sort of high-water mark in the 
development of this delightful inti
macy. 

275.27 declared her belief that said 
that, in her belief, 

275.28 ceases ceased 
275.28 begins .began 
275\29 there being no point there was 

no point 
275.29-30 liking more and liking less. 

liking a person more and liking him 
less. 

275.31-33 However that might be, the 
girl had in these days a thousand uses 
for her sense of the romantic, which 
was more active than it had ever 
been. Without estimating the value of 
this doctrine, I may say that if Isabel's 
imagination, which had hitherto been 
so actively engaged on her friend's be
half, began at last to languish, she en
joyed her society not a particle less 
than before. If their friendship had de
clined, 'it had declined to a very con1-
f ortable level. The truth is that in 
these days the girl had other uses for 
her imagination, which was better oc
cupied than it had ever been. 

275.38 rem·aiued. been. 
275.40 descended came down 
275.44 rejoice be very happy 
276.1 Palazzo the Palazzo 
276.2 She Isabel 
276.8 near which where 
276.9 matters I have rapidly 

sketched. matters that I have just rap
idly sketched. 

276.9-10 not turned to the past, but to 
the immediate, not · thinking of the 
past, but of the future; of the im
mediate, 

276.14 issue. speculation. 
276.14-16 nothing in the least soothing 

-she had warrant for this, and the 
conviction doubtless showed in the 
cloud on her brow. nothing agreea
ble; Isabel was convinced of this, and 
the conviction had something to do 
with her being rather paler than usual. 

276.16-20 all dearness reigned in her; 
she bad put away her mourning and 
she walked in no small shimmering 
splendour. SHe only felt older-ever so 
much, and as if she were "worth 
more" for it, like some curious piece 
io an antiquary's collection. she wore

her natural brightness of aspect; even 
deep grief, with this vivid young lady, 
would have had a certain soft effulg
ence. She had laid aside her mourning, 
but she was still very simply dressed, 
and as she felt a good deal older than 
she had done a year before, it is prob
able that to a certain extent she 
looked so. 

276.20 was not at any rate left was not 
left 

276.21 a servant the servant 
276.21-22 stood before her with a card 

on his tray. ''Let came in and pre
sented her a card. 1J"Let 

276.22 she said, and continued said Isa
bel, who continued 

276.28-29 Whether his sense of maturity 
had kept pace with Isabel's Whether 
on his side Mr. Goodwood felt himself 
older than on the first occasion of our 
meeting him is a point which 

276.30 her Isabel's 

276.31 strong and bard, strong, and 
fresh, 
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276.32-35 if he had neither innocence 
nor weakness, so be bad no practical 
philosophy. His jaw showed the same 
voluntary cast as in earlier days; but a 
crisis like the present had in it of

course something grim. he looked too 
deliberate, too serious to be young; 
and too eager, too active to be old. 
Old he would never be, and this 
would serve as a compensation for his 
never having known the age of chubbi
ness. Isabel perceived that his jaw had 
quite the same voluntary look that it
had worn in earlier days; but she was 
prepared to admit that such a moment 
as the present was not a time for re
laxation. 

276.38 "Poor fellow, "Poor fellow,'' 
she mentally murmured, 

276.39 a pity he should waste so 
dreadfully a pity that he should 
waste 

276.41 hoped hoped that

276.43 he Caspar Goodwood 
276.44 settle. stay a little. 
277.1-2 and generously, generously, 
277.4 arrive?" arrive here?;' 
277.8-9 coming to bury me!" And she 

forced a smile of encouragement fo an 
easy view coming to a funeral,,, Isa
bel said, forcing a smile, in order to 
offer such encouragement as she might
to an easy treatment 

277 .10 reasoned the matter well out, 
making it reasoned out the matter 
elaborately; she had made it 

277.11 and falsified that she falsified 
277.12 her visitor. him.
217.14 his st'iff insistence, an insistence 

his stiff persistency-a persistency 
277 .15 such almost 
277.15-16 when the dull dark as there 

was a dull dark 
277.16 rested which rested 
277.16 as almost like 
277.17 I couldn't because I couldn't 
277.18 he candidly declared. said Cas-

par Goodwood, plainly. 
277.22 she returned Isabel cried, 
277.23 have yet have 
277.30-31 with dry deliberateness, with 

a sort of dry deliberateness, 
277.35-36 she became, after a little, 

irrele-vanf. she said, after a little, ir
relevantly, by way of answer to Mr. 
Good.wood's speech-

277 .37 threw up bis head as if calcu
lating. threw up his head a moment, 
as if he were calculating. 

277 .41-42 she coldly smiled. said Isa-
bel, smiling. 

278.2 she Isabel 
278.4 talk of talk about 
278.5 been with him come to see him 
278.6 you," Isabel then demanded. 

YOU?" 
278.10-11 didn't want to do that didn't 

want to. 
278.11 quick enough; soon enough; 
278.14-15 come right out," come out," 

278.22 enquired. asked. 
278.24 she Isabel 
278.27 To which she made answer that 

she didn't know yet. "I "I don't 
know yet. I 

278.30 he demanded. Caspar Goodwood 
asked. 

278.32-33 asking questions, doing it 
quite without delicacy. asking ques,..
tions. 

278.33-36 "Who and what then is Mr. 
Gilbert Osmond?" 

"Who and what? Nobody and noth
ing but a very good and very honoura
ble man. 

"What is Mr. Osmond?'' 
"What is be? Nothing at all but a 

very good man. 
278.40 was, however, small; was cer

tainly small; 
278.41-44 from? Where does be be

long?" 
She had never been so little pleased 

with the way he said "belawng." "Re 
comes from nowhere. 

from?" he went on. 
"From nowhere. 

279.1 be that he 
279.S flushing all defensively. flushing a

little, and defensively.
279.9 very quiet and very simple- very 

simple-
279.14-lS replied while her patience 

helped itself by tumJng a little to 
hardness. replied, with a smile that 
had gradually become a trifle defiant. 

279.17 a perfect nonentity. a nonentity. 
279.20-21 a perfect nonentity. You 

think he's grand, you think he's 
great, a nonentity. You think he is a 
great man, 

279.22 she felt this really acute she 
thought this very clever 

279.23-14 a proof of the aid that pas
sion might, render perceptions she had 
never taken for fine. a proof of the 
clairvoyance of such a feeling as his. 

279.30 she accordingly broke out
Isabel broke out-· 

279,34-JS even just as you are." as 
you are." 

280.4 toward towards 
280. 7 he said. said Caspar. 
280.10-11 on receiving early that day 

the news he was in Florence and by 
her leave would �ome when she re
ceived that morning the note in which 
he told her that he was in Florence, 
and, with her permission, would come 

280.15 full of heavy implications. full
of implication. 

280.20 that which 
280.21 that which 
280.23 angry in the way a woman is 

angry when she bas been in the 
wrong. as angry as a woman who had 
been in the wrong. 

280.34 And If be had not meanwhile If 
he had not 
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280A8-41 with such a manner so posi
tively 

280.42 She considered this an instant. 
Isabel was silent an instant. 

281.5 no mistake whatever." no mistake 
at all.'' 

281. 7 she Isabel
281.23 He Caspar
281.28-29 she felt the poverty of her

presently replying. Isabel murmured. 
281.38 afraid I'm knocked up-in any

sucla way as that- afraid I am tired, 
281.31 It." that." 
281.34 be said without a quaver. he 

said. 
281.35 she answered passionately. she 

answered, passionately. And he went 
out. 

281.36 gone out gone 
281.38 soon smothered, of brief dura-

tion, 
282.5 she began. she said to her-
282.6 her the girl 
282.21-22 without Che centlemao's hav

ing had to be lashed up? without the

gentleman being urged? 
282.26 for for 
282.38 like him so much." like him." 
282.31 "I thought be even pleased you."

"I thought you liked him yourself . ., 
282.32 "Be did, at one time; "I did, 
282.37 since others have done so?" 

since you did?" 
282.38 "Others, at their wildest moments, 

never wanted "I never wanted 
282.39 of of 
282.41-42 No one's happy, in such 

doings, you should know." No one is 
happy." 

282.44 you YOU

283.9 to have a little." to have some.'' 
283.41 told me told me that 
284.21 the girl smiled. said Isabel. 

smiling. 
284.25 Isabel the girl 
284.28 shall say will say 
284.29 shall talk will talk 
284.33-34 the aunt and the niece the 

two ladies 
284.34-35 as good as her word, was as 

good as her word, and 
284.40 American gentleman American 
284.40-41 American gentleman who 

American that 
285.2 American gentleman American 
285.6-8 in imparting to him the great 

fact, he showed at first no open 
knowledge of it. Their prompted 
tallc in telling him the news, he be
trayed at first no knowledge of the 
great fact. Their first talk 

285.8 of about 
285.11 she wondered if Isabel wondered 

whether 
285.12 If she were whether she was 
285.13 made no nearer approach to con

ventional beauty grew no handsomer 
285.16-17 Bllcllted and battered, but 

still responsive and still ironic, his 

face was like a lighted lantern patched 
with paper and unsteadily held; His 
face wore its pleasant perpetual smile, 
which perhaps suggested wit rather 
than achieved it; 

285.28 marldng his view of a world 
with which he appeared to regard a 
world 

285.29 continued presence presence 
285.31 They bad been sweetened These 

things were endeared 
285.32 the very terms on which it had 

been given bim to be charming. 
He the conditions of his being so 
charming. Ralph 

285.37 exclusively personal. The penon
ality so resulting simply personal. 
This personality of Ralph's 

285.37-40 he had remained proof 
agaimt the staleness of disease; he had 
had to consent to be deplorably ill,
yet bad somehow escaped being for
mally sick. it had none of the stale
ness of disease; it was always easy and 
fresh and genial. 

285.42 had allowed him had given him 
285.43 she Isabel 
285.43 that essence- cornpassion-
285.45 no ereat sensibility to feel no 

great ingenuity to discover 
286.1 a bright, free, generous spirit, a 

dear, bright, generous fellow; 
286.3 distressfolly dyina. dying. 
286.4 noted afresh said to herself 
286.8 him, her cousin, 
286.16 him Ralph 
286.17 to reaard as to think it 
286.18-19 to believe she had better have 

married to think she had better marry 
286.21 opposite. opposite one. 
286.23 should she if she would 
286.26 most patient and most indul1ent. 

wonderfully good-humoured. 
286.27 odd be odd that he 
286.29 our young woman wearied of 

waitin1; Isabel became impatient; 
286.32 Palazzo the Palazzo 
286.34 had been was 
286.36-37 the person In the world in 

whom he was most Interested was 
lost. his cousin was lost. 

286.39 OD in 
286.39 biS Jona legs with his long legs 
286.42 the girl Isabel 
286.44-45 to persuade her of anything 

sordid or sinister in the man to whose 
deep art she had succumbed to per
suade her that the man to whom she 
had pledged her faith was a humbug 

287.7 Palazzo the Palazzo

287.14 through in 
287.22-23 and the warm shade, enclosed 

and still, made bowers like spacious 
caves. the warm shade was motion-
less, and the hot Ugh! made H pleas
ant. 

287.32 he had vlslbly had sometb.in1 to 
brood over. he was visibly preoccu
pied. 



TEXTUAL APPENDIX 549 

287 .32-33 she bad explained his aJr of 
absence partly by she had attributed 
his long reveries partly to 

287.34 partly by worries connected with 
the property partly to his being trou
bled about certain arrangements he 
had made as to the property 

287 .35 the fruit of eccentric arrange-
ments arrangements 

287.39 took he took 
288.1 too tired." tired."

288.2 too tired. tired. 
288.6 she put to him, Isabel said, 
288.10 she lightly returned. said Isabel, 

lightly. 
288.13 want wish 
288.13 Idea you may have idea that- you 

have 
288.16-17 Ralph said. said Ralph. 
288.18-19 leaned back under the protec

tion of Bernini, his bead against his 
marble pedestal, leaned back, with

his head against the marble pedestal of 
Terpsichore, 

288.20 rests sides 
288.21 long. for a Jong time. 
288.24 high decision. ingenious purpose·. 
288.25 he went on he said 
288.29 she answered. said Isabel. 
288.3S-36 "It doesn't look to me now, I 

admit, such an inl'iting expanse." "It 
doesn't seem to me so charming." 

288.39 can't do anything so general. 
can't do that.

288.41-42 as good a corner as possible. 
a good corner. 

289.6-7 with rather an absurd smile, 
with a rather absurd smile,

289.11 mildness gentleness 
289.15-16 "'Willing to wound and yef 

afraid to strike'? I'm willing to wound

him, yes-but not to wound you. 
(Omitted.) 

289.17-18 it won't be a fortunate way 
for me to have spoken." it won't be 
a nice thing to have said." 

289.22 too touching." touching." 
289.25 She Isabel 
289.33-34 and I'm glad you've made it 

so clear. But you'll suffer by it." you 
will suffer for it." 

289.44 she Isabel 
290.8 you've some special idea; you 

have got some idea; 
290.12 move me an inch; move me at 

all; 
290.19-23 I didn't think you'd decide 

for-well, for that type." 
"What's the matter with Mr. Os

mond's type, if it be one? His being so 
independent, so indil'ldoal, is what I

most see in him," the girl declared. I 
didn't think you would marry a man 
like Mr. Osmond." 

290.25-26 I confess I haven't fads and 
ittms to pro'Te him a l'll\aln. I know 
nothing against him. 

290.27 gral'e risk." risk.,,

290.28 grave risk, risk, 
290.28 as crave as great 

290.29 baclt out. I wish to God recede; 
I wish 

290.31 reclined leaned back 
290.31 folding her arms and gazing 

folded her arms, and gazed 
290.34 believed thought 
291.1 little-then little, and then 
291.4-7 Mr. Osmond's is the finest I 

know; he's good enough for me, and 
interesting enough., and clever enough. 
I'm far more struck with what be bas· 
and what be represents than with what 
be may lack." Mr. Osmond is the 
best I know; he is important enough 
for me.tt 

291.8 "I had treated myself to a charm-
ing vision "I had a sort of vision 

291.9 observed said, 
291.9 had amused amused 
291.10 high destiny kind of destiny 
291.11-13 or so soon." 

"Come down, you say?" 
"Well, that renders my sense of 

,t·hat bas happened to you. 
so soon." 
"To come down? What strange ex

pressions you use! Is that your descrip
tion of my marriage?" 

"It expresses my idea of it. 
291.17 straight you drop down YOl:l drop 
291.18 "hurts me as if "as if

291.21 a project for my career-
planning out my future-

291.26 she 'pursued. the girl asked. 
291.27 plane line 
291.31 cousin. Isabel! 
291.32-33 hesitated, then added: hesi

tated a moment, then he added, 
291.33-34 sense that Osmond is some

how-well, small." belief that there's 
something small in Osmond." 

291.34 the last word with no great 
assurance; these last words with a 
tremor of the voice; 

291.35 afraid afraid that 
291.37 "Small?" She made it sound 

immense. "Something small?" she 
said reflectively. 

291.40 "It makes one more sure to re
spect others." "It's the proper way to 
respect others.'' 

291..42-43 one's relation to things-to 
others. one's relations. 

291.44 bis relation to me. the relation 
in which he stands to me. 

292. 7 bride. wife. 
292. 7 such a taste-a really exquisite

one- an exquisite taste
292.12 of you! of you!" he cried. 
292.15 be Ralph 
292.17 But "You "Yo·u 
292.17 simply breathed. murmured. 
292.18 impossible I impossible that I 
292.36 then went on then she went on, 
293.19 you YOU

293.25 momined illuminated 
293.30 grand, superb, 
293.30-31 highly solicitous; eager; 
293.31 all in a passion. secretly trem-

bling. 
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293.38 bis Lord \Varburton's 
293.42-43 a very lonely, a very culti

vated and a very honest man-he's not 
a prodJgious proprietor." a man-he 
is not a proprietor!" 

293.45 truth reality 
294.3 ardent passionate 
294.4 dismally consistent. consistent. 
294.5 having invented . she had invented 
294.6 she loved and loved 
294.8 her Isabel's 
294.8-9 to meet the requirements of her 

imagination. to gratify her imagina
tion. 

294.10 luxury. privilege. 
294.15 be Ralph 
294.16-17 a face of elation-absolutely 

and perversely of gratitude. His oppo
sition had made a face full of a deep 
elation at his opposition having made 

294.18 clearer more clear 
294.22 mouthful. mouthful of it. 
294.22 told you said to you 
294.35 to tell him bow little he was ap

proved at Palazzo to tell him that he 
was not thought well of at the Palazzo 

294.37 no great impression little impres-
sion 

295.4 on Isabel's spirit upon Isabel's 
mind 

295.14 to display to manifest 
295.22-23 she had now little free or un

employed emotion for minor 
needs, she thought on the whole but 
little about it, 

29S.14 incident, in fact quite as an 
ornament, incident 

295.26-29 they made her conscious, al
most with awe, of the invidious and 
remorseless tide of the charmed and 
possessed condition, great as was the 
traditional honour and imputed virtue 
of being in Jove. they made her .feel 
that there was after all something very 
invidious in being in love; much as the 
sentiment was theoretically approved 
of. 

295.30 tragic part; tragical side; 
295.32-33 The elation of success, which 

surely now Damed high io Osmond, 
emitted meanwhile Gilbert Osmond 
was not demonstrative; the conscious
ness of success, which must now have 
flamed high within him, emitted 

295.34 took no vulgar form; never took 
a vulgar form; 

295.37 smitten and dedicated state. 
amorous character. 

295.39-40 appearance-which presented 
indeed no difficulty-of stirred senses 
and deep intentions. the appearance 
of devoted intention. 

296.2 on a polished, elegant 
surface? upon a scintillating surface? 

296.2 bated disliked 
1�6.4-S freshened in the reproduction 

even as "words" by music. His egotism 
brightened in the reproduction. His 
egotism, if egotism it was, 

296.5 desiring wishing for 

296.8-9 talk might become for him a 
sort of served dessert. conversation 
might become a sort of perpetual des
sert. 

296.9 silver silvery 
296.9-10 this perfection perfection 
296.12 their union enjoyed the union 

found 
296.12 with among 
296.22 bad some sign of it, learnt it, 
296.24 reserve. want of delight. 
296.26 for your not having the shadow of 

a doubt. your thinking it's all right. 
296.27-29 what people of whom I ask 

nothing think-I'm not even capable 
perhaps of wanting to know. I've never 
so concerned myself, God forgive 
me, what others think. I have never 
cared much, 

296.3 pretend pretend that 
296.32-33 Money's a horrid thing to fol

low, but a charming thing to 
meet. Money is a great advantage. 

296.34 proved the limits of my itch for 
it: proved that I can get on without 
it; 

296.36 than most of the people one sees 
grubbing and grabbing. than most 
people. 

296.37 your family; your own family; 
296.39-40 my business is not to make 

myself bad blood, my business is not 
to bother, 

296.40 love." "It love. It 
296.42-43 and-I won't pretend to deny 

-brighter and nicer and even 
stronger. and brighter. 

296.44 angry angry that 
296.4S nattered myself flattered myseJf 

that 
297.6 see see that 
297.12 Upon my honour, Upon my

word, 
297.14 capital convictions. excellent be

liefs. 
297.15 not mean, not heavy, 
297.15-16 any kind of Ignorance and 

dreariness. any dull limitations. 
297.16 remarkably fresh, very fresh, 
297.16-17 remarkably well-seasoned. 

We've my poor child well-seasoned. 
We have ·got my poor child 

297.26-27 at a high leTel of conscious
ness of the beautiful. of beautiful 
hours. 

297.28 soul mind 
297.29 that might gather which gathered 
297.29-30 had told . told 
297 .3b she that she 
297.31 the ad of living, but of that of 

obsening. life, but of observation. 
297.34-36 a more primitive need-a 

need the answer to which brushed 
away numberless questions, yet arati
fied infinite desires. a more primitive 
sentiment-a sentiment which answered 
all questions, satisfied all needs, 
solved all difficulties. 

297.37 situation future 
297.39-40 should be able was able 
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297.40-41 She could surrender to him 
with a kind of humility, she She 

297.42 she was giving. but giving. 
298 • .2-3 sat down a little sat down a 

while 
298.4-5 She found pleasure in walking 

off, She amused herself with walking 
off, 

298.5-6 then in walking then walking 
298. 7 approved gave her approbation
298. 7-8 the abundance had the personal

touch that it was of that demonstra
tive personal kind which

298.8-12 She watched her indications as 
lf for herself also much depended on 
them-Pansy already so represented 
part of the service she could render, 
part of the responsibility she could 
face. Her father took so the childish 
view of her that he She watched her 
development with a kind of amused 
suspense; Pansy had already become a 
little daughter. She was treated so 
completely as a child that Osmond 

298.14 guess; suspect; 
298.21 one of his fine, quiet, sincere 

notes. "It occurs to me that an ele
ment in the refinement of his charac
ter. 1l"It seems to me 

298.29-30 Osmond's artistic, the plastic 
l'iew, as it somehow appeared, Os
mond's aesthetic relish 

298.31 more anxiously moral. more 
moral. 

298.32-33 communicated the fact 
broken the news 

298.34 beautiful sister!" sister!'' 
299.2 woman lady 
29.9.3 arrived came jn 
299.4 that lady, her aunt, 
299 .4-5 thought her of an age 

to thought she was of an age when 
she should 

299. 7 her relative, the elder lady,
299.14 this Kcelleot woman's the good

woman's 
299.16 you?" you?'' 
299.21 in motion, in agitation- moving; 
299.29 a good fortune a great good for-

tune 
299.33 word. word. You don't look at all 

like the word; it is somehow so ugly, 
299.34-35 I don't think you'll ever so 

much as pinch or even push me. I 
think you will never be cruel. 

299.35 not afraid at all." not afraid." 
299.36-38 ever so kind to · you." A 

vague, inconsequent vision of her com
ing in some odd way to need it had 
intervened with the effect of a 
�hill. very kind to you." 

299.39-42 the child returned with her 
note of prepared promptitude. What 
teaching she had bad, it seemed to 
suggest-or what penalties for non-per-
f ormance she dreaded! the child de
clared lightly. 

299.44 further than ever from baYing 
folded her wings. less than ever in a 
state of repose. 

299.45 with a flutter through the 
air with a great deal of expression, 

300.1 on the forehead on her lips, 
300.1-2 as if according to some andent 

prescribed rite. She drew the -visitor to 
a sofa in the short, quick manner of 
a bird drinking. She made Isabel sit 
down on the sofa beside her, 

300.3 her our heroine 
300.3-6 began to talk very much as If, 

seated brush io hand before an easel, 
she were applying a series of consid
ered touches to a composition of fig
ures already sketched in. delivered 
herself of a hundred remarks from

which I off er the reader but a brief 
selection, 

300. 7 if whether
300.8-9 you,re supposed not to care-

through being so cle'Ver-for au sorts 
of ordinary things. you are very 
proud. 

300.9 if I tell fibs; whether I tell fibs 
or not; 

300.10 something rather good something 
300.11 what's what there is 
300.12-14 make professions any more 

than I make paper flowers or ftouncey 
lampshades-I don't ·know how. My 
lampshades would be sure to take 
fire, my roses and my fibs to be larger 
than life. make phrases-I never 
made a phrase in my life. My fibs are 
always very crude. 

JOO.IS you're to marry you are going to 
marry 

300.16 brilliant- remarkable-
300.17 the way you're always spoken 

o.f; what people call you; 
300.18 and original, not banal; and 

clever, very original; 
300.21 we're dreadfully fallen, we are 

rather fall en, 
300.24-25 they ought to make it some

how not quite so awful a steel 
trap. it's the worst thing she can do. 

300.27-28 what horrors she may be in 
for. that it isn't such a blessing to get 
married. 

300.29 on upon

300.33 won't resped me, not one little 
mite, and won't respect me, and 

300.39-41 he won't be a bit, at any 
time, your affair, and, stupid as be is, 
he,JI see you're not his. Some day, if 
you can stand it, I'll you win take his 
measure at a glance. Some day, I will 

301.2 One afternoon of the autumn of 
1876, toward dusk, One afternoon, 
towards dusk, in the autumn of 1876, 

301.14 constituted habits tolerably invet
erate habits 

301.17 customary sequences. proceed
ings. 

301.19-20 To this litde person be began 
to pay, on the spot, particular atten
tion: she struck him as exactly the 
household angel For this young lady 
he conceived a peculiar admiration; 
she was exactly the household angel 
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301.25 other friends- some friends 
301.25-26 romantically wretched very 

unhappy 
301.28 Mr. Rosier Rosier 
301.31-33 He might expose bimseU, un

seasoned, to the poison of the Roman 
air, which in November lay, notor
iously, much In wait. He was nerv
ous about the fever, and November, 
after all, was rather early in the sea
son. 

301.33-34 this adventurer, Mr. Rosier, 
301.34 a day, every day, 
301.36-37 be had devoted it in vain to 

finding a Daw in Pansy Osmond's 
composition. that is, he had perceived 
that Miss Pansy Osmond had not a 
flaw in her composition. 

301.38 she had had the last touch; she 
was really a consummate pieft. -she 
was in excellent style. 

301.41 hint touch 
302.5 yearningly murmured. murmured 

to himself. 
302.18 smiled the visitor. said Rosier� 

smiling. 
302.21 His eyes Rosier's eyes 
302.24 quickly asked. asked quickly. 
302.26 Mr. Rosier Rosier, 
302.26-27 flushed with all his 

recognitions. smiling. 
302.31 opened ·.vide ey_es. started a lit

tle. 
302.34-35 friendly frown, stroking her 

chin with her large white hand. 1ittle 
frown stroking her chin. 

302.40-41 I'm afraid that for Mr. 
Osmond I'm not-well, a real collec
tor's piece." I'm afraid Mr. Osmond 
doesn't think me a phoenix." 

302.43 handsome mouth mouth 
303.4 I I 
303. 7-8 good Louis Quatorze. It's very

rare now, and good bibelots;
303.8-9 With which And 
303.11-U But he loQked, in spite of it, 

literally apprehensive and consistently 
strenuous. 1}Edward Rosier stared and 
blushed; his correct features were suf
fused with disappointment. 

303.14 Pardon Excuse 
303.19 Madame Merle considered. Ma-

dame Merle was silent a moment. 
303.25 sigh of eood faith. sigh. 
303.28 Re Edward Rosier 
303.30 quite very 
303.34-35 how she loves that she loves 
303.39-40 till I've until I have 
303.41-42 you observe the 

proprieties." your conduct is most es
timable." 

303.43 the youn1 man poor Rosier 
304.3-4 who saw things as she saw 

,,rm, who a1w thini� ,1carJy, 
304.4 In is in 
304.10-11 her -.lsltor cried with prompt 

�lation. cried the young man, with an
ingenuous radiance in his face. 

304.13-14 assuming your cause to be 
good assuming that your cause is 

good. 
304.14 if whether 
304.15 "I'm awfully decent, you know," 

"I'm a dear little fellow," 
304.17-18 "All that's negative, and it 

always depends, also, on what people 
call vices. "All that is negative. 

304.18 What's the virtuous? (Omitted.) 
304.20 I've a I have got 
304.21 I that I 
304.26 famous; splendid; 
304.28 famous. splendid. 
304.29-30 one can afford-well, quite 

cheap laieace. one can afford to be 
simple. 

304.31 muslin-without the sprig? 
muslin," 

304.32 "Wouldn't you even allow her the 
sprig? (Omitted.) 

304.33 you at any rate for you for 
304.36-37 and most tidy-also extremely 

graceful. and extremely graceful. 
304.38 scarce demurred� hesitated a mo

ment. 
304.41 large fortune." fortune.

,
, 

305.11 failed to burst info speech. was 
silent a moment. 

305.15 "Pardon ''Excuse 
305.IS quite lucidly. with his persuasive

smile.
JOS.21 Osmond, however, Osmond 
305.23 He He 
305.29 you YOU

305.39 Meanwhile then I'll Meanwhile, 
I will 

305.41 Madame Merle was on her 
feet. Madame Merle rose, rapidly. 

305.43 had had 
306.12-13 suggesting that of a careful 

owner's "best set" suggesting sprigged 
porcelain, 

306.14 very much!" much!" 
306.15 her. her. 
306.18 till I've until I have 
306.25 Mr. Osmond's pretty bard," Mr. 

Osmond is rather difficult, 
306.27 short laugh. light laugh. 
306.29-30 for departure. passing out. 
306.31 an aspirant a young man 
306.35 his adviser, Madame Merle 
306.37 rather circumspect tone. some-

what peculiar manner. 
306.38 put it said 
306.38 he that he 
306.45 She had indeed shown him 

benevolence, Beyond this, Madame 
Merle had been very gracious to him, 

397 .6 rather a fool rather like a fool 
307.7 having appealed to her appealing 

to Madame Merle 
307.22 by Roman measure, in Roman 

parlance, 
307.26 a pile which which 

:J07 .ll-19 looktd, on 1 ,121@ 1u,,1,,
looked 

307.36 had chosen chose 
307.38 enamels enamel, 
308.3 and then, and 
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308.8 "good things." bibelots.

308.11 even better "French" than he in 
Paris, better things than he, 

308.12 obliged on the spot obliged 
308.16 annexed obtained 
308.17-18 achieved his greatest finds 

got his best things 
308.20 "cash," "money," 
308.21 highest prizes great prizes 
308.24-25 recognition was for gl a nee

was bestowed upon 
308.25 saloon; room; 
308.26 bis eyes that his eyes 
308.29-30 a gentleman whose smile, as 

he crossed a threshold, always took ev
erything comfortable for granted. to a 

gentleman who always crossed a 
threshold with an optimistic smile. 

308.34 Mrs. Osmond that Mrs. Osmond 
308.34-35 most customary usually cus

tomary 
308.3fr37 flushed with subdued, dif

fused brightness; warm, with a sort of 
subdued brightness; 

308.39 next of the series, chamber be
yond, 

308.43-309.2 his eyes had an expression, 
frequent with them, that seemed to 
represent them as engaged with objects 
more worth their while than fhe ap
pearances actually thrust upon 
them. his eyes were fixed, abstract
edly. 

309;9 Osmond, however, took him in; 
Osmond stood looking at him; 

309.9-10 never in his life felt himself so 
eflidentJy looked at. never before felt 
the keenness of this gentleman's eyes. 

309.11 he privately reasoned. Rosier 
said to himself. 

309.12 in sight; within sight; 
309.14 having a fancy he had a fancy 

that 
309.16 had ever a strong need of being 

quite in the right. he had an inveter
ate wish to be in the right. 

309.17-18 and smiled, all without help, 
and then in a moment, smiling, and 
then, in a moment, he said: 

309.18-19 to-day," he said. to-day." 
309.25 an instant a moment 
300.31 I wish that I wish 
309.32 aware aware that 
309.32 blushed; be blushed, and he 
309.33 J I 
309.33 all he all that he 
309.34 knew knew that 
309.37 high and splendid, as he had said, 

and yet oh so radiantly gentle! bril
liant and noble. 

309.40-310.t bis eye for decorative char
acter, bis instinct for authenticity; but 
also on a sense· for uncatalogued val
ues, for that secret of a "lustre" be
yond any recorded losing or rediscov
enu,, wlddl llis dc�o«on to brittle 
wares bad. still not disqualified him to 
recognize. his fine sense of the plas
tic; but also on a relish for a more 
impalpable sort of merit-that merit of 

a bright spirit which Rosier's devotion 
to brittle wares had not made him 
cease to regard as a quality. 

310.24 vaguely smiled. smiled vaguely. 
310.26 she said, said Mrs. Osmond, 
310.31 is is that 
310.33 damsel young lady 
310.39 he cared and cared 
310.40 damsel young lady 
311.29 enquiry requisite inquiry neces-

sary 
311.32 Pansy that Pansy 
311.34-35 what could what would 
311.40 If whether 
312.10-11 so vain a disguise of rose-

colour pink 
312.19 that which 
312.19 but that, but, 
312.22 it looked the very temple of au

thorised love. it looked very pretty. 
312.23 gazed a moment stood a mo

ment, gazing 
312.25 the other maiden the young lady 

in pink 
312.26-27 far side other side 
312.27 For a little For a moment 
312.28 a second glance a glance 
312.29 she that she 
312.29 be then then he 
312.30 a supreme hesitation a moment's 

supreme hesitation 
312.30 if whether 
313.1 very bad. bad. 
313.8 a little a moment. 
313.12 And Pansy raised asked Pansy, 

raising 
313.17 that." that," she said. 
313.37 toward towards 
313.38 would she would 
313.45 say say that 
314.3 you! you! 
314.4 whereupon while 
314.29-30 each of his tones his tones 
314.41 to talk and talk 
315.l he's a nuisance- he's enervating,
315.2 she bad a faint smile. with a faint

smile. 
315.5 'genteel' genteel 
315.10 consider that that matters." think 

that matters." 
315.11 consider think 
315.12 thought of thought about 
315.14 told you told you that 
31S.18-19 familiarly-his long, fine- fore

finger and thumb could make a ring 
for it-and familiarly, and 

315.27 Keep him yourself." Do it your-
self.'' 

315.31-32 A Jong drop A long pause 
315.32 bad ended was broken again, 
315.34 The girl Pansy 
315.36 Madame Merle went on Madame 

Merle said, simply, 
316.2 the young creature gently said. said 

the young girl, gently. 
316.15 toward towards 
316.17 Italian, an Italian, 
316.17 took for granted took for 

granted that 
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316.21 Isabel met bis hesitation. "When 
I know what?" He hesitated a lit
tle.1J"When I know what?'' Isabel 
asked, gently. 

316.36-37 without ceremony; without 
saying anything; 

316.44 searched looked about 
317.2 he spoke once more to Isabel; he 

spoke to Isabel again; 
317.5 referred to spoke of 
317.6 began. said. 
317.12 could, just a little, I'd could-

just a little," said Rosier, "I would 
317.22 till until 
317.30 on upon 
317.40-41 that it might which it would 
318.4 to measure the possibility?" to 

measure that?" 
318.10 awaited waited for 
318.11 Palazzo the Palazzo 
318.12 though although 
318.17 eyes. eye. 
318.24-25 And be flattered himself 

Rosier flattered himself that 
318.33 fire a moment. fire for a mo

ment. 
318.40 pretend she'd pretend that she 

would 
318.44-and Osmond looked up Osmond 

said, looking up 
319.1 now bending bending 
319.7 all undisturbed: very quickly-
319.10 the master of the house Osmond 
319.11 to reply to rejoin 
319.14 his host. the master of the 

house. 
319.15 had a handsome face and was a 

handsome man, with 
319.15 beard and was beard-
319.22 his hostess this gracious lady 
319.25 he that he 
319.30 with his sense feeling 
319.32 nothing; then, nothing. Then-
319.33 eyes eye 
319.35 "Pardon "Excuse 
319.37 his friend, the young girl. 

319.40 she that she 
319.42 tone and tone, 
320.2 toward towards 
320.3 judged thought 
320.4 a little was a little 
320.5 her husband, Osmond, 
320.13 Isabel in fact, to do him 

justice, To do him justice, Isabel 
320.14-lS if she felt a pleasure or a 

pain. whether she were glad or not. 
320.16-18 quite sure of his own sense of 

the matter; though his grey eyes had 
still their fine original property of 
keeping recognition and attestation 
strictly sincere. very well pleased; his 
frank grey eye expressed a deep, if 
still somewhat shy, satisfaction. 

320.18 "heavier" larger, stouter 
320.19 and looked and he looked 
320.21 "I've but just "I have only 
320.26 remarked to bis wife. remarked, 

smiling, to his wife. 
320.31 the same at which the same one 

where 

320.32 four years since. four years ago. 
320.34 good-bye?" bis lorsbip asked of 

his hostess. good-bye? 
320.38 I remember you there. I remem

ber that you were there. 
320.39 almost a dismal memory, a mel

ancholy sort of memory, 
320.41 her old friend went on io Isabel, 

(Omitted.) 
320.42-44 he added with a look, round 

him, at her established home, in which 
she might have caught the dim ghost 
of his old ruefulness. said Lord War
burton, brightly, looking about him. 

320.46 observed remarked 
321.2 over." were over." 
321.2-5 who had already, with her rare 

capacity for such inward feats, taken 
the measure of what meeting him 
again meant for her. who had now 
completely recovered her self-posses
sion. 

321.6-7 a remarkably complete blank." 
a blank.>t 

321.9 now had now 
321.10 so conscientiously. very conscien

tiously. 
321.17-18 Lord Warburton called after 

him, as he moved away, said Lord 
Warburton, 

321.19 his Osmond's 
321.19-20 Then the visitor turned on Is

abel the deeper, the deepest, con
sciousness of his look, which He 
stood a moment, looking at Isabel 
with an eye that 

321.24 She just hesitated. Isabel hesi
tated a moment. 

321.27-28 you," she bravely returned. 
you," said Isabel, smiling. 

321.29 a pity a pity that 
321.30 she Isabel 
321.34 would press with less of his whole 

weight would prove a more comforta
ble companion 

321.35-36 without chilling it, given it a 
relieved sense of having taken the 
air. without chilling this organ, had 
freely ventilated it. 

321.37 Her friend's Lord Warburton 's 
321.38-39 one · who would rather like 

people, or like her at least, to know 
him for. �uch. who would rather like 
one to know it. 

321.40 resumed. said. 
321.44 to see and see 
321.44 she immediately said. said Isa-

bel, quickly. 
321.45 YOU that YOU 
322.2 Briton." Englishman." 
322.8-9 to remain remain 
322.11 thoroughly extremely 
322.20 could make and make 
322.25 Ralph's Touchett's 
322.29-30 I wanted him to take with 

him some d�'ier feUo�-1 mean some 
sharp young doctor; but be wouldn't 
hear of it. (Omitted.) 

321.32 decide on choose for 
322.34 and lets and she lets 
322.37 is is 
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322.38 Isabel sprang up. Isabel started 
up. 

322.38 then now." now!�, 
322.40 don't mean don't mean that 
322.43 he that he 
323.1 decide to think of it 
323.2 we had separated. we separated. 
323.2 remembered remembered that 
323.2 told me told me that 
323.4 tell you he's here, te11 you that 

he was here, 
323.4 know know that 
323.9 gallantly added. added, gallantly. 
323.20 wild bold 
323.21 wild; bold; 
323.23 Tories, tories, 
323.24-25 he calls me the King of the 

Goths-says I have, down to the de
tails of my personal appearance, every 
sign of the brute. he calls me the 
head of the Communists. 

323.30 he had a conception that he had 
a consciousness 

323.36 see see that 
323.37 understand understand that 
323.39 of his wishing that he wished 
323.41 believe believe that 
323.42 knowing knowing that 
324.6 implications; implication; 
324.7 told her told her that 
324.8 and that -that 
324.11-12 at the time of that passage in 

her history, when she married, 
324.12 this. that. 
324.16-17 · a person amused, at a pro

vincial entertainment, by some inno
cent game of guesses- a man to 
whom everything suggested a cheerful 
interpretation-

324.25 an awfully good a very good 
324.28 mean be mean that he 
324.36 mean you mean that you 
324.38 propose to propose 
324.42 pref er like 
325.6 saying you saying that you 
32S.8 it it's 
325.9 mild gaiety. gaiety. 
325.13 I do want I want 
325.15-16 -after which she reflected, 

with a pang perhaps too visible, and 
then blushing a little at the thought 

325.17-18 divined the 1>ang noticed her 
blush 

325.18-19 to her not having contributed 
then to the facility. to the incongru
ity. 

325.20 bad meanwhile meanwhile had 
325.28 so loud-every one will 

hear/' so loud9 or every one will 
hear us," 

325.29 hear hear us 
325.31-31 -and she sighed with the 

weight of her responsibility. the 
young girl exclaimed with a little sigh. 

J,:,J6 JOU," YOU," 
325.37 told me told me that 
32S.40 the very same?" the same?" 
325.41 not the very same. Papa bas been 

tenibly severe." it's not just the 
same. Papa has been very severe." 

326.4 She Pansy 
326.11 She Pansy 
326.11 a little; a moment; 
326.24 hesitated again. hesitated a mo-

ment. 
326.36 as when 
326.38 introduced. presented. 
326.40 It will probably not surprise It 

probably will not be surprising to 
326.44 after this had after this he had 
327 .3 difference he diff ere nee that he 
327.21 such a burden as to make a bur-

den that would make 
327.22 So dismal had been Such had 

been, 
327.23 Ralph's prevision Ralph's rather 

dismal prevision 
327.24 remember remember that 
327.29 thought thoughts 
327.32-33 be best embodied in best be 

preserved by 
327.41 had written sent 
328.2 had taken place took place 
328.3 bad effected ef f ecteq 
328.4 bad incJulged- indulged 
328.5-6 bad protested protested 
328. 7 put a barrier erected a barrier 
328.9 had deemed deemed 
328.12 not apparently to have been made 

in vain; not made in vain; 
328.16 bad appeared appeared 
328.18 had proved the most acceptable 

proved to be the most picturesque 
328.19 there bad been there was 
328.21 Isabel bad been Isabel was

328.21-22 not seeing bis way simply to 
take the poor girl for funny. not hav
ing been able to judge the poor girl 
more hµmorously. 

328.23 if whether 
328.23-24 his sense of fun, or of the 

funny-which would be bis sense of 
humour, wouldn't it?-his sense of 
humour 

328.27 bad thought thought 
328.29 had also also 
328.31 had appealed protested 
328.31 that had made which made 
328.36 had answered answered 
328.38 had seen saw 
328.39 bad followed followed 
328.40 had spent spent 
328.41 had been was 
328.42 had gone went 
328.4S had occupied occupied 
329.1 had come came 
329.J was then of was of
329.5 nothing be nothing that he 
329.12 had been was 
329.12 had given gave 
329.17 talked of talked about 
329.19 talked of talked about 
329.26 and showing no symptom with

out a symptom 

JJ?,JO aaw, �aw that 
329.31 and Osmond not eager and that 

Osmond was not eager 
329.32 had been were 
329.41 had, after this, chosen after this, 

chose 
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329.46 while engaged while he was en-
gaged 

330.l had yet felt felt
330.5 union, marriage,
330.9 At present, however, But now
330.12 on upon
330.13-14 it was a representation, it was

even an advertisement. it was a repre
sentation. 

330.18 appeared seemed 
330.29 studied impressions calculated 

impressions 
330.30 long rides, long drives, 
330.32 people who people that' 
330.36 had been used used · 
330.39 moved faster, breathed faster, 

moved faster, 
331.4 yet but 
331.4 an amplitude and a briWancy 

a kind of amplitude and brilliancy 
331.5 that which 
331.10 What did Isabel represent? 

"What djd Isabel represent?" 
331,12-13 he then woefully exclaimed. 

he exclaimed. 
331.18 deeply calculated. elaborately 

studied. 
331.25 "It's "but it's
331.34 subtly considered deeply calcu

lated 
331.36 consideration. calculation. 
331.38 the conscious attitude of years. a 

pose of years. 
331.43-44 had made him feel great, 

ever, made him feel gr.eat 
332.1 Miss Archer; Isabel Archer; 
332.6 they may at tile time bave been 

worth. they are worth. 
332.8-9 the husband of the woman be 

loved Gilbert Osmond 
332.l 1 Gilbert Osmond .Mr. Osmond
332.16 were was
332.20-21 Ralph bad had toward the

end, a sbarp inward vision of Os
mond's making it of small ease to bls 
wife Ralph had. towards the end, an 
inward conviction that Osmond had 
made it uncomfortable for his wife 

332.22 Mr. Toucbett. her cousin. 
332.25-26 so when when 
332.26 bad taken took 
332.27 bad deprived deprived 
332.28-29 was keeping him kept him 
332.29 had decided decided 
332.30 had been was 
332.32 would serve, would do, 
332.37-38 the person In the world in 

whom be was most interested: his 
cousin; 

332.40 wanted wished 
332.41 her husband he 
332.43 bad held held 
332.43 had kept kept 
332.45 had elven gave 
333.6 mounted ascended 
333.� 1 C) their sending their carriage

Isabel sending a carriage
333.10 Palazzo the Palazzo 
333.19 all shamelessly. in a tone of jo

cosity. 

333.20 mean you'll mean that you will 
333.22 you. Rome's you; iCs 
333.23 to do. I'll to do; I will 
333.24-25 puffing a cigar and as if 

trying to see it. puffing his cigar, as if 
he were trying to see it.

333.28 Ralph. "I've done trying. Ralph; 
333.3�37 I'll stay. I haven't a single 

cousin in Sicily-much less a manied 
one." I'll stay; I haven't got any 
cousins in Sicily." 

334.2 insist on Sicily. go to Sicily. 
334.10 a very good Christian. You're a 

very kind man." a very good fellow. 
You are very kind." 

334.24 desiring wanting 
334.31 These two were gentlemen These 

two gentlemen were children 
334.34 subject they subject that they 
334.42 What then What 
334.42 Ralph's friend demanded. 

(Omitted.) 
335.3 to mind bis likings. They're to 

mind it. It's
335.12 disappear. go away. 
33S.17 obsened instead. said. 
335.19 returned remarked 
335.32 she that she 
335.36 "Complained? Complain? 
335.36-37 She has done it-what sbe 

has done- She has done it, 
336.1 looking at it hard. blushing a lit

tle. 
336.11-12 how cheered .. up old Osmond 

wUI be?" how tickled Gilbert Os
mond will be!" 

336.13-14 shouldn't propose for Ids 
daughter shan't marry his daughter 

336.14 him. 
0 him." 

336.21 scarcely in the mood scarcely to 
be in the mood 

336.22 judge think 
336.28 Pansy." the girl." 
336.30 Pansy the girl 
336.31-32 and rather a clouded brow. 

with a rather sombre eye. 
336.36 being-a-so being a-so

337.9 much wonder a kind of wonder 
337.10 That personage Madame Merle 
337.11 character person 
337 .19 gallant brilliant 
337.21 trick trick that 
337.22 disgusts; disgust; 
337.24 sharpness peremptoriness 
337.26 some new adventure. a new at

tempt. 
337.27 younger person she had been 

used young girl, she used 
337.30 by reason and by wisdom. by 

reason, by wisdom. 
337.32 her brDllant friend Madame 

Merle 
337.37-38 tbe personage in question 

made again Madame Merle made 
338.4 her friend- Madame Merle-
338.9-10 her old ally was different, was 

almost detacbed-pusbing to tbe 
extreme Madame Merle was changed 
-that she pushed to the extreme

338.18 our younc woman our heroine 
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338,18 overdid a little. overdid it a lit

tle. 
338.22-23 was not after all of the inner 

circle. was after all not one of them. 
338.28 must must 
338.40 say say that 
338.41 Certainly Of course 
339.9 providence, fortune, of provi-

dence, of fortune, 
339.10 true true that
339.12 strange event marriage 
339.14 producing cause cause 
339.15 important friendship fertile friend

ship 
339.15 This had That 
339.16-19 her aunt and at a time when 

she was still capable of that large in
ward reference, the tone almost of the 
philosophic historian, to her scant 
young annals. her aunt. 

339.19 her change of state the event, 
339.22 their union her marriage 
339.23 convenient Yiew comfortable 

view 
339.24-25 consented to finger, in talk. 

this roundest and smoothest bead of 
their social rosary. spoke of Madame 
Merle, and when his wife alluded to 
her he usually let the allusion drop.

339.26 Madame Merle?'' her?" 
339.30 almost unnaturally good! good! 
339.31 it makes for relaxation-for a 

sort of moral detente. it's a sort of 
rest. 

339.36 sensibly different, somewhat 
changed, 

339.37 not quite the same. altered. 
339.39 may miss, lacks, 
339.41 Madame Merle's having Madame 

Merle having 
339.42-43 It might have been written, 

it seemed, 
340.1-2 That reflection indeed This re-

flection, however, 
340.2-j she knew an immediate 

horror Isabel felt a sort of horror 
340.11 her friend, her brilliant friend, 
340.13-14 She was herself moreover so 

unable Moreover, she herself was so 
unable 

340.15 wished wished that 
340.16-17 it would have made in a 

manner for refreshment. it would be 
a kind of refreshment. 

340.17 Wasn't it in a manner Jealousy,
after all, was in a sense 

340.17 happiness? happiness. 
340.18-19 was wise, so wise that she 

might have been pretending to 
know was wise; it would seem that 
she knew 

340.25 Her poor winged spirit The poor 
girl 

340.26 its best, her best, 

340.26 It hid she had 
340.27 It wished, She wished, 
340.28 itself herself 
340.29 Us her 
340.30 to be derived from that she 

might derive from it 

340.37-38 one way to repair it-just im
mensely ( oh, with the highest gran
deur!) to accept U. one way to repair 
it-to accept it. 

341.1 for Pansy-it was also for Pansy, 
It was

341.3-4 nothing else in ber life that bad

the rightness of the young creature's

attachment or the sweetness of her 
oWD clearness about it. nothing in her 
life so much as it should be as the 
young girl's attachment and the pleas
antness of feeling it. 

341.6-7 ardent coercive faith. faith. 
341. 7 the girl's Pansy's 
341.8 as a definite reason as a com

mand, as a definite reason 
341.11 a direct admonition; a kind of 

admonition; 
341.12-13 an opportunity, not eminent 

perhaps, but unmistakeable. Yet an 
opportunity an opportunity. An op
portunity 

341.18 believe believe that 
341.10 and now she and she 
341.32 luxuriously mild. elaborately 

soft. 
341.32-33 how Pansy liked to be with 

her and how she studied that Pansy 
liked immensely to be with her and 
studied 

341.36 could have had no reference 
could not have ha� any reference 

341.39-40 she could have thought she 
thought 

341.45 Palazzo the Palazzo
342.3-4 knew her little companion 

knew that Pansy 
342.9 her stepmother, Isabel, 
342.9 small little 
342.17-18 bad a swift length of step, 

though not so swift a one as on her 
first coming to Europe. stepped 
quickly, though not so quickly as when 
she first came to Europe. 

342.21 father's wife, stepmother, 
342.22 her Pansy's 
342.23 She Pansy 
342.25 Palazzo the Palazzo
342.35 was there sat there 
342.36 unaware unaware that
342.38 colloquy dialogue 
342.43 on upon 
343.4 nothing to shock nothing shocking 
343.6 positions, position, 
343.9 her husband, Gilbert Osmond, 
343.11 their visitor Madame Merle 
343.15 Isabel asked wUh a smile. Asked 

Isabel, smiling. 
343.22 you; you; 
343.26 you didn't believe it," you didn't 

believe me,'' 
343.39 I know very well. I know that.
344.1 hesitated. hesitated a moment. 

344.6 the sort a sort 
344.16 he he 
344.29 "The dearest "She is the dearest 
344.29 -but very limited." but she 1s

very limited.,, 
344.33 with lace borders." with lace." 
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345.8 After which again Then 
345.12 the latter Isabel 
�S.18 so much as much 
345.33 while she stood as she stood 
34S.34 and pushed into pushing into 
345.36 saying there's sayin·g that there is 
345.39 returned rejoined 
346.J "Pardon me; I forgot "Excuse

me; I forgot that 
346.14 Isabel's eyes rested on her. 

Isabel smiled a little. 
346.19 then said then she said. 
346.37 Isabel cried cried Isabel, 
346.45 shan't shall not 
347.1 want wish 
347.11 never told you anytbin� of the 

sort." never told you that." 
347.12 might might 
347.12 done so-so far as opportunity 
went-when done so when 
347.15 and sometimes sometimes 
347.16-17 because she wished not to 

she did not wish to 
347.18 returned. said. 
347.19 know know that 
347 .24 that which 
347.30 triumphantly withdrew. took her 

departure. 
347.41 her stepdaughter. the young girl. 
347 .42 if whether 
348.5 positive exertion. exertion. 
348.6 sense conviction 
348. 7 disease-of suffering as opposed to 

doing. To "do"- disease; it was suf
fering as opposed to action. To act, to 
do something-

348.11-12 visions of bis wife's limpness 
under appeal. images of a flat want 
of zeal. 

348.14 so sound a character. such a fine 
fellow. 

348.16-17 to believe sincerely, and with 
proof of It, to believe, sincerely� 

348.22 charming girl. young girl. 
348.22 "weird" odd ·that 
348.27 he Lord Warburton 
348.28 ever were looking for? looked 

for? 
348.32 odd he should care odd that he 

cared 
348.33 had supposed. supposed. 
348.3S think think that 
348.45 tiresome she tiresome that she 
349.5 so light a weight. so very flimsy. 
34!>.9 a perfect little pearl of a 

peeress. a very picturesque little peer
ess. 

349.18-11 Mrs. Osmond bad grown of a 
sudden Isabel had suddenly grown 

349.12 An impediment Somehow, an 
impediment 

349.13 not anyhow not 
349.17-19 to see her as rather letting 

go, under wagestlon, than as clutching 

oodcr dcprcc10ona1inc@ 1b@ bid ctr• 
tainly the fatuity to think the young 
girl would not be tenacious, for she 
had the f acuity 

349.20 protest. resistance. 

349.22-23 like him; she like him. She 
349.24 bad said said 
349.26 rightest and easiest- happiest; 
349.28-31 as if she understood his sub-

jects with that sufficiency with whkh 
she followed those of the fashionable 
operas. This went far enough for at
tention to the music and· the 
barytone. as if she could understand 
everything. 

349.32-33 to another fluttered young 
chit to Isabel herself 

349.38 Osmond had been. Osmond. 
350.1 submissive attentive 
350.7 to Palazzo Roccanera. to the Pi

azza [sic] Roccanera. 
350.15 fell short of the point did not 

succeed in coming to the point 
350.16 couldn't rise to it; couldn't; 
350.17 made this made it 
3S0.18 or Insidious; insidious; 
350.19-21 Isabel was instinctively much 

more true t.han false to the common 
genius of her sex. There was Isabel 
had all the qualities of her sex. It was 

350.2S she wondered if Isabel asked 
herself whether 

3S0.27 pronounced- exclaimed-
350.27-28 when their distinguished visi

tor should wish when Lord Warbur
ton wished 

350.30 studiously said nothing, said 
nothing, 

350.36 not to be seen through. rather 
opaque. 

350.37 She Isabel 
350.39 sat down; be looked sat down, 

looking 
350.39 she Isabel 
350.41 kept his silence. sat silent. 
351. 7-8 slightly stouter a little stouter 
351.8-9 might strike one as. very 

looked very 
351.11 stayed half an hour." stayed for 

half-an-hour." 
351.22 of that." in that." 
351.35 tapestry tapestry that 
351.42 afraid afraid that 
352.3 and that and 
352.18-19 sit perfectly quiet sit stiJI 
352.29 not.bing in Uf e nothing 
352.31 and that that 
352.31 with which moreover and 
352.38 and although though 
352.41 an humiliation. a humiliation. 
352.42 her- her-
353.4 It's very odd It is very singular 

that 

3S3.12 perfectly still. still. 
353.12-13 perfectly stm. still; 
353.22 she went on. Isabel said. 
3S3.25 told me it told me that it 
353.28 sharply. quickly; 
3S3.37 might should 

J§JJI mlebt Rhould 
353.39 might should 
353.43 you." you.,. 
353.45 she returned. she said simply. 
3S4.1 fingered the pages while sJae sat si-
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lent and occupied turned over the 
pages, while Isabel sat silent, occupy
ing 

354.5 offensive disagreeable 
354.5-6 she felt the great naturalness of 

bis saying it, Isabel felt it to be natu
ral that her husband should say it, 

354.6 extremely like what she had 
said something very much of the 
same sort that she had said 

3S4.11 she replied. Isabel answered, 
gently. 

3S4.13 "Well, I "Well," he said, "I
354.15 remember bow much I count 

on remember that I count upon 
354.19 bad answered answered 
354.21-22 made vibrations deep, so that 

she bad been opened the door to agi-
tation, so that she was 

354.22 be Osmond 
3S4.24 still drawing-room silent draw

ing-room, 
354.29 a definite influence a peculiar 

influence 
354.29 Warburton-this bad Warburton 

had 
354.37 bad first come first came 
354.38 the link that that the link which 
354.38 to be completely had completely 
354.39 it had yet it still had 
354.42 thought of him she always 

thought; thought of Lord Warburton 
she still thought; 

354.43 this feeling that feeling 
354.43 it seemed to her in fact on the 

contrary, it seemed to her 
355.3 knew knew that 
355.11 knowing be knowing that he 
355.12 small creature's own- young 

girl's-
3SS.14 she Isabel 
35S.14 moment she moment that she 
355.15 her old friend Lord Warburton 
355.18-19 another satisfaction and what 

might be called other chances. an

other satisfaction. 
355.21 believe him in perfect good 

faith. belfovc that he was in good 
faith. 

355.22 were was 
355.23-24 bad completely lost com

pletely lost 
355.29 till until 
355.37-38 her husband's being in more 

direct communication with Madame 
Merle her husband and Madame 
Merle being in more direct communi
cation 

355 .38 That This 
355.39 wondered wondered that 
355.49-41 half an hour a-=o haJf-an-

hour before, 
356.3 was now was 
356.18 and where it served and served 
356.25 herself herself, however, 
35,,1., \\tntU\ \\<1�t,u \ b.�cs�l{-
356.28 thought thought that 
356.29 first year of their life together, so 

admlnb)y intimate at first, first year 
of her marriage 

356.30 bad taken took 
356.30-31 bad begun began 
356.34 deepened, increased, 
356.34 now and agaip here and there 
3S6.3S prospect life 
356.38-39 They were a part, they were 

a kind of creation and consequence, 
They were a part 

356.40-41 that is but of one thing, that 
is, of but one thing, 

356.41 not not 
356.41 wrong be wrong that he 
356.42 believed believed that 
357.4-S wearing a mask or a dress, 

playing a part, 
JS7.S and had and he had 
357 .6 apprehension he apprehension 

that he 
357.24 she had been immensely she had 

him immensely 
357 .28 be bad succeeded. He bad 

succeeded that he succeeded. He suc
ceeded 

357.29 bad been sincere; was sincere; 
357.29 now to deny to deny 
357.33 had a more wondrous vision had 

a vision 
357.34 him, fed through charmed senses 

and oh such a stirred fancy !-she him 
-she

3S7.36 figures. portraits. 
357.38 bad interested interested 
357.39 There had been There was 
357.44-45 she had found that she 

found 
358.2-3 bad loved him, she bad so anx

iously and yet so ardently apven 
herself- loved him-

3S8.4 brought him and what might enrich 
the gift. brought him. 

358.S full weeks weeks
358.7 charged hands. full hands.
3.58.8 would never wouldn't
358.10-11 the fantastic fact. a fact.
358.13 conscience, to some more pre-

pared receptacle. conscience. 
358.15 with the best taste who had the 

best taste 
3S8.16 should have given should give 
358.16 would have been was 
358.18 had been was 
358.20 attaching which attached 
358.29 cheek homed cheek tingled 
358.32 ardour feeling 
358.37-40 The finest-In the seme of 

being the subtlest-manly organism she 
bad ever knoWD bad become her prop
erty, and the recognition of her having 
but to put out her bands and take it 
had been originally a sort of act of 
devotion. The finest individual she 
had ever known was hers; the simple 
knowledge was a sort of act of devo
tion. 

358.42 in in

358.44 to seize her; to do it; 
358.45 pliant, subtle, 
359.2 she that she 
359.10 had come came 

• 

I 
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359.11 have noticed it, notice it, 
359.11 had been were 
359.13 had looked looked 
359.13 bad then appeared appeared 
359.13-14 had really really 

359.15 bad known knew 
JS9.16 had supposed, supposed, 
359.17 bad asked asked 
359.18 had liked Uked 
359.22 It had not been this, It was not 

that, 
359.23 this had been nothing. that was 

nothing. 
359.25 What be had meant had been 

What he meant was 
359.28 had found found 
359.32-33 bad been was 

359.40 find to find 
359.41 bad told her told her that 
359.43 that of the love the love 
359.43-44 and of all and all 
360.1 bad elapsed, she had followed 

elapsed, she followed 
360.1 bad led led 
360.2 then, then then, then 
360.10-11 bad not been was not 
360.18 had known knew 
360.39 grand noble 
360.41 herself, avowedly, herself, 
360.43 been was 

361.10 be Osmond 
361.19 the transmitted; and transmitted;
361.25 from what source he had de· 

rived where he had got 
361.27 and after after 
361.37 she Isabel 
361.37 dose about closing about 
361.39 seemed seemed to be 
362.2 things things that 
362.3 see see that 
362.7 or a or of a

362.20 no great insolence no very un
warrantable demand 

362.20-21 a man so accomplished and a 

husband originally at least· so ten
der. a husband. 

362.24-25 such a thing as chastity and 
even as decency. such a thing as 
purity. 

362.25-26 was far from doing anything 
of the sort; didn't; 

362.33 that which 
362.35 traditions-it was enough tra

ditions, 
362.36-37 it was this that -it was that 

that 
262.41 it; that; 

362.42 bad scorched on bis discoverin� 
scorched when he discovered that 

363.l his Osmond's
363.2 the a 
363.2 that she could after all that. after 

all, she could 
363.5 him? him? 

Jfill r@rtilud@ th@ convietion thnt ihe 
363.11 she she 

363.17 a horrible life. an awful life. 
363.21 it that it

363.24-25 having bad to contain himself 

bad only deepened his having to con
tain himself only deepened Osmond's 

363.28 room- bedroom-
363.28 was what he wanted he wanted 
363.35 on upon 
363.36 on upon 
363.37-38 her ache for herself became 

somehow her ache for him. her spirit 
rose. 

364.6 she was perpetually, in their 
talk, in their talk she was perpetually 

364.9 had warned warned 
364.30 saloon drawing-room 
364.42 homed had burned 
364.4S Madame Merle unconsciously and 

f nmlliarly associated. Madame Merle, 
grouped unconsciously and familiarly. 

365.-4 and ·had and she had 
365.4 she that she
36S.7 this unlikely; that this was not

likely; 
36S.16 rendered her rendered 
365.17-18 aware of the near presence of 

Edward Rosier. He stood before her; 
be bad Jost aware that Edward Ro
sier was standing before her. He had 
Jost 

365.20-21 felt bis case to be at bottom 
a bard one: felt that at bottom his 
case was a hard one;

365.23 notify her notify her that 
36S.23 and then and then he 
366.2 know know that 
366.4 Isabel patiently answered. Isabel 

answered, smiling. 
366. 7 refused you on the spot." refused

you."
366.8-9 you think me a mere Parisian 

trifler!" you think I'm a trifler!" 
366.13 I see. You pity me- I see; you 

pity· me, 
366.16 the deficiency the movement 
366.24 finally asked said 
366,25 that which 
366.27 her her 
366.29 Mr. Rosier effectively said. Ro-

sier exclaimed. 
366.39 he that he 
366.41 looking and looked 
366.43 saw saw that 
367.3-4 she bad discovered her lover to 

have that she perceived that her lover 
had 

367.13 be bad formed he formed 
367.21 the little maid." my little maid.,, 
367.29 bis mettle his importance 
367.33 should shall 
367.40 danced dance 
368.2 it's really a recreation. that is a 

recreation. 
368.4 Will you absolutely not dance?" 

Won't you really dance?" 
368.6 a little. a moment. 
368.10 is charmed with cares for
368.17 She Isabel 

�lA.i, did as mucL; smiled; 
368.23-24 pleasanter even than the sum 

of bis merits warranted; delightful; 
368.24 that which 
368.29 didn't suit did not please 
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368.Jl it might be it was
368.37 little maids. young girls.
368.41-42 immediate and acdve; most

active; 
368.44 might be was 
369.2 unwitting; unconscious; 
369.4 none (sic] less impossible. none 

the less unacceptable. 
369.4-S he should get back into right 

relations with things Lord Warburton 
should come to self-consciousne�s 

369.13 k-new knew that 
369.16 knew Pansy to be knew that 

Pansy was 
369.16 The girl The young girl 
369.17 flush, look, 
369.24 alternati9ns alternations 
369.26 think think that 
369.28 she Isabel 
370,2 with her own raised: "Please 

let looking up- "Please to let 
370.5 you'd you should 
370.12 that.,, that." 
370.2S do it dance 
370.25 do nothing." dance nothing." 
370.43 knew knew that 
371.5 her!" her!,, 
371.14 Pansy." Pansy," said Isabel 
371.28 My husband, however, has But 

my husband has 
371.44 sudden)}' turned turned, sud

denly, 
371.2 "I like you, however that may 

be, "All the same, l like you 
372.S you're that you are
372.6-7 I like you as somebody to 

laugh at." I like you, too." 
372.15 waited hesitated 
372.17 told you told you that 
372.18 quick blush sprang to his brow. 

sudden blush sprung to his face. 
372.18 told me she told me that she 
372.20 suggested he added-
372.21 through his blush. suggestively, 

through his blush. 
372.ll told you she bas told you that

she had
372.26 continued empty; continued to 

be empty; 
372.41 any one anything 
372.42 loveable charming 
372.43 "No one, "Nothing, 
373.S forty-two years old. forty years

old.
373.6 pretend pretend that 
373.10 friend. companion.
373.11 eyes, eye,
373.13 expression eye 
373.14 in fear. frightened. 
373.15 showed expressed
373.16 wanted wished 
373.16-17 suspect her of detecting in his 

proposal of marrying suspect that she 
detected in his wish to marry 

373.18-19 or of tbJnking it, on such a 
betrayal, ominous. or that if she did 
detect it, she thought it alarming· or 
compromising. 

373.22-23 so far as as far as
3j3.25-27 where, within her compan-

ion's view, she was immediately ad• 
dressed by a pair of gendemen, high 
personages in the Roman world, who 
met her as if they had been looking 
for her. where she encountered sev.1 
eral acquaintances. 

373.28 regretting regretting that 
373.35 softly wailed, murmured, 
373.41 doorways!" the doorways!" 
374.19 place city 
374.22 an habitation a habitation 
374.23 to visit that city; to go there; 
374.30 that which 
374.36-37 that one had heard of. one 

had heard of. 
374.38 sure sure that 
374.41 to the monuments and museums, 

the to the 
375.5 Palazzo the Palazzo
375.9-10 It was her husband who But 

her husband 
375.17-18 she had somewhere a patch 

of common ground that she had a 
patch of common ground somewhere, 
which 

375.20 should would 
375.20 had really touched touched 
375.23 on upon 
37S.24-2S begin, like fire-works, or 

Lent, or the opera seuon; begin; 
375.33 bright rare sheU, bright shell, 
375.33-34 a polished surface and a re• 

markably pink lip, a polished surface,
37S.43 frosted wedding-cake. wedding-

cake. 
376.2 Palazzo the Palazzo 
376.27 encountered- encountered. 
376.32 if whether 
376.36 contemporary; modern; 
376.39 bad been used used 
376.39-41 shoulders timorously bared of 

their tight black velvet (oh the old 
clothes!) bare shoulders, 

376.42 had spoken spoke 
376.42-43 the accent of her "Creole'• 

ancestors, as she always confessed; a 
kind of Southern accent; 

376.46 her ma1U1er and her manner 
377.1-3 It was as impossible to imagine 

her vaguely sighing as to imagine a 
letter posted without its address. 
(Omitted.) 

377.4 more in the movement more 
efficient 

377.S She 1iHenrietta
377 .5 bad called on had come to see
377.10 put herself out for her, 

since gone to see her, for 
377 .12-13 graciously uked. asked, 

smiling graciously. 
377.20-21 known it at the time," known 

it." 
377.JS scandal disgrace
377 .38 bland soft
377 .39 come to see come and see
378.17-18 She gave no reason."· (Omit-

ted.) 
378.29-30 "The reason's Osmond," she 

pregnantly remarked. "That's Os-
mond/' she remarked pregnantly. 
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378.21 make a stand," resist," 
378.24 ingenuously added. added, inge-

nuously. 
379.4 bad had 
379.10 brilliant. smart. 
379.12 brilliant?" smart?" 
379.29 and and she 
379.33 enquired with unprecedented dis-

tinc:tness. inquired, softly. 
379.35 certain certain that 
379.39-pilty-?" -is guilty-',. 
379.42-43 as I hear, is is, as I hear, 
379.44 just anxious," very anxious," 
380.2 I'll tell I tell 
380.3 I enga,e I will engage 
380.5 her gaze. her eyes. 
380.6 Idea idea that 
380.11-12 begun a little to bore 

her. begun to bore her a little. 
380.17 amusla1 himselt-in bis own old

way- enjoying himself 
380.28 him him 
380.30 believed believed that 
380.33-34 than she bad imagined, 

though with a capacity for coarseness 
even there. than she had imagined. 

380.35 said for edification. said, 
gravely. 

380.37 aggravates increases 
380.41 be be that 
380.41 Miss Stackpole pursued, said 

Miss Stackpole, 
381.1-3 with small bright eyes and an 

eager-looking nose; with cheeks into 
each of which a nusb bad come. with 
her small bright eyes and her eager
looking nose; a flush had come into 
each of her cheeks. 

381.3 gentil! Isn't It gentil!" she said. 
"Isn't that 

381.10 No one, man or woman, No one 
381.19 give no not give a 
381.21 her the Countess 
381.21 the way her way 
381.2l inns hotels 
381.39 banded him handed to him 
381.40 pursued her �ourse took her 

course 
382.4 bot is but 
382.10-11 bad a special devotion had 

taken a great fancy 
382.13-14 and yet reminded but she 

had reminded 
382.32 stated; said; 
382.33 but not but he was not 
382.36 none the less, however, 
383.1 she that she 
383.11 loudly. loud. 
383.14 went on said 
383.15 patience. own reasonableness. 
383.24 continued went on 
383.27 think sometimes think sometimes 

that 
383.27 knew knew that 
383.28 I'd take I would take 
383.33 be answered Goodwood ex-

claimed, 
383.37 so far as as far as 
383.41 demanded. inquired. 
383.43 her her 

383.44 some harm? harm?

384.S you. It's you; it's
384.8 'more' more
384.22 real issue." question.''
384.28 turned off turned away
384.30 but after then, after
384.31 then resumed. said in a moment.
384.35 after thinking some minutes,

after a moment's resitation, 
384.38 he said. said Goodwood. 
384.43 bung back; hesitated; 
385.6 prosperity. progress. 
385. 7 wish wish that

385.20 desired wished
385.21 l'ise, vice,
385.28 it struck him it seemed to him
385.36 then said, then he said,
385.37 wholly without the flourish with-

out any of the richness 
385.40-41 returned imperturbably. re

marked, serenely. 
385.43 knew her husband to be knew 

that her husband was 
385.45 That knowledge This knowledge 
386.4 opposition. displeasure. 
368.8 aversion to it, disapproval; 
386.8 partook she partook 
386.10 bis Osmond�s 
386.11 appointed and Inscribed master; 

master; 
386.15 on 1iving when she gave 
386.18 none the less, however, 
386.19 something something that 
386.19 bestown. given. 
386.22 upon her to the end. upon her. 
380.23 call upon go and see 
386.27 she didn't, to be just, to be just, 

she didn't 
386.27 could could 
386.29 Osmond's sore, mute protest 

was Osmond's objections were 
386.29 he Osmond 
386.30-31 If be should put forth bis au

thority, she would then she should 
386.33 rupture, rupture with her hus

band, 
386.34 wishing wishing that 
387 .2-3 was no conceivable substitute 

is no substitute 
387.3-7 the measure of propriety was In 

the canon of taste, and there coaldn't 
have been a better proof that morality 
was, so to speak, a matter of earnest 
appreciation. Isabel's application of 
that measure had been particularly 
free to-day, the measure of expedi
ency resided in her moral conscious
ness. It had been very liberal to-day, 

389.11 a question. lt,s a question," she 
said. "It's 

387.12 guess yoar quesdon," know it," 
387.15 ''Very possibly you guess It. 

Please "It's very possible," said Isa
bel. "Please 

387.l 7 she said; said Isabel;
387.26-27 as if bis mlld hllarlty had 

beett touclaed with mystlfkatloa, "You 
say a moment; a shade of perplexity 
mingled with his mild hilarity. "You 
said 
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387.32 stared. stared a little. 
387.32-33 he wants, of all things in the 

world he desires 
387.37 now now that 
387.38 waited hesitated 
387.41 tiresome." She spoke, tiresome,'� 

Isabel said, speaking 
388.9 on upon 
388.11 abruptly and abruptly, 
388.22 see him through." help him." 
388.24 debated. hesitated a moment. 
388.27 seem to see suspect 
388.31 another person, some one else, 
388.39 the merit-for Pansy-of the 

merit of 
388.39 Pansy. her. 
389.S Gilbert- Osmond-
389.27 how he Judged for her and bow

he knew. that he knew it. 
389.28 know know it 
389.29 show her show her that 
389.41 scarce scarcely 
389.44 saw saw that 
390.15 be answered. said Ralph. 
390.16 no reply; no answer; 
390.16 pulled her band shook her hand 
390.17 withdrew from the room. went 

out of the room. 
390.19 the girl's the young girl's 
390.27 Palazzo the Palazzo 
390.34-35 betraying this beat. betraying 

it to Pansy. 
390.36 causing alarm. frightening her. 
390.36 guessed guessed that 
390.37 more or less a little 
391.7 dimly vaguely 
391.lS nearer, nearer to Isabel's,
391.19 returned. rejoined.
391.21 on upon
391.32 the child Pansy
391.38 want?" desire?''
391.40 wanted wished
391.41 told him told him that
391.44 Isabel pronounced. said Isabel.
392.4 sighing at this, sighing then,
392.4 that this
392.6 who think that think
391.7 know know that
392.10 knows knows that I
392.10 him." him/'
392.20 hypocritically cried. cried, hypo

critically. 
392.22 evidently much puzzled; she was 

evidently deeply puzzled; 
392.23 wretched miserable 
392.32-34 failed to lead did not lead 
392.33 toward towards 
392.39 not at all large." not very 

large." 
392.41 have myself so little have very

little 
392.42-43 With which Isabel Isabel 
392.44 It was what she was doin� She 

was doing this 
393,1 it was this was 
393.3 think she think that she 
393.4-5 her companion softly demanded. 

said Pansy. softly. 
393.6-7 Isabel took refuge in timorous 

vagueness. Isabel pusillanimously took 
refuge in a generalization. 

393.13 The child's Pansy's 
393.16 quavered out: she said, with a 

timorous sigh-
393.21 sure sure that 
393.25 resumed; said; 
393.30 he'll propose for me he will ask 

me to marry him. 
393.33 propose ask me 
393.42 conduced to Isabel's awkwardness. 

made Isabel feel very awkward. 
394.7 sure of his knowing sure that he 

knows 
394.19 unreservedly answered. answered. 
394.24 the child Pansy 
394.25-26 her companion Isabel 
394.26 this friend her

395.12 Isabel was reduced to 
replying. said Isabel. 

395.16 She Isabel 
395.21 She just faltered. Isabel hesitated 

a moment. 
395.26 she demanded. Isabel asked. 
395.33-34 wish hand.s laid on Lord 

Warburton you must lay the.m 
yourself." wish to capture Lord War
burton, you must do it yourself." 

·395.42 That effect had never been so
marked as now. That was the expres
sion of his eyes now. 

395.43 she returned. she said. 
395.44-45 he doesntt after all come 

forward he doesn't come up to the 
mark 

396.3 she went on. said Isabel. 
396.S her, Isabel,
396.6-7 must want to make sure of

him!" must wish to capture him!" 
396.15 He Osmond 
396.16 I want it immensely." I wish it 

very much." 
396.17 came in to came in, as if to 
396.29 be explained, said Lord Warbur

ton, 
396.30 mentioned explained 
396.31-32 or the day after. or next 

day. 
396.36-37 on their visitor's face, on 

Lord· Warburton's face, 
396.39 bis her visitor's 
396.39 would should 

396.44 a quarter of an hour, for a 
quarter of an hour, 

396.45-397 .1 a course he a course 
which he 

397 .6 state of things for a man of bi8 
leisure and intelligence. state of 
things. 

397 .9 had bad had 
397 .23-24 she would be an immense 

success there, she certaJnJy would, 
she would be immensely liked in En
gland, Miss Osmond would, 

397 .27-28 to a two-legged creature. to 
any one. 

397.30 than final interviews? a final in
terview? 

397.30 one wanted- one wanted to-
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397.3�34 Such a sense was upsetting; it

muddled one's wits. Such a sense was 
bewildering; it made one nervous. 

397 .42 conditions circumstances 
398.4 impudence imprudence, 
398.4-5 felt it out of her husband's 

power perceived that i� was not in 
her husband's power 

398.S-6 A complex operation, A dou-
ble operation,

398.7 their visitor, Lord Warburton.; 
398.15 their friend Lod Warburton, 
398.21 on this prize upon Lord Warbur-

ton 
398.24-26 not for any profit to a person 

already so generally, so perfectly pro• 
vided as Gilbert Osmond. not for Gil
bert Osmond's. 

398.35 the other's Lord Warburton's 
398.41-42 the leave-taker's movements 

their visitor's movements 
398.42 The latter Their visitor 
398.45-399.1 had bad had 
399.25 Mrs. Osmond Isabel 
399.27 wound up terminated 
399.28 rather a a rather 
399.35-36 her friend Lord Warburton 
399.43 he returned. said Lord Warbur-

ton. 
400.5 be bung fire but an instant- he 

hesitated a moment-
400.15 Her voice perceptibly trembled. 

The young girl's voice trembled a 
little. 

400.23 And her interlocutor and Lord 
Warburton 

400.27 she Isabel 
400.40 be couldn't Osmond could not 
400.45 if whether 
401.3 She Isabel 
401.18 she returned. said Isabel. 
401.30 mean mean that 
401.44 indeed however, 
402.4 soddenly asked. asked, suddenly. 
402.22 returned rejoined 
402.lS having prevented preventing
402.36 demanded. asked.
402.41 Gilbert, Osmond,
403.1 who bas tried who tried
403.1-2 bas grotesquely failed." didn't

succeed." 
403.3-4 Isabel said. said Isabel. 
403.16 a moment; then a moment, and 

then 
403.2S stupefy bewilder 
403.27 as she turned turning 
403.30 she learned bow she learned that 
403.32 This latter fact Thls latter event 
403.39-40 her friend-bis friend 

Madame Merle 
404.1 the charming woman her brilliant 

friend 
404.4 to make it known to her to in-

form her of this fact 
404.10 discordant inharmonious 
404�11 bad left left 
404.12 the most superfluous of shocks: 

an unnecessary shock; 
404.15 steer wide. steer skillfully. 
404.18 horrid painful 

404.21 on upon 
404.22 grim reality. great reality. 
404.22 had cried cried 
404.24 had been was 
404.27 had been was 
404.27 the impression. that.

404.18 bad been was 
404.29 and in that and that 
404.29-30 the same it 
404.30 had lasted lasted 
404.31 his final appeal had in short 

faded Caspar Goodwood's visit faded 
404.31-32 all the first year during the 

first year 
404.32 her Isabel's 
404.32 had dropped dropped 
404.34 who was sore and sombre about 

you who was unhappy on your ac-
count 

404.35 yet do do 
404.36 unreconciled state, unhappiness, 
404.40 here was a sufferer who bad com· 

pensations, Caspar Goodwood had 
great compensations, 

404.41 Mr. Goodwood's his

405.7-8 meeting it in memory or in ap· 
prebension a peculiar concussion; 
meeting it in one's meditation al

ways a sort of shock; 
405.9-10 commonly muffling, in an ov

ercivillzed age, the sharpness of human 
contacts, which muffles the sharpness 
of human contact. 

405.13 of Boston- about Boston; 
405.14-15 all bounded on the east by 

Madison Avenue. confined within the 
limits of Manhattan.

405.15 bad thought thought 
405.16 bad bad had 
40S.20 the young man's disappointment 

Caspar Goodwood's disappointment 
405.21-22 bad believed, believed, 
40S.23 little but little 
405.23 bad come came 
405.24 had never written never wrote 
405.28-29 her actual union had 

grown her marriage became 
405.30 bad not bad had not 
405.30-31 on finding herseH when she 

found herself 
405.31 had become became 
405.32 mentioned related 
405.33 needed desired 
405.37-38 Caspar, and she saw herself 

disposed or able to settle it Caspar 
Goodwood; it seemed· to her that she 
would settle it

405.38-39 easier for him than ever 
before. easy for him. 

405.39 learned learned that 
405.40 felt all afraid; felt afraid; 
405.41-43 to make out-since he would

make it out, as over a falsified bal
ance-sheet or something of that sort 
-the intimate disarray of her affairs.

to learn that she was unhappy. 
406.2 stress. misery. 

406. 7 proving proving that
406.8 so as so that
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406.11 and which were still marked 
enough and were striking enough

406.11 loyalty friendship
406.13-14 Her remarkably open eyes, 

lighted like great glazed railway-sta
tions, had put up no shutters; Her
eye had lost none of its serenity, 

406.14-15 her attire bad Jost her toilet
406.15-16 their national reference. their

national flavour.
406.16-17 it struck Isabel she had 

grown vague. it seemed to Isabel that
she had grown restless.

406.17 vague; restless;
406.18-19 through undertaking many en

quiries at once, she had managed to be
entire and pointed about each. though
she was perpetually in motion it was
impossible to be more deliberate. 

406.31 her present act the actual epi-
sode 

406.32 of her of one's 
406.32 of her of one's 
406.36 Her friend Isabel 
406.37 the other's her friend's
406.38 had guessed guessed 
406.44 and bad yet but she had
407 .1 she Isabel 
407.1-2 this confidant, Henrietta, 
407.2-3 not in the least at her

ease. not contented. 
407.S wretched. miserable. 
407.8 I'm wretched," I am miserable.''
407.8 mildly. gently. 
407.13 bard to please!" difficult!"
407.26 have have 
407.27 say say that 
407.28 Isabel debated. Isabel hesitated

a moment. 
407.29-30 I can't announce it on the 

housetops." I can't tell all the
world." 

407.31 a laugh. a rich laugh. 
407.35 surprising surprising that
407.38 roof. mansion.
407.38 had said said 
407.40 bad answered answered 
408.8 teach herself bring herself
408.11 u.ocanny. sinister. 
408.20 Palazzo the Palazzo
408.24 to wish the lady from New 

York to wish that Hendetta
409.19 her friend Isabel 
409.25 to take in to contemplate
409.27 had walked walked
409.31 feel it afresh to be rather f.eel

afresh that it was rather 
409.33 reached high enough. was lofty

enough. 
409.42 as he had been when that he

was when 
409.44 had been was 
409.44 liked in most places, liked over

there,
410.1 There were people who had 

thought There were some people
thought 

410.6-7 great school system; school
system; 

410.7 had been seemed

410.8 behaved appeared 
41.0.8 too much of everything- too

much-
410.9 take in a small part. take a small

part. 
410.10 had seemed seemed 
410.21 obliged he was obliged 
410.26-27 she indeed expected that she

expected 
410.27 biggest greatest
410.38-39 she remembered on the 

contrary on the contrary, she remem
bered 

410.40 walking all round. all walking
round. 

411.2 about of 
411.4 Palazzo the Palazzo 
411.10 or take nothing. or nothing. 
411.10-11 raised no questions, asked no

questions, 
411.13 made and made 
411.27 loose and easy demonstrative,
411.27 she Isabel 
411.27 believe believe that
411.30 was open to little conversation 

on had little conversation upon
411.33 now, in Rome, 
411.34 there was in Rome there was
411.37 save as having· save having 
411.38 the very oldest; an old friend;
411.40 Gilbert; Osmond;
412.6 him. him. 
412. 7 flattering herself flattering herself

that 
412.11 on; upon; 
412.18 some tall belfry a tall belfry
412.27 Gilbert Osmond 
412.28 Mr. Goodwood Goodwood
412.29 Gilbert Osmond
412.30-32 as strong and of as good a 

style as an English portmanteau,-he 
had plenty of straps and buckles which 
would never wear out, and a capital
patent lock. as strong as an English
portmanteau. 

413.13 Henrietta much wondering and
Henrietta wondered

413.19 Mr. Bantling on the other band 
proved On the other hand, Mr. Ban
tling was

413.25 his host Touchett, 
413.26 take up. talk about.
413.31 Ralph. his host.
413.31 that unclassable personage; 

Ralph;
413.32-35 so pleasant for all bis queer

ness, so beyond anything to be done. 
There was always something to be
done, for Goodwood, and be did it in
this case by repeating several
times so helpless. There was help in
Goodwood, when once the fountain
had been tapped; and he repeated sev
eral times 

413.36 bad artfully dispo�d had dis-
posed 

413.42 depart. leave Rome.
413.43 fear fear that 
413.43 there before her eyes there, •

I 
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413.44 the o�currence of this event this 
event occuring 

413.44 by her door, at her door, 
413.45 be she 
414.2-3 in Gardencourt; about Garden

court; 
414.9 falsehoods, little fibs, 
414.9-10 the strange, the unholy legend 

of the number of her lovers. the 
strange memory of her lovers. 

414.23 know know that 
414.28-29 desired to know. inquired, 

calmly. 
414.32 calmly, tranquilly, 
414.41 relapsed. resumed his former 

posture. 
415.18 seemed to him seemed to him 

that 
415.19 wanted wished 
415.30 she's she is 
415.30 smiled Ralph. said Ralph, smil-

ing. 
416.7 to make out if to see whether 
416.8 to make out," to see," 
416.lS with a harsh ring in his voice,

in a strange voice,
416.25 think it right think it is right 
416.31 then with an inconsiderate 

laugh: then gave an inconsiderate 
laugh. 

416.34 and will and he wiH 
417.1 your brother's he is 
417.3 Warburton Lord Warburton 
417.12 made Ralph made to Ralph, 
417.15 this young ll'oman Henrietta 
417.16 Henrietta declared. said Hen-

rietta. 
417.23 you've so much you have got so 

much 
417.26-27 rather grimly asked. in-

quired, severely. 
417.30 engaged in this act for a 

while. contemplated her a while. 
418.� a woman's leaving a woman leav-

ing
418.12 train train that 
419.5 simply-yet simply, but 
419.lS husband?" husband?'' he said,

jocosely.
419.16 she said, said Isabel, 
419.17 then added: then she added-
419.19 laugh�d Ralph; said Ralph, 

laughing; 
419.26 She Isabel 
419.26 observed, she declared, 
419.38 Palazzo the Palazzo 
419.46 as a man like a man 
420.1 have had 
420.2 sorry very sorry 
420.10 common. flimsy. 
420.21-22 we've liked you-:" With 

which be hesitated we have liked you 
-" And Osmond hesitated 

420.29 for me, my wife; for me; 
420.38 you've something about you 

that you have something that 
421.2-3 be chose to use the tone of pa

tronage with a grossness not in bis 
habits he chose for once to be a little 
vulgar, 

�21.8-9 perfectly-pitched voke. per-

fectly modulated voice. 
421.16 His host Osmond 
421.19 tllillk well of him; like him; 
421.22 rather a brilliant a rather bril-

liant 
421.28-19 his triumphant rival bad in 

his composition a streak of 
perversity. his successful rival had a 
fantastic streak in his composition. 

421.31 and could and he could 
421.33 bad at times grimly wished be 

were at times, had wished Osmond 
were 

421.35 made the younger man 
perfect made Goodwood quite perfect 

421.42 had bad had 
421.43 had been was
421.44-45 prevai.JJ.Dg at Palazzo which 

prevailed at the Palazzo 
421.45 bad been was 
422.3 that bad puzzled which puzzled 
422.12-13 bad pretty well ceased had 

ceased 
412.28-29 the harshness the angry pain 
422.30 so far as as far as 
422.33 helpless, useless. he was help-

less, he was superfluous. 
422.34 character fact 
422.42 little wanted superfluous 
422.43 inperturbable, inscrutable, im-

perturbable, 
422.45 knew knew that 
423.1 that which 
423.4 the man Osmond 
423.4 demonic demoniac 
413.6 demonic demoniac 
423.8 one's gainmg a straw one's 

self. Goodwood's gaining by it. 
423.9 Ralph Touchett," Touchett," 
423.21 Caspar said dryly. said Caspar, 

drily. 
423.25-16 occupied?" the young man 

mechanically asked. occupied?" . 
423.32 take my advice and get 

married. get married. 
423.45 a little bleak, a little nude, 
424.4 on upon 
424.8 his Goodwood's 
424.11 eyes eye 
424.11 clear hospitable smile, sweet 

hospitable smile, 
424.13 he opposed but a he only op-

posed a 
424.17 Palazzo the Palazzo 
424.38 wish wish that 
425.1-2 herself; she bad for him the 

same familiar" grace. herself, with the 
same familiar grace. 

42S.2 to wait to be waiting 
425.3 pa.,sion passion that 
42S.4 round around 
425.S-6 through the heaving veil he felt

her hover through the rustling tissue
he saw Isabel hover

425. 7 perceived perceived that
425.17 she brightly returned. Isabel re-

joined, brightly. 
425.32 ease. smile.
42S.3S so smooth, so bard. so smooth. 
426.5 I tell you I say that 
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426.34 uttered said, 
426.40 I shouldn't. that I shouldn't. 
427.3 she Isabel 
427.6 Palazzo the Palazzo 
427.14-15 had been an enquiry was an 

inquiry 
427.20 smUed at smiled in 
427.38 markedly afraid excessively 

afraid 
427.40 occasion, since she now 

bad occasion; for she had 
427 .41 ease smile 
428.6 accident accident that

428.6 supposed. thought. 
428.8-9 the wonderful lady Madame 

Merle 
428.10-11 to make her view this friend 

to make her look at this lady 
428.15 brought home brought it home 
428.19-20 which had at which at 
428.21 she could see Isabel now saw 
428.32 consider that Warburton think 

his lordship 
429.18 him? him? 
429.26 contraction. contradiction. 
429.29 despair; I feel despair,,, she an

swered; "I feel 
429.39 looking at her friend, to judge the 

effect looking at Isabel a moment, to 
judge of the effect 

429.39-40 then went on: then she went 
on-

430.4 Chat's one thin1, and that's one 
thing; 

430.12 ber l'isitor Madame Merle 
430.24-15 this woman's her visitor's 
430.29 that lady this lady 
431.14 space before space lying before 
431.14-15 whence you look where you 

look 
431.17 passed vanished 
431.18 roamed wandered about 
431.21 leaving the walls of Rome 

belalod, passing out of the walls of 
Rome, 

431.36 bad bad had
431.41 to be even deeply false; to be 

fa.Jse; 
431.42 bad been-deeply, deeply, deeply. 

had been. 
432.5 so much have desired have de

sired 
432.9 particular marriage but had 

not marriage, but she had not 
432.9-10 had therefore had a 

conception therefore had had an idea 
432.12 imperfect. very incomplete. 
432.16 bad been subject to the good old 

man's charity. was a victim of the 
good old man's benevolence. 

432.17 borrowing money, borrowing 
money from Isabel, 

432.18-19 the young woman's fresh and 
ingenuous fortune. the young girl's 
fortune. 

431.11 Gilbert Gilbert Osmond
432.23-24 married ber, like a vulgar 

adventurer, married her 
432.28-29 perfedly weU; very well; 
432.30 since he bad wanted if he 

wanted 

432.30-31 ber money would Dow her 
money to-day would 

432.32 would but help would help 
432.34 Gilbert Osmond
431 .. 34-3! recoaoidon to her of the 

boon recognition of the fact 
432.39-40 the soft exclamation: "Poor, 

poor. Madame Merle!" the soft ex

clamation-"Poor Madame Merle F' 
432.41 compassion exclamation 
433.8 been. been so.

433.11 he Osmond 
433.16 me. me/' she said. 
433.16-17 if you guess whether you 

know 
433.18 ·"I trouble about them DO 

more "No more 
433.21-22 looked at bis companion with 

a cynical directness looked at his 
companion for a long tim.e, with a 
k.ind of cynical directness 

433.28-29 an interest. That's an inter
est; that's 

433.30 enquired with detachment in
quired, languidly 

433.35 be thoughtfully murmured. Os
mond murmured, thoughtfully. 

433.37 smiled Madame Merle. said Ma
dame Merle, smiling. 

433.42 Osmond just hung fire. Osmond 
hesitated a moment. 

433.44 things things that 
434.3 ''Pardon "Excuse

434.3 sharply drawn. sharply marked 
out. 

434.12 He Osmond 
434.23-14 I mean make me howl. like a

wolf. (Omitted.)
434.24 I've a great need, of that. of 

that. 
434.25 she said. said Madame Merle. 
434.28 de-vUtry devilry 
434.38 very very 
434.38-39 she added with gravity in her 

emphasis. Madame Merle added, 
gravely. 

434.43 end?-especlally as to their com
mon crimes. end? 

434.44 as bad as yourself." bad."
435.5-6 the glow of her eye tumed 

sombre; Her eye brightened, even 
flashed; 

435.11 gesture gesture that 
435.34 want wish 
435.41 you you 
435.42 be Osmond 
436.4 pursued: continued: 
436.ll wee bit of a tiny crack," small

crack,''
436.28 ha-viog a glance giving a glance
436.28 for at 
436.35 she said softly, said Madame 

Merle, softly, 
436.36 waited, hesitated a moment; 
436.41 Madame Merit pursued, said

Madame Merle, 
436.44 relaxing to its habit of 

smoothness. relaxing into its usual so
cial expression. 

436.45 Her friend Osmond 
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437.3 she went, the first thing, Ma
dame Merle went, 

437.6 she Taguely wailed. she murmured 
to herself. 

437.14-15 She had not tlle historic 
sense, tbougb she bad in some direc
tions the anecdotlc, and as regards 
herself tbe apologetic, She was not 
an antiquarian; 

437.19 Palazzo the Palazzo 
437 .24 the Countess forbade herself every 

form of active research; the Countess 
was not very active; 

437.32 her parents' guest her aunt 
437.40 and disposed to sit and preferred 

to sit 
438.2 on upon 
438.2 tbe Amide. [sit] Florence. 
438.2-3 She so remained She remained 
438.5 enclosure inc1osure 
438.7 that which 
438.21 and that she and she 
438.30 fifty thousand dollars. forty 

thousand dollars. 
438.38 have the money have got the 

money 
438.43 they that they 
439.5 eyes eye 
439.S Isabel debated. Isabel hesitated a

moment.
439.36-37 Aud Rosier faced the 

Countess, Rosier exclaimed, glancing 
at the Countess, 

439.40-41 Isabel called as she left 
him. Isabel exclaimed, leaving him. 

439.43 she said gently. said Isabel gen-
tly. 

439.44 returned answered, 
440.1 allowing allowed 
440.1 saw and saw 
440.6 none the less, however, 
440.12 the child the young girl 
440.13-14 affectionately said. said. af-

fectionately. 
440.24 tell her tell her that 
440.30 awaiting her; waiting for her; 

440.JO "Pardon "Excuse
440.39 her companion Isabel
440.39 tremble. trembling. 
440.40 quiver tremor 
440.40 everything everything that 
440.41 Isabel nevertheless pre.ssed 

her. Nevertheless, Isabel went on in a 
moment-

441.2 could scarce trust herself; 
and could not trust herself. And 

441.5 oo upon 
441.10 frocks. dresses. 
441.14 an effect of a sort of 
441.18 sometimes." sometimes," she 

said. 
441.23 bow little she yet knew her 

husband. that she did not know her 
husband yet. 

441.23 bis daughter Pansy 
441.40 He Osmond 
441.44 if whether 
442.3-4 one's daughter. One's 

dauabter a young girl. A young girl 

442.15 little sense of sequestration. little 
feeling. 

442.21 considered contemplated 
442.27 any other. the other one. 
442.28 as slw should take it, after all, 
442.29 likes. chooses. 
442.33 theoretic tricks on picturesque 

tricks upon 
442.38 bad wanted wished 
442.40 and show to show 
443.3 desired wanted 
443.8 bJs wife Isabel 
443.10 strained voice bright voice 
443.12 but bad but she had 
443.17 simpatidsslmo. a delightful 

young man. 
443.24 you." you." 
443.35 really dying, dying, 
443.41 neYer leave qaln. She 

added never leave again. "I like him 
much better sick than when he used to 
be well," said Henrietta, who, it will 
be remembered, had taken a few years 
before a sceptical view of Ralph's dis
abilities. She added 

443.42 inasmuch as for that 
443.43 ailing, sick, 
444.8 telecram telegram which 
444.20 but he recognised bis wife without 

looking round. but, without looking 
round, he recognised his wife. 

444.35 be Osmond 
445.18 "I sboald be gratified in that case 

if you disobeyed me." "I shall be 
gratified then if you disobey me." 

445.19 disobeyed disobey 
445.20 mildness. gentleness. 
445.31 Imagination imagination that 
445.43 that; this; 
446.14 we, we, Mrs. Osmond, is all I 

know. we, we, is an that I know. 
446.21 be Osmond 
446.30 bis Osmond's 
446.44 Osmond's touch. her husband's 

touch. 
446.45 know know that 
447.6 cried Isabel. Isabel cried. 
447.9 He Osmond 
447.11 drawing/' And be walked 

back drawing," he said, walking back 
447.13 stood Btudying It. stood a mo-

ment examining his work. 
447.16 could see this could see that this 
447.17 designed. studied. 
447.23 He Osmond 
447.26 She Isabel 
447.31 any weakness. one's weakness. 
447.39 Everything here's of a clrearlaess 

-! Everything here is so fearfully 
edifying. 

447.44 simpatico. nice! 
447.45 I'm awfully sorry I am sorry 
448.9 sure then sure 
448.27 Palazzo the Palazzo 
448.35 the moment she thus began the 

moment that she began 
448.44 appear seem 
448.44-45 she gave henelf mocb 

trouble, she took things very hard, 
449.15-16 a woman should cleave to the 

man with whom, utterina tremendous 
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vows, she had stood at the altar. a 
woman should abide with her husband. 

449.18 hovered stood 
449.19 all unperceived; noiselessly, un

perceived; 
449.20-22 and her whole face had 

grown in an hour a shining intimation. 
She lived assuredly, It might be said, 
at the window of her spirit, but now 
she was leaning far out. a still 
stranger giltter in her small dark eye.

449.23 she began, she said, 
449.29 a deal to say, something to say, 
449.30-32 something reaUy human. She 

made play with her glittering eyes, in 
wbich there was an unpleasant 
fascination. something important. She

fixed her brilliant eyes upon Isabel, 
who found at last a disagreeable fas
cination in her gaze. 

449.32 she soon resumed, the Countess 
went on, 

449.43 that which 
449.44 beat faster. beat. 
449.46 she was nevertheless the Count

ess seemed 
450.5 you've such a beastly pure mind. 

you have got such a pure mind. 
450.10 while her gathered per•ersity grew 

-vivid and dreadful. while the sharp 
animation of her bright, capricious
face emitted a kind of flash.

450.11-12 in a sort of glare of intention 
and, as seemed to Isabel even then, of 
ugliness; after which she said: look
ing at Isabel, and then she said-

450.lS law?" law?" she murmured.
450.16 you know at least, if one may

mention it, you. know

4S0.17 before! before? 
450.18 I thought it mightn't be decent or 

respectful. I didn't suppose it was
proper. 

450.19-20 hardly three years but two 
years 

450.20-21 wasn't tUI after her death 
that Pansy anived." was after her 
death that Pansy made her appear
ance." 

450.22 contracted to a frown; gathered 
itself into a frown; 

450.23-24 seemed so much more 
seemed to be more 

450.29 understand. Whose wife?" Isabel 
asked. understand; whose wife's?" 
said Isabel. 

450.30-31 Swiss who died-bow long? 
-a dozen, more than fifteen, years
ago. Swiss, who died twelve years
ago.

450.31-33 Miss Pansy, nor, knowing 
what he was about, would have any
thing to say to her; and Miss Pansy, 
and 

450.33-451.13 no reason why he should. 
Osmond did, aad that was better; 
though be had to fit on afterwards the 
whole rigmarole of bis own wife's hav
in1 died in childbirth, and of b.is hav
ing, in grief and horror, banished the 
little girl from bis sight for a Jong as 

possible before takJng her home from 
nurse. His wife bad really died, you 
know, of quite another matter and in 
quite another place: in the Pied
montese mountaiu, where tlley had 
gone, one August, because her health 
appeared to require the· air, but where 
she was suddenly taken worse-fatally 
ill. The story passed, sufficiently; it 
was covered by the appearances so 
long as nobody heeded, as nobody 
cared to look into it. But of course I

knew-without researches," the Count
ess lo�idly proceeded; "as also, you'll 
understand, without a word said be
tween us-I mean between Osmond 
and me. Don't you see him look.Ing at 
me, in silence, that way, to settle it? 
-that is f o settle me if I should say
anything. I said nothing, right or left
-never a word to a creature, if you
can believe that of me: on my honour,
my dear, I speak of the thing to you
now, after all this time, as I've ne•er,
never spoken. It was to be enough for
me, from the first, that the child was

my niece-from the moment sbe was
my brother's daughter. As for her veri
table mother-!" But with this Pansy's
wonderful aunt dropped-as, involun
tarily, from the impression of her sis
ter-in-law's face, out of which more
eyes might have seemed to look at her
than she had ever bad to meet.

She had spoken no name, yet Isabel 
could but check, on her own lips, an 
echo of the unspoken. She sank to her 
seat no reason he should. Osmond 
did, and that was better." 

Isabel stayed the name which rose in 
a sudden question to her lips; she sank 
down on her seat 

451.14 voice voice which 
451.16-28 I've been so bored with your 

not knowing. I've been bored, frankly, 
my dear, with not having told you; 
as if, stupidly, all this time I couldn't 
have managed? Ca me depasse, if 
you don't mind my saying so, the 
things all round you, that you've 
appeared to succeed in not knowing. 
It's a sort of asslstance--aid to inno
cent ignorance-that I've always been 
a bad band at rendering; and In this
connexion, that of keeping quiet for 
my brother, my l'irtue bas at any rate 
finally found itself exhausted. It's not 
a black lie, moreover, you know," the 
Countess inimitably added. "The facts 
are exactly what I tell you." 

"I bad no idea," said Isabel pres
ently; and looked up at her in a man
ner that doubtless matched the appar
ent witlessness of this confession. I 
was so tired of your not knowing! 
I was tired of not having told you, It 
seemed to me so dull. It's not a lie,
you know; it's exactly as I say." 

"I never knew,'' said Isabel looking 
up at her, simply. 

451.29 Had Has 
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451.30 he was for sh or seven years ber 
lover?" he has been her lover?" 

451.31-37 Tblocs have occurred to me� 
and perhaps that was what they all 
meant." 

"Sbe bas been wonderfully clever, 
slae l!as been mqnlficeot, about 
Pansy!" tbe Countess, before all this 
�iew of it, cried. 

"Ob, no idea, for me," Isabel went 
on, �'eve.r deliaitely took that form.'' 
Sbe appeared to be maklnc out to her
self what had been and wbat hadn't. 
"And Something has occurred to me. 
Perhaps it was that.'' 

"She has been wonderfully clever 
about Pansy!" cried the Countess. 

"That thing has never occurred to 
me," said Isabel. "And 

451.38-40 She spoke as one troubled 
and puzzled, yet the poor Countess 
seemed to bave seen ber revelation fall 
below its possibilities of effect. She 
spoke in a low, thoughtful tone, and 
the poor Countess was equally sur
prised and disappointed at the effect 
of her revelation. 

451.40 to kindle some responsive blaze, 
but bad to kindle a conflagration, 
and as yet she had 

451.41-43 Isabel showed as scarce more 
impressed than she might have been, 
as a young woman of approved imagi
nation, with some fine sinister passage 
of public history. Isabel seemed more 
awe-stricken than anything else. 

451.44 recognise how perceive that 
451.44 her her 
451.44-452.l -that is with M. Merle 

himself," her companion resumed. the 

Countess asked. 
452.2 he M. Merle 
452.4-6 The conditions happened to 

make it workable, under stress (I mean 
at so awkward a pinch), that Osmond 
should acknowledge On the other 
hand, circumstances made it convenient 
enough for Osmond to acknowledge 

452. 7-13 she had not been dead too
long to put a certain accommodation
of dates out of the question-from the
moment, I mean, that suspicion wasn'I
started; which was what they bad to
take care of. What was more natural
than that poor M.rs. Osmond, at a dis
tance and for a world not troubling
about trifles7 should have left bebiod
her, poveriaa,, the pledge of her brief
happiness that bad cost her her
llfe? she had only been dead a year,
and what was more natural than that
she should have left behind a pledge
of their affection?

452.13-15 Osmond had been living with 
her at Naples at the time of their stay 
in the Alps, and he in due course left 

it for ever- he had been living at 
Naples, and he left it forever-

4S1.l5-t6 the whole history was success-

fully set going. the little fable was 
easily set going. 

452.16 in who was in
452.17 her skin, her reputation, 
452.19 "Ah, poor, poor woman!'' cried 

Isabel, who herewith burst "Ah, poor 
creature!" cried Isabel, bursting 

452.21 a bigb reaction a reaction 
452.21 flowed gushed 
452.24 she discordantly laughed. she 

cried, with a discordant laugh. 
4S2.25 a way of your own-!" a pure 

mind!'' 
452.26-27 false to his wife-and so very 

soon!" said Isabel with a sudden 
check. false to his wife," said Isabel, 
suddenly controlling herself. 

452.29-30 "I quite agree with you, how
ever, that it was much too soon." 
(Omitted.) 

452.31 "But to me, to me--?" "But to 
me-to me-" 

452.31-33 as if she bad not heard; as Jf 
her question-though it was sufficiently 
there In her eyes--were all for
herself. though there was a question 
in her eyes.

4S2.34-35 Well, it depends, my dear, on 
what It depends upon what 

452.35-37 the Jover of another woman 
-such a Jover as he had been, C.lll"a
mia, between their risks a.nd their pre
cautions, wblle the thing lasted! the
lover of another woman.

452.38 affairs things 
452.38-40 the lady bad repented; or at 

aU events, for reasons of her own, 
drawn back: and sbe had always bad, 
too, a worship of appearances the 
lady had repented; and she had a wor
ship of appearances 

452.41 had got bored with it. got tired 
of it. 

452.41-43 was-when be couldn't patch 
it on conveniently to any of those be 
goes in for! was! 

452.44 Isabel mechanically echoed, said 
Isabel, 

453.1-2 for sh or seven years, as I say, 
tbey had kept it up." for five years 
they were very intimate." 

453.3 She was silent a little. (Omitted.) 
453.6 believed thought 
453.13 believing thinking 
453.15 plenty of little idiotic fibs, little 

fibs; 
453.18 wares wares that 
4S3.19 she finally asked. she asked, at 

last. 

453.30-33 Besides, she bas never had, 
about him,'' the Countess went oo, 
leaving Isabel to wince for it so tnlgi
cally afterward5-"she had never had, 
what you might call any illusions of 
intelligence. (Omitted.) 

454.2 things things that 
454.10 you you 
4S4.2l more and more wan. of deepen

ing drearines.s. 
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454.27 sbe
,
d dish herself!" she would 

stumble!'' 
454.28 failed so dreadfully failed so 

dreadfully herself 
454.30 her guest the Countess 
454.35-36 her deplorable origin. J 

myself her lamentable parentage. I 
454.36 not, naturaUy, because not be

cause 
454.37 hers, hers-

454.39 while she flushed flushing 
quickly 

454.42 his daughter a great little 
lift. Pansy a great Hf t. 

455.3 a dot a dowry. 
455.4 I would refuse to belie,·e it. I 

shouldn't believe it. 
455.5 easy and natural and 

nasty; wicked, 
455.6 wicked, for the comfort of it, 

once wicked, for once 
455.16 she broke off-or he did. she be

came proper. 
455.23 her. her. 
45S.30-31 scant of breath; short of 

breath; 
455.38 said with the penetration of her 

sharp bright smile: said sotfly, with 
her sharp, bright smile-

455.46 wailed; murmured; 
456.2 far-reaching, infinite sadness. 

exquisite, far-reaching sadness. 
456. 7 only of one thing. of only one

thing.
456.16-17 the place, which affronted 

and almost frightened her; the place, 
and it made her horribly sad; 

456.20 pretend pretend that 
456.22 make her reach out a 

hand. make Isabel reach out her 
hand to her. 

456.36-37 like suddenly, and rather aw-
fully, seeing a painted picture 
move. a sort of reduplication. 

456.48-42 Her being there at all bad 
the character of ugly evidence, of 
handwritings, of profaned relics, of 
grim things produced in court. Her 
being there at all was a kind of vivid 
proof. 

457.9-10 she pretended not even to 
smile, $he did not even pretend to 
smile. 

457.12 her young friend Isabel 
457.lS a distinction. She a difference;

she
457.19-20 to notice to look at her, 
457.27 mildly; softly; 
457.32 small girl; young girl; 
457.33 small 1irls; young girls, 
457.42 frock; dress; 
458.9 Mother Superior; Superior; 
458.10-11 Mother Superior poor Supe-

rior 
458.17 bl'eak in her voice, a Japse in her 

continuity, rupture in her voice, 
458.24 but was it was 
458.25 from the moment for the mo� 

mcnt 

458.30 proceed. go on. 
458.32 in her not betraying in not be

traying 
458.33 She resisted this, She did not be

tray herself; 
458.37 saw it all saw all this 
458.37-38 reflected in a large clear 

glass. a picture on the wall. 
458.41-42 the promise of a brighter 

day. a symptom of a brighter day. 
458.42 a moment dorlog which a mo

ment while 
4S8.43-44 that knowledge. her knowl

edge. 
458.45 she Isabel 
458.5-6 an applied handled hong.up 

tool, as senseless and convenient as 
mere shaped wood and iron. a dull 
un-reverenced tool. 

458.10-11 the hideous vision 
dropped. the hideous vision died 
away. 

458.lS that which
458.17 turned slow eyes, looking

down turned her eyes and looked
down

4S8.22 our young woman Isabel
458.23 "I go "I am going
459.24 "Go to "Going to
459.36 then added: then she said,
459.43 Pansy. Pansy," she said.
4S9.4S While And while
460.3 recognised Madame Catherine,

recognised her as Madame Catherine
460.8 pleased guarded vision to pleas ...

ant, cautious little eye towards
460.29 to accommodate. to say some

thing agreeable.
460.33 on upon
460.36-37 kneeled down kneeled down

before Isabel
461.4 Pansy breathed with faintness.

said Pansy, faintly.
461.12 the girl Pansy
461.lS an air of intimacy. the quality of

intimacy.
461.20 may have stood almost as 

still may almost have stood still, 
461.21 had she if she had 
461.26 she presently went on. she said 

presently. 
461.27-28 Isabel explained; "since 

Isabel answered; "for 
461.28 I can't be called near you." I 

am very far away from you/' 
461.41 Isabel said nothing for a 

minute; Isabel was silent a moment; 
462.12 saw saw that 
462.25 then. I leave then," she said; "I 

leave 
462.28 child's face. girl's face. 
462.33 saw saw that 
462.44 considered. reflected a little. 
463.3 she Pansy 
463.S hesitated, then stopped. hesitated

a moment; then she stopped.
463.15 Mrs. Osmond Isabel 
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463.20 Isabel stiffened; she Isabel gave
a start, and she 

463.23 friend. visitor. 
463.24 grasped her arm very gently laid

her hand very gently on her arm, 
463.25 wise, benevolent eyest a wise,

benevolent eye, 
463.25 said in French and almost 

familiarly: said to her, speaking 
French, almost familiarly- · ,

463.28 Madame Catherine distinctly 
obsened. said Madame Catherine, 
significantly. 

463.29 the door the door behind Isabel, 
463.34 found found that
464.2 her utterance. her question. 
464.4 She just hung fire. ''It's rather 

bard Madame Merle hesitated a mo
ment. "It is difficult 

464.12 appearing to see appeared to see 
464.12 sbe and she
464.14 him him that 
464.19 to live in to be living in
464.30-31 she qoietlY remarked she an-

nounced, 
464.39 felt felt that 
465.5 neither reflexion not reflection, 
465.7 came and went alternated
465.8-9 rose and fell came and went
465.16 She That is, she 
465.17-18 they bad been weighted with 

lead. they were leaden.weighted. 
465.21 much-embracing refuge. richly

constituted refuge. 
465.25 sanctuary positive sanctuary 
465.34-35 she recalled to herself one of 

those Etruscan figures couched upon 
the receptacle of their ashes. if her 
spirit was haunted with sudden pic
tures, it might have been the spirit dis
embarrassed of the flesh. 

465.37 was far. seemed far away.
465.38 well, so unimaginable. so 

strange. 
465.39 her intelligence dropped, Isabel's

imagination paused, 
465.42 where sbe had announced she was 

going. where she was going.
466.3-4 to get quite away, really away, 

farther away than little grey-green 
En1Iand, to die; 

466.8 enlivening, exhilarating, 
466.9 proof she proof that she 
466.10 be she be that she
466.13 seemed to her seemed to her

that 
466.14 if whether 
466.15 even [sk] ever 
466.16-17 Wasn't it Was it not
466.17 rme delicate 
466.20 never escape; not escape;
466.21 last to the end. last. 
466.27 She rejoiced She was so glad 
466.27 bad come; was there; 

�Mlll remvmbtrcd romomoorGa that 
466.43 felt felt that 
467.8 lovely lovely that 
467.11 smiled in return. answered, smil

ing. 
467.11 felt found 

467 .13 brave eyes, excellent eye, 
467.13 They seemed to say It seemed to 

say that 
467.14 remember remember that 
467.15-16 she thought· of lum, estrava•

gantly, as a beautiful blameless 
kniabt. she thought him so kind.

467.22 found so interesting. thought so 
interesting. 

467.27 believe it was very rouab," sbe 
said., think it was rather rough," said
Isabel, 

467.32 to Ganlencourt/' there." 
467 .33 look awfully sad? look sad?
467.33 awfully sad very sad 
467.35 awfully sad. sad. 
467.35-36 awfully kind," kind," 
467.36 a breadth a frankness 
467.36-37 seemed to her seemed to her 

that 
467.39 he assured and assured 
467.41 know. I was know," he said. "I 

was 
467.44 had been was 
467.45 Ralph Touchett 
468.1-2 "Be was awfully jolly and 

fUDDY "He was immensely friendly 
468.2-3 awfully wretched." awfully

sad." 
468. 7 greatly obliged very much obliged 
468.12 awfully very 
468.13 awfully very 
468.15 On which Isabel While Isabel 
468.15-16 he and Henrietta seemed 

after all after all he and Henrietta 
seemed 

468.19-20 the latter "118 now at 
liberty now Isabel was at liberty 

468.31 get your own. get to your own. 
468.34-35 ber friend Isabel 
468.35 And later, Later, 
468.36-37 asked those questions asked 

Isabel those questions 
468.38 make you a scene make a scene

469.3 regarded her guest. contemplated 
her friend. 

469.4 belllsb,,, awful," 
469.5 hellish. awful. 
469.12 Isabel waited a moment. Isabel 

for a moment said nothing, then-
469.12 another." another," she rejoined. 
469.17-18 was a complication, but what 

will going back be?" was hard; but 
going back will be harder still."

469.22 a scene of the rest of my life." 
a scene that will last always." 

469.23-24 sat and considered this 
remainder, sat gazing at this pr�pect; 

469.27 invitation letter 
469.31 who fixed her eyes fixing her 

eyes 
469.35 grasped perceived 
469.35 this sense it 
469.39-40 the rlcbt excess of 

l11tc11111, i 1r1YitY tQ� PMl4�ti� t9 be

real-
469.43-44 locate riaht bere in 

London." I'm going to reside in Lon
don." 

470.2 as I can that I can
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470.4 isn't a riddle." is very good." 
470.5-(; ''No, he Isn't a bad pun-or 

even a blah fllaht of American 
humour. Henrietta said nothing; she 
seemed lost in reflection. 

470.6 Henrietta went on. she remarked 
at l�t. 

470.7-8 as clear as the style of a good 
prospectus. as clear as glass-there's
no mystery about him.

470.13 too infatuated with mere brain
power; too intellectual;

470.14 isn't a vu)gar fault. is a glorious 
fault. 

470.21 duly diverted, deeply diverted, 
470.22 had confessed herself human was 

human 
470.24 was a disappointment to find 

she was rather a disappointment to 
find that she 

470.30 Mr. Bantling himself at least. 
Mr. Bantling, after allj 

470.38 a mastermlild. very talented. 
470.39-40 woman of my modern

type. lady-correspondent! 
470.44 understand my mixture-

understand-
471.2-3 rmd out the mystery and the 

proportions of It. That's a find out. 
It's a 

471.10 ten o'clock two o'clock, 
471.18 think it awfully odd," think it's

very odd," 
471.20 think it awfully odd." think it's 

very odd." 
471.21 so awfully odd so odd 
471.27 that instead that Isabel, instead 
471.28 she was was 
471.30 appeared appeared to be 
471.31-33 and scared-as scared as if 

the objects about her had be&UD to 
show for consdous things, watching 
her trouble with grotesque grimaces. 
and even frightened. 

471.35 witb a stillness a stillness 
471.39-40 everytblng everything that 
471.41 she had stood there that she 

stood there. 
471.41-43 She envied the security of 

valuable "pieces" which change by no 
hair's breadth, only grow In value, 
while tllelr owners lose inch by inch 
youth, bapplnes.1, beauty; she re
flected that things change but little, 
while people change so much,

471.44-45 the day she had come the 
day that she came 

472.4 and she might and to-day she 
might 

472.4 a woman more blest. a happier 
woman. 

472.5-f. a charming and precious 
BoDIDgton- a beautiful and valuable 
Bonington 

472.6 rested a long time. rested for a 
long time. 

472.15 if whether 
472.17 on Isabel's bot cheek. as Isabel 

kissed her. 
472.19 luncheon her lunch 

472.24 remembered remembered that 
472.26-27 walking everywhere," walk

ing," 
472.27 if whether
472.32 declined the office of 

saying. hesitated a moment. 
472.33 was the limit of her 

extravagance. she said. 
472.43 told Isabel told Isabel that 
473.1 and was and it was 
473.3-4 our yoaq woman asked as she 

stood before her. Isabel asked, stand
ing before her aunt. 

473.18 wrote me wrote me that 
473.26 For this repast At this repast 
473.27-28 saw her aunt not to be so 

dry saw that her aunt was not so dry 
473.30 Unmistakeably she would have 

found It seemed to her she would 
find 

473.31-32 to feel a defeat, a mistake, 
even a shame or two. to indulge a re
gret. 

473.32-35 if she were not even missing 
those enrichments of consdeusness and 
privately trying-reaching out for some 
aftertaste of life, dregs of the banquet; 
the testimony of pain or tbe cold rec
reation of remone. whether Mrs. 
Touchett were not trying, whether she 
had not a desire for the recreation of 
grief. 

473.36 if she should bealn to know re-
morse at all if she began to regret, 

473.37 how it bad that it had
473.37-38 over her dimly over her 
473.38 failed of sometbinc, missed 

something, 
473.40 bad as yet as yet had 
474.1 to struggle again to converse 
474.2 She none the less presently 

said She presently said 
474.6 returned. rejoined. 
474. 7 saw saw that
474.12 he's engaged he was engaged
474.14 mildly gently
474.25-26 some imputed soreuess, some

curious emotion, 
474.38-39 how extremely wan she must 

have looked how extremely sad she 
looked 

475.3 meal; lunch; 
475.4 she obsened she said to Isabel, 
475.10-11 and as her niece and Isabel 
475.12 she felt herself followed by her 

eyes. while her aunt f oltowed her 
with her eyes. 

475.15 shook her bead slowly, but not 
heavily shook her head slowly, smil
ing. 

475.18 she declared, Isabel replied, 
475.24 told him he wouldn't. told him

that. 
475.39 went away- he went away; 
475.43 send word send word that 
476.1 toward evening towards evening 
476.2 How he knew was How he knew 

it was 
476.5-6 told the nurse she told the 

nurse that she 
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476.8 helpless very helpless 
476.14 and this but this 
476.14 was but one was only one 
476.ll three days for three days
476.22 at moments seemed at moments

he seemed 
476.32 and from from

476.40 rest? rest?" he asked. 
476.41 last of all. last. 
476.43-44 here I thought here, I 

thought 
477.23 be must know; he might know; 
478.S be wailed. he added softly.
478.1�11 the money," my money," 
478.35 Ralph gasped. Ralph stammered. 
479.3 to stay-as long to stay, as long 
479.l3 many things in life. You're many

things in life; you are
479.17 But he And he 
479.20-21 yours c:an hurt you yours

can hurt you 
479.24-25 you've also been loved. Ab 

but, lsabel-8(.lored!" be Just audibly 
and lingeringly breathed. you have 
also been loved." 

479.26 "Ob my brother!" "Ah, my 
brother!,,

479.34 it being her belief for it was her 
belief 

479.40 be Ralph 
479.41 vague, dim, 
479.41 vagueness dimness 
479.44 She quitted tbe place She went 

out of her room, 
480.2 Outside Ralph's door Outside of 

Ralph's door 
480.8-9 The two nurses were The 

nurse was 
480.18-19 as might be, as it were, 
480.21 "Dear Aunt Lydia," "Poor Aunt

Lydia," 
480.25 at the height in the height 
480.31-32 but neither a harsh nor a 

heavy one; but it was not a disagree
able one; 

480.43 all unknown to her, unknown to

Isabel, 
481. 7 found found that
481.9 bow little It was that it was not
481.22 what sbe bad left her husband to

do. what she left her husband for. 
481.30 a penetrating chill in the 

Image, a deadly sadness in the 
thought, 

481.35 would be would 
481.42 utility. satisfaction. 
482.3 since for 
482.25 you had been you were 
483.3 for an boar; a Ii ttl e; 
483.10 on upon 
483.11 Mrs. Touchett Mrs. Touchett 

that 
483.12 thesis theory, 
483 .. 24 had bad a chance, would had 

had time, she would 
41l.1! saw saw that 
483.33 nobleman nobleman whom 
483.38 greeted ber be greeted her 
484.1-2 rather irrelevantly explained. 

explained, rather irrelevantly. 
484.27 coloured blushed 
484.31 five days; three days; 
484.34 if whether 
485.4 eyes, eye. 
485.18 OD in 
485.22 the letter that letter 
485.29 persons people 
485.45 a few yards a few feet 
486.4 saw saw that 
486.8 which that 
486.11 at present to-day 
486.12 close to her-beside her on the 

bench and pressingly tumed to 
her. close to her. 

486.14 an instant, a moment, 
486.28 bad parted parted 
486.32-33 something really formidable 

in bis resolution. She something 
awful in his persistency. Isabel 

486.35 round around 
486.37 of no use; no use; 
486.41 vain no use 
487.10 a good man, a fine man, one of 

the best; a good fellow-he was a 
noble fellow-

487.11 the case stands for you. the case 
stands. 

487.12 guessed my sentiments. guessed 
what I thought of you. 

487.24 an idea, which ahe scented an 
idea. Isabel scented his idea 

487.25-26 pressing her still harder, 
pressing her close, 

487.31-32 tbe deadliest of fiends." a 
devil!" 

487.41-42 have cost cost 
487.42-43 Say it will''-and be Dared 

almost into anger: "give me one word 
of truth! (Omitted.) 

487.43 know such a horror as 
that, know that, 

488.3 bis queer arlm point his point 
488.8-9 You can't tum anywhere; you 

know that perfectly. (Omitted.) 
488.9 It is therefore that it is that 
488.10 me.'' me." 
488.10 'you'?" you?" 
488.15 tum. Turn straight to me. turn; 

turn to me! 
488.17 paused with paused a moment, 
488.19 you!" you!" 
488.21-23 She bad believed it, but tbls 

was different; this was the bot wind of 
tbe desert, at the approach of which 
the others dropped dead, like mere 
sweet airs of the garden. (Omitted.) 

488.23-25 It lifted her off her feet, 
while the -very taste of It, as of some
thing potent, acrid and strange, forced 
open her set teeth. it lifted her off 
her feet. 

488.28 prove he prove that he 
488.29 want wish 
488.30-32 onb' for once listen to me. 

It's too monstrous of you to think of 
sink.In& back into that misery, of 1oins 
to open your mouth to that poisoned 
air. only listen to me. It's too mon-
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strous to think of sinking back into 
that misery. 

489.6 If you'll If you 
489.8 big. large. 
489.17 everything he everything that he 
489.17 believed Just then believed 
489.18-19 her dying� dying. 
489.20 sink and sink. sinking and sink

ing. 
489.24 harsh and terrible, through a con

fusion of vaguer sounds. through a 
confusion of sound. 

489.26 all the rest and all the rest 
489.27 her own swimming bead. her 

own bead.

489.28 she panted. she said. 
489.34-41 His kiss was like white light

ning, a Dash that spread, and spread 
again, and stayed; and it was extraor
dinarily as if, while she took it, she 
felt each thing in bis bard manhood 
that bad least pleased her, each ag
gressive fact of his face, his figure, bis 
presence, jusfified of Us intense iden-

tity and made one with this act of pos
session. So had she heard of those 
wrecked and under water following a 
train of lmaees before they sink. But 
when darkness returned she was free. 
His kiss was like a flash of lighting; 
when it was dark again she was free. 

489.42 darted darted away 
490.9 hat bonnet 
490.10 hopes hope 
490.21 started-?" started-" 
490.22-23 he stiffly averted himself. But 

he couldn't otherwise move. he 
turned away. 

490.27-31 On which he looked - up at 
her-but on)y to guess, from her face, 
with a revulsion, that she simply 
meant he was young. She stood shining 
at him with that cheap comfort, and it 
added, OD the spot, thirty years to his 
life. She walked him away with her, 
however, as if she had given him DOW

the key to patience. On which he 
looked up at her. 





F. 0. MATTHIESSEN

The Painter's Sponge and Varnish Bottlet 

I 

One sign of how little technical analysis James has received is the 
virtual neglect of his. revisions. Beyond Theodora Bosanquet's sensi
tive remarks in 'Henry James at Work' and occasional citation to 
annotate the elaborations of his later manner, they have been 
passed by. The only detailed exception is an essay on Roderick 
Hudson wherein the writer held that James' additions had largely 
served to spoil the clean outlines of its style.1 Yet James made these 
revisions at the plentitude of his powers, and they constituted a re

seeing of the problems of his craft. He kne\v that it would be folly 
to try to recast the structure of any of his \vorks. In the first preface 
that he wrote, that to Roderick Hudson, he developed an analogy 
for his aims in the way his fellow-craftsman on canvas went about 
to freshen his surfaces, to restore faded values, to bring out 'buried 
secrets.' He undertook, in particular, a minute verbal reconsidera
tion of the three early novels that he chose to re-publish. 

My reason for singling out The Portrait of a Lady is that it is a 
much richer book than either of the t,vo others. Roderick Hudson is 
full of interest for James' development, since the two halves of his 
nature, the creator and the critic, are in a sense projected in Roder
ick and Rowland. Moreover, he there first tried out his device of 
having his narrative interpreted by the detached observer.- But the 
book as a whole remains apprentice \vork. The revision of The Ameri
can-the most extensive of all-might tell us, among other things, 
how James tried to repair \vhat he had himself come to consider the 
falsely romantic aspects of his denouen1ent. But The Portrait of a 
Lady is his first unquestioned masterpiece. By considering all the 
issues that the revisions raise, ,ve may see it with renewed clarity.2

t From Henry fames: The}Aajor Phase edited by F. 0. Matthiessen.,Copyright 1944 Oxford 
University Press, Inc. Reprinted by permission. 

l. Helene Harvitt, 'How Henry James Revised Roderick Hudson: A Study in Style,' PMLA (March
1924), 203-227.

2. James had developed early the habit of touching up his texts wherever possible; and he even
made a few slight alterations in the Portrait between its appearance in The Atlantic Monthly
(November 1880-December l 881) and in volume form. For instance, Madame Merle's first
name was changed from Geraldine to Serena. But the changes that can instruct us in the
evolution of his technique are naturally those he introduced when returning to the book after
more than a quarter of a century.

James' copies of both The American and The Portrait of a lAdy, containing his innumerable
revisions in longhand on the margins and in inserted pages of typescript, are now in the
Hough\on Library a\ HaNard.

I want to thank again the group of Harvard and Radcliffe students with whom I read through
Henry James in the winter of 1943, since they did most of the spade work for this essay.

577 



578 F. 0. MATTHIESSEN

Larger changes are very few. A page of conversation between 
Ralph Touchett and Lord Warburton ( at the very end of Chapter 
xxv11) was recast in a way that shows James' more mature sense of a 
dran1atic scene. What had been two pages of psychological scrutiny 
of Osmond just before his proposal to Isabel ( Chapter xxix) were 
felt by James to be otiose, and were cut to ten lines-an item of 
interest for the conventional view that the older James always 
\vorked the other way. But, \Vith two important exceptions later to 
be looked into, \Ve are to be concerned here with the tiniest brush 
strokes. What n1ust be kept constantly in mind, therefore, is the 
design of the canvas as a \vhole. If that is done, we may have the 
intimate profit of watching the artist at his easel and of gaining 
insight into his principles of con1position. 

The writer's equivalent for the single flake of pigment is the indi
vidual word; and t,vo words which James felt to be in need of con
sistent readjustment-'picturesque' and 'ron1antic'-form in them
selves an index to his aims. He had begun the book in Florence and 
had finished it in Venice. He had been at the time still strongly 
under the spell of Italian art, which, as he wrote William, had first 
taught him 'what the picturesque is.' He had consequently used the 
word freely as a kind of aesthetic catch-all, too loosely as he came to 
feel, for he struck it out in almost every case. He had applied it to 
Gardencourt, to Isabel's grandmother's house in Albany, to 
Osmond's objets d'art; he changed it in the first case to 'pictorial,' 
in the others to 'romantic.'3 Some of its manv other occurrences 
must have 111ade the later James \Vince, especially where he had said 
that Mada1ne Merle had 'a picturesque smile.' That was altered to 
'amused.' It is significant that when the word was retained, it was 
qualified by the speaker, by Isabel, who says that she would be a 
little on both sides of a revolution, that she would admire the 
Tories since they \vould have 'a chance to behave so exquisitely. I 
mean so picturesquely.' 'So exquisitely' was added in the revision, 
and it is no accident that where, in the earlier version, Lord War
burton had remarked that Isabel found the British 'picturesque,' he 
was later made to say ' "quaint." ' That putting into quotation 
1narks underscores Isabel's attitude, as, indeed, do several instances 
where James introduced 'romantic' not merely as a substitute for 
'picturesque.' Isabel's first judgment of Caspar as 'not especially 
good looking' becomes 'he was not romantically, rather obscurely 
handsome'; and her initial response to Warburton as 'one of the 
1nost delectable persons she had met' is made much firmer-she 
judges him, 'though quite without luridity-as a hero of romance.' 
3. l have included all the detailed references to both editions in the version of this essay that

appeared in The American Bookman (Winter 1944). To avoid spotting these pages with un
necessary footnotes, I refer to that periodical any reader who is interested in fol1owing out the
comparison for himself.
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And \vhen \Ve find that she doesn't tell her sister about either his or 
Osmond's proposal, not simply because 'it entertained· her to say 
nothing' but because 'it \Vas more romantic,' and she delighted in 
'drinking deep, in secret, of romance,' we have the clue to what 
James is building up through his greatly increased use of this adjec
tive and noun. He is bound to sharpen the reader's impression of 
how incorrigibly romantic Isabel's approach to life is, an important 
issue when we come to judge the effect of the book's conclusion. 

Another word that shows the drift of James' later concern is 
'vulgar.' One of James' most limiting weaknesses, characteristic of 
his whole phase of American culture, was dread of vulgarity, a dread 
that inhibited any free approach to natural human coarseness. But 
here the increased intrusion of the word does no great damage. 
When 'the public at large' becomes 'a vulgar world,' or when Hen
rietta Stackpole asserts that our exaggerated American stress on 
brain power 'isn't a vulgar fault' ( she had originally pronounced it a 
'glorious' one), or when Isabel adds to her accruing reflections that 
Osmond had married her, 'like a vulgar adventurer,' for her money, 
,ve simply see more sharply the negative pole of James' vision. 

His positive values come out in a whole cluster of words affecting 
the inner life of his characters, words in which we may read all the 
chief attributes of Jamesian sensibility. Ralph's 'delights of obser
vation' become 'joys of conte1nplation.' Warburton's sisters' 'want 
of vivacity' is sharpened to 'want of play of 1nind,' just as Isabel's 
'fine freedom of composition' becomes 'free play of intelligence.' 
On the other hand, Warburton, in Ralph's description, is toned 
down from 'a man of imagination' to 'a man of a good deal of 
charming taste,' in accordance with the high demands that James 
came to put upon the in1agination as the discerner of truth. It is 
equally characteristic that Isabel's 'feelings' become her 'conscious
ness,' and that her 'absorbing happiness' in her first impressions of 
England becomes 'her fine, full consciousness.' She no longer feels 
that she is 'being entertained' by Osn1ond·s conversation; rather 
she has 'what always gave her a very private thrill, the consciousness 
of a new relation.' Relations, intelligence, contemplation, conscious
ness-we are accumulating the words that define the Jamesian drama. 
No wonder that James came to feel that it had been flat to say that 
Isabel was fond 'of psychological proble1ns.' As he rewrote it, she 
became fond, as he was, 'ever, of the question of character and 
quality, of sounding, as who should say, the deep personal mystery.' 

II 

To progress from single words to questions of style, we note at 
once the pervasive colloquialization. 'lne younger James had used 
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the conventional forms, 'cannot' and 'she \vould'; in his revised con
versation these always· appear as ·'can't and 'she'd.' Of more interest 
is his handling of the 'he said-she said' problen1, upon which the 
older James could well take pride for his ingenuity. Isabel 
'answered, smiling' becomes Isabel 'smiled in return' or Isabel 'gaily 
engaged.' Osmond 'hesitated a -moment' becomes that Jamesian 
favorite, Osmond 'just hung fire.' And for one more out of a dozen 
other evasions of the obvious, the Countess Gemini no longer 
'cried ... \Vith a laugh'; her sound and n1anner are condensed into 
one word, 'piped.' 

James' humor has often been lost sight of in discussion of the sol
emnities of his mandarin style. But he didn't lose it himself. His 
original thumb-nail characterization of Isabel's sister was descrip
tive: 'Lily knew nothing about Boston; her imagination was con
fined within the limits of Manhattan.' A graphic twist brings that 
to life with a laugh: 'her imagination was all bounded on the east 
by Madison Avenue.' 

The later James was more concrete. He had also learned what a 
source of life inheres in verbal movement. 'Their multifarious collo
quies' is heavily abstract, whereas 'their plunge ... into the deeps 
of talk' takes us right into the action. So too with the diverse ways 
in which James launched his characters into motion, as when Hen
rietta 'was very well dressed' became 'she rustled, she shimmered'; 
or \1/hen the Countess, instead of entering the room 'with a great 
deal of expression,' did it 'with a flutter through the air.' Such 
movement means that James was envisaging his scenes more dra
matically; and, in the passage where Isabel has just been introduced 
to Osmond, we can see ho\v natural it had become for the novelist 
to heighten any theatrical detail. Where he had formerly ·written 
that Isabel sat listening to Osmond and Madame Merle 'as an 
impartial auditor of their brilliant discourse,' he now substituted 'as 
if she had been at the play and had paid even a large sum for her 
place.' And as this scene advances, instead of saying that Madame 
Merle 'referred everything' to Isabel, James wrote that she 'appealed 
to her as if she had been on the stage, hut she could ignore any 
learnt cue without spoiling the scene.' 

Operating more pervasively, here as al\vays, upon James' imagina
tion, were analogies with pictures rather than with the stage. When 
he wanted to enrich his bare statement that the Countess 'delivered 
herself of a hundred remarks from which I offer the reader but a 
brief selection,' he said that she 'began to talk very much as if, 
seated brush in hand before an easel, she were applying a series of
considered touches to a composition of figures already sketched in.' 
A phrase that shows us James; very process is when Isabel, instead 
of 'examining the idea' ( of Warburton's 'being a personage'), is 
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made to examine 'the image so conveyed.' The growth from ideas 
to images is what James had been fumbling for in his earlier preoc
cupation with the picturesque. The word might now embarrass him, 
but not the secret he had learned through it. He had originally 
opened the first of the chapters to be laid in Osmond's villa by 
remarking that 'a picturesque little group' was gathered there. 
What he meant to imply was made much more explicit in the revi
sion: 'a small group that might have been described by a painter as 
composing well.' 

That concern with composition grew from the conviction which 
he voiced in the preface to Rodericl� Hudson, that the novelist's 
subject, no less than the painter's, consisted ever in 'the related 
state, to each other, of certain figures and things.' And characters, 
he came to believe, could be best put into such relations when they 
were realized as visually, as lambently, as possible. This belief led 
him into one of his most recurrent types of revision, into endowing 
his dramatis personae with characterizing images. He had concluded 
his initial account of Ralph's ill health by remarking, 'The truth 
was that he had simply accepted the situation.' In place of that 
James was to introduce the poignancy that is Ralph's special note: 
'His serenity was but the array of \vild flowers niched in his ruin.' 
In comparable fashion, James added to his first description of 
Osmond, with no parallel in the· original, an image that embodies 
the complex nature we are to find in him: 'He suggested, fine gold 
coin as he \vas, no stamp nor emblem of the common mintage that 
provides for general circulation; he was the elegant complicated 
medal struck off for a special occasion.' 

Such elaborate images, more than any other aspect of James' later 
style, show his delight in virtuosity. Occasionally they seem to have 
been added purely because his eye fell on a dull patch of canvas, 
and he set out to brighten it up. Warburton's dim sisters don't con
tribute much in the original beyond 'the kindest eyes in the world.' 
But, in revising, James let himself go: their eyes are now 'like the 
balanced basins, the circles of "ornamental water," set, in parterres, 
among the geraniums.' In that image any functional intention may 
seem lost in the rococo flourish; but such was not usually the case. 
Take one very typical instance in the first detailed description of 
Caspar Goodwood-and it is significant of James' matured inten
tions that he introduced characterizing images of his chief figures at 
such important points. We. are told in the first version that Caspar 
had undergone the usual gentleman athlete's education at Harvard, 
but that 'later, he had become reconciled to culture.' In the revi
sion James conveyed much more of Caspar's energetic drive by 
means of a muscular image: 'later on he had learned that the finer 
intelligence too could vault and pull and strain.' 
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The full effect that Jan1es \Vas trying for in such images might be 
instanced by the chapter vvhich introduces Henrietta. Here v.,e 
1night follo\v James in the process of enlivening his sketch by a 
dozen fresh touches. The most interesting of these bring out Hen
rietta's character by the device of interrelating her appearance with 
her career. He did not rest content \vith saying that 'she \Vas scrupu
lously, fastidiously neat. From top to toe she carried not an ink
stain.' He changed this into: 'she was as crisp and new and compre
hensive as a first issue before the folding. From top to toe she had 
probably no 1nisprint.' In spite of the loudness of her voice ( which 
caused James to alter Henrietta '1nurmured' to Henrietta 'rang 
out'), Ralph \vas originally surprised to find that she was not 'an 
abundant talker.' But in the revision the detailed glance at her pro
fession is sustained, and he finds her not 'in the large type, the type 
of horrid "headlines." ' Yet she still remains fairly terrifying to 
Ralph� and, a fe,v pages farther on, James emphasized that by 
another kind of i1nage. To point up the fact that 'she was brave,' he 
added, 'she went into cages, she flourished lashes, like a spangled 
lion-tamer.' With that as a springboard James could rise to the final 
sentence of this chapter. Originally Ralph had concluded, 'Hen
rietta, however, is fragrant-I-Ienrietta is decidedly fragrant!' But 
this became a punch line: 'Henrietta, however, does smell of the 
Future-it almost knocks one down!' 

Jan1es remarked in his preface that he had given the reader 
'indubitably too n1uch' of Henrietta-a thing that could be said of 
most of his ficelles; but in retouching he had at least done what he 
could to brighten every inch. In relation to her ,ve 1nay note 
another phase of his revision, his addition of epithets to characterize 
the world of �·hich she is part. In Rome she is struck by the anal
ogy between the ancient chariot ruts and 'the iron grooves which 
n1ark the course of the American horse-car.' These become more up 
to date: 'the overjangled iron grooves which express the intensity of 
American life.' Where James had written 'the nineteenth century,' 
he was later to call it 'the age of advertisement'; and glancing, not 
at America but at Europe, he named it 'an overcivilized age.' But it 
was Henrietta's realm he was thinking of again when, instead of 
having Madame Merle remark that 'it's scandalous, how little I 
know about the land of my birth.,' he had her call it rather, in his 
most revelatory addition of this type: 'that splendid, dreadful, 
funny country-surely the greatest and drollest of them all.' 

III 

So far I have avoided the question that is usually raised first 
about James' revisions. Didn't he sometimes overwrite to no purpose 
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as a mere occupational disease? Occasionally, without doubt, it is 
the older James talking instead of a character, as when Pansy, 
instead of saying, 'I have no voice-just a little thread,' is made to 
transform this into ' ... just a small sound like the squeak of a slate
pencil making flourishes.' But look at another sample where at first 
it \vould appear as though James had taken twice as many words to 
say the same thing, where 'Marriage meant that a woman should 
abide \vith her husband' became 'Marriage meant that a woman 
should cleave to the man with \.vhom, uttering tremendous vows, 
she had stood at the altar.' In its context we can at least see what 
James \Vas after. This passage is part of Isabel's reflections, and both 
its fuller rhythm and density are meant to increase its inner rele
vance. The best \Vay, therefore, to judge the final yalue of James' 
rewriting is to relate it in each case to the character involved, an 
obligatory proceeding in dealing \vith the writer who asked, in The

Art of Fiction: '\1/11at is a picture or a novel that is not of charac
ter?' 

The diverse types of revision demanded by the different charac
ters may also remind us that \1/e have in this book the most interest
ingly variegated group that James ever created. T'he center of atten
tion is al\vays Isabel, and the changes devoted to her may be read as 
a brief outline of the interpretation ,vhich Jan1es hoped ,ve should 
give to his heroine. A fe\v involve her looks. \Vhereas acquaintances 
of the Archer girls used to refer to her as 'the thin one,' James' 
tenderness for her \Vas later to make this sound less invidious: 'the 
\villo\vy one.' From his initial description of her in the house at 
Albany, he ,vanted to emphasize that she was less mistress of her 
fate than she fondly believed. 1-Ie pointed this up by changing 
'young girl' to 'creature of conditions.' He also, as a past master of 
,vhat could be gained by the specific notation, changed the condi
tioning of her taste fron1 'a glimpse of conten1porary aesthetics' to 
'the 1nusic of Gounod, the poetry of Bro,vning, the prose of George 
Eliot'-a change ,vhich recalls that these ,vere also Minny 
Temple's4 tastes. 

But Ja1nes' chief interest in his heroine is revealed through 
another type of change. \Varburton's belief that she is 'a thoroughly 
interesting ,voman' is n1ade more intimate-'a really interesting 
little figure.' And a fe\v lines below, when Ralph concludes that a 
character like hers 'is the finest thing in nature,' he says more pre
cisely \vhat he means by adding, in the revision, that she is '3 real 
little passionate force.' James devoted 1nany of his later brush 
strokes to bringing her out as exactly that. Instead o'f passively want
ing 'to be delighted,' she no,v ,vants 'to hurl herself into the fray.' 
It is equally sympto1natic of her conduct that she refuses Warbur-

4. See pp. 637- 38 and 646- 50 in this edition !Editor].
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ton, not because such a 1narriage fails 'to correspond to any vision 
of happiness that she had hitherto entertained,' but because it fails 
'to support any enlightened prejudice in favour of the free explora
tion of life.' The Isabel whom the later James saw with so much 
lucidity is a daughter of the transcendental afterglow, far less 
concerned about happiness than about enlightenment and freedom. 

Another addition indicates that what is most required to make 
her respond is 'a bait to her imagination.' 1nat is exactly why she is 
caught by Osmond. Mrs. Touchett originally said that Isabel was 
capable of n1arrying him 'for his opinions'; but she heightens this 
with n1ore of the girl's romanticisn1 in saying 'for the beauty of his 
opinions or for his autograph of Michael Angelo.' And that is how 
we see Isabel reacting to him. His 'things of a deep interest' become 
'objects, subjects, contacts . .. of a rich association.' She reads into 
them also, in a favorite phrase of the later J aines, 'histories within 
histories.' When she defends him to Ralph, the revision makes her 
grounds 1nuch more explicit by adding to her question, 'What do 
you kno\v against him?'-'What's the matter with Mr. Osmond's 
type, if it be one? His being so independent, so individual, is what I 
most see in him.' And again, instead of saying 'Mr. Osmond is 
simply a man-he is not a proprietor,' she expands this with her 
feeling, 'Mr. Osmond's simply a very lonely, a very cultivated and a 
very honest 1nan-he's not a prodigious proprietor.' 

This is the Isabel of whom James felt it no longer adequate just 
to say, 'she was an excitable creature, and now she was much 
excited.' He transformed that into an image: 'Vibration was easy 
to her, was in fact too constant ,vith her, and she found herself now 
humming like a smitten harp.' Such vibrations are intrinsic to the 
rhythm of her thought. She no longer reflects merely that 'she had 
loved him,' but extends that reflection with 'she had so anxiously 
and yet so ardently given herself.' It is not padding, therefore, 
when, upon discovering how wrong she has been about Osmond, 
she does not conclude, 'There was only one way to repair it-to 
accept it,' but adds ' ... just immensely ( oh, with the highest gran
deurl) to accept it.' 

· The revisions affecting Osmond are of a very different sort. Far
more of them relate to his appearance, to the polished, elegant and 
slightly ambiguous surface which James wants the reader to study 
more fully. His 'sharply-cut face' becomes 'extremely modelled and 
composed.' James' description of his eyes is far more careful. They 
are no longer 'luminous' and 'intelligent' expressing 'both softness 
and keenness,' but 'conscious, curious eyes . . .  at once vague and 
penetrating, intelligent and hard.' This is quite in keeping with his 
smile, which is now his 'cool' smile, and with his voice, of which it 
is now said that, though fine, it 'sorneho,v wasn't sweet.' He does 
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not speak 'with feeling' but 'beautifully'; and his laugh, instead of 
being 'not ill-natured,' has now 'a finer patience.' James has done an 
expert job of heightening Osmond's thoroughly studied effect. He 
underscores the fact that Osmond's taste was his only Jaw by saying, 
not that he lived 'in a serene, impersonal \vay,' but 'in a sorted, 
sifted, arranged world,' where his 'superior qualities' become 'stand
ards and touchstones other than the vulgar.' 

Osmond is entirely devoted to forms, and to accent this trait, 
James introduces one of his most interesting later devices: he inter
relates Osmond's character \vith his surroundings in a way that 
shows again how much the novelist had learned from the plastic 
arts.5 On the first occasion that Osmond entertains Isabel, James 
\Vants her to be impressed with the rare distinction of the collector's 
villa. Osmond's footboy is no\v made deliberately picturesque: 
instead of remaining merely 'the shabby footboy,' he becomes 'tar
nished as to livery and quaint as to type,' and, with a fine added 
flourish, James tells us that he might 'have issued from some stray 
sketch of old-time n1anners, been "put in" by the brush of a Longhi 
or a Goya.' James also added in the revision that Osmond was 
marked for Isabel 'as by one of those signs of the highly curious 
that he \Vas showing her on the underside of old plates and in the 
corner of sixteenth-century drawings.' As Isabel thinks over this visit 
after\vards, she reflects that his care for beauty 'had been the main 
occupation of a· lifetime of \Vhich the arid places were watered with 
the sweet sense of a quaint, half-anxious, half-helpless fatherhood.' 
In the revision these thoughts rise from her impression of how she 
had seen him: his preoccupation ,vith beauty made his life 'stretch 
beneath it in the disposed vistas and with the ranges of steps and 
terraces and fountains of a formal Italian garden-allowing only for 
arid places freshened by the natural dews,' and so on. 

In building up the reasons why she took her romantic vie\v of 
him, James also embarked on an extended flight: 

What continued to please this young lady was his extraordi
nary subtlety. There was such a fine intellectual intention in what 
he said, and the 1novement of his ,vit "'as like that of a quick
flashing blade. 

,Vhat continued to please this young \V01nan \Vas that ,vhile he 
talked so for amusen1ent he didn't talk, as she had heard people, 
for 'effect.' He uttered his ideas as if, odd as they often appeared, 
he were used to them and had lived with them; old polished 
knobs and heads and handles, of precious substance, that could 
be fitted if necessary to new walking-sticks-not s,vitches plucke� 
in desli!ubon from lhe common !ree and !hen loo elegartHy 
waved about. 

5. I have given further instances from his earlier works in "Henry James and the Plastic Arts,"
The Kenyon Review (Autumn 1943).
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The new passage stresses, if in oblique vvays and with some need
less verbiage, Osmond's utter dependence on art rather than on 
nature. The 'old polished knobs,' like the 'complicated medal' to 
which he is compared, n1ake hin1 indisseverable fron1 his collector's 
items. It is not surprising that such a deliberately shaped work of 
art as he is 'mystified' Isabel. ( In the first version he had merely 
'puzzled' her.) It is fitting too that, as she comes under his fascina
tion, she should feel not 1nerely 'a good deal older than she had done 
a year before,' but also 'as if she ,vere '\vorth 1nore" for it, like some 
curious piece in an antiquary's collection.' For, in \Vays that her 
inexperience cannot possibly fathon1, that is precisely how Osn1ond 
proposes to treat her. She appeals to hin1, not for being 'as bright 
and soft as an April cloud,' but in one of James' most functional 
revisions, 'as sn1ooth to his genera 1 need of her as handled ivory to 
the palm.' 

The mystification is only Isabel's, the an1biguity is all in what 
Osmond concealed, not in any doubts that James entertained about 
him. The revision increases his 'lost' quality. His 'peculiarities' are 
called his 'perversities,' and where it \vas remarked that he con
sulted his taste alone, James now adds 'as a sick man consciously 
incurable consults at last only his lawyer.' The reader accepts 
entirely Ralph's judgment of Osmond as a sterile dilettante; but his 
quality is deepened \vhen Ralph recognizes the futility of trying to 
persuade Isabel, not that the n1an is 'a humbug,' but rather that 
there is something 'sordid or sinister' in him. With that deepening 
even Osn1ond becomes poignant: his 'keen, expressive, emphatic' 
face becomes 'firm, refined, slightly ravaged'-a far more telling por
trait. 

The character in this book around whom ambiguity gathers most 
is Madame Merle, since she has to play a double role throughout. 
James' changes involving her are chiefly of two sorts. He decided, 
for one thing, that her surface should be less transparent to Isabel. 
And so it is when Isabel asks her if she has not suffered that her 
'picturesque smile' is elaborated into 'the amused smile of a person 
seated at a ga1ne of guesses.' She is also called 'smooth' instead of 
'plump.' When Madame Merle introduced her to Osmond, Isabel 
wondered about 'the nature of the tie that united them. She was 
inclined to imagine that Madame Merle's ties were peculiar.' As 
James looked over that, it seemed to strike too close to the actual 
liaison, which he didn't want Isabel to suspect for a long time yet. 
So he t<?ned it up to 'the nature of the tie binding these superior 
spirits. She felt that Madame Merle's ties always somehow had his
tories.' 

But in the other type of change for Madame Merle, james felt, as 
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he did with Osmond, that he m.ust make her character unmistaka
ble to the reader. So he no longer endowed her with 'a certain 
nobleness,' but \vith 'a certain courage'; not with 'geniality' but 
with 'grace.' Even in changing the music that Isabel overhead her 
playing from 'something of Beethoven's' to 'something of Schu
bert's,' James must have felt that he was bringing it more within 
Madame Merle's emotional compass. When Isabel finally comes to 
kno\v her secret, the girl .reflects, not just that her friend was 'false,' 
but 'even deeply false . . .  deeply, deeply, deeply.' And Madame 
Merle's guilt is spoken of, not in terms 'of vivid proof,' but 'of ugly 
evidence ... of grim things produced in court.' 

Such details-of \vhich there are many more-are important in 
allaying the usual suspicion that James' ambiguity is unintentional, 
the obscurantism of a man \vho couldn't make up his own mind. 
\Vhen the ,vriting becomes denser, as it frequently does in the revi
sion, this is owing rather to James' gradual development of one of his 
special gifts, the ability so to handle a conversation that he keeps in 
the air not n1erely \vhat is said, but ,vhat isn't-the passage of 
thoughts \vithout ,vords. The situation here which challenged most 
this skill of the later James was when Warburton turned up again 
after Isabel's marriage. What she had to decide was whether, 
despite his honorable pretensions, he was still in love with her. 
Their interplay is n1ade more subtle. To judge the value of this kind 
of rewriting you 1nust follow the whole chapter, but one series of 
slight changes may sho,v what James was about. 

As they met again, in the first version, Isabel 'hardly knew 
whether she were glad or not.' Warburton, however, 'was plainly 
very \vell pleased.' In the revision his feelings are not given to us so 
explicitly: he \vas plainly quite sure of his o'",n sense of the matter.' 
Only as the conversation advances do Isabel-and the reader-gain 
the evidence she is after. In a 1noment or two, he remarks how 
charming a place she has to live in. In the original he said this, 
'brightly, looking about hin1.' But this became: 'with a look, round 
him, at her established home, in which she n1ight have caught the 
dim ghost of his old ruefulness.' That reveals to Isabel nearly all she 
needs, and her impression is clinched, when, instead of turning 
upon her 'an eye that gradually becan1e more serious,' he gives her, 
in addition, 'the deeper, the deepest consciousness of his look.' 
From that moment Isabel knows how unwise it would be for him to 
marry her stepdaughter Pansy, no matter how much Osmond ,vants 
the match. 

If such a situation caused James thus to weave the texture of his 
style more complexly, the changes that relate to Pansy and to 
Ralph, though equally slight, may reveal another significant quality. 
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In the scale of emotional vibrations James is more impressive in 
striking the note of tenderness than that of passion. We can 
observe this in the \Vay he heightened some of his most moving pas
sages. How utterly Pansy is at the mercy of her father's will is 
underlined by several details. Consider, for instance, her smile, in 
connection with ,vhich \Ve can note again James' extraordinary care 
to bring out every revelatory phase of his characters' looks. At the 
moment of Pansy's first appearance in the narrative, James 
remarked that her 'natural and usual expression seemed to be a 
smile of perfect sweetness.' But the point about Pansy is that she 
has had so little chance to be natural or spontaneous, and so James 
revised this: her face \vas 'painted with a fixed and intensely sweet 
smile.' So too ,vith the characterizing image that .he created for her. 
Instead of saying that Pansy entertained Isabel 'like a little lady,' 
James \vrote that she 'rose to the occasion as the small, ,vinged fairy 
in the pantomime soars by the aid of the dissimulated wire.' Thus 
Pansy's trapped state is suggested to us from the outset, and on the 
occasion when Isabel tells her that she is going to marry her father, 
James made two additions that show how he had learned to haadle 
irony. Originally Isabel had said, 'My good little Pansy, I shall be 
very kind to you.' But to that James added: 'A vague, inconsequent 
vision of her coming in some odd way to need it had intervened 
with the effect of a chill.' And when Pansy answered, 'Very well 
then; I have nothing to fear,' James no longer had her declare that 
'lightly,' but 'with her note of prepared promptitude.' And he also 
added, as part of Isabel's reflection: 'What teaching she had had, it 
s��JJied to suggest-or what penalties for non-performance she 
dreacied!' 

We c&R read, in these extensions, the same thing th� t we have 
I -

observed in the mi1or---characters, James' deepening t>f emotional 
tones. The most affecting passage in the book is_ the death of Ralph, 
for there J a1nes is expressing the tenderness of_ p_ure devotion, disen
cumbered of any worldly aims. The characterizing image noted 
above was designed to increase our sense of Ralph's precarious holds 
on life. To increase also our sense of his devotion to Isabel, 'his 
cousin' was twice changed to 'the person in the world in whom he 
was most interested.' The scene between these two, as he lies dying, 
is very short, and the only significant change is in Ralph's last 
speech. In the original this read:' "And remember this," he contin
ued, "that if you have been hated, you have also been loved."' To 
that James added: ' "Ah, but, Isabel-adored!" he just audibly and 
lingeringly breathed.' There it may become a debatable matter of 
taste whether the simpler form is not more moving; but the later 
James felt impelled to a more high-keyed emotional register. Both 
Ralph and Isabel, instead of 'murmuring' or 'adding softly' are 

--- --
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made to 'wail.'6 It is difficult to keep such tones from becoming 
sentimental, but how little James was inclined to sentimentalize can 
be seen in his handling of Ralph's funeral. Originally James pro
nounced it 'not a disagreeable one'; but h.e made his later statement 
stronger: it was 'neither a harsh nor a heavy one.' 

IV 

The two most extensive passages of rewriting are yet to be looked 
at. One relates to the Countess Gemini, and the other to Caspar 

Goodwood. Both can give us insight into how James conceived dra
matic structure, and ho\v he also felt that the climax of this book 
needed strengthening. 

In comparing the two versions, it is notable that the sequence of 
chapters which James pronounced, in the preface, as being the best 
in the book-the sequence that extends from Isabel's glimpse of the 
two together, with Osmond seated while Madame Merle is stand
ing, through the long vigil in which Isabel gradually pieces together 
her situation-that these three chapters (xL-XLII), with their impor
tant issues, were left substantially unchanged. So too with the fate
ful interview between Osmond and Isabel (Chapter XLVI) which 
shows how hopelessly far apart they have grown. But the scene with 
the Countess ( Chapter LI), in \vhich Isabel's suspicions are first 
given explicit names, was greatly recast. Some of the reasons for this 
are suggested by what James wrote in his notebook at the time 
when the novel had begun to appear in The Atlantic and he was 
trying to see his way clear to his conclusion: 'After Isabel's marriage 
there are five more instalments, and the success of the whole story 
greatly depends upon this portion being well conducted or not. Let 
me then make the most of it-let me imagine the best. There has 
been a want of action in the earlier part, and it may be made up 
here. The elements that remain are in themselves, I think, very 
interesting, and they are only to be strongly and happily combined. 
The weakness of the whole story is that it is too exclusively psychol
ogical-that it depends too little on incident; but the complete 
unfolding of the situation that is established by Isabel's marriage 
1nay nonetheless be quite sufficiently dramatic. The idea of the 
whole thing is that the poor girl, who has dreamed of freedom and 
nobleness, who has done, as she believes, a generous, natural, clear-
sighted thing, finds herself in reality ground in the very mill of the 
conventional. After a year or two of marriage the antagonism 

6. This is also true in the other most directly emotional scene, the death of Ralph's father:
' "My {athet died au h<l\.U ag<l," 
"Ah, my poor Ralph!" the girl murmured, putting out her hand to him.' 
' "My dear father died an hour ago." 
"Ah, my poor Ralph!" she gently wailed, putting out her two hands to him.,. 
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between her nature and Osmond's comes out-the open opposition 
of a nul.Jle �ltcC1ctt:lc1 a1n.l h 11c:1now one. 'There i:, a 5rcal: deal to do 

here in a small compass; every word, therefore, must tell-every 
touch must count. If the last five parts of the story appear crowded, 
this will be rather a good defect in consideration of the perhaps too 
great diffuseness of the earlier portion.' 

As James \vent on outlining his intentions, he was still undecided 
\Vhether the revelation of Pansy's parentage should come through 
Madame Merle herself or through the Countess: 'Better on many 
grounds that it should be the latter; and yet in that way I lose the 
"great scene" between Madame Merle and Isabel.' Twenty-five 
years later he was still bothered by what he had lost. In the passage 
of deadly quietness between Isabel and Osmond, and, subsequently, 
between Isabel and Madame Merle, he seems to have felt that his 
drama was too inward, that he needed a more emotional scene. And 
so he rewrote nearly all the lines in which the Countess told Isabel 
of the liaison. 

He had already given considerable attention to making the 
Countess' character a more lively mixture. Ralph's first description 
of her was changed from 'rather wicked' to 'rather impossible'; and 
in her own disarming self-characterization, instead of saying, 'I am 
only rather light,' she pronounced herself 'only rather an idiot and a 
bore.' James had originally said that her expression was 'by no 
means disagreeable'; but here he particularized: it was made up of 
'various intensities of emphasis and wonder, of horror and joy.' 
Also, to a quite astonishing degree, by recurring to a bird-image for 
her, he sustained her in a whir. For example, in her first meeting 
with Isabel, she delivered her remarks 'with a variety of little jerks 
and glances.' But the bird-motif gave these the momentum of 'little 
jerks and pecks, of roulades of shrillness,' with the result that James 
was stimulated to a further flight of his own, and added that her 
accent was 'as some fond recall of good English, or rather of good 
American, in adversity.' 

This kind of a character had dramatic possibilities, and, in his 
revision, James exploited them to the full. He did everything he 
could to make her revelations to Isabel into the 'great scene' he had 
missed. Isabel is alone, thinking of what \vill happen if, in defiance 
of Osmond's wishes, she goes to England to see Ralph before he 
dies. Then, suddenly, the Countess 'stood before her.' Tiius the 
original, but in the rewriting the Countess 'hovered before her.' And 
to give us an intimation that something is coming, James added 
that the Countess 'lived assuredly, it might be said, at the window 
of her spirit, bu� now she was leaning far out.' As Lawrence Leigh
ton, who first drew my attention to the importance of this scene for 
James' structure, remarked, this is like 'an extra blast from the 
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trumpets' to announce the herald. It occurs to Isabel for the first 
time that her sister-in-law might say something, not 'important,' but 
'really human.' 

In what fo1lows much subtle attention was paid to the Countess' 
diction. James endowed her with a more characteristic colloquial 
patter, with such epithets as 'poverina' and 'cara mia.' Instead of 
saying that Madame Merle had ,vanted 'to save her reputation,' she 
says, 'to save her skin'; and, in her view, Isabel has not merely 'such 
a pure mind'-she calls it 'beastly pure,' as such a ,voman would. 
Her speeches are considerably increased in length, one of them by 
almost a page. There is hardly any addition to her ideas, but as Mr. 
Leighton also observed, 'James ,vanted a good harangue, the sort of 
speech an actress could get her teeth into.' Her quality is melodra
matic, but it is effectively more baleful than in the first version. 

James has also built up the contrast bet,veen her and Isabel. The 
Countess expected-and hoped-that the girl would burst out with 
a denunciation of Osmond. But instead she is filled with pity for 
Madame Merle. She thinks even of Osmond's first wife, that 'he 
must have been false' to her-'and so very soon!' That last phrase is 
an addition that emphasizes Isabel's incurable innocence, despite all 
the experience through which she is passing. It glances ironically 
also at her O\vn situation. When she goes on to reflect that e:1t least 
Osmond has been faithful to her, the Countess says it depends on 
what you call faithful: '\Vhen he married you he ,vas no longer the 
lover of another woman-such a lover as he had been, cara mia,
between their risks and their precautions, while the thing lasted!' 
Everything after the dash is added, and \Ve can hear the Countess 
smacking her lips over such details, while Isabel recoils into herself. 
Where the first version had re1narked that she <hesitated, though 
there was a question in her eyes,' the utter cleavage between her 
and her gossipy interlocutress is no,v brought out: she 'hesitated as 
if she had not heard; as if her question-though it ,vas sufficiently 
there in her eyes-were all for herself.' When, a moment or two 
later, Isabel wondered why Madame Merle never \vanted to marry 
Osmond, the Countess had originally contented herself with saying 
that Madame Merle 'had grown more ambitious.' But to that James 
added: ' "besides, she has never had, a bout bin1," the Countess 

. went on, leaving Isabel to wince for it so tragically after\\l·ards-"she 
had never had, ,vhat you might call any illusions of intelligence." ' 
The Countess is happy to get in a dig at her brother, but for Isabel 
and for the reader there is the irony that Isabel herself had been 
fooled by just such illusions. That gives the final twist to the knife. 

Al�et �bis scene lhere remain on\y �our chap�ers. There is \he 
brief final encounter with Madame Merle, \vho sees in an instant 
that Isabel now knows everything. Isabel then says good-bye to 
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Pansy, but promises that she ,von't desert her. The rest of the book 
is taken up vvith Isabel's trip to England, with her farewell to 
Ralph, and \vith Caspar's return to her. The last chapter is largely 
her struggle \vitl1 hin1, and James' significant additions are led up to 
by the emphases that he has given to Caspar's character earlier in 
the book. He has introduced many details that sharpen the impres
sion of Caspar's indomit�ble energy. When Isabel first compares 
hin1 with Warburton, she feels that there is 'something too forcible, 
something oppressive and restrictive' about him. But this was made 
more concrete: 'a disagreeably strong push, a kind of hardness of

presence.' A revelatory image was introduced to contrast. Isabel's 
feeling about Warburton: instead of refusing to 'lend a receptive 
ear' to his suit, she now 'resists conquest' at his 'large quiet hands.' 
But Caspar is 'a kind of fate,' now, indeed, 'a kind of grim fate.' He 
himself gives fuller expression to the tension between them when he 
has first pursued her to London. Instead of saying, 'Apparently it 
was disagreeable to you even to write,' he makes it 'repugnant.' And 
he remarks bitterly, not that his insistence on his suit 'displeases' 
her, but that it 'disgusts.' As the best means of c11aracterizing him, 
James developed a recurrent image of armor. In his first account he 
had merely remarked that Caspar was 'the strongest man' Isabel 
had ever known; but to this he added: 'she saw the different fitted 
parts of him as she had seen, in museums and portraits, the differ
ent fitted parts of armoured warriors-in plates of steel handsomely 
inlaid with gold.' Later on, his eyes, instead of wearing 'an expres
sion of ardent remonstrance,' seemed 'to shine through the vizard of 
a helmet.' And when Isabel tries to measure his possible suffering, 
she no longer reflects that 'he had a sound consititution,' but that 
'he \vas naturally plated and steeled, armed essentially for aggres
sion.' 

He follows her to Italy to object strenuously to her engagement 
to Osmond: 'Where does he come from? Where does he belong?' 
That second question was added in the revisi0n, as w�s also Isabel's 
thought, 'She had never been so little pleased with the way he said 
"belawng.'' ' But, in spite of everything, Isabel cannot escape feel
ing Caspar's power; and in rewriting their final scene, James made 
an incisive analysis of his mixed repulsion and attraction for her. 
She is alone under the trees at Gardencourt, when Caspar suddenly 
appears-just as Warburton had surprised her there once before. In 
,vhat follows we are made to feel her overpowering sensation of his 
physical presence, from the moment that James adds that he was 
'beside her on the bench and pressingly turned to her.' As he insists 
that her husband is 'the deadliest of fiends,' and that he, Caspar, is 
determined to prevent her from the 'horror' of returning to him 
(both 'deadliest' and 'horror' were additions), Isabel realizes that 
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'she had never been loved before,' To that realization the original 
had added: 'It wrapped her about; it lifted her off her feet.' But 
now James wrote: 'She had believed it, but this was different; this 
was the hot wind of the desert, at the approach of which the others 
dropped dead, like mere s,veet airs of the garden. It wrapped her 
about; it lifted her off her feet, while the very taste of it, as of some
thing potent, acrid, and strange, forced open her set teeth.' 

That image takes her as far away from her surroundings and the 
gentlemanly devotion of a Warburton as it does from the decadent 
egotism nf an Osmond. For a moment she is completely overpow
ered. Caspar's voice, saying, 'Be mine, as I'm yours,' comes to her, 
not merely 'through a confusion of sound,' but 'harsh and terrible, 
through a confusion of vaguer sounds.' He takes her in his arms, 
and, in the first version, the climax is reached with·: 'His kiss was 
like a flash of lightning; \vhen it ,vas dark again she was free.' But 
now Jan1es felt it necessary to say far more: 'His kiss was like white 
lightning, a flash that spread, and spread again, and stayed; and it 
was extraordinarily as if, while she took it, she felt each thing in his 
hard manhood that had least pleased her, each agressive fact of his 
face, his figure, his presence, justified of its intense identity and 
made one with this act of possession. So had she heard of those 
wrecked and under water following a train of images before they 
sink. But when darkness returned she was free.' 

That conveys James' awareness of how Isabel, in spite of her mar
riage, has remained essentially virginal, and of how her resistance 
and her flight from Caspar are partly fear of sexual possession. But 
the fierce attraction she also feels in this passage would inevitably 
operate likewise for a girl of her temperament, in making her do 
\vhat she conceived to be her dtity, and sending her back to her hus
band. 

V 

That brings us to the ending of the book, which has seldom been 
rightly interpreted. The difference between the two versions is one 
of the few of James' revisions that is generally known. Henrietta has 
told Caspar that Isabel has gone back to Rome: 

'Look here, Mr. Goodwood,' she said; 'just you wait.' On which 
he looked up at her. 
Thus the final lines in the original. But to these James added: 

-but only to guess, from her face, with a revulsion, that she
simply meant he was young. She stood shining at him with that
cheap comfort, and it added, on the spot, thirty years to his life.
She walked him away with her, however, as if she had given him
now the key to patience.
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Many critics have held this difference to 1nean that James had· 
changed his 111ind, that in the original he had given Caspar 1nore 
hope. But he seems rather to have made unn1istakably explicit what 
he had always intended to imply. He had said in his notebook out
line that Isabel was to be greatly moved by Caspar's 'passionate out
break': 'she feels the full force of his devotion-to \vhich she has 
never done justice; hut she refuses. She starts again for Italy-and 
her departure is the climax and termination of the story.' James had 

· also observed there that Henrietta was to have 'the last word,' to
utter 'a characteristic characterization of Isabel.' But he must have
felt in revising that he had been. too brief, that he had failed to
drive home tc the reader that what was being expressed was no sure
promise about Isabel, but rather Henrietta's optimism, \vhich re
fuses to accept defeat.

The end of Isabel's career is not yet in sight. That fact raises a
critical issue about James' way of rounding off his narratives. He
was keenlv aware of what his method involved. As he wrote in his

, 

notebook, upon concluding his detailed project: 'With strong han-
dling it seen1s to n1e that it may all be very true, very powerful, very
touching. The obvious criticism of course will be that it is not
finished-that it has not seen the heroine to the end of her situa
tion-that I have left her en l' air. This is both true an9 false. The
whole of anything is never told; you can only take what groups
together. What I have done has that unity-it groups together. It
is complete in itself-and the rest may be taken up or not, later.'

This throws a great deal of light-perhaps n1ore than any single
passage of his published ,vork-on how James conceived of struc
ture. He recounted in the preface to the Portrait how Turgenieff
had encouraged hin1 in his belief that the important thing to start
,vith was not an air�tight plot, but rather a character or group of
characters ,vho are so living that the main question becomes to
'invent and select' the complications that such characters \vould be
1nost likely to produce and to feel.'

Years before the Portrait, Willian1 Jan1es had commented on the
effect of such a method, as it struck hin1 in A Most Extraordinary
Case ( 1868), one of the first half dozen stories that Henry had
printed. \Villian1 felt that here he understood for the first ti1ne
what Henry was aiming for: 'to give an impression like that we
often get of people in life: Their orbits come out of space and lay
themselves for a short time along of ours, and then off they whirl
again into the unknown, leaving us with little more than an impres
sion of their reality and a feeling of baffled curiosity as to the mys
tery of the beginning and the end of their being,' William thought
such a method difficult to make succeed, but 'with a deep justifica
tion in nature.' He was to grow somewhat less sure of its efficacy, as
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can be read in his tone about The Tragic Muse: 'the final winding 
up is, as usual \vith you, rather a losing of the story in the sand, 
yet that is the ,vay in which things lose themselves in real life.' 
Henry, on the other hand, grew steadily to have more confidence in 
what he \Vas doing, until he declared, in the preface to Roderick

Hudson: 'Really, universally, relations stop nowhere, and the exqui
site problen1 of the artist is eternally but to draw, by a geometry of 
his own, the circle within 1vvhich they shall happily appear to do so.' 
That gives his essential conception of the kind of wholeness that 
form imposes. 

He had been particularly concerned in the ·Portrait with launch
ing Isabel Archer into action, with presenting her so vividly that his 
narrative would compose itself around the primary question, 'Well, 
,vhat \Vill she do?' It has recently been assumed that James believed 
entirely in the rightness of his heroine's conduct, and that since our 
age no longer feels as he-and she-did about the strictness of the 
1narriage vo\v, we can no longer respond to the book except as to a 
period piece. But that is to n1isread not merely the ending, but all 
of James' own 'characteristic characterization' of Isabel. He could 
hardly have made a more lucid summary of the weaknesses that she 
exposed to Europe: 'her 1neagre knowledge, her inflated ideals, her 
confidence at once innocent and dogmatic, her temper at once 
exacting and indulgent'-that whole passage of analysis on the eve
ning after her arrival at Gardencourt, a passage untouched in the 
revision, is 1neant to have our closest scrutiny. 

As Isabel embarks on her 'free exploration' of life, Henrietta is 
outspoken in declaring that she is drifting rather to 'some great mis
take,' that she is not enough 'in contact with reality,' ,vith the 'toil
ing, striving' world. Ralph tells her that she has 'too much con
science'-a peculiarly American complication in the romantic tem
perament. Although all her diverse friends are united in their disap
proval of Osn1ond, she proceeds to do the \vrong thing for the right 
reasons. She has a special pride in 1narrying him, since she feels 
that sbe is not only 'taking,' but also 'giving'; she feels too the 
release of transferring some of the burden of her inheritance to 
another's conscience-Ja1nes' \vay of comn1enting on how hann was 
done to her by her 1noncy. But once she discerns what Osmond is 
really like, and ho\v he has trapped her, she is by no means supine 
in his toils. She stands up to hin1 with dignity, she even asks Pansy, 
'Will you con1e away \vith 1ne no,v?' Yet Isabel kno\vs that is 
impossible; she knows, even as she leaves, that she ,vill have to 
return to Rome for Pansy's sake. 

But n1uc11 n1ore is involved tl1an that-James' whole conception 
of the discipline of suffering. It is notable that his kinship here to 
Ha,vthorne becon1es far more palpable in the final version. Take the 
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instance when, at the ti1ne of Ralph's death, Isabel realizes ho\v 
Mrs. Touchett has 1nissed the· essence of life by her inability to feel. 
It seemed to Isabel that Ralph's moi:her \vould find it a blessing 
today to be able to indulge a regret. She wondered whether Mrs. 
Touchetf were not trying, whether she had not a desire for the rec
reation of grief.' James made this much fuller, particularly the latter 
portion. Isabel wondered if Mrs. Touchett 'were not even missing 
those enrichments of consciousness and privately trying-reaching 
out for son1e aftertaste of life, dregs of the banquet; the testimony 
of pain or the cold recreation of remorse.' The vie\v of suffering 
adumbrated there, even the phrasing, recalls Hawthorne's The

Chr.istmas Banquet, \vhere the n1ost miserable fate is that of the 
man whose inability to feel bars him out even from the common 
bond of \voe. 

The common bond of sin, so central to Hawthorne's thought, 
was also accentuated through James' retouching. When Madame 
Merle finally foresees what is ahead, she says to Osmond in the orig
inal, 'How do bad people end? You have made me bad.' But James 
extended this with a new jtalicized emphasis, 'How do bad people 
end?-especially as to their conimon crimes. You have made me as 
bad as yourself.' Isabel's link with humanity, if ·not through sin
unless her \villful spirit counts as such-is through her acceptance 
of suffering. The inevitability of her lot is 1nade more binding in 
the revision. Her reflection that 'she should not escape, she should 
last,' becon1es 'she should never escape, she should last to the end.' 
She takes on heightened stature when James no longer says that, 
\.vhile she sat \vith Ralph, 'her spirit rose,' but that 'her ache for 
herself becan1e somehow her ache for him.' 1be pathos of her situa
tion is also intensified in proportion to her greater knowledge of 
what is involved. 'She reflected that things change but little, while 
people change so much' is far less affecting than 'she envied the 
security of valuable "pieces" which change by no hair's breadth, 
only grow in value, while their owners lose inch by inch, youth, 
happiness, beauty.' 

In both the original and the revision Isabe1 lays the most scrupu
lous e1nphasis upon the sacredness of a promise. Despite all her 
eagerness for culture, hers is no speculative spirit. Osmond comes to 
despise her for having 'the moral horizon' of a Unitarian minister 
-'poor Isabel, who had never been able to understand Unitarian
ism!' But \vhether she understands it or not, she is a firn1 grand
daughter of the Puritans, not in her thought but in her moral integ
rity. In portraying her character and her fate, James ,vas also ,vriting 
an essay on the interplay of free will and determinism. Isabel's o,vn 
view is that she was 'perfectly free,' that she married Osmond of her 
most deliberate choice, and that, however 1niserable one may be, 
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one must accept the consequences of one's acts. James knew how 
little she was free, other than to follow to an impulsive extreme 
everything she had been made by her environment .al)d background. 

Thus he leaves her to confront her future, and is satisfied if he 
has endowed his characters with so much 'felt life' that the reader 
must weigh for himself \vhat is likely to lie ahead in her reiation 
with Osmond. It may be that, as Isabel herself conjectures, he may 
finally 'take her money and let her go.' It may be that once she has 
found a husband for Pansy, she will feel that she no longer has to 
remain in Rome. James believed that the arbitrary circle of art 
should stimulate such speculations beyond its confines, and thus 
create also the illusion of wider life. He had about Isabel a tragic 
sense, but he did not write a tragedy, as he ,vas to do in The Wings 
of the Dove, since this earlier drama was lacking in the finality of 
purgation and judgment. But his view of his material was not at all 
ambiguous. He knew how romantic Isabel was, how little experienced 
she was in mature social behavior. He had shown that she was com
pletely mistaken in believing that 'the world lay before her-she 
could do whatever she chose.' But James also knew the meaning and 
the value of renunciation. The American life of his day, in its 
reckless plunge to outer expansiveness and inner defeat, had taught 
him that as his leading .spiritual· theme. Through Isabel Archer he 
gave one of his fullest and freshest expressions of inner reliance in 
the face of adversity. It is no wonder that, after enumerating her 
weaknesses, he had concluded: 'she \vould be an easy victim of scien-. 
tific criticism if she were not intended to awaken on the reader's 
part an impulse more tender ... ' 

ANTHONY J. MAZZELLA 

The New Isabelt 

A careful analysis of the revision of The Portrait of a Lady will 
reveal that there are �wo Portraits, not one, and that each is a dif-· 
ferent literary experience. The Isabel Archer who faces her destiny 
is not the same young woman in both versions, nor is the quality of her 
destiny the same. She may travel the same road in each case, and meet 
people \vith the same names; but the road has different landmarks 
and the people are different travelers-more keenly felt, . more 
sharply there, more fully realized-and other than what they were. 

The sense of her destiny is transmuted by a deeper range ol images, 
while the destiny itself is peopled with characters who have lived 

t Reprinted by permission _of the author. 
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other lives and gone different ,:vays. The road she no,:v follows ·has 
sudden drops and altered vistas and intriguing byways. And overrid
ing all, perhaps, is the fuller identity of her creator. 

James had completed arrangements with Charles Scribner's Sons 
for publication of the New York Edition toward the end of 1905.1
By mid-May, 1906, he had revised enough of the Portrait to write 
James B. Pinker, his literary agent, that he estimated the typed revi
sions, "the most intricate" pages, rep.resented "about half the 
whole" of his output.2 Several times in 1906, during the demand
ing process of revising the first three works for the New York Edition 
(Roderick Hudson, The American, and The Portrait of a Lady),
James communicated his progress to Pinker, declaring on one occa
sion that "when the difficult business of working over those 3 first 
novels will be ended, the rest of the business \vill go infinitely faster."3

By mid-June, 1906, he had revised some 3 50 pages of the Por
trait. By the end of July, he had completed his revisions, or cer
tainly the first stages ( more was to be altered before the final ver
sion appeared in the New York Edition), for he had advised Pinker 
to deliver his marked copy of the 1881 American Edition to H. 0. 
Houghton and Company, Cambridge, Massachusetts, the printers 
who were to supply his proof sheets.4 The new Portrait of a Lady
published in 1908 was now a changed Portrait.

Of the thousands of changes, the most significant concern charac
terization, and of the characters, the most significant is Isabel. 
Whenever James introduced an in1portarit character for the first 
time, his revisions multiplied. Any examination of such introduc
tions will easily verify this; that of Mrs. Touchett, for example, in 
Chapter 3, or of Madame Merle in Chapter 18. But no one 
received more continuous attention than Isabel, either as the sub
ject of revision herself or as one responsible for alteration in James's 
conception of other characters. The point is that the original char
acters exist differently in the revision. And ,ve are responding in a 
new way to new characters in a new work. 

A major element in the refinement of Isabel into another charac
ter is an emphasis on her freedom and vulnerability. Her destiny, 
in the revision, becomes one that is at once unlimited and fraught 
with peril. The primary literary means Jan1es uses to effect this 
emphasis on freedom is imagistic: a use of the conventional free 
bird and an introduction of the image of a greyhound. James 
increases the effectiveness of this latter image by incorporating it in 
a miniature drama in which Isabel's plain sister Lilian yearns for 
other possibilities: 
1. Sydney J. Krause, Henry /ames's Revisions of The Portrait of a Lady (Ph.D. dissertation,

Columbia University, 1956), p. 21.
2. Quoted in Krause, p. 20.
3. Ibid., p. 21.

4. Ibid.
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"I have never felt like Isabel's sister, and I am sure I never shall," 
she had said to an intimate friend; a declaration which made it 
all the more creditable that she had been prolific in sisterly 
offices./ "I've never kept up with Isabel-it would have taken.all 
my time," she had often remarked; in spite of which, however, 
she held her rather \Vistfully in sight; watching her as a motherly 
spaniel might watch a free greyhound. ( 24/III, 39) 5

In addition to the greyhound image there is a bird image ampli
fied initially in the revised version to include an aspect of freed om 
and later introduced in this new fullness in another revised passage. 
Isabel, in the first instance, had recently arrived at Pratt's Hotel for 
her stay in London when, one evening, she was startled by a visit 
from Caspar Goodwood. It is in his revised response to her perora
tion on independence that a somewhat Victorian bird becomes free: 
"To his mind she had al\vays had wings, and this was but the 
flutter of those stainless pinions."/ "He had never supposed she 
hadn't wings and the need of beautiful free movements . . ." 
( 1 39/III, 228). Later, when Mrs. Touchett began her journey from 
Paris to Italy, she made it clear to her niece that it was Isabel's deci
sion to come along: 

"Now, of course, you are completely your own mistress," she 
said. / "Now, of course, you're completely your own mistress and 
are as free as the bird on the bough .... " ( 191-92/III, 315) 

This new emphasis on freedom is struck early in the novel when 
in Chapter 3 James revises the account of Isabel's youth. Of her pri
mary school in the earlier version, Isabel "had expressed great dis-
gust with the place .... " But in the later version, she "had pro-
tested against its laws ... " ( 18/111, 29). She had earlier elected to 
meet Mrs. Touchett in 'the office,' "the most joyless chamber" in 
the house at Albany. Later, this meeting-place is called "the most 
depressed of its scenes" ( 19/III, 31), a revision \vhich suggests, in 
effect, limited as well as n1elancholy vistas. 

The element of freedom is also emphasized negatively as a limita
tion. In one instance, in a possible echo of the earlier greyhound 
image but more likely as a result of a more immediate revision-Isa
bel' s sister, once "popular," is now "fetching" ( 27 /III, 44 )-this 
negative aspect of freedom is expressed in a canine image: 

Isabel could have no illusions . . . as to the moderate character 
of her own triumphs. / Isabel could have no illusions ... as to 
the limits of her own power to frisk and jump and shriek-above 
all with rightness of effect. ( 27 /III, 44) 

5. Throughout, page references are given first for the I 881 version and then, separated by a
slash, from the New York Edition, for which the volume number is also included.
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In this revision, Isabel becomes also a character \vho is more con
scious of the effect of her actions. 

In another instance, after Isabel has refused Lord Warburton's 
proposal of marriage, the revision of her reflection becomes more 
precise, less conventional, and indicative of her dislike of limitation: 

the idea [ of marriage to Lord Warburton] failed to correspond 
to any vision of happiness ... / the· idea failed to support any 
enlightened prejudice in favour of the free exploration of life .... 
(94/III, 155) 

And just a little later, she fears that a limitation of her freedom 
1night mean almost a literal paralysis:· 

the situation might ... contain elements that would displease 
her ... / might ... contain oppressive, might contain narrowing 
elements, might prove really but a stupefying anodyne . ... ( 95, 
III, 155-6) 

Related to her fear of limitation are her altered response to 
Madame Merle and James's slightly different conception of minor 
characters. In both instances, the change stresses various aspects of 
freedom. When, in Chapter 28, Isabel first meets Madame Merle 
_and notices her face, she responds to a new suggestiveness which 
reinforces the rightness of her attraction to this woman because it is 
related to her sense of freedom: ''It was a face that told of a rich 
nature and of quick and liberal impulses ... " / "It was a face that 
told of an amplitude of nature and of quick and free motions .... " 
( I 52/111, 249). 

�ariy in the novel, when we meet Daniel Touchett, the reference 
to his money is altered to stress the value money will come to have 
for Isabel-the freedom that money can bring. Lord Warburton 
and Daniel Touchett are engaged in lively banter about wealth 
when Warburton remarks that Touchett should not chide him for 
being rich because, in the first version, " 'you are so ridiculously 
wealthy,'." and in the revision, because " 'you have-haventt you? 
-such unlimited means' " ( 7 /III, 10).

Also early in the novel, when Isabel and her uncle are discussing
the reality of fict_ional heroines, Daniel Touchett criticizes a lady
novelist friend of Ralph's first for being unreliable and for having 
"'Too much imagination ... '" and then for having "'Too free a 
fancy ... ' " ( 4 7 /III, 77) . This minor change repeats the stress on 
freedom and comments subtly on Isabel's conception of freedom as 
having its roots not in life but in fiction. 

And finally, the refinement of Isabel's freedom is strengthened by 
having another character respond to this element in her nature. The 
rejected Lord Warburton is walking with Isabel in the gallery of 
Gardencourt in Chapter 14 when she stops to examine a picture. In 
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the first version, "there was something young and flexible in her 
movement, which her companion noticed." But in the revision, 
"there was something so young and free in her movement that her 
very pliancy seemed to mock at him" ( 113/III, 185). 

Besides this emphasis on Isabel's freedom, there is in the revision 
a heightened sense of the danger she faces in the future. This sense 
of danger in Isabel's destiny begins with cosmic overtones, is visible 
at times in subtle ways, and eventually comes to include Pansy's fate 
as well. It is related to her ideas on marriage, to the conventional 
proposals of marriage she receives from her three suitors, and to the 
fatality of money. But as events in both novels move toward the area 
of basic sexual responses, this sense of danger in the revised version 
becomes a fear of a special kind of annihilation: that of the mind by 
the erotic. And it is this fear, as we shall see, that ultimately influ
ences the new Isabel's major decisions. 

Sitting alone in her grandmother's house in Albany on a rainy 
afternoon, Isabel in the first version responds with neutrality to the 
coming of spring: "the spring-time presented itself as a question
able improvement. Isabel, however, gave as little attention as possible 
to the incongruities of the season .... " But in the revision there is 
an awareness of danger and ugliness on a cosmic scale: "the spring
time was indeed an appeal-and it seemed a cynical, insincere 
appeal-to patience. Isabel, however, gave as little heed as possible 
to cosmic treacheries'' ( 19/III, 31}. 

Much later, in Chapter 21, Isabel considers, with a new emphasis 
which subtly links her fate with bruises, a person's relationship with 
Mrs. Touchett: "you knew exactly where to find her, and were 
never liable to chance encounters with her."/" you knew exactly 
where to find her and were never liable to chance encounters and 
concussions'' ( 192/III, 316). Also in this chapter, she considers 
with a slight shift in en1phasis achieved th rough· the introduction of 
martial imagery, the fateful implications of her Italian sojourn: 

She was glad to pause, however, on the edge of this larger knowl
edge; the stillness of these soft weeks seemed good to her. They 
were a peaceful interlude in a career which she had little warrant 
as yet for regarding as agitated ... / She was glad to pause, how
ever, on the edge of this larger adventure; there was such a thrill 
even in the preliminary hovering. It affected her moreover as a 
peaceful interlude,_ as a hush of the drum and fife in a career 
which she had little ,varrant as yet for regarding as agitated ... 
( 19 5/III, 321) 

Lat,r, in Chapter ,9� after �he ha� met O�n1011d; �he come� to link 
her visit to Rome ,vith time past, using an image that contains a 
disturbing 1nixture of pleasant joy and ominous suffocation and 
protection: 
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the pleasantest incident of her life-so it pleased her to qualify 
her little visit to Rome-was coming to an end. / ... so it 
pleased her to qualify these too few days in Rome, which she 
might musingly have likened to the figure of some small princess 
of one of the ages of dress overmuffled in a mantle of state and 
dragging a train that it took pages or historians to hold up-that 
this felicity was coming to an end. ( 2 70 /IV, 16) 

Also in this chapter, she responds differently to Osmond's proposal, 
this time charging it with the ambiguous tug of fate: 

The tears came into Isabel's eyes-they were caus�d by an inten
ser throb of that pleasant pain I spoke of a moment ago. / 'Ine 
tears came into her eyes: this time they obeyed the sharpness of 
the pang that suggested to her somehow the slipping of a fine 
bolt-backward, forward, she couldn't have said which. ( 271/IV, 
18) 

The image of the bolt as conceived by the later Isabel is ambigu
ously a freeing and an enslaving mechanism-a sense of unknown 
fate. 

Before her marriage, she comes to sense danger even in Pansy's 
future. In the early version hers is a "moral'' appreciation of Pansy's 
innocence, but in the revision it is ''anxiously moral " ( 309/IV, 84). 
And at their meeting just before her marriage, Isabel comes to have 
an unsettling vision of Pansy's destiny: 

"My good little. Pansy," said Isabel, gently, "I shall be very kind 
to you." / ... "I shall be ever so kind to you." A vague, inconse
quent vision of her coming in some odd \Vay to need it had inter
vened with the effect of a chill. ( 311/IV, 86) 

This sense of an ominous future and a dangerous destiny .is partly 
induced by the inclination of the revised Isabel to view marriage as 
a destructive element and as perilous. Early in the novel, in Chapter 
6, the 1908 Isabel felt that few men she knew were worth "a ruin
ous expenditure." The 1881 Isabel objected merely to ''an expendi
ture of imaginat�on " ( 44/III, 71). Furthermore, the earlier Isabel's 
thoughts on marriage usually "ended by frightening her." For the 
later Isabel, the process ended slightly more ominously, "in alarms" 
( 44/III, 72). 

When she encounters Caspar Goodwood at Pratt's Hotel in 
London and he insists that she will marry, the 1881 Isabel impa
tiently rejoins: " 'Very well, I will then.' " The 1908 Isabel rede
fines the situation as threatening: ' "Very well then. We'll put it 
that I'm not safe' " { 136/111, 22 3). Goodwood's response_ to her 
attitude also heightens the sense of danger: he sees her in the ear
lier version as acting as if she were H 'going to commit a crime' "; 
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but in the· later version, the crime becomes " 'some atrocity' " 
(141/III, 229). 

The later Isabel's sense of the danger surrounding marriage is 
reinforced by two additional revisions. In the first, her protestations 
to Madame Merle of ease in the presence of men is belied by the 
brutality of the image she uses: " 'I am not afraid of them' "/ 
" 'Why, I'm not afraid of them-I'm as used to them as the cook to 
the butcher-boys' " ( 214/III, 3 5 3) . And in the second, she is dis
cussing with Ralph the possibility of falling in love with Osmond: 
[She: J "'The more information one has about a person the better.' " 
[He:] "''I don't agree to that.' "/" 'The more information one has 
about one's dangers the better.' 'I don't agree to that-it may make 
them dangers' " ( 218 /III, 3 59). 

The ominous note is detailed, further, in the later Isabel's rela
tionship with each of her suitors. Before Lord Warburton's influ
ence becomes strong, the early Isabel is encouraged to explore Eng
lish society and promises "to be delighted." The later Isabel views 
the prospect more violently, for she promises "to hurl herself into 
the fray" ( 54/III, 89). 

When Warburton proposes, the later Isabel, unlike the earlier 
one, has a sense of being trapped: "though she was lost in admira
tion of her opportunity she managed to move back into the deepest 
shade of it, even as some \vild, caught creature in a vast cage" 
( 93/III, 1 52-3). And when she considers confiding Warburton's 
proposal to her cousin, she, unlike the early Isabel, conceives elimi
nating the possibility in highly negative terms: "she would have had 
to do herself violence to air this special secret to Ralph" ( 111/111, 
1 58). In addition, the later Isabel's rejection of Warburton 
becomes su11ied through her particular cast of mind: 

... she had just given a sort of personal accent to her independ
ence by making up her mind to refuse Lord Warburton. / ... 
she had just given a sort of personal accent to her independence 
by looking so straight at Lord Warburton's big bribe and yet 
turning away from it. ( 98/III, 162) 

For both the Warburton and the Isabel of the revision, "unhappi
ness" becomes ominously "a life of misery" ( 114/III, 187). Finally, 
her recollection for Ralph at Pratt's Hotel of her rejection of War
burton's suit becomes imagistically compelling in its chilling note 
of finality: 

... she took no pleasure in recalling Lord Warburton's magnani
mous disappointment. / ... when she felt again in her face, as 
from a recurrent wave, the cold breath of her last suitor's sur
prise, she could only muffle her head till the air cleared. 
( 1 22/III, 199-200) 
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The later Caspar Goodwood received sin1ilar treatment. When he 
is first introduced, in Chapter 4, Isabel has just been reviewing her 
life after her aunt's visit in Albany and has no desire to see hin1. 
TJ1e early Isabel delays seeing him and paces "the room with a cer
tain feeling of embarrassment." The later Isabel is not embarrassed 
but distressed: "she moved a bout the room with a new sense of 
complications" . ( 29/ III, 4 7). 

In Chapter 1 3, after telling her uncle of her rejection of Warbur-
ton, the early Isabel finds herself thinking of Goodwood's influence 
on her freedom and is "haunted at moments by the image of his 
disapproval" of what she has done. But the later Isabel, ominously 
placed, is haunted "by the image, by the danger, of his disapproval" 
( 98 /III, 162) . 1\nd in the same chapter, his having followed her to 
Europe n1akes him for the early Isabel "a kind of fate"; for the later 
Isabel, "a kind of grim fate" ( 99/III, 163). 

In Chapter 16, when Goodwood surprises her at Pratt's Hotel 
and declares his love, the 1881 Isabel merely "felt the force of it." 
The 1908 Isabel felt n1ore, felt a trap, "felt it thrown off, into the 
vast of truth and poetry, as practically a bait to her in1agination" 
( 135/III, 220). And when Goodwood leaves her trembling at the 
beginning of Chapter 1 7, the early Isabel is excited; the later Isabel 
wants to withdra,1/ to refuge and to safety: 

She was an excitable creature, and now she was much excited; 
but she wished to resist excitement, and the attitude of prayer ... 
seemed to help her to be still. / Vibration was easy to her, was 
in fact too constant with her, and she found herself now hum-
1ning like a smitten harp. She only asked, however, to put on the 
cover, to case herself again in brown holland, but she wished to 
resist excitement, and the attitude of devotion . . . seemed to 
help her to be still. ( 142/III, 2 32) 

A sense of being trapped is also present more emphatically for 
the later Isabel when she first meets Gilbert Osmond at his hillside 
villa outside Florence: 

There was something rather severe about the place; it looked 
somehow as if, once you were in, it would not be easy to get out. 
/ 'There was something grave and strong in the place; it looked 
somehow as if, once you were in, you would need an act of an 
energy to get out. ( 221/III, 364) 

And the concern of the later Isabel not to commit an esthetic error 
in his presence is presented as a state of helplessness which does not 
occur to the early Isabel: 

It would have annoyed her ... to pass by something at which the 
truly initiated n1ind would arrest itself. She was very careful ... / 
It would have annoyed her ... to pass by something at which the 
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truly initiated mind would arrest itself. She had no wish to fall into 
that grotesqueness-in which she had seen women ( and it was a 
warning) serenely, yet ignobly, flounder. She was very careful ... 
( 2 30/III, 379) 

Finally, the response of the later Isabel to her inheritance com. 
pletes the sense of danger \vhich she, but not the early Isabel, con
ceives as an integral part of "affronting her destiny." When, in

Chapter 20, the early Isabel learns of her fortune, the narrator 
elects not "to enter into her meditations or to explain why it was 
that some of them were of a rather pessimistic cast." But the narra
tor who tells the later Isabel's story declines "to explain exactly why 
her new consciousness was at first oppressive" { 183/111, 300-

301). And when, in the same chapter, she meets Henrietta Stack
pole in Paris and they discuss the possibilities of her wealth, the 
early Isabel gazes "upon this vivid but dusky picture of her future," 
,vhile the later Isabel is confronted by a "lurid scene " ( 189/111, 
311). Even the later Henrietta sees Isabel's future life not as "real
ity" as does tl1e early Henrietta, but as "grim reality" ( 189/III, 
310). 

One aspect of personal reality not recognized by the early Isabel 
caps what is perhaps the single n1ost important area of response in 
the later Isabel and is crucial as a preliminary factor in understand
ing her conduct and her sense of a dangerous destiny. This aspect 
of her being, aln1ost n1utely recognized only by the later Isabel, is a 
fear of sexual possession. The later Isabel is shown as being afraid of 
the erotic and, at th� end of the revised,· Chapter 12, this fear is 
made virtually explicit. TI1e early Isabel is going to reject Warbur
ton and \\'Onders only '\vhether she were not a cold, hard girl." But 
the Jater Isabel senses n1ore; she wonders '\vhether she were not a 
cold, hard, priggish person" ( 95/III,1 57). This priggishness is 
obliquely echoed later, in the next chapter, in her letter of rejection 
to Warburton. While the first Isabel in refusing Warburton could 
see him in the in1p1ied erotic terms of a husband, the later Isabel 
could not: 

" ... I do not find n1yself able to regard you in the light of a hus
band ... " /" ... I a111 not, I am really and truly not, able to 
regard you in the light of a companion for life .. ·." ( 101/111, 
166) 

Although this fear of the erotic rests prin1arily in Isabel, there is a 
disturbing erotic ambience ,vhich pervades the revised novel and 
communicates itself to the reader of that version. In this area of the 
ero�ic, James extensive1y revised bis treatment of minor objects and 
secondary characters, and especially Isabel's relationship to Warbur
ton and Goodwood. In the former relationship there is both an 
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increase and a decrease of sexual connotation and awareness, and in 
the latter there is a vivid expression of male physicality. 

A small cluster of changes early in the \vork begins the new 
e1nphasis on the erotic. It is significant that the later Isabel will 
recall a childhood neighbor though a bedroom reference while the 
early Isabel does not, and that a bedroon1 reference present i.n the 
early version but not related to Isabel \vill be re1noved fron1 the 
later version: 

. . . the Dutch house . . . was occupied by a primary school for 
children ... kept in an amateurish manner by a demonstrative 
Jady, of whom Isabel's chief recollection was that her hair was 
puffed out very much at the temples ... / ... Isabel's chief rec .. 
ollection of her was that her hair was fastened with strange 
bedroomy combs at the temples ... ( 18/III, 29) 

.. . her sister's words must have prompted a remark that she 
1nade to her husband in the conjugal chamber as the two were 
getting ready to go to the hotel. / . . . her sister's words had 
doubtless prompted a word spoken to her husband as the two 
were making ready for their visit. ( 24/III, 39) 

The third of these early revisions which contribute to the sexual 
ambience of the 1908 version is the most powerful, for it occurs as 
part of the texture of the novel and is unrelated to Isabel. Isabel's 
sister Lilian, in the first version, is the mistress of a sedate establish-
1nent, "a house ,vhich presented a narrowness of new brown stone 
to Fifty-third Street ... '' But the change in the revision is stagger
ing for its unexpectedness: this house is now "a wedge of brown 
stone violently driven into Fifty-third Street ... " ( 24/III, 38). The 
sexual connotation, very evident here, is reinforced through count
less other revisions in the novel's presentation of objec�s, charac
ters, actions, and responses: 

[the boys Isabel knew]: local youth / suspicious swains ( 28/111, 
46) 

[Ralph observing her] : bending his. eyes ... on her figure / ... 
on her presence ( 88/III, 61) 

[her egotism] : she was often reminded that there were other gar
dens in the world than those of her virginal soul ... / ... of her 
remarkable soul ... ( 44/III, 72) 

[Ralph speaking to Isabel of Warburton's health]: " .. . he's 
detestably robust." / " ... he's detestably sound." ( 60/111, 98) 

(Warburton under t�e penetrating gaze of Henrietta Stackpole] :
... there was something in Miss Stackpole's gaze that made him 
. . . feel vaguely embarrassed and uncomfortable. / ... there was 
something . .. that made him ... feel vaguely embarrassed-
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less inviolate, more dishonoured, than he liked. ( 71/III, 11 7-18) 

[Ralph and Isabel discussing Henrietta] : . . . "I did think she 
\Vas trying to attract me. Excuse my superficiality." / " ... For
give my depravity." ( 78/111, 129) 

[Henrietta relative to Ralph]: ... her relations with him / ... 
her renewed contact with him (8o/1II, 132) 

[Isabel's opinion of Goodwood's arrival]: The feeling was oppres
sive / The feeling pressed upon her (84/III, 139) 

[Goodwood's letter about England]: "If I like this country at 
present, it is only because you are here."' / " ... only because it 
holds you." ( 86/III, 141) 

(Henrietta and Mr. Bantling]: harmless confederates / groping 
celibates (190/III, 312) 

[Ned Rosier gazing into a room at the Palazzo Roccanera] : . . . 
through the open door it looked very pretty. / . . . through the 
open door it looked the very temple of authorised love. ( 324/IV, 
109) 

It is the largely negative aspects of physical love that are visible 
in the above examples. The boys Isabel knew are no longer sexually 
neutral but eroticaIIy dangerous; Ralph, conversely, looks upon not 
a physical Isabel (figure), but an almost metaphysical Isabel (pres
ence); her soul is intellectually rendered rather than physically 
described (remarkable, not virginal); Warburton loses some of his 
physicality in the revision ( sound instead of robust), but squirms in 
mutely sexual terms under Henrietta's gaze ( no longer uncomfort
able, but now less inviolate and more dishonoured); Ralph considers 
it depraved and not superficial that he should have felt Henrietta 
was trying to attract him; Isabel is no longer oppressed by Good
wood's visit, but pressed upon; Goodwood's preference for England 
is expressed not in neutral but in tactile terms ( you are here/it holds 
you); Henrietta and Bantling are portrayed as amusingly pathetic 
sexual adventurers (groping celibates); and Rosier's vision becomes 
an erotic one as a pretty room becomes a temple of love. 

If these elements suggest that James was increasingly concerned 
with the erotic in his conception of the new Isabel, his revision of 
her relationships, first ,vith Warburton and then with Coodwood, 
confirm it. 

Warburton, at the outset, is 1nade to consider himself anew in 
physical terms. As the early Warburton speaks to Isabel at Garden
court in Chapter 12, he asserts: " 'I am a very judicious fellow.' " 
The later Warburton is more earthy: " 'I am a very judicious 
animal' '' ( 90/III, 147). James ·has Isabel notice the change: the 
early Isabel saw him "looking at her with eyes that shone with the 
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light of ... passion.H The later Isabel sees "eyes charged with the 
light of ... passion" (90/III, 148). 

The later Isabel then becomes aware of a physical Warburton 
that never existed for her 1881 predecessor. He offers her the world: 

These words were uttered \vith a tender eagerness which went to 
Isabel's heart ..... / 1bese words were uttered with a breadth of 
candour that was like the em brace of strong arms-that was like 
the fragrance sttaight in her face, and by his clean, breathing lips, 
of she knew not \vhat strange gardens, what charged airs. 
( 93/111, 152) 

And when he kisses her hand he bends not "his head" but, in a 
hint of nakedness, "his handsome bared head" ( 94/lll, 155). 

When the early Isabel resists him, she does not feel "warranted 
in lending a receptive ear to her English suitor," a view that sug
gests little physicality and no anxiety. But when the later Isabel 
resists, there is a suggestion of a delicate rape avoided: she "resisted 
conquest at her English suitor's large quiet hands" ( 98/111, 161). 

After her rejection of him, there are revisions which more accur
ately describe the situation between Isabel and Lord Warburton as 
one in which she is largely afraid of his masculinity. Toward the 
end of Chapter 21, as Isabel walks along the Mediterranean shore, 
she thinks again of Warburton. The earlier Isabel refers to him as a 
lover; the later Isabel is 1nore careful: 

She had so definitely undertaken to forget him, as a lover, that a 
corresponding effort on his own part would be eminently proper. 
/ She had so definitely undertaken to preserve no record of what 
had passed between them that a corresponding effort on his own 
part would be eminently just. ( 196/III, 32 3). 

On the ot�er hand, he continues to be present in physical terms to 
other characters. In Chapter 26, for example, the 1881 Mrs. Touch
ett thinks of Isabel as "a young lady for whom Lord Warburton 
ha� not been up to the mark." For the later Mrs. Touchett, how
ever, she is someone "with whom Lord Warburton had not success
fully wrestled" ( 2 39/III, 394). 

In Chapter 27 Isabel and Warburton meet unexpectedly at the 
Roman Forum. While the early Isabel merely looks at a bashful 
figure, the later Isabel experiences at once a sense of fear and near 
nakedness: 

. . . he stood there, smiling a little, blushing a good deal, and 
raising his hat. / ... he stood there baring his head to her per
ceptibly pale surprise., ( 252/III, 415-16) 

. . 

When Isabel objects to Warburton's advances in 1881, he vows to 
remain silent. But the later Warburton makes a comment which for 
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erotic innuendo in context rivals those of Watch and Ward: " 'I'll 
keep it down. I'll keep it down. always'" ( 2 55/III, 421). (In addi
tion, the next substantive reference is appropriately to an excava-
tion.) 

The revised Warburton's newly physical and erotic presence is 
minor, however, when comp�red with that of the revised Caspar 
Goodwood; his erotic presence is detailed and explicit. And the 
later Isabel's final decision in the novel has as a principal motiva
tion a deep fear of Goodwood's eroticism. For her, Goodwood 
achieves compelling existence solely in pha11ic terms, a factor 
embodied in his very name from the beginning. 

After informing her uncle, in Chapter 1 3, of her refusal of War
burton, she muses on the presence of Caspar Goodwood. He repre
sents a threat to her sense of freedom. For the early Isabel, this 
threat is merely oppressive and restrictive. The later Isabel thinks 
similarly, but her words reveal a far deeper anxiety: 

There was something too forcible, something oppressive and 
restrictive, in the manner in which he presented himself. / There 
was a disagreeably strong push, a kind of hardness of presence, in 
his way of rising before her. ( 98/III, 162) 

As each continues to muse, this division in their concern is rein
forced. The early Isabel objects to him because "there was some
thing very strong about him"; the later, because "he insisted, ever, 
with his whole weight and force" ( 98/111, 162). 

Each continues to register objections and each continues to reveal 
the hidden basis of her concern: for the early Isabel it is a dislike of 
personal aggression; for the later Isabel it is a fear that her freedom 
will be lost through erotic possession. The later Isabel fears a limita
tion of her freedom in yielding to Goodwood because, as the revi
sions reveal, she feels that she would yield to him fully as she would 
t0 no one else. When the early Isabel objects to Goodwood's show
ing his "seriousness too simply," the later Isabel tellingly objects on 
a sensual level to the manifestation of his "appetites and designs" 
( 100/111, 165). 

Even after the experience of marriage to Osmond and childbirth 
and the revelations of Countess Gemini, the later Isabel will con
tinue to look at Goodwood as an erotic threat to freedom, and more 
so when she is apparently least free. 

In the final chapter, Goodwood returns to unsettle and utimately 
to galvanize Isabel who rises from a bench at Gardencourt where 
Warburton had surprised her six years before. The scene, in the 
1evision, becomes a s�ark me�aphor for a\\ \:be fearfu\ erotic ambi
ence pervading the revised novel, an eroticism which at last 
becomes almost a tangible fear. 
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Goodwood arrives in silence and forces her to sit again. To the 
early Isabel, "He said nothing at· first; she only felt hin1 close to 
her. 11 The later Isabel felt more: he was "beside her on the bench 
and pressingly turned to her'' ( 51 5/IV, 430). While he argues that 
she has no good· reason to return to Ron1e, the 1908 Isabel is strug
gling to control the disturbing impact of his erotic presence; and 
her subsequent words n1ay best pe viewed as the visible product of 
this inner anxiety. Each Isabel, continuing to confront Goodwood, 
says that she is going back to get away from him. But what the 
1 881 Isabel 1neans, she acknowledges, is that "she had never been 
loved before. It wrapped her about; it lifted her off her feet.'' This 
response is ahnost uneventful i:ci its brevity. The response of the 
later Isabel, however, reveals a desperate struggle to resist violation, 
physical and total: 

. . . she had never been loved before. She had believed it, but this 
was different; this was the hot wind of the desert, at the approach 
of which the others dropped dead, like mere sweet airs of the· 
garden. It wrapped her about; it lifted her off her feet, while the 
very taste of it, as of something potent, acrid and strange, forced 
open her set teeth. ( 517/IV, 433-34) 

When the early Isabel beseeched Goodwood to go away, she merely 
said it. The later, 111ore distressed, more anguished Isabel "panted" 
( 519/IV, 436). 

And finally, fear and eroticisn1 become a visible force in the 
famous kiss. The kiss is a sudden explosion for the early Isabel, 
nothing more: "His kiss was like a flash of lightning; when it was 
dark again she was free." But the kiss is so much more for the later 
Isabel," for in the revised version we finally begin to see why Isabel is 
afraid of the erotic: 

His kiss was like white lightning, a flash that spread, and spread 
again, and stayed; and it was extraordinarily as if, while she took 
it, she felt each thing in his hard manhood that had least pleased 
her, each aggressive fact of his face, his figure, his presence, justi
fied of its intense identity and made one ,vith this act of posses
sion. So had she heard of those wrecked and under water follow
ing a train of images before they sink. But when darkness 
returned she was free. ( 519/IV, 436) 

We have seen, through an analysis of the revisions concerning the 
erotic, that Isabel fears sexual possession as it affects freedom, but 
James had not made clear why Isabel was thus afraid. In this pas
sage ( but more so in the next sequence of revisions discussed 
below) he does. James suggests that, at heart, what Isabel fears is a 
loss th rough the erotic of a special freedom-the freedom of the 
n1ind to function unimpeded. And he suggests that it is essentially 
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for this reason that she must return to Rome. She is not afraid 
merely of the erotic experience itself but rather its tendency to dim
inish the life of the n1ind. Goodwood threatens not so much her 
body as that annihilation of consciousness ,vhich comes with the 
intensely erotic; which would 1nean her "death," because for 
Isabel consciousness is the real center of her being. She exists 
supremely on the level of pure mind, and the erotic would destroy 
that existence. 

The most extraordinary thing about the revised kiss is not the . 
ne,v inclusion of erotic detail but the fact that the later Isabel is 
operating at optimun1 consciousness throughout, struggling to main
tain the mind's control in the n1idst of, for her, destructive emo
tion. The kiss catches up the phallic n1otif that surrounded Good
,vood, 1nakes it aln1ost concrete, and then dissipates it through Isa
bel's control of consciousness. The fearful ,�,hite lightning that 
threatened annihilation is itself annihilated bv a conscious aware-

• J 

ness of death. The kiss means possession, and by a mental fiat 
Isabel induces a scene of archetypal drowning. It is through this 
induced death of eroticisn1 that Isabel secures her release and makes 
her decision to return to Rome. 

Because the kiss incant none of this to the early Isabel, her deci
sion to return to Ron1e see1ned to some incomprehensible. For the 
later Isabel, the kiss crystallized her fears and made imminent the 
annihilation of the 1nind bv the erotic. The decision to return to 

., 

Rome, absurd to some for the early Isabel, is inevitable for the later 
Isabel, coming as it does fro1n fear of control by the erotic of the 
1nind's power to operate. Considered from this perspective Isabel's 
return to Ron1c in the New York Edition becomes almost positive 
and challenging, for in that constricting environment only the mind 
has intense and wide freedom of movement, and Isabel, it seems, is 
to be engaged in a difficult struggle \vith Os1nond to counter his 
intransigence and relieve Pansy's plight. Thoreau's comments in 
"Civil Disobedience," as he \vryly observed his captors, may be 
instructive here: "I could not but smile to see ho\v industriously 
they locked the door on 1ny 1neditations, which followed them out 
again without Jet or hindrance, and they \vere really all ·that was 
dangerous." 

The danger for Isabel then, as the later James conceived it, was 
not what sex n1ight do to her body but what it might do to her 
1nind, for Jan1es went to great lengths to have the 1908 Isabel exist 
primarily on the level of consciousness at the same time that he was 
emphasizing her freedon1 ( i.e., freed om of the mind to act fully), 
linking it to the "felt life," and developing the erotic as a threat to 
the mind's activity through displacing, diminishing, or weakening it. 

In Jamesian terms, therefore, the single most important attribute 
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distinguishing the second Isabel from the first is that the ne\v Isabel 
experiences life through a significantly expanded consciousness. For 
her, life becon1es preeminently a life· of the n1ind. Of the revisions 
that den1onstrate this e1nphasis on the n1ind's centrality, some are 
obvious, others are subtle, but all are immeasureably illuminating. 

For example, \vhereas the first Isabel looks with "quick percep
tion," the second Isabel sees ,vith "clear perception" ( 12/111, 18), 
an emphasis not on speed but on the mind's lucidity. While the 
first "narro\vly scrutinized her co1npanions" at Gardencourt, the 
second, engaged in a survey of the grounds, "had also made room in 
it for her co1npanions" ( 1 3/ III, 21), a suggestion of mind. expan
siveness. And if the first looked at Lord Warburton with "startled 
eyes," the second "rested her wider eyes on him" ( 1 5/111, 2 3), an 
indication not only of greater control and less the fluttered girl, but 
also of deeper probing and absorption. 

The 1nost significant revision, however, implies an equation of 
the very act of living ,vith consciousness. Early in Chapter 12, the 
narrator, describing his first heroine, speaks of her "vision of a com
pleted life" and talks of her "soul." But when he describes his 
second heroine, he notes her "visions of a completed consciousness" 
and refers to her "sublime soul" ( 87 /III, 143). In the revision, 
then, life becomes consciousness and Isabel grows sublime because 
more conscious. Earlier in the novel occurs another revision which 
reinforces this idea. Isabel is swept up by the beauty of Gardencourt 
when she suddenlv thinks of those less fortunate than herself, arid 

" 

this n1omentary thought makes the first Isabel's "absorbing happi-
ness appear to her a kind of immodesty." The second Isabel has a 
similar thought but it 1nade 'her fine, full consciousness appear a 
kind of immodestyn ( 45/111, 72). TI1us, happiness too, by implica
tion, is equated \\1ith consciousness, and the entire spectrum of the 
second Isabel's experience reaches apotheosis in and through her 
consciousness. And finally, later in the novel, after she has met 
Gilbert Osmond, she responds to him in a way that makes human 
relations a matter of the mind's life: 

... she felt that she was being entertained. / ... she had what 
always gave her a very private thrill, the consciousness of a new 
relation. (227/III, 374) 

A further refinement of the new Isabel's consciousness appears 
through the introduction of a uniquely Jamesian word�"fine.'' 
Lord Warburton impresses both Isabels, but with an essential dif
ference: he made a vivid impression on the "mind" of the first; but 
he sharply registered 11imself on the "fine sense" of the second 
( 54/III, 89 )-a revision that implies James's high estimate of the 
mind. This revision occurs in Chapter 7. Very late in the novel, in 



THE NEW ISABEL 613 

Chapter 5 3, Isabel asks a question about the fate of a woman of 
sensitivity. But the phrasing of each question is significant. The 
first Isabel asks, "Was it not much more probable that if one were 
delicate one \vould suffer?" The second Isabel wonders whether "if 
one were fine one would suffer" ( 492/IV, 392-<)3), a phrase carry
ing with it the suggestiveness that to be fine is to be the best that 
one can be. 

An adjunct to the expanded consciousness of the new Isabel is a 
clarification of her way of looking at the world: she sees it through 
the pages of a book. In Chapter 7, the Isabels have spent an evening 
with Lord Warburton. The first "thought him quite one of the 
1nost delectable persons she had n1et," a response whose frame of 
reference is everyday life. The second, however, "scarce fell short of 
seeing hin1-though quite without luridity-as a hero of romance" 
( 55/III,91). Here the frame of reference is the imagination. This 
frame of reference is echoed in Chapter 31 when Isabel tells her 
sister Lily absolutely nothing about the offers .from Warburton and 
Osmond. The difference in the two versions is the difference 
between a person engaged chiefly in a general and public reality and 
a consciousness absorbed in a private world of romance: 

It entertained her 1nore to say nothing, and she had no idea of 
asking poor Lily's advice. / .It was more romantic to say nothing, 
and, drinking deep, in secret, of romance, she was as little dis
posed to ask poor Lily's advice as she would have been to close 
that rare volun1e forever. ( 281/IV, 34) 

The Isabel of the ro1nance consciousness has also a consciousness 
that expands in other, l�ss noticeable ,:vays: she is aware of nuances, 
she responds n1ore fully, her mind is 1nore striking, her range of 
inter�st n1ore broad. When strolling through Gardencourt with 
Ralph in Chapter 5, the first Isabel prefers "not to talk about her
self,'' while the second, suggesting there is more to say, would 
rather not "dilate just yet on herself" ( 38/III, 62). 111e second also 
changes her locus of attention in Lord Warburton from person to 
mind. \\-'bile she \valks with him at Gardencourt in Chapter 1 2, she 
deems him incapable of being not "a frivolous person" but "a loose 
thinker" ( 89/III, 14 7). He, in turn, is more alert to her mental 
activity: the first Warburton is afraid of her "mind"; the second, of 
her "ren1arkable 1nind" ( 94/III, 1 54). And when she rejects his 
proposal at the end of Chapter 12, she does so for logical and not 
amorous reasons: 

If it were pride that interfered with her accepting Lord Warbur
ton, it was singularly misplaced; and she was so conscious of 
liking him that she ventured to assure herself it was not. She 
liked him too much to marry him, that was the point; something· 
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told her that she should not be satisfied . . . / If it_ had been 
pride that interfered with her accepting Lord Warburton such a 
betise was singularly misplaced; and she was so conscious of liking 
him that she ventured to assure herself it was the very softness, 
and the fine intelligence, of sympathy. She liked him too much 
to n1arry him, 'that \vas the truth; something assured her there 
was a fallacy somewhere in the glowing logic of the proposition 
-as he saw it-even though she mightn't put her very finest
finger-point on it ... ( 9 5/III, 156)

The details of this revision-the words "intelligence," "truth," and 
''logic"; the fore_ign phrase; the delicate image of her fingertip-all 
transform the response of the woman to the sphere of the cerebral. 

The second Isabel responds to London in a somewhat similar 
manner, so that the emphasis is slightly more on the mind than on 
the senses: whereas the first was "constantly interested and often 
excited," the second was "full of pre1nises, conclusions, emotions" 
(120/III, 198). 

The response of the second Isabel to Madame Merle i� also more 
finely intellectual: when Madame Merle discussed Mrs. Touchett, 
the first Isabel "agreed with her." The second, however, more alert 
to nuances, "rose eagerly to the sense of her shades" ( 170/111, 
278). 

Her response to money, on the other hand, becomes strangely 
sensuous. In Chapter 20, the first Isabel, in responding to her inher
itance, finds she has the "leisure to contemplate the windfaU"; but 
her counterpart discovers she has the "leisure to measure and weigh 
and otherwise handle" the legacy ( 183/III, 300). 

Gilbert Osmond, quite understandably, sets more chords of con-
sciousness vibrating in the second Isabel than· in the first: 

. . . [his J personal points struck our observant young lady as the 
signs of unusual sensibility. / ... [his] personal points struck our 
sensitive young woman as signs of quality, of intensity, somehow 
as promises of interest. ( 228/III, 376) 

And while the first could marry him "for his opinions," the second 
was looking for more: "the beauty of his opinions or . . . his auto
graph of Michael Angelo" ( 240/III, 396) .. 

At the end of the novel, during her long journey from Rome to 
Gardencourt, she muses on the question of Madame Merle. The 
revision offers a subtle shift from creative contemplation ( imagina
tion) to pure mind (intelligence) : 

The only thing to regret was that Madame Merle had been so
s<? �trange. Just here Isabel's i!J?.agination paused, fro� literal ina
b1hty to say what it was Madame Merle had been. / The only 
thing to regret was that Madame Merle had been so-well, so 
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unimaginable. Just here her intelligence dropped, from literal ina .. 
bility to say what it was that Madame Merle had been .. ( 492/IV, 
392)

Even more subtle is the refinement in the revised version of the 
technique of one character getting inside the mind of another, so 
that the reader grows aware of a greater consciousness at play. This 
unique ability for cerebral penetration centers, not surprisingly, in 
Isabel, and highlights what had grown to become a striking focal 
point in the later James: intense personal closeness occurs not on 
the level of the emotions and physical intercourse but on the level 
of consciousness and the interpenetration of minds. 

An extraordinary example of this penetration occurs near the very 
end of the novel, in Chapter 54. When Mrs. Touchett speaks to 
the 1881 Isabel, we see her and we see Isabel; but when she speaks 
to the 1908 Isabel, we get inside Isabel in order to become con
scious of her aunt: 

Mrs. Touchett bad pushed back her chair, and Isabel left the 
table and walked, rather consciously, to one of the deep windows, 
while her aunt followed her with her eyes. / Mrs. Touchett had 
pushed back her chair, and as her niece left the table and walked, 
rather consciously, to one of the deep windows, she felt herself 
followed by her eyes. ( 502-3/IV, 409) 
Indeed, the whole of Chapter 54 exhibits a cluster of such pene

trations. When Isabel arrives at Gardencourt and is kept waiting, 
the first becomes "nervous and even frightened.'' But the fears of 
the second take on palpable shape as she begins to penetrate the 
objects around her: 

. . . she grew nervous and scared-as scared as if the objects 
about her had begun to show for conscious things, watching her 
trouble with grotesque grimaces. ( 499/IV, 403) 
Her acute awareness, unlike that of her counterpart, begins to 

probe incisively the quality of human life: 

She reflected that things change but little, while people change so 
much ... / She envied the security of valuable "pieces'' which 
change by no hair's breadth, only grow in value, while their 
owners lose inch by inch. youth, happiness, beauty ... ( 499/IV, 
4o3) 
When her aunt finally arrives, she is kissed by Isabel, who senses 

her lips. In the revision, her aunt kisses her and we sense Isabel: 
.. 

Iler lips fel� very lh1n indeed as Isabel ldssed her. ) lier 1;ps le1t 
very thin indeed on Isabel's hot cheek. ( 499/IV, 404) 

And later the second Isabel speculates on the nature of her aunt's 
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grief in a revision which, unlike the former version, demonstrates an 
act of consciousness rather than an expression of sentimentality: 

She wondered whether Mrs. Touchett were not trying [to indulge 
regret], whether she had not a desire for the recreation of grief. / 
She wondered if she were not even missing those enrichments of 
consciousness and privately trying-reaching out for som.e after
taste of life, dregs of the ba°:quet; the testimony of pain or the 
cold recreation of remorse. ( 501/IV, 406-7) 

Also noteworthy are the increased degrees of consciousness else
where in the novel, which, in the revision, achieves fullness and 
becomes highly meaningful as a remarkable adventure of the mind 
-with its attendant tragedy for the person possessing that mind.
The Isabel in the first version seems capricious; the Isabel in the
second is possessed of a unique, ultimately fascinating-and, n1ore
important, comprehensible--consciousness.

When, at the start of Chapter 27, she is impressed by Rome, it is 
her consciousness that operates and not her feelings: 

The sense of the mighty human past was heavy upon her, but it 
was interfused in the strangest, suddenest, most capricious way, 
with the fresh, cool breath of the future. Her feelings were so 
mingled that she scarcely knew whither any of them would lead 
her ... / The sense of the terrible human past was heavy to her, 
but that of something altogether contemporary would suddenly 
give it wings that it could wave in the blue. Her consciousness 
was so mixed that she scarcely knew where the different parts of 
it would lead her ... { 2 50/III, 41 3) 

And when ·Warburton surprises her at the Forum, we get her 
mental activity instead of merely a view of him: 

... he stood there, smiling a little, blushing a good deal, and rais
ing his hat. / ... he stood there baring his head to her percepti
bly pale surprise. ( 2 52/111, 415-6) 

The silence that follows their talk moves from the plane of the trite 
communication to the level of the mute exchange of minds. At his 
silence, the first Isabel "knew what he was thinking of. His eyes 
were fixed on the ground; but at last he raised them and said grave
ly-'! have written to you several times.' " But his silence for the 
second Isabel "said so much more than either had said that it scarce 
needed his final words. 'I've written you several times' " ( 2 5 3/III, 
418). 

This exchange of minds continues in the revision when she asks 
pointedly if he plans to stay in Rome as long as she does: 

Lord Warburton looked at her a moment, with an uncomfortable 
smile. / His flushed smile, for a little, seemed to sound her. 
{ 255/III, 421) 



THE NEW ISABEL 617 

A more remarkable communication of minds, or, more accurately, 
Isabel's expectation of such a communication, occurs in Chapter 30 
when she longs to ask Pansy for information about her father but 
checks herself for this intrusion. The first Isabel is concerned that 
her curiosity might be discovered; the second, in a more completely 
rendered image, fears that Osmond's sensibility may become aware 
of her interest: 

. . . her imagination was hushed with the horror at the idea of 
taking advantage of the little girl-it was of this she would have 
accused herself-and of leaving an audible trace of her emotion 
behind. / . . . her imagination was hushed with the horror of 
taking advantage of the little girl-it was of this she would have 
accused herself-and of exhaling into the air where he might still 
have a subtle sense for it any breath of her charmed state. 
( 278/IV, 29) 

The revision of Isabel's love for Osmon1d is particularly revealing. 
While the first Isabel is made to "feel that there was after all .some
thing very invidious in being in love; much as the sentiment was 
theoretically approved of," the second Isabel, more pointedly, is 
made "conscious, almost with awe, of the invidious and remorseless 
tide of the charmed and possessed condition, great as was the tradi
tional honour and imputed virtue of being in love" ( 306/IV, 78). 
Thus, entering into the second Isabel's consciousness is the aware
ness of being helpless when possessed by another and of losing one's 
freedom of mind when "charmed" or bewitched. But Isabel does 
marry Osmond, and one n1ay ask how she reconciles this marriage 
with the retention of an untrammeled life of the mind. She does so, 
James see1ns to suggest in a later revision, by viewing life with 
Osmond as life for consciousness: 

Osmond had the attachment of old acquaintance, and Isabel the 
stimulus of new, which seemed to assure her a future of beautiful 
hours. / Osmond had the attachment of old acquaintance and 
Isabel the stimulus of new, which seemed to assure her a future 
at a high level of consciousness of the beautiful. ( 308/IV, 82) 

In Chapter 38, when Warburton visits Isabel at her palazzo, an 
exchange of 1ninds again becon1es apparent in the revision. In the 
first version, we view him; in the second, we accompany Isabel as 
she penetratingly views him. He has just observed, "brightly, look
ing about him," that her place is charming. In the revision he states 
that her place is charming, "with a look, round him, at her estab
lished ·home, in \vhich she might have caught the dim ghost of his 
old ruefuJness" ( 3 3 3/IV

1 
12 5). 

The first Isabel makes an ordinary recovery from the jolt of 
seeing him again; for the second the recovery is remarkable and 
made interiorly: 
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"I have heard of you from time to time," said Isabel, who had 
now completely recovered her self-possession. / "I've heard of 
you from time to time/' said Isabel, who had alr�ady, with her 
rare capacity for such inward feats, taken the measure of what 
meeting him again meant for her. ( 3 3 3/ IV, 12 5) 

The second Warburton reacts in kind. When Osmond leaves them 
alone together, the first Warburton merely stands there; the second 
1nenta1Iy penetrates: 

He stood a moment, looking at Isabel with an eye that gradually 
became more serious. "I am really very glad to see you." / Then 
the visitor turned on Isabel the deeper, the deepest, consciousness 
of his look, which gradually became more serious. ''I'm really very 
glad to see you." ( 334/IV, 125-6) 

When, in Chapter 41, she considers having failed Osmond, the 
second Isabel places herself inside his mind; the first does not; the 
first "was determined not to be haunted by images of a flat want of 
zeal." Her counterpart, with the slightest but most significantly ren
dered difference, "was determined not to be haunted by visions of 
his wife's limpness under appeal" ( 363/IV, 174). 

Continuing, in the next chapter, her fireside musings on the 
value of her relationship with Gilbert Osn1ond, the second Isabel 
demonstrates, unlike her predecessor, a quality of mind that is note
worthy in its presentation of the paradox of her spiritual material
ism and her intellectual eroticism. The first Isabel believes simply 
that the "finest individual she had ever known was hers; the simple 
knowledge was a sort of act of devotion." But the second considers 
with complexity: "The finest-in the sense of being the subtlest
manly organism she had ever known had become her property, and 
the recognition of her having but to put out her hands and take it 
had been originally a sort of act of devotion" ( 374/IV, 194). 

Finally, in her relations with the Countess Gemini, the second 
Isabel is made to demonstrate two further examples of her mind's 
awareness-this tin1e in the realm of memory. In the first 
instance, the Countess delivers one of her revelations. The early 
Isabel takes it passively; but the second responds, and her response 
reveals that the event has long remained with her: 

. . . the Countess rose also, while the sharp animation of her 
bright, capricious face emitted a kind of flash. She stood a 
moment looking at Isabel, and then said�"My first sister-in-law 
had no children!" / ... the Countess rose also, while her gath
ered perversity grew vivid and dreadful. She stood a moment in a 
sort of glare of intention and, as seemed to Isabel even then, of 
ugliness; after which she said: "My first sister-in-law had no chil
dren!" ( 476/IV, 363) 
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In the second instance, the two are discussing Madame Merle, 
and again the idea that Isabel will remember painfully is made 
clear. Madame Merle, according to the first Countess, did not care 
to marry Os1nond merely because "she had grown more ambitious." 
The second Countess goes further: 

" ... she had grown more ambitious. Besides, she has never had, 
about him," the Countess went on, leaving Isabel to wince for it 
so tragically afterwards-" she had never had, what you might 
call any illusions of intelligence . ... " ( 478/IV, 369) 

A revision, earlier in the novel, serves easily as a means of estab
lishing the essential difference between the two Isabels: the first 
exists without much complexity; the second embraces multiple 
levels of existence. It is in Chapter 46 that Warburton comes to 
announce his departure for England, thereby dooming irrevocably 
Osmond's plans for his daughter and precipitating the rupture 
between Isabel and Osmond. But before these events can occur, 
Isabel is sitting seemingly between the two men and probing the 
minds of each. For the first Isabel, this activity is "a double opera
tion"; for the second Isabel, the Isabel of the mind, it is "a complex 
operation" ( 417 /IV, 267); and the difference between "double" 
and "complex" partly expresses the difference bet,veen the Isabel of 
1881 and the Isabel of 1908. 

Not merely a matter of heightened consciousness, however, sepa
rates the two Isabels. They are disunited by the degree of freedom 
and vulnerability possessed by the later Isabel who, in addition, 
tends to view her vulnerability 1nore clearly as an adjunct of mar
riage but who is only dimly aware-unlike the first Isabel who is 
not aware at all-that the basis of her anxiety is a fear that the free
dom constituted by the clear conduct of her consciousness may be 
annihilated by sexual possession. We have, then, in the later Isabel 
a presence of fears which emanate from, and return to, her remarka
ble consciousness, thus making the act of "affronting her destiny0 a 
study-sometimes tragic and ironic-of the life of the mind for the 
later Isabel whereas it was frequently an uneven portrait of a girl's 
caprice for her predecessor. Because she exists on a compelling level 
of mind, the later Isabel does what she do�s. But her distant prede
cessor does what she does for reasons perhaps best ascribed to the 
folly of her youth and the esthetics of her incompleteness. 
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Revision and Thematic Change in 
The Portrait of a Ladyt 

_,,., 

When Henry James revised The Portrait of <1 Lady for the New York 
edition he made thousands of changes in the wording of the text. (The 
Portrait of a Lady was originally serialized in twelve installments in 
Macmillan's l\lfagazine beginning in October 1880 and in the Atlantic 
Monthly beginning one 1nonth later. First editions were separately pub
lished in Eng]and and America in 1881. The first edition shows a few 
hundred minor revisions in wording from the serialized version. The 
New York edition, a selection of James's writing, appeared from 1907 
to 1909, the extensively reworded text of The Portrait being published 
in 1908.) The revised version is stylistically and thematically closer to 
his later inferests than the early one had been. Its writing is more com
plex, mannered, and metaphorical. It is the�atically less timely and 
realistic, for its main concern is the private consciousness. In the 1908 
version, Isabel Archer's inner life is the center of the character and of 
the novel's rea1ity. In the early version the inner life is only one aspect 
of character, which is defined by behavior in a social context. 

Owing to the prestige of the New York edition, the novel of 1881 has 
largely been ignored by readers and critics, with a resulting loss in our 
sense of the early James as opposed to the later. In particular we do not 
see how topical and timely The Portrait of a Lady was. The 1881 novel 
was one of an increasing number of works about "the woman question." 
The heroine, an appealing young American, wants to live an indepen
dent and meaningful life; but she is thwarted. Unlike many works of 
the period on this theme, The Portrait did not depict Isabel's desire as 
unnaturai and misguidedly unfeminine, nor did it employ the standard 
formula of saving her from this delusion by love and marriage. On the 
contrary, the novel sympathized with her aim to the point of calling 
both love and marriage into question. Moreover, it judged Isabel as 
limited by those inner qualities that, together with external obstacles, 
prevented her from pursuing and realizing her wish. 

The changes of 1908, transforming the st_ory into a drama of con
sciousness, overlaid and in places obliterated the coherence of the 1881 

version. Omissions and additions altered all the characters significantly. 
Finally, James wrote a preface for the new work which announced that 
the story centered in the heroine's consciousness and that its action 
was the development of her perception and a,vareness. The preface in-
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structed the reader in how to interpret, what to admire, and what to 
deplore in the work. 1�his preface is significant be�ause it has largely 
controlled the _critical readings of The Portrait. Since its interpretation 
\Vorks for 1908 but not so well for 1881, readers turning to the early 
version with the preface in mind naturally find an in1perfect approxi
tnation of the revision. In case after case, passages which figure impor
tant]y in criticism of The Portrait occur in 1908 only. Strong arguments 
for Isabel's spiritual transcendence, and equally strong arguments for her 
hypocritical egotis1n, derive from that text. But the version of 1881 is a 
different \\1ork. Early Jan1es was a n1asterful writer \vith his own interests. 
()nee recovered, the 1881 story with its topical focus on the "new 
\VOrnan

n 

and its skillful use of fictional forn1ulae, may prove to be just 
as interesting as the version of 1908. 

The most extensive revisions concern Isabel Archer. She appears on al-
111ost every page of the book, and virtual1y every page about her undergoes 
change. Although son1e of these are only excisions or substitutions of sin
gle vvords, the cun1ulative effect is considerable. The chief intent of these 
changes is to endow her with the acute, subtle consciousness required for 
a late Jarnes \vork, which the early Isabel lacks. At the same time that 
Ja111es gives her a rich 111ental life in 19_08, he effaces the origina] n1ain 
quality of her character, e1notional responsiveness. Her inteJlectual 
agility is greatly extended at the expense of her emotional nature. 

Frorr1 this basic change, others follovv. Early Isabel is trapped by her 
sin1plicity; late Isabel 1nust be the dupe of her subtlety. Victi1nized by 
an appeal to her highest faculties, she is less a fool than a saint. There 
is a corresponding change of tone to treat this more remarkable being .. 
For exan1ple, "bril1iant and noble" in 1881 beco1nes "high and splendid 
... and yet oh so radiantly gentle!" in 1908, while "a bright spirit'' is 
re\vritten as "a 'lustre' beyond any recorded losing or rediscovering" 
(chap. 37). As Isabel is exalted, other characters are degraded. Madame 
fv1er1e and Osmond ar� thoroughly blackened, and n1any supporting 
figures are flattened and undercut by exaggerated comic treatment. The 
change in the hvo villains enhances the pathos in the situation of the 
trapped sensibility-Isabel Archer as redrawn is much more like Milly 
Theale than like the original Isabel Archer-while the minor characters 
lose their function as independent centers of judgment and awareness 
in the novel. When he is through, Ja111es has left nothing solid for the 
reader except the boundless in1agination of Isabel. But in 1881 a limited 
i111agination is her greatest shortcorning. 

In 1881 1 Isabel is an intelligent, sensitive, perceptive, idealistic girl 
\Vith a ready interest in life. Her imagination, however is conventionally 
ro1nantic (like that of n1any other heroines of fiction), the natural expres
sion of a youthful spirit lin1ited in education and experience. Unfor
tunately, this i111aginativeness is 111istaken by Isabel and those who 
surround her as so111e sort of brilliance. Isabers overestimation of herself 
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is a fault, but her real wish to be morally and spiritually fine is extremely 
attractive. Endowing her with a real, rather than a fancied, imaginative 
superiority in 1908, James takes away the aspiring quality of her character 
which is so endearing. Making her live intensely in her mind rather 
than her feelings, he deprives her of some of the appealing spontaneity, 
vivacity, and activity in the 1881 character. 

Let us note some of the changes which make her more observant and 
less active, more intellectual and less emotional. In chapter 2, "quick" 
perception becomes "clear," "startled" eyes ·merely "widen," and "bril
liant" eyes are toned down to "lighted." In chapter 3, Isabel finds the 
rainy springtime "a questionable improvement" over winter; this is so
phisticated in 1908 to "an appeal-and it seemed a cynical, -insincere 
appeal-to patience," just as "the incongruities of the season" become 
"cosmic treacheries." "Fresh impressions" of her "entertaining" Aunt 
Lydia become "a matter of high but easy irony, or comedy,>1 which "so 
held" her, and Mrs. Touchett' s "deeply interesting" . conversation 
changes to "food for deep reflexion." Vague impulses of feeling are 
replaced by more precise thoughts, and ordinary ideas become more 
intense and extravagant. 

This process continues even in indirect changes like the alteration of 
Isabel's wish not to "take a nap" in 1881 to a disinclination for "dozing 
forgetfulness" in 1908. Taking a nap is a simple physical action; dozing 
forgetfulness shows that for Isabel sleep 1neans a sacrifice of intellectual 
activity. In the same chapter (chap. 4) Isabel's ''heart'' is changed to her 
"soul" and her having "gone so far as to forgive" becomes "committed 
the conscious solecism of forgiving." Similarly, "a certain feeling of 
embarrassment'' becomes "a new sense of complications." The emotion 
of uneasiness is regularly replaced in 1908 by this sense of complication; 
another example occurs in chapter 27 when Lord Warburton's appear
ance in the first version "made her vaguely uneasy" but in 1908 "affected 
her as a complication of the wrong sort-she liked so complications of 
the right." In chapter 6, James removes the characterizing word "in1-
pulsively," and revises "absorbing happiness" to "fine, full conscious
ness" and "artless" to "prompt." In chapter 9, he replaces "coquetry" 
with "the calculation of her effect" and in chapter 11 "a fine freedom 
of composition" with ''a free play of intelligence." James is recreating 
the heroine as a person who is continually "reading" her environment 
and is consequently less active in it. 

James brings this out clearly in changing her responses toward her 
suitors fron1 feeling and impulse to reflection and analysis. She judges 
their offers in 1908 according to whether life with them will support 
i1naginative freedom. Visions of a "completed life" with Lord·Warburton 
in 188 l change to" completed consciousness" in l 908; instead of possibly 
being "an incu1nbrance" Lord Warburton may represent "a complication 
of every hour"; an offer that "failed to correspond to any vision of 



REVISION AND THEMATIC CHANGE IN THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY 623 

happinessn in 1881 "failed to support any enlightened prejudice in favour 
of the free exploration of life" in 1908; and "elements that would displease 
her" became "narrowing elements . . . a stupefying· anodyne" ( chap. 
12). As for Caspar Goodwood, his "limitations" became "impediments 
to the finer respiration" (chap. 21 ). Isabel in 1881 is much more ordinary, 
so to speak, in that she wants happiness and pleasure from a relationship 
with a man; in 1908, her requirements are more ascetic and aesthetic. 

James also rewrote passages describing her responses to Europe. Her 
"impressions" change to a "fulness" of "response" and her "feelings" of 
Rome predictably become her "consciousness" of the city. St. Peter's is 
no longer just a "church" to her, but "the greatest of human temples" 
(chap. 27). In this context, the image of Osmond on his hilltop (chap. 
26) which "happened to take her fancy particularly" in 1881 is revised
in 1908 to "put on for her a particular harmony with other supposed
and divined things, histories within histories." Isabel's awareness replaces
her faculty of feeling in 1908; she responds with her mind rather than
her emotions. In 1881 Isabel's emotions, besides being quick, are also
rather imprecise. The 1908 responses are more intellectual and also
more specific. But imprecision in 1881 is not a stylistic fault; it conveys
an important aspect of Isabel's character. She respects herself partly as
a person of sensibility, and rightly so, but the vagueness of her feelings
leads directly to many of her mistakes. (James tells us all this in the
long analytic passages of chapter 6, but much of what he says no longer
seems applicable in 1908.) Because she values her feelings she permits,
even encourages, them to guide her. But good and true feelings can be
as treacherous as bad ones. This point is important for the theme of The

Portrait in 1881 and for James's handling of Isabel in love. Love is
necessarily quite different in the two versions. In 1881 James makes
Isabel genuinely in love with Osmond, shows that this real feeling is
untrustworthy, and demonstrates thereby how the desi�e for indepen
dence can be subverted by true love.

In 1908, love is complicated by the heroine's self-awareness. She is 
not a character likely to get swept away on a wave of feeling. The question 
of her attraction to Osmond is a major interpretive problem in the 1908 
version, One example will demonstrate the nature of James's changes. 
In 1881, when Osmond declares his love, Isabel feels dread. "What 
made her dread great was precisely the force which, as it would seem, 
ought to have banished al1 dread-the consciousness of what was in her 
own heart. It was terrible to have to surrender herself to that" (chap. 
29). Here is a conventional maidenly response to the first sensation of 
sexual passion. The feeling is there and though she will eventually 
surrender to it, it frightens her as it should frighten a pure and decorous 
Victorian giIL But in l <308, James atuibutes he1: d1ead to "the sense of 
something within herself, deep down, that she supposed to be inspired 
and trustful passion. It was there like a large sum stored in a bank-
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which there was a terror in having to begin to spend. If she touched it, 
it would all come out." 

This major change adds much that was not there, even implicitly, in 
I 881. Dozens of critical essays have quoted the "money in the bank" 
metaphor to impute corrupt or at least disagreeable qualities to Isabel. 
That she thinks of her feelings as hoarded money, and of love as dis
bursement, clearly puts obstacles in the way of reading the character as 
purely admirable and generous. For our purposes, the phrasing "which 
she supposed to be inspired and trustful passion 11 is especially baffling. 
Does James mean that love founded on misperception is not really love, 
and that therefore Isabel does not love Osmond? Or that she has mistaken 
not Osmond but her own feelings toward him, and feels not love but 
some other, more devious, emotion? The cagey phrasing of the revision 
has opened the door to many theories, some of great sensitivity and 
perception, about Isabel's feelings. But her feelings in 188 l present no 
difficulties and require no theories. 

The change of Isabel's sphere from emotional to intellectual has ··re
verberations for other aspects of the book. How can so acute and subtle 
a mind be so seriously wrong about her surroundings? It is easy to 
comprehend how the Isabel of 1881 might be taken in. But for Isabel 
in 1908, as for late James characters in general, only a profound, com
plete, acco1nplished conspiracy in the outer "'·orld can keep her from 
seeing what is there. This is the reason why, in the revision, Madame 
Merle and Osmond lose such good qualities as they possess in the 
original, and are turned into wholly devious and shallow people. Their 
1nodicum of natural warmth and their substantial capacities disappear; 
both becon1e mere swindlers. 

Madame Merle when introduced in chapter 18 is originally said to 
be playing the piano \vith the touch of an artist, but she is reduced to 
a performer with skill and feeling in 1908. As [F. 0.] Matthiessen has 
observed, she plays Beethoven in 1881 and Schubert in 1908, which 
Matthiessen feels is "more within Madame Merle's compass." But of 
course her compass is defined partly by \vhat she plays! Her "fine, frank 
sn1ile" in the first version beco1nes "a sort of world-wide smile, a thing 
that overreached frontiers," \vhile her "ardent" impulses become only 
"strong" and, in a later chapter, her "sagacity" is reduced to "tact." For 
Matthiessen, these changes make "her character unmistakable to the 
reader," but their evident result is not to clarify, but to change the 1881
character by eliminating frankness, warmth, and spontaneity. 

Her artificial and exploitative nature is stressed at every turn. "A 
bri11iant fugitive from Brooklyn" in 1881, she is called ( chap. 19) a 
"perverted product of their con1mon soil'' in 1908. She tells Isabel in 
l 88 l that the English "were the finest peop\e in the world" but in i gos
that they are "the most convenient in the world to live \.Vith'' (chap. 19).
The idea that she is always something of a ''foreigner" in the original, 



REVISION AND "fttEMATIC CHANGE IN THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY 62 5 

i.e., that she has an uncomprehended private side, is changed in the
revision to the idea that she is always "something of a public performer,
conden1ned to emerge only in character and in costume" (chap. 31 ),

\vhich means that she has no private side.
The image of a character constructed entirely for effect is even more 

extensively developed in Osmond. James intensifies parts of the 188 l

chapter ,vhile excising aspects suggesting naturalness and warmth. Os
n1ond in 1881 is a selfish, spoiled, failed, and snobbish man. Never
theless, there is sincerity in his nature. Rewriting passages about him, 
James changes his "luminous and intelligent" eyes which express "soft
ness and keenness" to "conscious, curious eyes . . . at once vague and 
penetrating, intelligent and hardn ( chap. 22). Osmond responds "with 
feeling" in 1881 but "beautifully" in 1908 (chap. 24). The other char
acters think .much less of him, as indeed they ought, in 1908 than in

1881. Ralph co1npares him in 1881 to a prince who has abdicated in a 
fit of "1nagnanimity," but this word becomes "fastidiousness" in 1908 
(chap. 23). Mrs. Touchett, who had originally "liked" him because "she 
thought him so much of a gentleman," now simply "had from. far back 
found a place on her scant list for this gentleman, though wondering 
dirnly by \vhat art and what process-so negative and wise as they 
were-he had everywhere effectively imposed himself' (chap. 26). 

rfhe 1nost substantial change James makes in this character involves 
a two-page cut-the largest single excision by far in the revision. He 
takes out a lengthy analysis of Osmond and his motives in chapter 29, 
but not (as Matthiessen has it) because it is "otiose.'' The cut considerably 
changes his interpretation of the character. In the original, Osmond is 
explained as a selfish man who wanted more than anything in life to 
succeed. When he falls in love with IsabeL he determines that her 

. , 

ad1niration will be success enough: "Osmond's line would be to impress 
hin1se1f not largely but deeply; a distinction of the most private sort. A 
single character might offer the whole · measure of it; the clear and 
sensitive nature of a generous girl would make space for the record." It 
is true that Osmond sees Isabel only as an admiring audience for his 
performance, but it is also true that he is content to perform for her 
alone and that he recognizes her intrinsic qualities. 

As he closes up that gap made by the cut, James begins by changing 
"the desire to succeed greatly-in something or other" to "the desire to 
have something or other to show for his 'parts' '' and concludes by 
substituting, for Osmond's idea of Isabel as his audience, a more ex
ploitative idea of her as a kind of publicity agent. "His 'style' was what 
the girl had discovered with a little help; and now, beside herself enjoying 
it, she should publish it to the world \vithout his having any of the 
\Jl)Ub\�. S\,� wou\d c.\o the thing fo1 him, ant\ be wou\<.\ no\ have wai\ed

in vain." He thinks of Isabel only in terms of what she can do for him. 
She is without intrinsic value, no longer "bright and soft as an April 
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cloud" but "smooth to his general need of her as handled ivory to the 
l " pa m. 
Even though Isabel is a simple character in 1881, the fact that Madame 

Merle and Osmond are better people means that in an important way 
she is less taken in by them than is the revised character. Some of the 
good things that the early Isabel perceives in them are really there. But 
the finer intelligence of 1908 demands a finer trap, and Merle and 
Osmond must put on a better show. This requires that they become 
more complete performers. Because the revisions to this effect deprive 
them of substance and transform them into empty shells, the heroine 
of 1908, even though she is so subtle, is paradoxically much more 
superficial and dense than the Isabel of 1881. She is certainly a worse 
judge of people, and since she is alone in 1908 in her uncritical eval
uation of this pair, she is more stiff and self-righteous in her mistake. 
This peculiar combination has not struck all readers as attractive, and 
has given many students of the revised novel a good deal of trouble. 
This trouble exists to a much smaller degree, if at all, in the early version. 

Besides making Osmond and Madame Merle n1ore vicious, James 
touches almost all of the other characters to reduce them as independent 
centers of value and judgment. It is as though the younger James had 
cared for all his characters and tried to give them an illusion of life and 
depth, while in 1908 only Isabel was real to him. The one character 
who is not played down is Ralph, in whom James brings out the vic
timized but transcendent consciousness more than in 1881. Ralph's 
affinity with Isabel is more pronounced in 1908 than his curiosity or 
affection. In 1881, his intervention in her life is largely a substitute for 
an undeclarable love, while in .1998 Isabel is more like �n alter ego. He 
cannot realize his dreams, but possibly she will do it for him. The great 
moment of the 1908 novel is his death scene-much sentimentalized 
in the rewriting-when for an instant he and Isabel look at the truth 
together. This is the union of two consciousnesses. The development 
of Ralph in 1908 heightens the consciousness theme, and since Ralph's 
view of Isabel is so uncritical, it also supports the adulatory approach to 
her character. 

The other personalities, however, are flattened and made less genial. 
Lily (Isabel's sister), Mrs. Touchett, Countess Gemini, and Henrietta 
-all the other women in the book, in sum-are treated more harshly.
An example concerning Lily is worth some examination because it shows
the details of James's method. In 1881 (chap. 31), the sisters "had come
to Paris, a city beloved by Lily, but less appreciated by Isabel, who in
those days was constantly thinking of Rome." In 1908, they "reached
the French capital, which was worshipped, and with costly ceremonies,
by Lily, but thought of as noisi\y vacant by Isabel, who in these days
made use of her memory of Rome as she might have done, in a hot
and crowded room, of a phial of something pungent hidden in her
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handkerchief." This revision exalts Isabel at the expense of Lily and 
Paris. The original sentence is mainly informational. It judges neither 
Paris nor Lily, and by telling us that Isabel was unable to forget Rome 
lets us know that she is in love with Osmond. The new version makes 
Paris vulgar and Lily1s feelings materialistic, while Isabel's preference 
for Rome is a sign of aesthetic discrimination. In 1881 she cannot help 
remembering Rome, but in 1908, on the contrary, n1emories of Rome 
are consciously resorted to. 

The changes in Countess Gemini alter her nature thoroughly; many 
of James's revisions seem quite crueL Presenting her in chapter 24, 
James changes her· "very human and feminine expression . . . by no 
means disagreeable" to one which, "thanks to various intensities of 
emphasis and _\vonder, of horror and joy, was not inhuman." In 1881,

she "presented no appearance of wickedness" but in 1908 she "revealed 
no depths." Her ''greeting" to Isabel, than which nothing. could have 
been "kinder or more innocent" in 1881, becomes her "demonstrations" 
which suggested "the violent waving of some flag of general truce" in 
1908. The grotesque exaggerations destroy the character's humanity. 
When she fina1ly tells Isabel about Merle and Osmond, it is not inap
propriate for Isabel, who surmises in 1881 only that the Co�ntess is 
going to say something "important," to think in 1908 that for the first 
time she is going to say something "really ·human." It is difficult to be 
sure why James discredited the character, but in doing so he certainly 
nullifies the weight of any of her judgments and opinions. Most partic
ularly, he thoroughly undercuts the many bitter statements she makes 
about the married woman's lot, statements which have thematic import 
in the original Portrait.

The most important set of changes of this kind result in the systematic 
vulgarization of Henrietta Stackpole in the 1908 version. Her friend, 
Bantling, a comic character from the first, becomes sillier in 1908, a 
change less important in itself than for the way it reflects on her. He is 
her companion, after all, and to the extent that he is more vulgar, so 
is she. The relationship is crudely treated: "frank al1ies" in 1881, they 
are "groping celibates" in 1908 ( chap. 20). Dozens of revisions make 
Henrietta harsher, more unpleasant, and more stupid. This is important, 
because Isabel thinks of her in both versions as an "example of useful 
activity" and takes her for "a model" (chap. 6). In 1881 Isabel is partly 
measured by her inability to emulate her modeL but in 1908 the character 
is so belittled that the idea of Henrietta as a model _is simply absurd. 
For one thing, James adopts a newly patronizing tone toward her jour
nalistic talents and writings, satirizing aspects of the character which 
,vere more rc�pectfully treated in 166 l. Thou�h very m�ch '1 "journalist" 
and hence not very profound in 1881, she is nevertheless highly talented 
and thoroughly professional. Quite possibly in later years James became 
n1ore conservative on such issues as woman's equality, but more likely 
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his growing absorption with the inner life made a character who was 
engrossed in the \Vorld of work and action appear inconsequential. 

In chapter I 0, her first appearance, Henrietta is no longer "decidedly 
pretty" but only "delicately . . . fair." James re111oves the approving . 
phrases ''very \vell dressed" and "scrupulously, fastidiously neat," sub
stituting for the latter phrase ''crisp and new and comprehensive as a 
first issue before the folding." In 1881 she "carried not an ink-stain" 
while in 1908 she "had probably no misprint." The point of the 1881 
description is to demonstrate that Henrietta is not a stereotyped female 
journalist, unsexed and unkernpt. She is pretty, decorous, and ladylike. 
The later in1ages stress her modernity and brashness, turning her into 
a different cliche-the tough, efficient career girl. Removing the ele
ment of softness and personal understatement frorn Henrietta's character, 
Ja111es n1akes her loud, overbearing, and obnoxious. 

rfhe process extends to very fine details. An 1881 image of her eyes 
as large polished buttons ( chap. I 0) expands in 1908 to "buttons that 
might have fixed the elastic loops of some tense receptacle," introducing 
tension into a previously serene character. The originally "brave" Hen
rietta "went into cages" and "flourished lashes, like a spangled lion
tamer

H 

in revision. The spangles are out of keeping with her earlier 
sartorial decorum, and the flourished lashes bring a new image of ag
gressiveness to the depiction. When he changes "Miss Stackpole's bril
liant eyes expanded still further" to "ocular surfaces" \Vhich "un\vinkingly 
caught the sun," he is certainly making her more machine-like, and 
when Ralph's con1n1ent that she is "decidedly fragrant" is· altered to 
"Henrietta, however, does smell of the Future-it aln1ost knocks one 
down!" an image· of subtlety is replaced by its opposite. Nlatthiessen 
notes son1e of these changes approvingly, pointing out hovv James has 
"brightened every inch" of his portrait; but it is precisely the brightening 
operation that cheapens the character. 

It is odd to read in James's preface to the New York edition the author's· 
apology for Henrietta-as exemplifying "in her superabundance not an 
elen1ent of my plan, but only an excess of my zeal. ... Henrietta must 
have been at that tin1e a part of my wonderful notion of the lively"
\vhen one is aware that 111uch of the liveliness was in fact put into the 
treatment by the revisions. When Henrietta co1nes to Rome aft�r Isabel 
has married, we read originally that "her eye had lost none of its serenity" 
but in the revision that "her remarkably open eyes, lighted like great 
glazed raihvay-stations, had put up no shutters'' (chap. 47). And the 
final sentences of the book, which have her "shining" at Caspar Good
wood with "cheap comfort," were also added in 1908. 

These revisions are thematically crucial; as I have suggested, Henrietta 
is originally presented as a partial touchstone for Isabel. In 1881 the two 
\VOrnen are more like one another than in 1908, and their stories are 
both germane to the issue of women's independence. As son1e critics 
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have observed with surprise, Henrietta is the one character in the novel 
to achieve a successful and meaningful life. Moreover, she advances 
many of the most perceptive comments about Isabel, which are con
stantly being utilized by critics even as they be] ittle the speaker of them. 
Henrietta exemplifies a realized independence; she suggests what the 
"new woman" has and what she lacks, what she gains and what she 
sacrifices. Finally, she shows clearly by contrast that Isabel is not a new 
wo1nan despite the goals she sets for herself. The contrast between Hen
rietta's sense and Isabel's sensibility recalls Jane Austen, and although 
Henrietta never has importance in the novel comparable to Isabel's, 
their stories are balanced to a certain extent. She is not merely a fi.celle 
in 1881, but has independent function. 

It is hardly surprising that twenty-seven busy years after he wrote The 
Portrait James would be unable to reproduce the context from which 
the work had originally been created. One never steps twice into the 
same river, and no changing artist can write the same work twice. We 
can recapture the context of The Portrait of a Lady in 1881 to some 
extent ourselves by so simply a historical exercise as reading the serial
ization in the Atlantic Monthly from November 1880 through December 
1881, amidst n1any fictional and essayistic treatments of the new Amer
ican girl. "What is this curious product of today, the American girl or 
woman?" began Kate· Gannet WeHs in an essay entitled "The Transi
tional American W 01:11an," which appeared in December 1881 along 
with the second insta11ment of The Portrait. "I)oes the heroine of any 
i\merican novel fitly stand as a type of what she is? And, furthermore, 
is it possible for any novel, within the next fifty years, truly to depict 
her as a finality, when she is still emerging from new conditions in a 
comparatively old civilization, when she does not yet understand herself, 
and when her actions are often the awkward results of n1otives, complex 
in their character, unconsciously [sic] to herself?" 

To this contemporary question James's story at once seems to offer a 
response. A certain fictional formula, too, had already developed for the 
new American girl; indeed it seems to have developed simultaneously 
with the obvious and widespread change in feminine aspirations epit
on1ized by (though by no means confined to) the woman's movement. 
The formula \Vas both a conservative answer to, and a literary exploitation 
of, the new woman's situation-a modern version of the essential fem
inine fable, the rescue story. An intelligent and attractive young girl, 
who is independent and wishes to remain so, is "rescued" from this false 
conception of an appropriate feminine life, by love and marriage. When 
she falls in Jove, the natural impulses denied by her desire for indepen
dence assert themselves. She finds independence incompatible with a 
W(nnan's way of living. But this is a happy discovery, for the traditional 
feminine life fulfills her, and she learns the error of her earlier aspira
tions. An interesting exarnple of the formula appeared concurrent1y with 
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The Portrait in the Atlantic Monthly from June through November of 
1881. This was William D. Howell's brief novel, Dr. Breen's Practice.
In this rather weak story, the heroine is a young doctor who gives up 
her c�reer after her first patient because she becomes conscious of her 
psychological unfitness for professional pressure and responsibility. As 
the wife of a milJ owner she will use her traditional medical training in 
an acceptable feminine way by tending the children of the workers. 

This ''marriage versus independence" formula is now the most com
mon plot in stories about women. James's use of it caD be traced from 
Washington Square, a beautiful and bitter little work which immediately 
preceded The Portrait in composition (and has much in common with 
it), on to The Bostonians in 1886 and The Tragic Muse in 1890. It can 
be associated only with his early phase, when his fiction often dealt with 
current social material. That the original Portrait is controlled by the 
dynamics of the formal can be seen in the first few chapters, which 
introduce Isabel amidst conversation about Lord Warburton's need to 
marry an interesting woman and define her mainly by her fondness for 
her independence. A reader following the story for the first time would 
certainly expect Isabel eventually to be brought back into her proper 
sphere by happy love and see the plot propelled by the question of which 
suitor could succeed in effecting her rescue. But, as she resists the offers 
of lovers who believe that they are giving her great opportunities, the 
embattled Isabel becomes increasingly sympathetic, and when she is 
finally "saved" from her independence, the event is no rescue but a 
capture. That is, James uses the popular formula while rejecting its 
assumptions, so that his form and theme reach beyond formulaic sim
p Ii fi cation. 

Since both Warburton and Goodwood are highly eligible as husbands, 
the reader may feel that Isabel's solution would have been a different 
marriage rather than none at all. Critics have mostly believed that Isabel 
ought to have married and take her severely to task for failing to faJl in 
love with one or the other, dividing into camps according to whom they 
favor. But the formula proposes love as invariably saving by making 
young wo1nen invariably love wisely, and this is one falsehood James is 
exposing. Moreover, to assume that Isabel ought to marry because she 
is female is to beg one of the major questions raised by her story-and, 
indeed, by the stories of all the other women in The Portrait, Henrietta 
excepted. Many of the critics have just the attitude that disturbs Isabel 
in her suitors: the presumption that because an offer has been made, 
she is obligated to accept it or to have an excellent reason for turning 
it down. Neither Warburton nor Goodwood can accept the idea that 
she refuses them because she is unwilling to accept any mode of existence 
that is not self-expressive. But this is Isabel's good hanscendenl�l t�a�bfi 
(as Quentin Anderson and others have stressed)-this and the unim
peachable emotional truth that she doesn't love either of them. 
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Warburton "had conceived the design of drawing her into the system 
in which he lived and moved. A certain instinct, not imperious, but 
persuasive, to]d her to resist-it murmured to her that virtually she had 
a system and an orbit of her own" (chap. 12). It does not matter that 
the forms of Goodwood's and Warburton's lives are good, and that a 
woman might live happily and usefully within them. They require the 
woman to be a satellite in someone else's so1ar system, and Isabel claims 
the right to be her own sun. If we define her by membership in the 
human race rather than the female sex, her claim is admirable. This is 
how James regards her. He shows it clearly by the fact that Isabel's 
rejection of Lord Warburton leads Ralph directly to his decision to give 
her money. The rejection convinces Ralph that her wish for indepen
dence is serious and that she is worthy of achieving it. Her wish is thus 
treated with great respect, not in the least as an aberration. 

Ralph is also convinced-wrongly, as it turns out-that a woman 
could not be strong enough to refuse Lord Warburton unless she had 
an alternate vision of an independent life. But here Isabel's femaleness 
does play an important part-brought up female, she has no idea what 
she 1night "do" to be independent. The word does not translate into 
action. This is a terrible limitation, and although James traces its awful 
consequences, he does not blame her for it. The actual condition of 
feminine independence, rare as it is, comes about (as Henrietta's story 
demonstrates) less by choice than necessity, is expressed in unremitting 
commitment and hard work, and requires fortitude and ability in unusual 
degree. For these tough requirements Isabel is unfitted by her protected 
and insulated background, by her lack of training and discipline, and 
by a "romantic" temperament encouraged by her ci-rcumstances. 

Here is a subtlety in James's consideration of the theme: modern as 
it seems, the desire for independence in a young woman may well 
represent an old-fashioned feminine ignorance of the real world. Con
sequently, Ra1ph's gift is no boon to Isabel, and the covert bequest 
deprives her of one option she has hitherto successfully employed in 
threatening situations: the choice of turning it down. The fortune im
poses on her a necessity to act for which she is hopelessly unprepared. 
It is no wonder that her first reactions are depression and restlessness 
and that, startled into premature action, she becomes conventional and 
traditional. 

Basically, she wants to get rid of the fortune and escape the burdens 
it imposes on her. Because of this special need she is vulnerable to 
Os1nond in a way that she would not have been were she poor ( quite 
apart from the fact that, then, he would not have been interested in 
her). Older and wiser than she, he will know how to use the money. 
His apparent \ite\ong resistance to commitment corresponds to a negative 
idea of freedom which now, under the pressure of Isabel's need, trans
forms itself into a positive goal. Because Osmond is less obviously a 
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product of environment than Goodwood and Warburton, Isabel thinks 
him more free. More important, no clear shape defines itself for the 
existence of Osmond's putative wife, and therefore Isabel imagines that 
as Mrs. Osmond she can shape her own life. Although running from 
independence by reverting to the traditional pattern of love and marriage, 
Isabel does so in a way that permits her the illusion that she is still 
seeking freedom. Thus, though the cage she runs into is much smaller 
than she anticipated, there is no denying that her first free action was 
to put herself into it. James's point is not that the desire to be independent 
is dangerous in itself, but that such a desire when its substance is all 
romantic is no different from any other romantic dream, and will meet 
the same defeat in real life. 

Yet surely he could have established this point without making Os
mond and Merle so treacherous. The melodrama of Isabel's later situ
ation certainly detracts from the novel's social realism, and makes her 
story more specialized, less universal, than it appeared at first. But there 
is a reason for the many ugly interactions and dreadful revelations of 
the last third of the book. They push Isabel to the inevitable point of 
leaving Osmond. This eventuality is much on her mind. As a conven
tional woman with no more idea than before of how she might live 
independently, Isabel shrinks from the possibility but cannot see how it 
can finally be avoided. "She seemed to see, however, the rapid approach 
of the day when she would have to take back something that she had 
solemnly given. Such a ceremony would be odious and monstrous; she 
tried to shut her eyes to. it meanwhile" (chap. 45). The later events in 
the book force her to defy Osmond, and she increasingly realizes the 
groundlessness of all the reasons she can advance to stay with him. The 
conspiracy against her is necessary for the plot line because her learning 
of it destroys her last illusion-that she had married Osmond with her 
eyes open. Since Isabel did not freely choose him but was manipulated 
into the marriage, she is absolved from the moral obligation to suffer 
the results of her own decision. Therefore, if she remains with Osmond, 
it will be for the same kinds of reasons that originally drew her to him 
-his promise of an escape from independence and its implications.

Thus the question of whether Isabel will leave Osmond, which propels
the story in the last third of the novel, continues the theme of female 
independence beyond Isabel's marriage. Because James has not followed 
the popular formula into its apotheosis of Jove and marriage, he is 
logically pushed to consider the aftermath of a bad union. Though not 
part of the formula-which did not and is only now beginning to accept 
divorce as a part of the texture of human social life-the issue of divorce 
was from the beginning implicated in questions of female independence 
and had been debated as a separate question since at \east the \ate 18 30s. 
Henry James, Sr., had taken part in an exchange of letters about it in 
the Tribune and declared himself in favor of "f reely legitimating divorce, 
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within the limits of a complete guarantee to society against the support 
of offspring." Thus it is by no means true that only vulgar or profligate 
people were associated with the cause of liberalizing the divorce laws. 

The senior James's remark also explains why Isabel, having been given 
a child, was made to lose it. As Goodwood says, in his passionate 
exhortation, "What have you to care about? You have no children; that 
perhaps would be an obstacle. As it is, you have nothing to consider" 
( chap. 5 5). So even this matter is plotted to give Isabel free rein to leave 
Osmond. And if Isabel cannot bring herself to the modern American 
solution of divorce-it is so advanced by Henrietta-she can certainly 
simply separate from Osmond. Obviously, separation carries no social 
stricture in the world of the novel. Mrs. Touchett is an apostle of pro
priety, but lives apart from her husband for no reason except that she 
prefers to. In fact James is not writing about the abstract right or wrong 
of divorce, and this judgment does not control his plotting. He is con
sidering what a certain kind of character would do in given circum
stances. He concludes that Isabel would come very close to breaking 
\vith Osmond, but would recoil at the last. 

The agent of recoil is Caspar Goodwood, but we must remember that 
Isabel's alternatives are not all subsumed in the choice between him and 
Osmond. She has still the alternative of going her own way, but in fact 
is less able than before to translate this idea into action. If, as a "free" 
woman, her greatest independent gesture had been to walk alone from 
Euston Station to her hotel ( chap. 31 ), she realizes when she returns to 
London that even this motion is beyond her now. "She remembered 
how she walked away fro1n Euston, in the winter dusk, in the crowded 
streets, five years before. She could not have done that to-day, and the 
incident came before her as the deed of another personn (chap. 53). 

In contrast, James gives us Henrietta, crossing continents and oceans 
without flutter. In Henrietta, too, we have evidence that James does not 
want to say that independence is metaphysically incompatible with love 
and marriage. Despite the rather cynical portrayal of love and marriage 
in most of his fiction, he does not go so far as this in The Portrait. The 
independent spirits in the book-Henrietta and Bantling-fall in love 
and plan to marry, and this is presented as a happy event. Isabel's 
disappointment in her friend for showing such weakness is only an 
extension of her own disillusionment. Jan1es's idea, however, seems 
almost to be that the real possibilities of love and marriage are to be 
experienced only by those who do not depend on them to give life 
meaning. 

James sympathizes with Isabel's ideals, deplores the external obstacles 
that thwart them, and still objectively shows how much the obstacles 
are internal, in Isabel's inadequate preparation for and understanding 
of the life she thinks she has chosen. He also appears to suggest that 
those whose romantic idealism may most attract them to this "modern" 
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goal may be the least fitted to achieve it because romantic idealism is 
other-worldly. His own attraction to the ro1nantic idealist as a type 
enabled him to bind all this into a single structure with an appropriate 
tone. 

The text of 1908 is not sufficiently· revised to transform the work into 
a late James piece, but is enough changed to cloud the original dynamics 
of the story. It is a baffling and problematical work, much more so than 
the text of 1881. The changes created many of the problems. They 
override the social theme of the work and partly erase it. The matrix of 
values which radiates out from "independence" in 1881 centers in 
"awareness" in 1908, with attendant dislocations of emphasis. Awareness 
in 1881 is a means toward the end of an independent life; in 1908 the 
independent life is attained only in awareness-the two things are almost 
identical. The only possible independence is the independence of perfect 
enlightenment. Consequently, Isabel is no longer perceived as having 
failed, and, not having failed, she has no limitations or shortcomings 
of thematic consequence. 



HENRY JAMES 
AND THE NOVEL 



The Portrait of a Lady was a success at the time it was published, and since 
then reviewers, critics, and scholars have been speculating about its sources 
and attempting to penetrate the dim uncertainties of its genesis. Scholars 
have sought prototypes for its characters among James's family and friends; 
critics have looked for literary influences among such novelists as George 
Eliot, Ivan Turgenev, and Nathaniel Hawthorne (James wrote brilliantly 
about all three); other readers, wishing to trace common patterns of theme 
and technique in James' s work as a whole, have examined his earlier stories 
and novels, his reviews and travel sketches, his notebooks and correspon
dence. Most recently, biographical critics have been inferring how James's 
artistic creation of characters reflects the whole of his personality and ex
perience, both conscious and unconscious. 

Although Isabel, the young American lady, is in the great tradition of 
English fictiona] heroines from Richardson's Clarissa Harlowe to Virginia 
Woolf's Clarissa Dalloway, it has been assumed that she resembles James's 
beloved Minny Temple, 1 just as the outlines of Gilbert Osmond are com-
1nonly supposed to have been modeled on an American friend, Fr.ancis 
Boott, who lived in Florence with his daughter. Seeking fictional or even 
live prototypes for artistic creations, however, has its disadvantages, since in 
the recesses of the artist's imagination the memories of live friends (or dead 
ones) and imaginary fictional acquaintances may mix indissolubly with as
pects of his own personality. Even the early reviewers sensed how much of 
James there was in Isabel, 2 and at least one remained unconvinced that a 
woman of Isabel's "intellectual force," as he put it, could be taken in by 
"so transparent a cheat" as Gilbert Osmond. "If popular opinion be not at 
fault," he concluded wryly, "Osmond is the sort of man to attract a female 
James. " 3

There are, of course, undeniable similarities between James' s cousin 
Minny, who died at twenty-four-"radiant and rare, extinguished in her 
first youth," James later lamented-and his first great fictional heroine. 4

We can assume that James was not simply painting Minny's portrait, but 
there is real literary interest in the extent to which James was invoking a 
deep inner image of Minny in his heroines fro1n Daisy Miller to Milly 
Theale. 5 To better understand this process, contemporary critics (with an 
increasingly refined psychological vocabulary) tend to assume that the author 
identified himself with the girl whose death had shocked him so profoundly 
when he himself was barely twenty-seven, a moment which he and his 

1. Leon Edel, Henry James, Vol. 1, The Untried Years: 1843-1870 (Philadelphia, 1953), pp.
226-238; Robert C. LeClair, "Henry James and Minny Temple," American Literature, 21
(March, 1949), 35-48.

2. James Herbert Morse, "The Native Element in American Fiction," The Century Magazine,
26 (July, 1883), 373; Leon Edel, Henry James, Vol. 2, The Conquest of London: 1870-1881
(Philadelphia, 1 %2), p. 429.

3. H. A. Huntington, "A Pair of American Novelists," The Dial, 2 (January, 1882), 214-15.
4. Also see F. W. Dupee, Henry James (New York, 1956), pp. 36-39, 96; Edmund L. Volpe,

''The Childhood of James's American Innocents," Modern Language Notes 71 (M.ay, 1956),
345-47.

5. Oscar Corgill. The Novels of Henry James (New York, 1961), pp. 78-119; Leon Edel, Henry
James, Vol. 5, The Master: 190J-J916(Philadelphia, 1972), pp. I12-16;CrahamCreene,
The Lost Childhood and Other Essays, (New York, 1951), pp. 40-45; Ford Madox Hueffer.
Portraits from Life (New York, 1937), p. 18; Philip Rahv, "The Heiress of All the Ages,"
Partisan Review, 10 (May-June, 1943), 227-47; Ernest Sandeen, uThe Wings of the Dove and
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biographer characterize as the end of his youth. And James, the American 
transplanted to Europe, saw this girl as "a plant of pure American growth," 
whose life seemed to have ended as his was just beginning. 6

If James identified himself with Minny, he seems also to have "projected" 
part of himself on to Osmond and used his old and valued friend, Frank 
Boott, as the model for the life and ways of an expatriated American like 
himself. Years later, in an autobiographical memoir, James conceded that 
creatively he probably couldn't have captured Osmond without the "form" 
of Francis Boott. James was visiting Boott, and his daughter Elizabeth, in 
Florence just as he was completing the first installments of The Portrait of 
a Lady in 1880, and three years earlier he had described their Florentine 
villa in a travel sketch which foreshadowed the setting he was to use for 
Osmond's villa. 7 When, in later years, James concerned himself with the 
question of "putting of people into books" he described in retrospect his 
friends' effect on his own artistic needs: 

An Italianate bereft American with a little moulded daughter in the 
setting of a massive old Tuscan residence was . . . what was required 
by a situation of my own-conceived in the light of the Novel; and I 
had it there, in the authenticated way, with its essential fund of truth, 
at once all the more because my admirable old friend had given it to 
me and none the less because he had no single note of character or 
temper, not a grain of the non-essential, in common with my Gilbert 
Osmond. 8

That Jarr1es' s fictional Osmond was drawn from certain elements in his own 
character has led F. W. Dupee to say that the "terrible Osmond represented 
the kind of husband [James] fearfully fancied he might have made had he 
actually married Minny. "9 Leon Edel, in his exhaustive and psychologically 
sophisticated biography, assumes that Osmond represents the "hidden side" 
of James, whom he takes to be an "intensely autobiographical" writer. 1 For 
Edel, in this novel of "power" and "egotism" Osmond's ambition leads to 
dilettantism, just as, for James, this same drive led to "unbounded crea
tivity. "2 Isabel, too, has certain biographical similarities to her author ( one
obvious instance are the scenes in Albany, which are similar to James' s own 
childhood) and she is shown to be dangerously "free" to pursue her own 
egotistical aims. Despite their differences, Edel concludes that "Isabel and 

The Portrait of a Llldy: A Study of Henry James's Later Phase," PMLA, 69 (December, 1954), 
I 060--7 5; Lotus Snow, "The Disconcerting Poetry of Mary Temple: A Comparison of the 
Imagery of The Portrait of a Lady and The Wings of the Dove," New England Quarterly, 31 
(September, 1958), 312-39. 

6. Edel, The Untried Years, p. 326, 336.
7. Henry James, "Italy Revisited" (1877; reprinted in Italian Hours [New York, 1959]), pp. 123-

25, 146-47, 162-63, 213. Also see Van Wyck BrQOks, The Dream of Arcadia: American
Writers and Artists in Italy, 1760-1915 (New York, 1958); Edel, The Conquest of London,
p. 295.

8. Henry James, "Notes of a Son and Brother" (1914, reprinted in Henry James: Autobiography
[New York, 1956]), p. 522; Nathalia Wright, "Henry Jan1es and the Greenough Data,"
American Quarterly, 10 (Fall, 1958), pp. 33S-43.

9. Dupee, Henry James, p. 98.
1. Leon Edel, Henry James, Vol. 3, The Middle Years: 1882-1895 (Philadelphia, 1962), p. 18.

Also see Quentin Anderson, The American Henry James (New Brunswick, N. J., 1957).
2. Edel, The Conquest of London, p. 426.
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Osmond are two sides of the same coin, two studies in egotism-and a kind 
of egotism which belonged to their author. "3

Further refinements in the examination of characters are made possible 
by the use of psycho-biographical methods. Edel discovered that James, who 
had been thought to avoid all romantic attachments, established an extended 
relationship with Constance Fenimore Woolson, a writer, in Florence in 
1880, just as he re-embarked on writing the novel ("one of the strangest 
friendships in American literary history and one of the most secretive"). One 
might speculate that this liaison with an "intellecrual Daisy Miller," as Edel 
terms her, may have led to personal anxieties which were reflected in the 
very characterization of Osmond. One might even have to examine whether 
James's choices in his personal life were merely helpful appendages to his 
Ii tera ry crea ti vi ty. 

By examining an author's whole life and work we can avoid the dangers 
of abstracting any single work from his total output, but in James's case his 
great sense of privacy and his formidable output of twenty-two novels, 112 
stories, 4 and innumerable travel sketches, reviews, dramas, memoirs, bio
graphies, letters and occasional pieces make a broad-based study extremely 
difficult. The following excerpts from James's own writings provide a dif
ferent perspective from which to view The Portrait of a Lady. 

From The Notebookst 

Names. Osmond-Rosier-Mr. and Mrs. Match-Name for husband 
in P. of L.: Gilbert Osmond-Raymond Gyves-Mrs. Gift-Name 
in Times: Lucky Da Costa-Name in Knightsbridge: Tagus Shout
Other names: Couch-Bonnycastle-Theory-Cridge-Arrant-Mrs. 
Tippet-Noad. 

P. of a L. After Isabel's marriage there are five more insta]ments, and
the success of the whole story greatly depends upon this portion being
well conducted or not. Let me then make the most of it-let me imagine
the best. There has been a want of action in the earlier part, · and it
may be made up here. The elements that remain are in themselves, I
think, very interesting, and they only need to be strongly and happily
combined. The weakness of the whole story is that it is too exclusively
psychological-that it depends to[ o] little on incident; but the complete
unfolding of the situation that is established by Isabel's marriage may
nonetheless be quite sufficiently dramatic. The idea of the whole thing
is that the poor girl, who has dreamed of freedom and nobleness, who
has done, as she believes, a generous, natural, clear-sighted thing, finds

l. l�id .. ,. 416.
4. S. Gorley Putt, Henry James: A Reader's Guide (Ithaca, N.Y. 1966), is the only effort to date

to treat alJ the novels and stories.
t From The Notebooks of Henry James, edited by F. 0. Matthiessen and Kenneth Murdock. 

Copyright 1947 by Oxford University Press, Inc. Reprinted by permission. 
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herself in reality ground in the very mill of the conventional. After a 
year or two of marriage the antagonism between her nature and Os
mond's comes out-the open opposition of a noble character and a 
narrow one. There is a great deal to do here in a small compass; every 
word, therefore, must tell-every touch must count. If the last five parts 
of the story appear crowded, this will be rather a good defect in consid
eration of the perhaps too great diffuseness of the earlier portion. Isabel 
awakes from her sweet delusion-oh, the art required for making this 
delusion natural!-and find herself face to face with a husband who has 
ended by conceiving a hatred for her own larger qualities. These facts, 
however, are not in themselves sufficient; the situation must be marked 
by important events. Such an event is the discovery of the relation that 
has existed between Osmond and Madame Merle, the discovery that 
she. has married Madame Merle's lover. Madame Merle, in a word, is 
the mother of Pansy. Edward Rosier comes to Rome, falls in love with 
Pansy and wants to marry her; but Osmond opposes the marriage, on 
the ground of Rosier' s insufficient means. Isabel favours Pansy-she 
sees that Rosier would make her an excellent husband, be tenderly 
devoted and kind to her-but Osmond absolutely forbids the idea. Lord 
Warburton comes to Rome, sees Isabel again and declares to her that 
he is resigned, that he has succeeded in accepting the fact of her marriage 
and that he is now disposed, himself, to marry. He makes the acquain
tance of Pansy, is charmed with her, and at last tells Isabel that he should 
like to make her his wife. Isabel is almost shocked, for she distrusts this 
sentiment of Lord Warburton' s; and the reader must feel that she mis
trusts it justly. This same sentiment is a very ticklish business. It is honest 
up to a certain point; but at bottom, without knowing it, Lord W. 's real 
motive is the desire to be near Isabel whom he sees, now, to be a 
disappointed, and unhappy woman. This is what Isabel has perceived; 
she feels that it would [be] cruel to Pansy, dangerous to herself, to allow 
such a marriage-for which, however, there are such great material 
inducements that she cannot well oppose it. Her position is a most 
difficult one, for by begging Lord Warburton to desist she only betrays 
her apprehension of him-which is precisely what she wishes not to 
do. Besides, she is afraid of doing a wrong to Pansy. Madame Merle, 
meanwhile, has caught a glimpse of Warburton' s state of mind and 
eagerly takes up the idea of his marrying the girl. Pansy is very much 
in love with Rosier-she has no wish to marry Lord W. Isabel is [so] 
convinced at last of this that she feels absolved from considering her 
prospects with Lord W. and treats the latter with such coldness that he 
feels the vanity of hope and withdraws from the field, having indeed 
not paid any direct attention to Pansy, whom he cannot in the least be 
�tt\\��� ()\ \u\\ng. \J\�n�me \.J\et\e, ve� ang� a\ 'n\s w,fuutawa\, accuses 
Isabel of having dissuaded him, out of jealousy, because of his having 
been an old lover of hers and her wishing to keep him for herself; and 
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she still opposes the marriage with Rosier, because she has been made 
to believe by Lord Warburton' s attentions that Pansy may do something 
much more brilliant. Isabel resents Madame Merle's interference, de
mands of her what she has to do with Pansy. Whereupon Madame 
Merle, in whose breast the suppressed feeling of maternity has long been 
rankling, and who is passionately jealous of Isabel's influence over Pansy, 
breaks out with the cry that she alone has a right-that Pansy is her 
daughter. (To be settled later whether this revelation is to be made by 
Mme Merle herself, or by the Countess Gemini. Better on many grounds 
that it should be the latter; and yet in that way I lose the 'great scene' 
between Madame Merle and Isabel.) In any event this whole matter of 
Mme Merle is (like Lord W. 's state of mind about Pansy) a very ticklish 
one-very delicate and difficult to handle. To make it natural that she 
should have brought about Isabel's marriage to her old lover-this is in 
itself a supreme difficulty. It is not, however, an impossibility, for I 
honestly believe it rests upon nature. Her old interest in Osmond remains 
in a modified form; she wishes to do something for him, and she does 
it through another rather than by herself. That, I think, is perfectly 

· natural. As regards Pansy the strangeness of her conduct is greater; but
we must remember that we see only its surface-we don't see her rea
soning. Isabel has money, and Mme Merle has great confidence in her
benevolence, in her generosity; she has no fear that she will be a harsh
stepmother, and she believes she will push the fortunes of the child she
herself is unable to avow and afraid openly to patronize. In all this
Osmond sinks a little into the background-but one must get the sense
of Isabel's exquisitely miserable revulsion. Three years have passed
time enough for it to have taken place. His worldliness, his deep snob
bishness, his want of generosity, etc.; his hatred of her when he finds
that she judges him, that she morally protests at so much that surrounds
her. The uncleanness of the air; the Countess Gemini's lovers, etc.
Caspar Goodwood of course must reappear, and Ralph� and Henrietta;
Mrs. Touchett, too, for a moment. Ralph's helpless observation of Is
abel's deep misery; her determination to show him nothing, and his
inability to help her. This to be a strong feature in the situation. Pansy
is sent back to the convent, to be kept from Rosier. Caspar Goodwood
comes to Rome, because he has heard from Henrietta that Isabel is
unhappy, and Isabel sends him away. She hears from Ralph at Gar
dencourt, that he is ill there (Ralph, himself), that indeed he is dying.
(The letter to come from Mrs. Touchett who is with him; or even it
would be well that it should be a telegram; it expresses· Ralph's wish to
see her.) Isabel tells Osmond she wishes to go; Osmond, jealously and
nastily, forbids it; and Isabel, deeply distressed and embarrassed, hesi
tates. Then Madame Merle, who wishes her to make a coup de tete, to
leave Osmond, so that she may be away from Pansy, reveals to her her
belief that it was Ralph who induced her father to leave her the £70,000.
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Isabel, then, violently affected and overcome, starts directly for England. 
She reaches Ralph at Gardencourt, and finds Caspar Goodwood and 
Henrietta also there: i.e., in London. Ralph's death-Isabel's return to 
London, and interview with Caspar G. -His passionate outbreak; he 
beseeches her to return with him to America. She is greatly moved, she 
feels the full force of his devotion-to which she has never done justice; 
but she refuses. She starts again for Italy-and her departure is the 
climax and termination of the story. 

* * 
* 

With strong handling it seems to me that it may all be very true, very 
powerful, very touching. The obvious criticism of course will be that it 
is not finished-that I have not seen the heroine to the end of her 
situation-that I have left her en l' air. -This is both true and false. 
The whole of anything is never told; you can only take_ what groups 
together. What I have done has that unity-it groups together. It is 
complete in itself-and the rest may be taken up or not, later. 

-I am not sure that it would not be best that the exposure of Mme
Merle should never be complete, and above all that she should -not
denounce herself. This would injure very much the impression I have
wished to give of her profundity, her self-control, her regard for ap
pearances. It may be enough that Isabel should believe the fact in
question-in consequence of what the Countess Gemini has told
her. Then, when Madame Merle tells her of what Ralph has done for
her of old-tells it with the view I have mentioned of precipitating her
defiance of Osmond-Isabel may charge her with the Countess G.'s
secret. This Madame Merle will deny-but deny in such ·a way that
Isabel knows she Hes; and then Isabel may depart.-The last (October)
instalment to take place wholly in England. At the very last Caspar
Goodwood goes to Pratt's hotel, and is told that Mrs. Osmond has left
it the night before. Later in the day he sees Henrietta who has the last
word-utters the last line of the story: a characteristic characterization
of Isabel.

[* * * His remarks about leaving his heroine's situation in a sense 
'unfinished' are revelatory of his conception of structure, and correspond 
to what he was to say in the preface to Roderick Hudson: 'Really, uni
versally, relations stop nowhere, and the exquisite problem of the artist 
is eternally but to draw, by a geometry of his own, the circle within 
which they shall happily ,appear to do so.' In the preface to the Portrait 
he discussed the problem caused for the novelist by starting with a 
character instead of with a story. But by then he was no longer worried 
that this novel had been 'too exclusively psychological.' He asserted that 
his source of interest lay not in the events but in Isabel's sense of them. 
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He took pride that he had produced in her a center of consciousness 
comparable in intensity to what he later created in Lambert Strether. 
He singled out as 'obviously the best thing in the book' a chapter which 
he hardly reckons with in his outline, the chapter of entirely inward 
drama in which Isabel, sitting alone by the dying fire, begins to realize 
the relationship between Osmond and Madame Merle. 

When he undertook the revision of the Portrait for his collected 
edition, James was still thinking of the 'great scene' he had passed up 
by not making the revelation of Pansy's parentage come through Madame 
Merle; and he therefore devoted his most extensive rewriting to building 
up the scene between Isabel and the Countess Gemini. Another detail 
of considerable importance in interpreting the ending of the novel is 
provided by James' remark at the end of the entry above, that the final 
speech by Henrietta Stackpole ('Look here, Mr. Goodwood, just you 
wait') is to be 'characteristic' of her rather than of Isabel. James' note 
thus 1nakes it clear that he intended from the time of his first draft to 
have this speech be indicative of Henrietta's unquenchable optimism 
rather than what it has sometimes been interpreted to be, a sure forecast 
of Isabel's future action. ]1 

* * * The following year, 1879, I went abroad again-but only to
Paris. I stayed in London during all August, writing my little book on 
Hawthorne, and on September 1st crossed over to Paris and remained 
there till within a few days of Xmas. * * * In the spring I went to 
Italy-partly to escape the 'season,' which had become a terror to me. 
I couldn't keep out of it-(1 had become a highly-developed diner-out, 
etc.) and its interruptions, its repetitions, its fatigues, were horribly wea
risome, and made work extremely difficult. I went to Florence and spent 
a couple of months, during which I took a short run down to Rome 
and to Naples, where I had not been since my first visit to Italy, in 
1869. I spent three days with Paul Joukowsky at Posilipo, and a couple 
of days alone at Sorrento. Florence was di�ine, as usual, and I was a 
great deal with the Bootts. At that exquisite Bellosguardo at the Hotel 
de I' Arno, in a room in that deep recess, in the front, I began the Portrait 
of a Lady-that is, I took up, and worked over, an old beginning, made 
long before. I returned to London to meet William, who came out in 
the early part of June, and spent a ·month with me in Bolton St., before 
going to the continent. That summer and autumn I worked, tant bien

que mal, at my novel which began to appear in Macmillan in October 
(1880). * * * 

l. This bracketed commentary is by the editors of The Notebooks of Henry James [Editor].
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From A Small Boy and Otherst 

* * * I lose myself in wonder at the loose ways, the strange process of
waste, through which nature and fortune may deal on occasion with
those whose faculty for application is all and only in their imagination
and their sensibility. There may be during those bewildered and brooding
years so little for them to "show" that I Ii.ken the individual dunce-as
he so often must appear-to some commercial traveler who has lost the
key to his packed case of samples and can but pass for a fool while other
exhibiti�ns go forward.

I achieve withal a dim remembrance of my final submission, though 
it is the faintest ghost of an impression and consists but of the bright 
blur· of a dame's schoolroom, a mere medium for small piping shuffling 
sound and suffered heart, as well as for the wistfulness produced by 
"glimmering squares" that were fitfully screened, though not to any 
revival of cheer, by a huge swaying, yet dominant object. This dominant 
object, the shepherdess of the flock, was Miss Bayou or Bayhoo-1 
recover but the alien sound of her name, which memory caresses only 
because she may have been of like race with her temple of learning, 
which faced my grandmother's house in North Pearl Street and really 
justified its exotic claim by its yellow archaic gable-end: I think of the 
same as of brick baked in the land of dykes and making a series of small 
steps from the base of the gable to the point. These images are subject, 
I confess, to a soft confusion-which is somehow consecrated, none 
the less, and out of which, with its shade of contributory truth, some 
sort of scene insists on glancing. The very flush of the uneven bricks of 
the pavement lives in it, the very smell of the street cobbles, the .imputed 
grace of the arching umbrage-I see it all as from under trees; the form 
of Steuben Street, which crossed our view, as steep even to the very 
essence of adventure, with a summit, and still more with a nethermost 
and riskiest incline, very far away. There lives in it the aspect of the 
other house-the other and much smaller than my grandmother's, con
veniently near it and within sight; which was pinkish-red picked out 
with white, whereas my grandmother's was greyish-brown and very grave, 
and which must have stood back a little from the street, as I seem even 
now to swing, or at least to perch, on a relaxed gate of approach that was 
conceived to work by an iron chain weighted with a big ball; all under 
a spreading tree again and with the high, oh so high white stone steps 
(mustn't they have been marble?) and fan-lighted door of the pinkish
red front behind me. I lose myself in ravishment before the marble 
and the pink. There were other houses too-one of them the occasion 
of the first "paid" visit that struggles with my twilight of social con-

t From Autobiography by Henry James, edited by Frederick W. Dupee (New York, 1956), pp. 
8-10. Copyright 1913 by Charles Scribner's Sons; renewed 1941 by Henry James. Reprinted 
by permission of Charles Scribner's Sons and Alexander R. James, Literary Executor. 
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sciousness; a call with my father, conveying me presumably for fond 
exhibition (since if my powers were not exhibitional my appearance and 
my long fair curls, of which I distinctly remember the lachrymose sac
rifice, suppositiously were), on one of our aunts, the youngest of his 
three sisters, lately married and who, predestined to an early death, 
hovers there for me, softly spectral, in long light "front" ringlets, the 
fashion of the time and the capital sign of all our paternal aunts seem
ingly; with the remembered enhancement of her living in Elk Street, 
the name itself vaguely portentous, as through beasts of the forest not 
yet wholly exorcised, and more or less under the high brow of that 
Capitol which, as aloft somewhere and beneath the thickest shades of 
all, loomed, familiar yet impressive, at the end of almost any Albany 
vista of reference. I have seen other capitols since, but the whole majesty 
of the matter must have been then distilled into my mind-even though 
the connection was indirect and the concrete image, that of the primitive 
structure, long since pretentiously and insecurely superseded-so that, 
later on, the impression was to find itself, as the phrase is, discounted. 
Had it not moreover been reinforced at the time, for that particular 
Capitoline hour, by the fact that our uncle, our aunt's husband, was a 
son of Mr. Martin Van Buren, and that he was the President? This at 
least led the imagination on-or leads in any case my present imagi
nation of that one; ministering to what I have called the soft confusion. 

The confusion clears, however, though the softness remains, when, 
ceasing to press too far backward, I meet the ampler light of conscious 
and educated little retu.rns to the place; for the education of New York, 
enjoyed up to my twelfth year, failed to blight its romantic appeal. The 
images I really distinguish flush through the maturer medium, but with 
the sense of them only the more wondrous. The other house, the house 
of my parents' limited early sojourn, becomes that of those of our cousins, 
numerous at that time, who pre-eminently figured for us; the various 
brood presided over by my father's second sister, Catherine James, who 
had married at a very early age Captain Robert Temple, U.S.A. Both 
these parents were to die young, and their children, six in number, the 
two eldest boys, were very markedly to people our preliminary scene; 
this being true in particular of three of them, the sharply differing 
brothers and the second sister, Mary Temple, radiant and rare, extin
guished in her first youth, but after having made an impression on many 
persons, and on ourselves not least, which was to become in the har
monious circle, for all time, matter of sacred legend and reference, of 
associated piety. Those and others with them were the numerous dawn
ings on which in many cases the deepening and final darknesses were 
so soon to follow; our father's family was to offer such a chronicle of 
early deaths, arrested careers, broken promises� orphaned children. It 
sounds cold-blooded, but p�rt of the charm of our grandmother's house 
for us-or I should perhaps but speak for myself-was in its being so 
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much and so sociably a nurseried and playroomed orphanage. The 
children of her lost daughters and daughters-in-law overflowed there, 
mainly as girls; on whom the surviving sons-in-law and sons occasionally 
and most trustingly looked in. Parentally bereft cousins were somehow 
more thrilling than parentally provided ones; and most thrilling when, 
in the odd fashion of that time, they were sent to school in New York 
as a preliminary to their being sent to school in Europe. * * *

From Notes of a So.n and Brothert 

Immediately, at any rate, the Albany cousins, or a particular group of 
them, began again· to be intensely in question for .us; coloured in due 
course with reflections of the War as their lives, not less than our own, 
were to become-and coloured as well too, for all sorts of notation and 
appreciation, from irrepressible private founts. Mrs. Edmund Tweedy, 
bereft of her own young children, had at the time I speak of opened her 
existence, with the amplest hospitality, to her four orphaned nieces, 
who were also our father's and among whom the second in age, Mary 
Temple the younger, about in her seventeenth year when she thus 
renewed her appearance to our view, shone with vividest lustre, an 
essence that preserves her still, more than half a century from the date 
of her death, 1 in a memory or two where many a relic once sacred has 
comparatively yielded to time. Most of those who knew and loved, I 
was going to say adored, her have also yielded-which is a reason the 
more why thus much of her, faint echo from too far off though it prove, 
should be tenderly saved. If I have spoken of the elements and presences 
round about us that "counted," Mary Temple was to count, and in 
more lives than can now be named, to an extraordinary degree; count 
as a young and shining apparition, a creature who owed to the charm· 
of her every aspect (her aspects were so many!) and the originality, 
vivacity, audacity, generosity, of her spirit, an indescribable grace and 
weight-if one might impute weight to .a being so imponderable in 
common scales. Whatever other values on our scene might, as I have 
hinted, appear to fail, she was one of the first order, in the sense of the 
immediacy of the impression she produced, and produced altogether as 
by the play of her own light spontaneity and curiosity-not, that is, as 
through a sense of such a pressure and such a motive, or through a care 
for them, in others. "Natural'' to an effect of perfect felicity that we 
were never to see surpassed is what I have already praised all the Albany 
cousinage of those years for being; but in none of the company was the 

t From Autobiography by Henry James, edited by Frederick W. Dupee (New Yorlc, 1956), pp. 
282-84, 518-22. Copyright 1914 by Charles Scribner's Sons; renewed 1942 by Henry James.
Reprinted by permission of Charles Scribner's Sons and Alexander R. James, Literary Executor.

1. Mary Temple was born in 1845 and died in 1870 [Editor].
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not� so clear as in this rarest, though at the same time symptomatically 
or ominously palest, flower of the stem; who was natural at more points 
and about more things, with a greater range of freedom and ease and 
reach of horizon than any of the others dreamed of. They had that way, 
delightfully, with the small, after all, and the common matters-while 
she had it with those too, but with the great and rare ones over and 
above; so that she was to remain for us the very figure and image of a 
felt interest in life, an interest as magnanimously htrspread, or as fa
miliarly and exquisitely fixed, as her splendid shifting sensibility, moral, 
personal, nervous, and having at once such noble flights and such 
touchingly discouraged drops, such graces of indifference and incon
sequence, might at any moment determine. She was really to remain, 
for our appreciation, the supreme case of a taste for life as life, as personal 
living; of an endlessly active and yet somehow a careless, an illusionless, 
a sublimely forewarned curiosity about it: something that made her, slim 
and fair and quick, all straightness and charming tossed head, with long 
light and yet almost sliding steps and a large light postponing, renouncing 
laugh, the very muse or amateur priestess of rash speculation. To express 
her in the mere terms of her restless young mind, one felt from the first, 
was to place her, by a perversion of the truth, under the shadow of 
female "earnestness"-for which she was much toe> unliteral and too 
ironic; so that, superlatively personal and yet as independent, as "off" 
into higher spaces., at a touch, as all the breadth of her sympathy and 
her courage could send her, she made it impossible to say whether she 
was just the most moving of maidens or a- disengaged and dancing flame 
of thought. No one to come after her could easily seem to show either 
a quick inward life or a brave, or even a bright, outward, either a 
consistent contempt for social squalors or a very marked genius for moral 
reactions. She had in her brief passage the enthusiasm of humanity
more, assuredly, than any charming girl who ever circled, and would 
fain have continued to circle, round a ballroom. This kept her indeed 
for a time more interested in the individual, the immediate human, 
than in the race or the social order at large; but that, on the other hand, 
made her ever so restlessly, or quite inappeasably, "psychologic." The 
psychology of others, in her shadow-I mean their general resort to it 
-could only for a long time seem weak and flat and dim, above all not
at all amusing. She burned herself out; she died at twenty-four.

* * 

* 

* * * But her2 letter goes on after a couple of days-she had apparently
not sent the previous part, and it brings her back, we can rejoicingly note, 
to George Eliot, whose poem, alluded to, must have been The Spanish 
Gipsy. This work may indeed much less have counted for her than the 
all-engulfing Mill on the Floss, incomparably privileged production, 

2. Minnie Temple's.
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which shone for young persons of that contemporaneity with a nobleness 
that nothing under our actual star begins in like case to match. These 
are great recognitions, but how can I slight for them a mention that has 
again and again all but broken through in my pages?-that of Francis 
Boott and his daughter (she to become later on Mrs. Frank Duveneck 
and to yield to the same dismal decree of death before her time that 
rested on so many of the friends of our youth). When I turn in thought 
to the happiness that our kinswoman was still to have known in her 
short life, for all her disaster, Elizabeth Boott, delightful, devoted and. 
infinitely under the charm, at once hovers for me; this all the more, I 
hasten to add, that we too on our side, and not least Mary Temple 
herself, were under the charm, and that that charm, if less immediately 
pointed, affected all our young collective sensibility as a wondrous com
posite thing. There was the charm for us-if I must not again speak in 
assurance but for myself-that "Europe," the irrepressible even as the 
ewig Weibliche of literary allusion was irrepressible, had more than 
anything else to do with; and then there was the other that, strange to 
say (strange as I, once more, found myself feeling it) owed nothing of 
its authority to anything so markedly out of the picture. The spell to 
which I in any case most piously sacrificed, most cultivated the sense 
of, was ever of this second cast-and for the simple reason that the 
other, serene in its virtue, fairly insolent in its pride, needed no. rites 
and no care. It must be allowed that there was nothing composite in 
any spell proceeding, whether directly or indirectly, from the great Al
bany connection: this form of the agreeable, through whatever appeals, 
could certainly not have been more of a piece, as we say-more of a 
single superfused complexion, an element or principle that we could in 
the usual case ever so easily and pleasantly account for. The case of that 
one in the large number of my cousins whom we have seen to be so 
imcomparably the most interesting was of course anything but the usual; 
yet the Albany origin, the woodnote wild, sounded out even amid her 
various voices and kept her true, in her way, to something we could 
only have called local, or perhaps family, type. Essentially, however, 
she had been a free incalculable product, a vivid exception to rules and 
precedents; so far as she had at all the value of the "composite" it was 
on her own lines altogether-the composition was of things that had 
lain nearest to hand. It mattered enormously for such a pair as the 
Bootts, intimately associated father and daughter, that what had lain 
nearest their hand, or at least that of conspiring nature and fortune in 
preparing them for our consumption, had been the things of old Italy, 
of the inconceiyable Tuscany, that of the but lately expropriated Grand 
Dukes in particular, and that when originally alighting among us en 

plein Newport they had seemed fairly to reek with a saturation, esthetic, 
historic, romantic, that everything roundabout made precious. I was to 
apprehend in due course, and not without dismay, that what they really 
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most reeked with was the delight of finding us ourselves exactly as we 
were; they fell so into the wondrous class of inverted romantics, several 
other odd flowers of which I was later on to have anxiously to deal with: 
we and our large crude scene of barbaric plenty, as it might have been 
called, beguiled them to appreciations such as made our tribute to 
themselves excite at moments their impatience and strike them as almost 
silly. It was our conditions that were picturesque, and I had to make 
the best of a time when they themselves appeared to consent to remain 
so but by the beautiful gaiety of their preference. This, I remember well, 
I found disconcerting, so that my main affectionate business with them 
became, under amusement by the way, that of keeping them true to 
type. What above all contributed was that they really couldn't help their 
case, try as they would to shake off the old infection; they were of "old 
world" production through steps it was too late to retrace; and they were 
in the practical way and in the course of the very next years to plead 
as guilty to this as the highest proper standard for them could have 
prescribed. They "went back," and again and again, with a charming, 
smiling, pleading inconsequence-any pretext but the real one, the fact 
that the prime poison was in their veins, serving them at need; so that, 
as the case turned, all my own earlier sense, on the spot, of Florence 
and Rome was to mix itself with their delightfully rueful presence there. 
I could then perfectly put up with that flame of passion for Boston and 
Newport in them which stiH left so perfect their adaptability to Italian 
instaJlations that would have been impossible save for subtle Italian 
reasons. 

I speak of course but of the whole original view: time brings strange 
revenges and contradictions, and all the later history was to be a chapter 
by itself and of the fullest. We had been all alike accessible in the first 
instance to the call of those references which played through their walk 
and conversation with an effect that their qualifying ironies and amusing 
reactions, where such memories were concerned, couldn't in the least 
abate; for nothing in fact lent them a happier colour than just this ability 
to afford so carelessly to cheapen the certain treasure of their past. They 
had enough of that treasure to give it perpetually away-in our subse
quently to be more determined, our present, sense; in short we had the 
fondest use for their leavings even when they themselves hadn't. Mary 
Temple, with her own fine quality so far from composite, rejoiced in 
the perception, however unassisted by any sort of experience of what 
their background had "meant"; she would have liked to be able to know 
just that for herself, as I have already hinted, and I actually find her 
image most touching perhaps by its so speaking of what she with a 
peculiar naturalness dreamed of and missed. Of clear old English stock 
on her father's side, her sense for what was English in life-so we used 
to simplify-was an intimate part of her, little chance as it enjoyed for 
happy verifications. In the Bootts, despite their still ampler and more 
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recently attested share in that racial strain, the foreign tradition had 
exceedingly damped the English, which didn't however in the least 
prevent her being caught up by it as it had stamped itself upon the 
admirable, the infinitely civilised and sympathetic, the markedly pro

duced Lizzie. This delightful girl, educated, cultivated, accomplished, 
toned above all, as from steeping in a rich old medium, to a degree of 
the rarest among her coevals "on our side," had the further, the supreme 
grace that she melted into American opportunities of friendship-and 
small blame to her, given such as she then met-with the glee of a 
sudden scarce believing discoverer. Tuscany could only· swoon away 
under comparison of its starved sociabilities and complacent puerilities, 
the stress of which her previous years had so known, with the multiplied 
welcomes and freedoms, the exquisite and easy fellowships that glorified 
to her the home scene. Into not the least of these quick affinities had 
not prompt acquaintance with Mary Temple confidently ripened; and 
with no one in the aftertime, so long as that too escaped the waiting 
shears, was I to find it more a blest and sacred rite, guarded by no stiff 
approaches, to celebrate my cousin's memory. That really is my apology 
for this evocation-which might under straighter connections have let 
me in still deeper; since if I have glanced on another page of the present 
miscellany at the traps too often successfully set for my wandering feet 
my reader will doubtless here recognise a perfect illustration of our dan
ger and will accuse me of treating an inch of canvas to an acre of 
embroidery. Let the poor canvas figure time and the embroidery figure 
consciousness-the proportion will perhaps then not strike us as so 
wrong. Consciousness accordingly still grips me to the point of a felt 
pressure of interest in such a matter as the recoverable history-history 
in the esthetic connection at least-of its insistent dealings with a given 
case. How in the course of time for instance was it not insistently to 
deal, for a purpose of application, with the fine prime image deposited 
all unwittingly by the "picturesque" (as I absolutely required to feel it) 
Boott situation or Boott data? The direct or vital value of these last, in 
so many ways, was experiential, a stored and assimilated thing; but the 
seed of suggestion proved after long years to have kept itself apart in 
order that it should develop under a particular breath. A not other than 
lonely and bereft American, addicted to the arts and endowed for them, 
housed to an effect of long expatriation in a massive old Florentine villa 
with a treasured and tended little daughter by his side, that was the germ 
which for reasons beyond my sounding the case of Frank Boott had been 
appointed to plant deep down in my vision of things. So lodged it waited, 
but the special instance, as I say, had lodged it, and it lost no vitality 
-on the contrary it acquired every patience-by the fact that little by
little each of its connections above ground, so to speak, was successively
cut. Then at last after years it raised its own head into the air and found
its full use for the imagination. An Italianate bereft American with a
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little moulded daughter in the setting of a massive old Tuscan residence 
was at the end of years exactly what was required by a situation of my 
own-conceived in the light of the Novel; and I had it there, in the 
authenticated way, with its essential fund of truth, at once all the more 
because my admirable old friend had given it to me and none the less 
because he had no single note of character or temper, not a grain of the 
non-essential, in common with my Gilbert Osmond. This combination 
of facts has its shy interest, I think, in the general imaginative or repro
ductive connection-testifying as it so happens to do on that whole 
question of the "putting of people into books'' as to which any ineptitude 
of judgment appears always in order. I probably shouldn't have had the 
Gilbert Osmonds at all without the early "form" of the Frank Bootts, 
but I still more certainly shouldn't have had them with the sense of my 
old inspirers. The form had to be disembarrassed of that sense and to 
take in a thoroughly other; thanks to which account of the matter I am 
left feeling that I scarce know whether most to admire, for support of 
one's beautiful business of the picture of life, the relation of "people" 
to art or the relation of art to people. * * *

From Italy Revisitedt 

* * * The river-front of Florence is in short a delightful composition.
Part of its charm comes of course from the generous aspect of those
high·based Tuscan palaces which a renewal of acquaintance with them
has again commended to me as the most dignified dwellings in the
world. Nothing can be finer than that look of giving up the whole
immense ground-floor to simple purposes of vestibule and staircase, of
court and high-arched entrance; as· if this were all but a ma�ive pedestal
for the real habitation and people weren't properly housed unless, to
begin with, they should be lifted fifty feet above the pavement. The
great blocks of the basement; the great intervals, horizontally and ver
tically, from window to window (telling of the height and breadth of
the rooms within); the armorial shield hung forward at one of the angles;
the wide-brimmed roof, overshadowing the narrow street; the rich old
browns and yellows of the walls: these definite elements put themselves
together with admirable art.

Take a Tuscan pile of this type out of its ob) ique situation in the town; 
call it no longer a palace, but a villa; set it down by a terrace on one of 
the hills that encircle Florence, place a row of high-waisted cypresses 

be�ide it, give it a gra�sy courtyard and a view of the Florentine tower1 
and the valley of the Arno, and you will think it perhaps even more 

t From Henry James, "Italy Revisited" (1877; reprinted in Italian Hours [New York, 1959], pp. 
122-23, and l 24-25).
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worthy of your esteem. It was a Sunday noon, and brilliantly warm, 
when I again arrived; and after I had looked from my windows awhile 
at that quietly-basking river-front I have spoken of I took-my way across 
one of the bridges and then out of one of the gates-that immens�ly 
tall Roman Gate in which the space from the top of the arch to the 
cornice ( except that there is scarcely a cornice, it is all a plain massive 
piece of wall) is as great, or seems to be, as that from the ground to the 
former point. Then I climbed a steep and winding way-much of it a 
little dull if one likes, being bounded by mottled, mossy garden-walls 
-to a villa on a hill-top, where I found various things that touched me
with almost too fine a point. Seeing them again, often, for a week, both
by sunlight and moonshine, I never quite learned not to covet them;
not to feel that not being a part of them was somehow to miss an exquisite
chance. What a tranquil, contented life it seemed, with romantic beauty
as a part of its daily texture!-the sunny terrace, with its tangled podere
beneath it; the bright grey olives against the bright blue sky; the long,
serene, horizontal lines of othe� villas, flanked by their upward cypresses,
disposed upon the neighbouring hills. * * *

It is true indeed that I might after a certain time grow weary of a 
regular afternoon stroll among the Florentine lanes; of sitting on low 
parapets, in intervals of flower-topped wall, and looking across at Fiesole 
or down the rich-hued valley of the Arno; of pausing at the open gates 
of villas and wondering at the height of cypresses and the depth of loggias; 
of walking home in the fading light and noting on a dozen westward
looking surfaces the glow of the opposite sunset. But for a week or so 
all this was delightful. Th� villas are innumerable, and if you're an 
aching alien half the talk is about villas. This one has a story; that one 
has another; they all look as if they had stories-none in truth predom
inantly gay. Most of them are offered to rent (many of them for sale) 
at prices unnaturally low; you may have a tower and a garden, a chapel 
and an expanse of thirty windows, for five hundred dollars a year. In 
imagination you hire three or four; you take possession and settle and 
stay. Your sense of the fineness of the finest is of something very grave 
and stately; your sense of the bravery of two or three of the best something 
quite tragic and sinister. From what does this latter impression come? 
You gather it as you stand there in the early dusk, with your eyes on 
the long, pale-brown fa�ade, the enormous windows, the iron cages 
fastened to the lower ones. Part of the brooding expression of these great 
houses comes, even when they have not fallen into decay, from their 
look of having outlived their original use. Their extraordinary largeness 
and massiveness are a satire on their present fate. They weren't built 
With §UCh i thicknCl� of wall and dtpth of ;m&ril�Vr�, �uch a solidity 
of staircase and superfluity of stone, simply to afford an economical 
winter residence to English and American families. I don't know whether 
it was the appearance of these stony old villas, which seemed so dumbly 
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conscious of a change of manners, that threw a tinge of melancholy 
over the general prospect; certain it is that, having always found this 
note as of a myriad old sadnesses in solution in the view of Florence, 
it seemed to me now particularly strong. "Lovely, lovely, but it makes 
me 'blue,' '' the sensitive stranger couldn't but murmur to himself as, 
in the late afternoon, he looked at the landscape from over one of the 
low parapets, and then, with his hands in his pockets, turned away 
indoors to candles and dinner. 

From A Roman Holidayt 

If you stop, however, to observe everything worthy of your watercolors 
you will never reach ½ateran. My business was much less with the 
interior of St. John Lateran, which I have never found peculiarly in
teresting, than with certain charming features of its surrounding pre
cinct-the crooked old court beside it, which admits you to the Baptistery 
and to a delightful rear-view of the queer architectural odds and ends 
which in Rome may compose a florid ecclesiastical fa�ade. There are 
more of these, a stranger jumble of chance detail, of lurking recesses 
and wanton projections and inexplicable windows, than I have memory 
or phrase for; but the gem of the collection is the oddly perched peaked 
turret, with its yellow travertine welded upon the rusty brickwork, which 
was not meant to be. suspected, and the brickwork retreating beneath 
and leaving it in the odd position of a tower under which you may see 
the sky. As to the great front of the church overlooking the Porta San 
Giovanni, you are not admitted behind the scenes; the phrase is quite 
in keeping, for the architecture has a vastly theatrical air. It is extremely 
imposing-that of St. Peter's alone is more so; and when from far off 
on the Campagna you see the colossal images of the mitred saints along 
the top standing distinct against the sky, you forget their coarse con
struction and their breezy draperies. The view from the great space which 
stretches from the church steps to the city wall is the very prince of 
views. Just beside you, beyond the great alcove of mosaic, is the Scala 
Santa, the marble staircase which (says the legend) Christ descended 
under the weight of Pilate's judgment, and which all Christians must 
forever ascend on their knees; before you is the city gate which opens 
upon the Via Appia N uova, the long gaunt file of arches of the Claudian 
aqueduct, their jagged ridge stretching away like the vertebral column 
of some monstrous mouldering skeleton, and upon the blooming brown 
and purple flats and dells of the Campagna and the glowing blue of the 
Alban Mountains, spotted with their white, high-nestling towns; and to 

t From Henry James, "A Roman Holiday" (1873), in Transatlantic Sketches (Boston, 1875), 
pp. 122-24.
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your left is the great grassy space, lined with dwarfish mulberry-trees, 
which stretches across to the damp little sister-basilica of Santa Croce 
in Gerusalemme. During a former visit to Rome I lost my heart to this 
idle tract, and wasted much time in sitting on the steps of the church 
and watching certain white-cowled friars who were sure to be passing 
there for the delight of my eyes. There are fewer friars now, and there 
are a great many of the king's recruits, who inhabit the ex-conventual 
barracks adjoining Santa Croce and are led forward to practise their 
goose-step on the sunny turf. Here, too, the poor old cardinals who are 
no longer to be seen on the Pincio descend from their mourning-coaches 
and relax their venerable knees. These members alone still testify to the 
traditional splendour of the princes of the Church; for as they advance 
the lifted black petticoat reveals a flash of scarlet stocki.ngs and makes 
you groan at the victory of civilisation over colour. 

From Roman Ridest 

The Campagna differs greatly on the two sides of the Tiber; and it is 
hard to say which, for the rider, has the greater charm. The half-dozen 
rides you may take from the Porta San Giovanni possess the perfection 
of traditional Roman interest and lead you through a far-strewn wilder
ness of ruins-a scattered maze of tombs and towers and nameless 
fragments of antique masonry. The landscape here has two great features; 
clo�e before you on one side is the long, gentle swell of the Alban 
Mountains, deeply, fantastically blue in most weathers, and marbled 
with the vague white masses of their scattered towns and villas. It is hard 
to fancy a softer curve· than that with which the mountain sweeps down 
from Albano to the plain; it is a perfect example of the classic beauty 
of line in the Italian landscape-that beauty which, when it fills the 
background of a picture, makes us look in the foreground for a broken 
column couched upon flowers and a shepherd piping to dancing 
nymphs. At your side, constantly, you have the broken line of the 
Claudian Aqueduct, carrying its broad arches far away into the plain. 
The meadows along which it lies are not the smoothest in the world for 
a gallop, but there is no pleasure greater than to wander over it. It stands 
knee-deep in the flower-strewn grass, and its rugged piers are hung with 
ivy as the columns of a church are draped for a festa. Every archway is 
a picture, massively framed, of the distance beyond-of the snow-tipped 
Sabines and lonely Soracte. As the spring advances, the whole Cam
pagna smiles and waves wi!h flowers; but I think they are nowhere more 
rank and lovely than in the shifting shadow of the aqueducts, where 
they muffle the feet of the columns and smother the half-dozen brooks 

t From Henry James, "Roman Rides" (1873), Transatlantic Sketches (Boston, 1875), p. 146. 
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which wander in and out like silver meshes between the legs of a file 
of giants. They make a niche for themselves too in every crevice and 
tremble on the yault of the empty conduits. The ivy hereabouts in the 
springtime is peculiarly brilliant and delicate; and though it cloaks 
and muffles these Roman fragments far less closely than the castles and 
abbeys of England it hangs with the light elegance of all Italian vege
tation. * * *





, CONTEMPORARY 

REVIEWS AND CRITICISM 





Various reviewers greeted The Portrait of a Lady as James' s most important 
novel to date, some even hailing it as a "masterpiece." Partly because of 
William Dean Howell's high praise of James, early reviewers treated the 
novel respectfully, analyzed it, and compared it to the novels of Eliot, 
of Turgenev, of Hawthorne, 1 or to earlier stories like "Daisy Miller. "2

Other reviewers speculated about prototypes3 or noted, biographically, an 
"infusion of the author's own personality" in his characters. 4 If alJ the 
reviews were not favorable, all did take the novel seriously, and most of the 
guidelines for future "source" and influence studies were laid there and 
then. 5

James' s interest in George Eliot was known by virtue of his numerous 
published essays and reviews, and ever since Margaret Oliphant's comparison 
of Daniel Deronda and The Portrait of a _Lady in a review for Blackwood's 
( 1882) critics have been pursuing the relationship between the two novels. 6

However, claims for a comparison with .Middlemarch also date back to W. 
C. Brownell's review for The Nation (1882) and have continued as a fertile
basis for understanding both novels. 7 The general influence of George Eliot
on the novel is relatively unquestioned, as is the lesser influence of James's
friend Ivan Turgenev; and claims have been set forth for Hawthorne, Hardy,
George Sand,� Balzac, and many others, including Victor Cherbuliez, whose
fiction James held in contempt. 8 Among James's earlier works of fiction,
four are still frequently invoked as bearing strong similarities to The Portrait

1. William Dean Howells, "Henry James, Jr.," The Century Magazine, 3 (November, 1882),
pp. 25-29; William C. Brownell, "James's Portrait of a Lady," The Nation, 2 February 1882,
pp. 102-103; Margaret Oliphant, "Recent Novels," Blackwood's, 81 (March, 1882), pp. 375-

. 383. [The latter two reviews are reprinted in this edition.] 
2. "American Novels," Quarterly Review, 155 (January, 1883), pp .. 212-217.
3. Oliphant, p. 380.
4. James Herbert Morse, "The Native Element in American Fiction," Century Magazine, 26

(July, 1883), p. 373.
5. For further lists of reviews, see Donald M. Murray, "Henry James and the English Reviewers,

1882-1890,'' American Literature, 24 (March, 1952), pp. 1-20; also his "A Survey of Early
Reviews-English," in Perspectives on James's ''The Portrait of a Lady," ed. William T.
Stafford (New York, 1967), pp. 35-38; Richard W. Foley, Criticism in American Periodicals
of the Works of Henry James from 1866 to 1916 (Washington, D.C., 1944), pp. 26-33; Marion
Richmond, ''The Ear]y Critical Reception of The Portrait of a Lady (1881-1916)," Henry
James Review (Winter-Spring, 1986), l 58-_162.

6. Oliphant, p. 380; Joseph Warren Beach, The Method of Henry fames (London, 1918), pp.
205-211; Cornelia Pulsifer Kelley, The Early Development of Henry James, University of
Illinois Studies in Language and Literature, No. 15 (Urbana, 1930), pp. 291-300; F. R.
Leavis, The Great Tradition (New York, 1949), pp. 155-187; George Levine, "Isabel, Gwen
dolen, and Dorothea," ELH, 30 (September, l 963), pp. 244-257.

7. Brownell, p. 103; Oscar Cargill, The Novels of Henry James (New York, l 961 ), pp. 78-83;
Leon Edel, Henry fames: The Conquest of London, 1870-1881 (Philadelphia, 1962), pp. 369-
371.

8. Daniel Lerner, "The Irifluences of Turgenev on Henry James," Slavonic and East European
Review, 20 (1941), pp. 28-54; Sylvia E. Bowman, "Les Heroi'nes d'Henry James clans The
Portrait of a Lady et d'Yvan Tourgueniev dans A La Vielle," Etudes Anglaises, 11 (l 958),
pp. 136-149; on Hawthorne, see Laurence B. Holland, The Expense of Vision: Essays on the
Graf( of Henry fames (Princeton, 1964), pp, Z0-21; R. W. Stallman� "Some Rooms from
'The Houses that James Built,'" Texas Quarterly, 1 (Winter, 1958), pp. 181-192; for Hardy,
see Oscar Cargill, "The Portrait of a Lady: A Critic.al Reappraisal," Modem Fiction Studies,
3 (Spring, 1957), pp. 11-32; and many more.
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of a Lady. They are: "Poor Richard" ( 1867), the novel-length Watch and 
Ward (1871), "Longstaff's Marriage" (1878), and "Daisy Miller" (1878),9

whose heroine some· see as the type of all of James's transatlantic heroines 
and whose portrait may have been influenced by James' s cousin, Mary 
"Minny" Temple. 

9. For "Poor Richard," see: Leon Edel, Henry James: The Untried Years: 1843-1870 (Philadel
phia, 1953), pp. 236-238; Peter Buitenhuis, "Introduction" to Twentieth Century Interpre
tations of "The Portrait of a Lady" (Englewood Cliffs, N. J., 1968), p: 3; for Watch and Ward,
see Cargill, Novels of Henry fames, p. 91; Edel, Conquest of London, pp. 45, 423; J. A. Ward,
The Se.arch for form·. Studie,� in The Structure of James's Fiction (Cha-pe.\ Hi\\, \%1), 'P'P· {f}-
71; for "LongstafFs Marriage," see Cargill, "Critical Reappraisal/' p. 16; S. Gorley Putt, A

Readers Guide to Henry James (Ithaca, N. Y., 1966), p. 268. Holland (pp. 20-21) argues that
James's study of Hawthorne discloses "the very matrix" of the fabrication of The Portrait of a
Lady. For further critical articles, see Stafford and Buitenhuis.



Contemporary Reviews 

W. C. BROWNELL

From The Nationt 

Mr. James's novel, which caused each number of the Atlantic Monthly 
to be awaited with impatience last year, gains in its complete presen
tation, and, like most novels of any pretensions, is most readable when 
read consecutively. Unlike most novels, however, whose fate (and the 
fortune of whose authors) it is to appear seria1ly, the reason for this does 
not consist in the condensation which the reader is thus enabled to make 
in spite of the author, but in the fact that it is a work of art of which 
the whole is equal to no fewer than all of its parts, and of which there 
is a certain "tendency," to lose which is to miss one of the main features 
of the book. In other words, 'The Portrait of a Lady' is an important 
work, the most important Mr. James has thus far written, and worthy 
of far more than 1nere perusal-worthy of study, one is inclined to say. 
It is in fact a little too important-to express by a paradox the chief 
criticism to be made upon it-or, at all events, the only impression left 
by it which is not altogether agreeable. For the first two or three hundred 
pages one is beguiled by a kind of entertainment always of a high 
order-the dissection of an interesting character by a clever and scru
pulous demonstrator. After that, though it would be misleading to say 
that the interest flags-the interest being throughout the book remarkable 
for its evenness-the feeling supervenes that to be still entertained argues 
a happy aptitude for most serious and "intellectual" delectation. Most 
persons will recall some experience of the same sensation in first be
coming acquainted with undisguisedly phi]osophica] writings-such as 
the writings of Emerson or Burke. To others it may be indicated by 
saying that it is just the sensation Carlyle missed in finding the works 
of George Eliot ''dool-just dool." In America, it is well known, we do 
not find George Eliot dull, and it is upon our appetite for this sort of 
provender that Mr. James doubtless relies, and undoubtedly does well 
to rely. Nevertheless, it is possible to feel what Carlyle meant without 

t From- The Nation, xxxiv, 866 (February 2, 1882), 102-103. 
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agreeing with it; and though maintaining firmly the absorbing interest 
of 'The Portrait of a Lady,' we are ready to adn1it that once or twice we 
have laid aside the book for a season, with the exhilaration which Mr. 
Howells has somewhere observed to be coincident with giving up a 
difficult task. One of the happiest of the many happy remarks made in 
'The Portrait of a Lady' is in Miss Stackpole' s characterization of her 
fiance: "He's as clear as glass; there's no mystery about him. He is not 
inte11ectua1, but he appreciates intellect. On the other hand, he doesn't 
exaggerate its claim. I sometimes think we do in the United States." The 
person of whom this is said naturally cuts a smaller figure in the novel 
than the more complex organizations, in dealing with which Mr. James 
is most at home; and it is the inference from this circumstance that we 
have in mind. For not only are the simpler though perennial elements 
of hun1an nature in general eschewed by tv1r. Jan1es, but his true 
distinction-that is to say, his strength and weakness also-consists in 
his attempt to dispense with all the ordinary n1achinery of the novelist 
except the study of subtle shades of character. In other words, his mas
terpiece, as 'The Portrait of a Lady' must be called, is not only outside 
of the category of the old romance of which '1'om Jones,' for example, 
111ay stand as the type, but also dispenses with the dramatic move1nent 
and passionate interest upon which the later novelists, from Thackeray 
to Thomas Hardy, have relied. In a sense, and to a certain extent, 
Turgeneff may be said to be Mr. James's master, but even a sketch or 
a study by Turgeneff is turbulence itself beside the elaborate placidity 
of these 519 pages. This involves the necessity of the utmost care in 
presenting the material, and accordingly we have that squaring of the 
elbows and minute painstaking which not only result inevitably· in oc
casional lumbering movement, but which lend the work an air of seem
ing more important than any book whatever could possibly be; so that 
it is perhaps fortunate for its popularity (which, by the way, we believe 
is extraordinary) that we exaggerate the claims of intellect occasionally 
in the United States. 

Even this measure of fault-finding, however, seems a little ungracious, 
not to say hypercritical, in view of the distinguished success of Mr. 
James's experiment in applying the development theory to novel-writing, 
so to speak. We have ourselves followed the succession of his stories 
since (Roderick Hudson' appeared with mingled interest and regret, 
because he has seemed to be getting further and further away from very 
safe ground

1 
\\,here he was very strong, and into the uncertainties of an 

unfamiliar region of which it was impossible to tell whether its novelty 
or its real merit gave it its interest. The elemental characters and dramatic 
situations of the novel just mentioned were strongly handled, and the 
work being, comparabve\y speaking1 a youthfu\ one, its ptomise seemed 
even greater than its actual qualities. But, alrr1ost as if he had been an 
amateur dipping into another branch of effort after having demonstrated 
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his ability in one, Mr. James immediately abandoned the field of im
aginative romance as it is generally understood. He at once made clear 
his faculty for his new choice, and the field he entered on with 'The 
A1nerican,' and continued with the shorter stories illustrative of Amer
ican types, became immediately popular. 'Daisy Miller' may almost be 
said to n1ark an era in the mental .progress of many persons who exag
gerate the claims of intellect occasionally; jt is wearisome to recall the 
"discussions" it occasioned in drawing-rooms and in print. There was, 
to be sure, a Chauvinist view, so to speak, taken of this and its associated 
sketches, by persons who omitted to perceive that Mr. James had not 
only made the current 1nechanical speculations about "the coming 
A1nerican novel" an anachronism, but had also displayed his patriotism 
and the national genius by inventing a new variety of literature. But 
naturally Mr. James might be expected to heed rather those of his readers 
who appreciated and enjoyed his n1otives and rejoiced in his discovery 
of romantic sociology. And this seemed his real danger; for though to 
these readers this reading conveyed a peculiarly refined pleasure, on 
account both of its novelty and the cleverness of its execution, there was 
no certainty that this pleasure was not a rather te1nporary n1ood, and 
likely to pass av1ay after the novelty had worn off. Instead, however, of 
avoiding this danger by a return to the perennially interesting material 
with vvhich he first dealt, Mr. James has conquered it, vi et armis, by 

,. 

a persistence that at one tirne seemed a little wilful. No one can now 
pretend, whatever his own literary likes and dislikes may be, that ro
mantic sociology, exploited as Mr. James has shown it capable of being, 
is not a thoroughly serious field of literature, whose interest is pern1anent 
and dignified. 

'The Portrait of a Lady' is a modest tit]e, though an apt one. The 
portrait of the lady in question is indeed the then1e of the book, and it 
is elaborated with a 111inuteness so great that \vhen finally one begins to 
find it confusing it becomes evident that the ordinary point of vie"' 1nust 
be changed, and the last detai] awaited-as in a professedly scientific 
work-before the whole can appear. Miss Isabel Archer is an orphan 
to ,vhorn her aunt gives an opportunity of seeing the world, and to whom 
her aunt's husband leaves a large fortune, at the instance of his son, 
\vho is unselfish]y and romantically interested to see what his cousin 
"'il1 rnake of her life when nothing prevents her from doing as she wishes. 
,.fhe reader at once assumes the position of this young rnan, and with 
n1ore or less (Jess in our own case, we confess) sympathy, watches the 
progress of the dra111a which he has set going. At the climax the heroine 
discovers that she has wrecked her life n1ost miserably. The spiritual 
transition fron1 the Isabel Archer of Albanv to the Mrs. Osmond of 

, 

Ron1e is of course accon1plished in part by natural disposition and in 
part by the influence of the nurnerous characters which surround her. 
The way in \vhich this influence is exhibited is a n1arked feature of the 
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book. If George Eliot was the first to make of this important moral 
phenomenon a distinct study, Mr. James has here, in our opinion, quite 
surpassed her. Any one can judge by comparing the reciprocal effect 
upon the development of each other's characters of the Lydgates in 
'Middlen1arch' with that of the Osmonds here. The other characters are 
treated with a n1icroscopy hardly inferior. Os1nond himself is one of the 
most palpable of those figures in fiction which are to be called subtle. 
Madame Merle, his forn1er mistress, mother of his child, who makes 
the 1narriage between hin1 and his poverty and Isabel and her wealth, 
and \vho, up to the climax of the book, is Isabel's ideal, is, if anything, 
even better done. There is something aln1ost uncanny in the perfection 
vvith which these secretive natures are turned inside out for the reader's 
inspection. As for the heroine, the American girl par excellence, it seems 
as if, scientifically speaking, Mr. James had said the last word on this 
subject; at any rate till the model herself is still further developed. For 
exan1ple (p. 344 ): "She never looked so charming as when, in the genial 
heat of discussion, she received a crushing blow full in the face and 
brushed it away as a feather." There are pages as good. 

It has long been evident that Mr. James's powers of observation are 
not only rernarkably keen, but sleepless as well. But 'The Portrait of a 
Lady' 'vvould not be what it is if it did not possess a fonds of moral 
seriousness, in addition to and underlying its extraordinary interest of 
purely intellectual curiosity. There is a specific lesson for the American 
girl in the first place; there are .others, n1ore general, which accompany 
every in1aginative work of large importance. That these are nowhere 
distinctly stated is 110\v nothing new in fiction even of a distinctly moral 
purpose. But Mr. James has carried suggestiveness in this regard further 
than any rival novelist, and though, unless one has ears to hear, it is 
entirely possible to n1iss the undertone of his book, to an appreciative 
sense there is son1ething exquisite in the refinement with which it is 
conveyed. Refinen1ent in this respect cannot be carried too far. In strictly 
literary matters Mr. Ja1nes's fastidiot:1sness 1nay be objected to, perhaps, 
if one chooses; he has carried the method of the essayist into the domain 
of romance: its light touch, its reliance on suggestiveness, its weakness 
for indirect staten1ent, its flattering presupposition of the reader's per
ceptiveness, its low tones, its polish. Upon occasion, where the circum
stances really see1n to warrant a little .fervor, you only get from the author 
of 'l'he Portrait of a Lady' irreproachability. Objection to this may easily 
be carried too far, however; and those \Vho do thus carry it too far, and 
argue that no people ever spoke and acted with the elegance and precision 
of the personages here portrayed, must of necessity pay the penalty of 
ultra-literalness and n1iss the secret of Mr. Jan1es's success. To char
acterize this secret with adequate fu\ness wou)d require tar more than 
the space at our disposal; but it 1nay be sufficiently indicated by calling 
it the imaginative treatment of reality. In this unquestionably �ies Mr. 
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James's truly original excellence. 'The Portrait of a Lady' is the most 
eminent example we have· thus far had of realistic art in fiction a ou

trance, because its substance is thoroughly, and at times profoundly, 
real, and at the same time its presentation is imaginative. On the one 
hand, wilfulness and fantasticality are avoided, and on the other, prose 
and flatness. One may ·even go further, and say that the book succeeds 
in the difficult problem of combining a scientific value with romantic 
interest and artistic merit. 

HORACE E. SCUDDER 

From The Atlantic Monthlyt 

The artist gives us this advantage, that all the elaboration of his work 
looks distinctly to the perfection of the central figure. One can repeat 
almost in a single breath the incidental story of the book. That is dissolved 
immediately, if the incidents deposited are the critical ones of Isabel's 
n1eeting \vith her aunt, her rejection successively of Goodwood and Lord 
Warburton, her accession to wealth, her marriage with Osmond, her 
ternporary separation, and her final return. A person hearing the nar
rative n1ight be pardoned if he failed to see the making of a great novel 
in it, but only when one has recited it does he become aware how each 
step in the fatal series is a movement in the direction of destiny. By a 
fine concentration of attention upon the heroine, Mr. James impresses 
us with her importance, and the other characters, involved as they are 
with her life, fall back into secondary positions. It is much to have seized 
and held firmly so elusive a conception, and our admiration is increased 
when reflection shows that, individual as Isabel is in the painting, one 
may fairly take her as representative of womanly life today. The fine 
purpose of her freedom, the resolution with ,vhich she seeks to be the 
maker of her destiny, the subtle weakness into which all this betrays 
her, the apparent helplessness of her ultimate position, and the conjec
tured escape only through patier1t forbearance, -what are all these, if 
not attributes of womanly life expended under current conditions? 

The consistency of the work is observab]e under another aspect. Mr. 
Jan1es's n1ethod is sufficiently well known, and since he has made it his 
own the critic 1nay better accept it and measure it than complain of it._ 
What renders it distinct from, say, Thackeray's method, with which it 
has been compared, or from George Eliot's, is the lin1itation of the 
favorite genera\izations and analyses. If the reader will attend, he will 
�ee that these take place quite exclusively within the boundaries of the 

t From The Atlantic Monthly, xlix (January, 1882), 127-28. 
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story and characters. That is to say, when the people in the book stop 
acting or speaking, it is to give to the novelist an opportunity, not to 
indulge in general reflections, having application to all sorts and con
ditions of men, of whom his dramatis person<£ are but a part,-he has 
no desire to share humanity with them,-but to make acute reflections 
upon these particular people, and to explain more thoroughly than their 
words and acts can the motives which lie behind. We may, on general 
grounds, doubt the self-confidence or power of a novelist who feels this 
part of his performance to be essential, but there can be no doubt that 
Mr. Ja1nes's method is a part of that concentration of mind which results 
in a singular consistency. 

Yet all this carries an intimation of what is curiously noticeable in 
his work. It is consistent, but the consistency is with itself. Within the 
boundaries of the novel the logic of character and events is close and 
firm. We say this after due reflection upon the latest pages. There can 
be little doubt that the novelist suffers more in the reader's judgment 
from a false or ineffective scene at the close of his story than he gains 
fro1n many felicitous strokes in the earlier development of plot or char
acter. The impatient, undiscriminating objection, It does not end well, 
although it may incense the writer, is an ill-formulated expression of 
the feeling that the creation lacks the final, triumphant touch which . 
gives life; the sixth swan in the story got a stitch-weed shirt, like the rest, 
but in the hurry of the last moment it lacked a few stitches, and so in 
the transformation the youngest brother was forced to put up with one 
ann and to show a wing for the other. Isabel Archer, with her fine 
horoscope, is an impressive figure, and one follows her in her free flight 
with so much admiration for her resolution and strong pinions that when 
she is caught in the meshes of Osmond's net one's indignation is moved, 
and a noble pity takes the place of frank admiration. But pity can live 
only in full con1munion with faith, and we can understand the hesitation 
which a reader might feel before the somewhat ambiguous passage of 
Isabel's last interview with Goodwood. The passage, however, admits of 
a generous construction, and we prefer to take it, and to see in the scene 
the author7s intention of giving a final touch to his delineation of Good
wood's iron but untempered will, Isabel's vanishing dream of happiness, 
and her acceptance of the destiny which she had unwittingly chosen. 
We suspect that something of the reader's dissatisfaction at this juncture 
comes from his dislike of Goodwood� the jack-in-the-box of the story, 
whose unyielding nature seems somehow outside of all the events. 

To return to our point. This self-consistency is a separate thing from 
any consistency with the world of reality. The characters, the situations, 
the incidents, are all true to the law of their own being, but that law 
runs parallel with the law which governs life, instead of being identica1 
with. it. In Andersen's quaint story of the Emperor's New Clothes, a 
little child discovers the unreality of the gossamer dress, and his voice 
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breaks in upon the illusion from the outer ,vorld. Something of the 
same separation from the story, of the same unconscious naturalness of 
feeling, prompts the criticism that, though these people walk, and sit, 
and talk, and behave, they are yet in an illusionary world of their own. 
Only when one is within the charmed circle of the story is he .under its 
spell, and so complete is the isolation of the book that the characters 
acquire a strange access of reality when they talk about each other. Not 
only so, but the introversion which now and then takes place deepens 
the sense of personality. In that masterly passage which occupies the 
forty-second section, where Isabel enters upon a disclosure of her 
changed life, the reader seems to be going down as in a diving-bell into 
the very secrets of her nature. 

What is all this but saying that in the process of Mr. James' s art the 
suggestion always seems to come from within, and to work out\vard? 
We recognize the people to whom he introduces us, not by any external 
signs, but by the private information which we have regarding their 
souls. The smiles which they wear-and one might make an ingenious 
collection of their variety-do not tell what is beneath the surface, but 
we know what they mean, because we already have an esoteric knowl
edge. Mr. James is at great pains to illustrate his characters by their 
attitudes, their movements, their by-play, yet we carry away but a slight 
impression of their external appearance; these are not bodily shapes, for 
the n1ost part, but embodied spirits, who enjoy their materialization for 
a time, and contribute to a play which goes on upon a stage just a little 
apart from that great stage where the world's play, \Vith men and women 
for actors, is carried forward. 

ANONYMOUS 

From Harper'st 

The Portrait of a Lady, by Henry James, Jun., fulfills all the technical 
conditions that are essential for the production of a perfect portrait in 
oil, save those that are mechanical or manual, and manifests clearly 
enough how successfully the pen may compete with the pencil in the 
sphere of pictorial art. Undoubtedly, in dealing with form and color, 
the pencil has the advantage of appealing directly to and delighting the 
eye, and the impressions it is thus able to make upon us are instantaneous 
and permanent; but it is subject to limitations which do not circumscribe 

the range or hamper the freedom of the pen. For however �dmir�ble � 
portrait in colors may be, it can present its subject in one only of his 

t From Harper's, lxiv (February, 1882), 474. 
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attitudes, it must drape him in an unvarying garb, it must environ him 
with accessories that become monotonous under their unchanging fixed
ness, and it can only reproduce the expression that he wore at a single 
moment of his life. In his contention with the limitations of his art, the 
painter, among other devices of technical detail that we need not specify, 
has been obliged to resort to the expedient of repeated sittings, so that 
his work shall not reflect a single fleeting or momentary play of expres
sion, but shall combine those regnant and characteristic expressions 
which reflect the man when at his best, and which may be caught by 
studying him in different moods and fluctuations of feeling and tem
perament. An artist with the pen has no need to resort to this expedient, 
as Mr. James demonstrates in his continuous and sustained portraiture 
of the heroine of his long and fragmentary but profoundly interesting 
tale. Instead of her repeated sittings being condensed int� one final 
touch, which necessarily sacrifices far more than it preserves, each con
tributes to the completeness of the picture without detracting from its 
unity. And the result is a vivid and life-like portrait of a woman. at 
different stages of her life from girlhood to womanhood, as she is in
sensibly influenced by varying local, personal, and social environments, 
or by the teachings of sweet or bitter experience, but yet ever remaining 
intrinsically the same, and notwithstanding the shipwreck of some of 
her ideals, throughout preserving her cherished illusions and her dis
tinctive and winsome individuality. Besides this elaborate portrait, sev
eral other subsidiary and contrasted portraits are introduced of men and 
women who came into the life of the heroine, and alternately checkered 
it with cloud or sunshine, which, like the principal figure, are painted 
in rich but delicate colors, and are noteworthy for the clearness and 
definiteness of their outlines, and for their display of emphatic but not 
violent contrasts. 

MARGARET OLIPHANT 

From Blackwood'st 

We must pause * * * before we can come down contentedly to the 
ordinary ground of fiction, even when represented by a writer so little 
ordinary as Mr. Henry James. This gentleman's work in the world seems 
to be a peculiar one. It is to record and set fully before us the predom
inance of the great American race, and the 111anner in which it has 
overrun and conquered the O]d World, All, or almost all, of his social 
studies have their scene laid on the Continent, or in this island. It is 

t From Blackwood's Edinburgh Magazine, cxxxi (March, 1882), 374-383. 
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true there are occasional interludes of America, but it is not in these 
that he seems 111ost at home. The manner in which the heir of time
in the shape of the cultivated and accomplished son, or, still more, 
daughter of the West-dominates the old-fashioned scenery of coun�ries 
which were, as old people say, great and po\verful before America was 
ever heard of, is both amusing and impressive. Italy and France and 
Old England have lived their lives and had their reverses, and built their 
old castles and towns, and even arranged their landscapes-for him. 
1�he chief use of their old families is to furnish victin1s, in the shape of 
elder sons, for those delicate beauties who con1e conquering and to 
conquer from the fashionable circles of New York or the exotic plains 
of California. They inspect our antiquities as Germans criticise Hamlet, 
with the view of showing that we ourselves are unable to appreciate, 
and take comparatively little interest in, either the Tower or the Poet; 
and they patronise our institutions, most frequently from the high aris
tocratic side of the question, and object to our reforms, as the Solomons 
of the earth-who have tried a11 that man can do in that direction and 
found it naught-have perhaps some right to do. In short, they over
shadow altogether the background against which they pose, and n1ake 
London and Paris and Rome into Western settlements, with the most 
easy consciousness that they are lords of all. In some of M. 
'fourgenieff's books the same position is tacitly claimed, more or less, 
for the Russian; but then it is only world-playgrounds ( which, if we 
reme1nber rightly, is the dignified title by which some philosophers on 
our own side honour Switzerland) which are represented as in the pos
session of the l\tluscovite. English performances of the same kind are of 
a more modest description. We do indeed plant our little colonies of 
pleasure all about, yet we give them, when \Ve can, sorne relation to 
the "natives," and love to show our respect for that society into which, 
we are hu1nbly aware, we are but sparely admitted. But Mr. James shows 
us his countryn1en in the attitude of conquerors, dominating, not in
truding, upon the foreign world about then1. * ;� *

The political opinions of this type of Arnerican occupiers of the soil 
are easily divined. It is not from any syn1pathy with republican insti
tutions that they chose France for their headquarters; indeed they are 
to be found in Italy in as great luxuriance as in France, regretting 
everything that has passed away-the Pope's supremacy and the French 
occupation, as well as that bland Tuscan Court where all was so amiable, 
and the days when Rome wished for nothing more than a good season, 
and Italy continued to be medieval for the gratification of its visitors. 
Here are Mr. Luce's views upon the subject in France: 

Like many of his fe11ow-colonists, Nlr. Luce was a high-or 
rather a deep-Conservative; and gave no countenance to the Gov
ernrnent recentlv estab]ished in France. He had no faith in its 
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duration, and would assure you from year to year that its end was 
close at hand. "They want to be kept down, sir-they want to be 
kept down: nothing but the strong hand, the iron hand, will do for 
them," he would frequently say of the French people: and his ideal 
of a fine government was that of the lately abolished Empire. "Paris 
is much less attractive than in the days of the Emperor-he knew 
how to make a city pleasant," Mr. Luce had often remarked to 
Nlrs. Touchett, who. was quite of his own way of thinking, and 
wished to know what one had crossed that odious Atlantic for, but 
to get away from republics. "Why, madam, sitting in the Champs 
Elysees, opposite to the Palace of Industry, I have seen the Court 
carriages from the Tuileries pass up and down, as many as seven 
times a-day. I remember one occasion when they went as high as 
nine· times. What do you see now? It's no use talking-. the style is 
all gone. Napoleon knew what the French people want, and there'll 
be a cloud over Paris till they get the Empire back again." 

We linger upon these sketches of the dominant race, of which all 
readers have con1e to appreciate the importance through Mr. James's 
very popular works, because it is m.ore easy to enjoy studies so fine and 
so keen, cut with the precision of an old gem, than to find our way, as 
we should like, through the maze of delicate analysis and psychological 
study, tempered with a number of brilliant social sketches, which makes 
up in three very large volumes 'The Portrait of a Lady.' The one thing 
which the book is not, is what it calls itself. There are several portraits 
of subordinate ladies-of Mrs. Touchett and Miss Stackpole, for ex
ample, both of which are admirable pictures; but of the heroine, upon 
whom the greatest pains have been expended, and to whom endless 
space is afforded for the setting forth of her characteristics, we have no 
portrait, nor, even with the enormous amount of material supplied by 
Mr. James, do we find it easy to put together anything which will serve 
to supply the defect. We doubt much whether, in all the historical 
records that exist, we have as much material for the construction, let 
us say, of a recognisable portrait of Queen Elizabeth-no insignificant 
figure-as we have for that of Isabel Archer, the young lady who sud
denly appears in the doorway of an old English country-house, inhabited 
like most other desirable places by American tenants-in this case her 
uncle and her cousin-fresh from her native country, prepared to take 
instant possession of her birthright as the explorer, discoverer, and con
queror of the old country,-and, in fact, reducing the gentlemen who 
meet her into instant su�jection in the course of half an hour. How she 
does so, except by being very pretty, as we are told she is, we do not 
know; though the gentlemen in question are too experienced and clever 
in their own persons to be immediately subiugated by simple beauty. 
"Her_ head was erect, her eye brilliant, her flexible figure turned itself 
lightly this way and that, in sympathy with the alertness with which she 
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evidently caught impressions. Her impressions were numerous, and they 
were all reflected in a clear, still smile," is Mr. James' s description of 
his heroine; and it is about the clearest view we get of the young lady. 
For once in a way he is outside of her: but as he goes on he gets more 
and more within the circle of this irresistible young woman's personality; 
and we have to receive both herself and her immediate surroundings, 
not so much as they actually are, but as they are seen through her eyes. 
This is always confusing; for self-knowledge at its closest has many 
limitations, and the most impartial student of his O\vn mind will probably 
get more light upon it by overhearing one sharp characterisation from 
outside than by weeks of self-examination. Isabel's aspect from outside 
is conveyed to us only in the raptures of her adorers; for all_ the men 
she encounters fall in love with her: first, her cousin Ralph Touchett, 
then Lord Warburton, then Osmond, whom she marries: besides a 
persistent Boston man, who makes nothing of crossing the Atlantic to 
get a glimpse of her, and turns up again and again with a sort of dogged 
inappropriateness at every· new stage of her career. 

There is but little vicissitude, however, in her career; she comes to 
"Europe" with something of the intention which Mr. James illustrated 
with, we think, a great deal more power, though less of the extremely 
refined and cultivated skill of which he is now master, in 'The Amer
icans,' the first \vork by which he was known in England; that is, to get 
everything she can out of her life and its opportunities, -all the sen
sation, the information, the variety of experience which it is possible it 
can convey. There is this difference between the young and visionary 
girl and the mature man, that whereas Mr. James's first hero wanted 
practical satisfaction for his desires, and to get possession of all that was 
best, including, as the most indispensable article of all, the fairest and 
most costly flower of womanhood ,vhich was to be found or purchased 
anyhow,-Isabel prefers not to have anything but the sense of having 
-the wealth of spiritual possession. For this reason she likes to retain
a hold upon the lovers whom she will not marry. The English lord with
all his fine qualities-and it cannot be said that our An1erican author
and heroine do not do full justice to these qualities with a refined sense
of the admirableness of the position, and the importance which attaches
to so curious and desirable a specimen of hu�anity-gives her the most
agreeable consciousness of power, though all his advantages do not tempt
her to marry him, and she is sorry for vexing him-almost as sorry as
she is agreeably excited by the incident altogether. Indeed it would appear
that this accompaniment of homage is natural to the young An1erican
woman, and that she would feel herself to be treated unfairly if at least
one English lord, besides innumerable other candidate� of different

descriptions, did not attest her power. This is very different from the 
n1ore vulgar development of the American young won1an, who is bent 
on securing a title for herself. Mr. James's young ladies never do this. 
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They are totally different from the Irene Macgillicuddys. Their curiosity 
about the English aristocrat is fresh and eager. They contemplate him 
attentively as the greatest novelty within their reach, and like and admire 
hi1n as one of the wonders of the world; but they do not care to go any 
further. Isabel Archer passes through this phase very serenely, liking the 
nevi interest it puts into her life. But as a matter of fact she does not 
care for anything much except new interests. The adventures, or rather 
encounters, through which we are pennitted to accornpany her, are in 
reality but a small part of her career. There are gaps in which she travels 
far and wide-rapidly, eagerly, arduously. "She was like a thirsty person 
draining cup after cup," but always con1ing back again to .the old 
investigation-the earnest study of all new phenomena-the consid
eration of how everything affected herself. Her desire for new experiences 
never fails, even when she gets into the dead block in which, as is 
natural, her perpetually increasing circle of moral enlightenment and 
sensation ends. * * *

It was inevitable that such a heroine should end unhappily-even if 
it were not inevitable that all Mr. James's books should break off with 
a sharp cut of arbitrary conclusion, leaving all the questions they so 
skilfully raise unsolved. Isabel, through the means of a wonderful woman 
whom she meets in her aunt's house, and who is a sort of symbol of 
unusual experience, as the younger woman is of the craving for it, falls 
under the fascinations of a certain aesthetic and beauty-loving American, 
Gilbert Osmond by name, who lives on one of the heights which sur
round Florence, a poor yet elegant dilettante life, "picking up" rarities 

_ of all kinds, making amateur drawings, surrounded by the faded silks 
and crafty en1bellishments of a collector, with a pretty little Dresden 
shepherdess of a daughter, newly returned from the convent, whose 
perfect conventional sin1plicity, freshness, and submission, afford Mr. 
James the means of making one of his most finished and perfect sketches. 
We confess to being quite unable to understand how it is that Isabel 
falls into Osmond's toils, unless it is because so elaborate and self
conscious a personality recoils instinctively, even though full of an ab
stract admiration for truth, from the downright and veracious, and finds 
in the complications of an elaborately conventional n1ind something 
that has the air of being larger and richer than the true. The reader is 
never for a moment taken in by the superiority of this most carefully 
dressed and posed figure, whose being altogether is n1ysterious, and of 
who1n, notwithstanding the author's elaborate descriptions, we never 
penetrate the fin mot. 

"Success," says Mr. James, "for Gilbert Osrnond, would be to make 
himself felt; that was the only success to which he could now pretend. 
It is not a kind of distinction that is officially recognised, unless, indeed, 
the operation be performed upon multitudes of men. Osmond's life 
would be to i1npress himself not largely but deeply-a distinction of the 
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most private sort: a single character might offer the whole measure of 
it. rfhe clear and sensitive nature of a generous girl would make space 
for the record." 

It is to be supposed, therefore, that this r�fined and philosophical 
dilettante, secluding himself among his faded silks and resthetic orna
ments, in his villa on Bellosguardo, is like a spider in his web awaiting 
the arrival of the fly which i.t shall be worth his while to capture. But, 
after all, these elaborate preparations were scarcely necessary for the 
capture of a young lady who was only Miss Archer, with a. fortune of 
sixty thousand pounds. Had a G�and Duchess been his aim, it would 
have been comprehensible. There is far too great an effort for an in
sufficient result; and the almost immediate failure of their after relations 
is confusing and unaccountable. Something of the same curious failure 
we remember to have found in ''Daniel Deronda," where Gwendolen 
and her husband, after their elaborate drawing together, fly asunder the 
moment they are married, with a suddenness and bitterness-brutality 
on the man's part, and misery on the woman's-for which we find no 
adequate 1notive, since there was neither passion between them to die 
out, nor motive enough beforehand to force a union which was to end 
so abruptly. That Isa be] should discover her husband to be, as he de
scribes himself, not only conventiona1, but convention itself, when she 
believed him to be nobly superior to the world, is one thing; but that 
she should discover him to hate her is quite another; and his jealousy 
and tyranny in the one development seem out of character with his easy 
gracefulness and gentlemanliness in the other. 

The last volume is full of the complete and utter failure to which the 
heroine's hopes and high desires have come; but it cannot be said that 
she acquits herself with the dignity that might have been expected of 
her under the disappointment. Not only does she allow her wretchedness 
to be taken for granted by all her friends, but it would almost seem as 
if, in the utter collapse of the world about �er, this most abstract and 
intellectual of heroines is driven at last to the conclusion that the only 
good in life is to make a snatch at happiness anyhow-to take what is 
offered her at last in utter relinquishment of any better hope. She has 
left her husband to watch at the deathbed of the devoted cousin Ralph, 
who has loved her all through, and has been her best and most faithful 
friend; and when all is over, is suddenly brought face to face with the 
true American, the violent lover, \Vith all the ardour and practical force 
of the New World, of whom, among the rest of her sensations, she has 
always been a little afraid. No trace of love for Caspar has ever appeared 
in her before; but he comes upon her suddenly, when she is weak with 
grief for Ralph, and contemplating with horror her return to the bitter 
round. of her duties with Osmond. The American not on\y pours forth 
his passion, but proposes to her to fly with him from the wretchedness 
of her fate. "Why shouldn't we be happy?" he says; "the world is all 
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before us, and the world is large," as-we are obliged to remind Mr. 
James-a great many gentlemen in Mr. Caspar Goodwood's position 
have said to a great many unhappy wives in the pages of fiction before. 

Isabel gave a long murmur like a creature in pain: it was as if 
he were pressing something that hurt her. "The world is very small," 
she sajd at random; she had an immense desire to appear to resist. 
She said it at random to hear herself say something; but it was not 
what she meant. The world in truth had never seemed so large; it 
seemed to open out all around her, to take the form of a mighty 
sea, where she floated in fathomless waters. She had wanted help, 
and here was help; it had come in a rushing torrent. I know not 
whether she believed anything that he said; but she believed that 
to let him take her in his arms would be the next best thing to 
dying. This �elief for the moment was a kind of rapture in which 
she felt herself sinking and sinking. In the movement she seemed 
to beat with her feet, in order to catch herself, to feel something 
to rest upon. 

She does not yield, it is needless to say: our author could not have 
so far forgotten himself: But when this impetuous lover, by no means 
despairing of success, finds that she has returned to her home, he is 
consoled by her friend Miss Stackpole, with the significant words-the 
last in the book-"Look here, Mr. Goodwood," she said; ."just you 

. ti 71 wa1 
It is not very long since a respectable and gifted writer in another 

work of fiction permitted a young man of the highest virtue and honour 
to propose to a pure and honourable girl, utterly unprotected, that she 
should go away with him and be happy in a world which was large 
enough to conceal them, in much the same way; prefacing his proposal 
by _the compliment that he knew she was not one of the prejudiced 
people who would be shocked by such a proposal: and so far was that 
spotless maiden from being shocked, that she took herself severely to 
task for her cruelty in refusing to make to her lover-poor fellow-the 
little sacrifice he asked. What do these gentlemen mean, we wonder? 
Isabel, so far as she has any body at all, is as free from fleshly stain as 
the purest imagination could desire. Is it only that in her search after 
experience her author felt it necessary that she should taste also the 
excitement of an unlawful passion? or is it his mind to preach that the 
world being so hollow and miserable, and devoid of hope, the best thing 
we can do is to eat and drink, for to-morrow \Ve die? Anyhow, it is a 
most equivocal if not debasing conclusion, and brings us up sharp with 
a discord instead of the symphony of harmonising chords with which it 
has been the habit of art to accomµany the end of eveI'f stoI'f. As a rule. 
Mr. James rejects symphonies, and attempts no harmonising conclu
sions. He leaves us usually tantalised, half angry with an end which is 
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left to our imagination. But this is not a way of leaving matters to the 
imagination which we can at all consent to take from his hand. Abstract 
as is his heroine, a congeries of thoughts and questions rather than a 
woman, we cannot endure �he possibility

1 
even, of a future stain for 

her. It is a sort of insult to his own art, which is altogether out of accord 
with any such harsh effects. Let smaller workmen avail themselves of 
these easy means of startling the reader; from him we have a right to 
expect better things. 

In following out the chief thread of this elaborate work, we have in 
reality neglected the best of it, which is to be found in the characters 
which are secondary. Mrs. Touchett the aunt, who introduces Isabel to 
all the dangers of Europe,-the little dry independent woman, whose 
correspondence with her family is by curt telegrams-who consults her 
own independent fancy in all she does, asks little, and gives little in the 
way of affection, yet is by no means destitute of kindness,-is a curiously 
individual figure, so real and so odd that she must, we suspect, come 
from the life-that shelter of all eccentricities. Her son Ralph Touchett 
is by far the most lovable character in the book. The easy spectator 
position which his bad health and his temperament alike made natural; 
the smiling renunciation of life and all individual hopes which he has 
made without a word, without the sympathy or support of any consoler; 
his shuffle of easy contemplative indolence; the mild half-pathetic fun 
which he gets out of every incident, -go to our heart from the first 
appearance he mak�s on the scene. His love and care for his father; his 
profound tenderness and half-amused watch over his cousin, changing 
towards the end into a melancholy sense that his own act in securing 
her possession of a fortune has been her ruin; his unfailing courage and 
sweetness of temper ,-1nake his appearance ahvays delightful. If he did 
not smile in the face of fate, and turn off his worst pangs with a jest, 
we know and he knows that there would be in the world no more 
melancholy spectacle than this gradual going down of youth and hope 
and intelligence into the grave, imbittered by the sense that his weakness 
makes him p9werless· to help the being he loves best, and that his death 
will leave her to fight alone with a thousand troubles. He is conscious 
of all this, yet is amused with the vagaries of existence to the last, and 
keeps sorrow at arm's-length-keenly though he is aware of its presence. 
Miss Stackpole, too, is delightful in her genial �,\mericanisms. We feel, 
indeed, that this lady-the correspondent of the 'Interviewer,' who 
comes to Europe half with the intention of watching over her friend, 
and more than half with the determination to fathom the inner life of 
England, especially in the homes of the great-is a concession on Mr. 
James's part to the British public,-a somewhat defiant proof that he is 
not afraid to take up even the conventional American of commonplace 
satire and m�ke her captivate and charm the unbelieving. Her perfect 
boldness, combined with a modesty and purity so complete, that we are 
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ashamed even of the thought that it is necessary to give her credit for 
qualities so innate and self-evident, are made delightfully comical by 
Henrietta's own unconsciousness of anything odd in her perfectly daunt
less proceedings-her roamings about the world with Mr. Bantling in 
attendance-her free movements and still more free speech. Her speech, 
however, is free only in the way of interrogation and advice, in which 
her self-confidence is absolute-as is also, whenever there is any call 
for it, her kindness and devotion. Mr. James is not so successful with 
the personages who are not American. Lord Warburton is a very careful 
study of a fair big Englishman of rank and every heroic quality-but 
the author has too much the air of walking round and round the typical 
figure he admires so much, and pointing out his proportion-the size 
and nobility, the unconscious and easy grace of the aristocrat who puts 
his aristocracy so little forward, and is so modest and genial. And perhaps 
his contrast of the inanimate and submissive young ladies, who are Lord 
Warburton's sisters, as of the perfect little Pansy-the convent child of 
French and Italian breeding,-with his all-fascinating and all-intelligent 
American young woman, is not a very fair proceeding. This, however, 
we leave to his own conscience. 

The book altogether is one of the most remarkable specimens of literary 
skill which the critic could lay his hand upon. It is far too long, infinitely 
ponderous, and pulled out of all proportion by the elaboration of every 
detail; but there is scarcely a page in it that is not worked out with the 
utmost skill and refinement, or which the reader will pass over without 
leaving something to regret-that is, if he has leisure for the kind of 
reading which is delightful for its own sake in complete independence 
of its subject. The conversation in it is an art by itself. To give an 
appearance of actualness and spontaneity to an artificial production so 
careful, refined, and elaborate, must have required a prodigious effort. 
We have heard it characterised very cleverly as resembling one of those 
games in which one of the party has to go out ,vhile the others task their 
ingenuity in devising how to puzzle him. When he returns with his 
mind on the full ·strain, the ingenious succession of questions and an
swers which are struck out by a party accustomed to the art may approach, 
if it is very well done, the perfection of the endless pages in which _Mr. 
James carries on his word-fence with the most curious vraisemblance

and air of being real. But nothing so elaborate ever could be real, and 
the dazzle sometimes fatigues, though the effect is one which cannot 
b� contemplated without admiration. 



Criticism 

DOROTHY VAN GHENT 

On The Portrait of a Ladyt 

To go from Hardy's Tess to James's The Portrait of a Lady is to go from 
Stonehenge to St. Peter's and from a frozen northern turnip field, eyed 
hungrily by polar birds, to the Cascine gardens where nightingales sing. 
Though both books concern the "campaign" of a young woman-a 
campaign that, expressed most simply, is a campaign to live-a greater 
difference of atmosphere could scarcely be imagined nor of articulation 
of what it means to live. The gaunt arctic birds in Tess have witnessed, 
with their "tragical eyes," cataclysms that no human eye might see, but 
of which they retain no memory. The birds offer a symbol of Tess's 
world: a world inimical to consciousness, where one should have no 
memory (Tess's fatal error is to remember her own past), where the eye 
of the mind should remain blank, where aesthetic and moral perceptivity 
is traumatic. The nightingales that sing to Isabel Archer and her Jover 
in the "grey Italian shade" also offer a symbol of a world: they are the 
very voice of memory, of an imperishable consciousness at once re
creating and transcending its ancient, all-human knowledge. It is to the 
tutelage of the European memory that Isabe] Archer passionately sur
renders herself in her campaign to live, that is, to become conscious; 
for, in James's world, the highest affirmation of life is the development 
of the subtlest and most various consciousness. In doing so, she must 
-like the girl in the barbarous legend of the nightingale, who, likewise
in a foreign land, read an obscene crime in the weaving of a tapestry
come into knowledge of an evil \1/hich, in its own civilized kind, is as
corrupting and implacable as that in the old tale. But consciousness
here, as an activity nourished_ by knowledge, transcends the knowledge
which is its content: and this too is in analogy with the ancient symbolic
tale, where knowledge of evil is transcended, in the very doom of its
reiteration, by the bird's immortal song.

t From The English Novel: Form and Function. Copyright 1953 by Dorothy Van Ghent. 
Reprinted by permission of Holt, Rinehart & Winston, Inc. 
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T'he Portrait is not, like Tess, a tragedy, but it is as deeply informed 
with the tragic view of life: that tragic view whose essence is contained 
in the words, "He who loses his life shal1 find it," and "Except a corn 
of wheat fall into the ground and die, it abideth alone: but if it die, it 
bringeth forth much fruit." We associate tragic seriousness of import in 
a character's destiny with tension between the power of willing (which 
is "free") and the power of circumstances ("necessity") binding and 
limiting the will; and if either term of the tension seems lacking, seri
ousness of import fails. Apparently, no two authors could be at further 
antipodes than James and Hardy in the respective emphases they place 
on these terms. In Hardy, the protagonist's volition founders at every 
move on a universally mechanical, mysteriously hostile necessity; it is 
only in Tess's last acts, of blood sacrifice and renunciation of life, that 
her will appallingly asserts its freedom and that she gains her tragic 
greatness. In James's Portrait, and in his other novels as well, the pro
tagonist appears to have an extraordinarily unhampered play of violition. 
This appearance of extraordinary freedom from the pressure of circum
stances is largely due to the "immense deal of money" (the phrase is 
taken fron1 an early page of The Portrait) with which James endows his 
world-for, in an acquisitive culture, money is the chief symbol of 
freedom. The vague rich gleams of m.oney are on every cornice and sift 
through every vista of the wor1d of The Portrait, like the muted gold 
backgrounds of old Persian illuminations; and the human correlative of 
the money is a type of character fully privileged with easy mobility upon 
the face of the earth and with magnificent opportunities for the culti
vation of aesthetic and intellectual refinements. It is by visualizing with 
the greatest clarity the lustrously moneyed tones of the James universe 
that \Ve make ourselves able to see the more clearly what grave, somber 
shapes of illusion and guilt he organizes in this novel. The tension 
between circumstances and volition, "necessity" and "freedom," is dem
onstrated at the uppermost levels of material opportunity where, pre
sumably, there is most freedom and where therefore freedom becomes 
most threatening-and where necessity wears its most insidious disguise, 
the disguise of freedom. 

In following the previous studies, the reader will perhaps have been 
impressed with the fact that the novel as a genre has shown, from Don 
Quixote on, a constant concern with the institutions created by the 
circulation of money and with the fantasies arising from the having of 
it, or, 1nore especially, the not having it; a concern not always so direct 
as that of Moll Flanders and Vanity Fair, but almost inevitably implicit 
at least, expressed in indirect forms of aspiration and encitement to 
passion. As the definitively 1niddle-class literary genre, the novel pur
chased i\s roo\s 'in a money-conscious socia) imagination-. The wealth 
shining on the James world is a kind of apogee of the novel's historical 
concern with money, showing itself, in The Portrait, as a grandly sweep-
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ing postulate of possession: as if to say, "Here, now, is al1 the beautiful 
money, in the most liberating quantities: what ambition, what temp
tation, what errors of the will, what evil, what suffering, what salvation 
still denote the proclivities of the human even in a world so bountifully 
endowed?" 

The "international myth" 1 that operates broadly in James' s work, and 
that appears, in this novel, in the typical confrontation of American 
innocence and moral rigor with the tortuosities of an older civilization, 
gives its own and special dimension to the moneyed prospect. James 
came to maturity in a post-Civil War America euphoric with material 
achievement. In terms of the Jamesian "myth," American wealth is now 
able to buy up the whole museum of Europe, all its visible "point" of 
art objects and culture prestige, to take back home and set up in the 
front yard (we need look no further, for historical objectification of this 
aspect of the "myth," than to William Randolph Hearst's epic impor
tation of various priceless chunks of Europe to California). If the shadows 
of the physically dispossessed-the sweat and the bone-weariness and 
the manifold anonymous deprivation in which this culture-buying power 
had its source-are excluded from James' s money-gilded canvas, the 
shadow of spiritual dispossession is the somber shape under the money 
outline. We are not allowed to forget the aesthetic and moral impov
erishment that spread its gross vacuun1 at the core of the American 
acquisitive dream-the greed, the obtuse or rapacious presumption, the 
disvaluation of values that kept pace to pace with material expansion. 
James's characteristic thematic contrasts, here as in other novels, are 
those of surface against depth, inspection against experience, buying 
power against Jiving power, the American tourist's cultural balcony 
against the European abyss of history and memory and involved motive 
where he perilously or callously teeters. In The Portrait, the American 
heroine's pilgrimage in Europe becomes a fatally serious spiritual in
vestment, an investment of the "free" self in and with the circumstantial 
and binding past, a discovery of the relations of the self with history, 
and a moral renovation of history in the freedom of the individual 
conscience. It is a growing of more delicate and deeper-reaching roots 
and a nourishment of a more co1nplex, more troubled, more creative 
personal humanity. It is, in short, what is ideally meant by "civilization," 
as that word refers to a process that can take place in an individual. 

The postulate of wealth and privilege is, in revised terms, that of the 
second chapter of Genesis (the story of Adam in the garden)-that of 
the optimum conditions which will leave the innocent soul at liberty to 
develop its potentialities-and, as in the archetype of the Fall of Man, 
the postulate is significant not as excluding knowledge of good and evil, 

l. Discussion of James's "international myth" wiJJ be found in The Question of Henry fames,
edited by F. W. Dupee (New York: Henry Holt & Company, Inc., 1945), and Philip Rahv's
Image and Idea (New York: New Directions, 1949).
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but as presenting a rare opportunity for such knowledge. It is the bounty 
poured on Isabel Archer (significantly, the man who gives her the sym
bolical investiture of money is a man who is fatally ill; _significantly, 
also, she is under an illusion as to the giver) that makes her "free" to 
determine her choice of action, and thus morally most respoi:isible for 
her choice; but it is the very bounty of her fortune, also, that activates 
at once, as if chemically, the proclivity to evil in the world of privilege 
that her wealth allows her to enter-it is her money that draws Madame 
Merle and Osmond to her; so that her "freedom" is actualized as im
prisonment, in a peculiarly ashen and claustral, because peculiarly re
fined, suburb of hell. Isabel's quest had, at the earliest, been a quest for 
happiness-the na"ively egoistic American quest; it converts into a prob
lem of spiritual salvation, that is, into a quest of "life"; and again the 
Biblical archetype shadows forth the problem. After eating of the fruit 
of the tree of knowledge of good and evil, how is one to regain access 
to the tree of life? 

The great fairy tales and saints' legends have identified life with knowl
edge. For the fairy-tale hero, the fruit of the tree of life that is the 
guerdon of kingdom is the golden fleece or the golden apples that his 
wicked st'epmother or usurping uncle have sent him in quest of; and to 
achieve the guerdon he must go through all tormenting knowledge
of serpents, floods, fire, ogres, enchantment, and even of his own lusts 
and murderous capacities. The ordeal of the heroes of saints' legends is 
also an ordeal of knowledge of evil, and the guerdon is life. As do these 
ancient tales, The Portrait identifies life with the most probing, dan
gerous, responsible awareness-identifies, as it were, the two "trees," 
the tree of the Fall and the tree of the Resurrection. The heroine's 
voluntary search for fuller consciousness leads her, in an illusion of 
perfect freedom to choose only "the best" in experience, to choose an 
evil; but it is this that, by providing insight through suffering and guilt, 
provides also access to life-to the fructification of consciousness that 
is a knowledge of human bondedness. At the very end of the book, 
Caspar Goodwood gives passionate voice to the illusion of special priv
ileges of choice and of a good to be had by exclusion and separateness: 
he says to Isabel, 

"It would be an insult to you to assume that you care for . . . the 
bottomless idiocy of the world. We've nothing to do with all that; 
we're quite out of it .. . We can do absolutely as we please; to 
whom under the sun do we owe anything? What is it that holds 
us, what is it that has the smallest right to interfere . . ·. ? The 
world's all before us-and the world's very big." [Chap. LV] 

Isabel answers at random, "The world's very smail." What attitude of 
min4 takes her back to Rome, back to old evil and old servitude, is not 
described; we know only that she does go back. But it is evident that 
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she does so because the "small" necessi.tous world has received an ex
tension, not in the horizontal direction of imperial mobility that Caspar 
Goodwood suggests, but an invisible extension in depth, within her own 
mind-an extension into the freedom of personal renunciation and 
inexhaustible responsibility. rrhe knowledge she has acquired has been 
tragic knowledge, but her story does not stop here, as it would if it were 
a tragedy-it goes on out of the pages of the book, to Rome, where we 
cannot follow it; for the knowledge has been the means to "life," and 
having learned to live, she must "live long," as she says. It is only the 
process of the learning that the portrait frame itself holds. 

The title, The Portrait, asks the eye to see. And the handling of the 
book is in terms of seeing. The informing and strengthening of the eye 
of the mind is the theme-the ultimate knowledge, the thing finally 
"seen," having only the contingent importance of stimulating a more 
subtle and various activity of perception. The dramatization is deliber
ately "scenic," moving in a series of recognition scenes that are slight 
and low-keyed at first, or blurred and erroneous, in proportion both to 
the innocence of the heroine and others' skill in refined disguises and 
obliquities; then, toward the end, proceeding in swift and livid flashes. 
For in adopting as his compositional center the growth of a conscious
ness, James was able to use the bafflements and illusions of ignorance 
for his "complications," as he was able to use, more consistently than 
any other novelist, "recognitions" for his crises. Further, this action, 
moving through errors and illuminations of the inward eye, is set in a 
symbolic construct of things to be seen by the physical eye-paintings 
and sculptures,. old coins and porcelain and lace and tapestries, most of 
all buildings: the aesthetic riches of Europe, pregnant with memory, 
with "histories within histories" of skills and motivations, temptations 
and suffering. The context of particulars offered to physical sight (and 
these may be settings, like English country houses or Roman ruins, or 
objects in the setting, like a porcelain cup or a piece of old lace draped 
on a mantel, or a person's face or a group of people-and the emphasis 
on the visual is most constant and notable not in these particulars, 
extensive as they are, but in the figurative language of the book, in 
metaphors using visual images as their vehicle) intensifies the meaning 
of "recognition" in those scenes where sight is insight, and provides a 
concrete embodiement of the ambiguities of "seeing." 

In James's handling of the richly qualitative setting, it is character
istically significant· that he suggests visual or scenic traits almost always 
in such a way that the emphasis is on modulations of perception in the 
observer. The "]ook'' of things is a response of consciousness and varies 
with the observer; the "look" of things has thus the double duty of 
reptesenhng externa\ stimu\i, by indirection in their passage through 
consciousness, and of representing the observer himself. For instance, 
when Ralph takes Isabel through the picture gallery in the Touchett 
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;, 

the "imperfect" but "genial" light of the bracketed lamps shows 
the pictures as "vague squares of rich colour," and the look of the pictures 
is Isabel's state at the moment-her eager and innately gifted sensibility 
and her almost complete ignorance, her conscious orientation toward 
an unknown "rich" mode of being that is beautiful but indeterminate. 
Let us take another example from late in the book. Directly after that 
conversation with Madame Merle when Isabel learns, with the full force 
of evil revelation, Madame Merle's part in her marriage, she goes out 
for a drive alone. 

She had long before this taken old Rome into her confidence, for 
in a world of ruins the ruin of her happiness seemed a less unnatural 
catastrophe. She rested her weariness upon things that had crum
bled for centuries and yet still were upright; she dropped her secret 
sadness into the silence of lonely places, where its very modern 
quality detached itself and grew objective, so that as she sat in a 
sun-warmed angle on a winter's day, or stood in a mouldy church 
to which no one came, she could almost smile at it and think of 
its smallness. Small it was, in the large Roman record, and her 
haunting sense of the continuity of the human lot easily carried 
her from the less to the greater: She had become deeply, te·nderly 
acquainted with Rome: it interfused and moderated her passion. 
But she had grown to think of it chiefly as the place where people 
had suffered. This was what came to her in the starved churches, 
where the marble columns, transferred from pagan ruins, seemed 
to offer her a companionship in endurance and the musty incense
to be a compound of long-unanswered prayers. [Chap. XLIX] 

Here the definition of visible setting-churches and marble columns 
and ruins, and comprehending all these, Ro1ne-though it is full, is 
vague and diffuse, in the external sense of the "seen"; but in the sense 
that it is a setting evoked by Isabel's own deepened consciousness, it is 
exactly and clearly focused. It is Rome felt, felt as an immensity of 
human time, as a great human continuum of sadness and loneliness 
and passion and aspiration and patience; and it has this definition by 
virtue of Isabel's personal ordeal and her perception of its meaning. }he 
"vague squares of rich colour" have become determinate. 

The theme of "seeing" (the theme of the developing consciousness) 
is fertile with ironies and ambiguities that arise from the natural sym
bolism of the act of seeing, upon which so vastly many of human 
responses and decisions are dependent. The eye, as it registers surfaces, 
is an organ of aesthetic experience, in the etymological sense of the 
word "aesthetic," which is a word deriving. fro111 a Greek verb meaning 
"to petceive" -to perceive through the sen:Ses. }arnes provides his wo-r\d 
with innumerable fine surfaces for this kind of perception; it is a world 
endo�ed with the finest selective opportunities for the act of "seeing," 
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for aesthetic cultivation. But our biological dependence upon the eye 
has made it a symbol of intellectual and moral and spiritual perception, 
forms of perception which are-by the makers of dictionaries-discrim
inated radically from aesthetic perception. Much of James's work is an 
exploration of the profound identity of the aesthetic and the moral. (In 
this he is at variance with the makers of dictionaries, but he has the 
companionship of Socrates' teacher Diotima, as her teaching is repre
sented by Plato in the Symposium. Diotima taught that the way to 
spiritual good lay through the hierarchies of the "beautiful," that is, 
through graduations from one form of aesthetic experience to another.) 
Aesthetic experience proper, since it is acquired through the senses, is 
an experience of feeling. But so also moral experience, when it is not 
sheerly nominal and ritualistic, is an experience of feeling. Neither one 
has reality-has psychological depth-unless it is "felt" (hence James's 
so frequent use of phrases such as ''felt life" and "the very taste of life," 
phrases that insist on the feeling-base of complete and integrated living). 
Furthermore, both aesthetic and moral experience are nonutilitarian. 
The first distinction that aestheticians usually make, in defining the 
aesthetic, is its distinction from the useful; when the aesthetic is con
verted to utility, it becomes something else, its value designation is dif
ferent-as when a beautiful bowl becomes valuable not for its beauty 
but for its capacity to hold soup. So also the moral, when it is converted 
to utility, becomes something else than the moral-becomes even im
moral, a parody of or a blasphemy against the moral life (in our richest 
cultural her.itage, both Hellenic and Christian, the moral life is sym
bolically associated with utter loss of utility goods and even with loss of 
physical life-· as in the Gospel passage, "Leave all that thou hast and 
follow me," or as in the career of Socrates, or·as in Sophocles' Antigone). 
Moral and aesthetic experience have then in common their foundation 
in feeling and their distinction from the useful. The identify that James 
explores is their identity in the most capacious and most integrated
the most "civilized" -consciousness, whose sense relationships (aes
thetic relationships) with the external world of scenes and objects have 
the same quality and the same spiritual determination as its relationships 
with people (moral relationships). But his exploration of that .ideal iden
tity involves cognizance of failed integration, cognizance of the many 
varieties of one-sidedness or one-eyedness· or blindness that go by the 
name of the moral or the aesthetic, and of the destructive potentialities 
of the human consciousness when it is one-sided either way. His ironies 
revolve on the ideal concept of a spacious integrity of feeling: feeling, 
ideally is one-and there is ironic situation when feeling is split into 
the "moral" and the "aesthetic,'' each denying the other and each posing 
as all .

. There is comic irony in Henrietta Stackpole' s moral busybodyness as 
she flutters and sputters through Europe obtaining feature materials for 
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her home-town newspaper, "featuring" largely the morally culpable un
Americanism of Europeans to serve her readers as a flattering warning 
against indulgence in the aesthetic. Henrietta is a stock James comedy 
character, and she is essential. Without Henrietta's relative incapacity 
to "see" more than literal surfaces, the significant contrast between 
surface and depth, between outward and inward "seeing," between un
developed and developed consciousness, would lose a needed demon
stration. (But let us say for Henrietta that, like Horatio in Hamlet, she 
is employed by the dramatist for as many sorts of purposes as his scenes 
happen to demand; when a foil of obtuseness is wanted, Henrietta is 
there, and when a foil of good interpretive intelligence or plain charitable 
generosity is wanted, Henrietta is also there. She is the type of what 
James technically called the ficelle, a wholly subordinate character im
mensely useful to take in confidences from the principals and to serve 
other functions of "relief"-"relief " in that sense in which the lower 
level of a relievo provides perspective for the carved projections.) In Mrs. 
Touchett, what appears at first as the comic irony of absolute aesthetic 
insensitivity accompanied by a rugged moral dogmatism ("she had a 
little moral account-book-with columns unerringly ruled and a sharp 
steel clasp-which she kept with exemplary neatness") becomes at the 
end of the book, with her son's death, the tragic irony of that kind of 
ambiguous misery which is an inability to acknowledge or realize one's 
own suffering, when suffering is real but the channels of feeling have 
become nearly atrophied by lack of use. At the midday meal, when 
Isabel and Mrs. Touchett come together after the night of Ralph's death, 

Isabel saw her aunt not to be so dry as she appeared, and her old 
pity for the poor woman's inexpressiveness, her want to regret, of 
disappointment, came back to her. Unmistakably she would have 
found it a blessing to-day to be able to feel a defeat, a mistake, even 
a shame or two. [Isabel] wondered if [her aunt] were not even 
missing those enrichments of consciousness and privately trying
reaching out for some aftertaste of life, dregs of the banquet; the 
testimony of pain or the cold recreation of remorse. On the other 
hand perhaps she was afraid; if she should begin to know remorse 
at all it might take her too far. Isabel could perceive, however, how 
it had come over her dimly that she had failed of something, that 
she saw herself in the future as an old woman without memories. 
Her little sharp face looked tragical. [Chap. LIV] 

Mrs. Touchett's. habitual moralistic denial of feeling as an aesthetic 
indulgence has left her deserted even by herself, even by her love of her 
son, even by memory, even by suffering. She is stranded in a morality 
that is tragically without meaning. 

In Madame Merle and Osmond the ironies intrinsic to James' s theme 
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receive another turn. Madan1e Merle first appeals to Isabel's admiration 
by her capacity for "feeling" -for that kind of feeling to which the term 
"aesthetic" has been specially adapted in common modern use: feeling 
for the arts, the sensuous perceptivity underlying the arts, and, by ex
tension, feeling for the finer conventions of manners as "arts of living." 
(Madame Merle "knew how to feel ... This \vas indeed Madame Merle's 
great talent, her most perfect gift.") At Cardencourt, when she is not 
engaged in writing letters, she paints (she "made no more of brushing 
in a sketch than of pulling off her gloves") or she plays the piano (she 
''was a brave musician") or she is "employed upon wonderful tasks of 
rich embroidery." (The presentation is just a bit insidious, not only 
because of Madame Merle's so very great- plasticity in going from one 
art to another, but also in the style of the phrases: the suggestion of 
conventional fluidity in the comparison of her ease in painting with the 
ease of "pulling off her gloves," the word "brave"-an honorific word 
in certain places, but carrying here the faintest note of bravado-and 
the word "employed," suggesting, as it reverberates, Madame Merle's 
not disinterested professional aestheticism.) Her senses are active and 
acute: \valking in the English rain, she says, 

"It never wets you and it always smells good." She declared that 
in England the pleasures of smell were great . . . and she used to 
lift the sleeve of her British overcoat and bury her nose in it, inhaling 
the clear, fine scent of the wool. [Chap. XIX] 

Just how acute her perceptions are is shown never more clearly than in 
that scene in which she learns of the distribution of property after Mr. 
Touchett's death, occurring in Chapter XX of Volume I. Mrs. Touchett 
has just told her that Ralph, because of the state of his health, had 
hurried away from England before the reading of the will, in which 
Isabel had been left half of the fortune accruing to him. With this news, 
Madame Merle "remained thoughtful a moment, her eyes bent on the 
floor," and when Isabel enters the room, Madame Merle kisses her
this being "the only allusion the visitor, in her great good taste, made 
. . . to her young friend's inheritance." There are no other signs than 
these (and the episode is typical of James's minor "recognition scenes") 
of just how quickly and acutely Madame Merle's senses-her perception, 
her intuition-have functioned in apprising her of the possibilities of 
exploitation now opened, and in apprising her also of the fact that Ralph 
is the real donor of Isabel's fortune, a fact of which Isabel herself ren1ains 
ignorant until Madame Merle viciously informs her. Madame Merle's 
feeling for situation is so subtly educated that she needs but the slightest 
of tokens in order to respond. And yet, with a sensitivity edu�ated so 
exquisitely and working at such high tension she is morally insensib\e 
--or ahnost so; not quite-for, unlike Osmond, whose damnation is in 
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ice where the moral faculty is quite frozen, she still has the spiritual 
capacity of those whose damnation is in fire, the capacity to know that 
she is damned. 

Madame Merle and Osmond use their cultivated aestheticism for 
utility purposes-Madame Merle, to further her ambition for place and 
power; Osmond, to .make himself separate and envied. Their debasement 
of the meaning of the aesthetic becomes symbolically vicious when it 
shows itself in their relationships with people-with Isabel, for instance, 
who is for them an object of virtu that differs from other objects of virtu 
in that it bestows money rather than costs it. This is the evil referred to 

· by Kant in his second Categorical Imperative: the use of persons as
means-an evil to which perhaps all evil human relationships reduces.
In the case of Madame Merle and Osmond, it has a peculiar and
blasphemous ugliness, inasmuch as the atmosphere of beauty in which
they live-beauty of surroundings and of manners-represents the fin
est, freest product of civilization and is such, ideally, as to i_nduce the
most reverential feeling for people as well as for things. Isabel first appeals
to Osmond as being "as smooth to his general need of her as handled
ivory to the palm": it is an "aesthetic" image suggesting his fastidiousness
but, ironically, suggesting at the same time his coarseness-for while
ivory, like pearls, may be the more beautiful for handling, "handled
ivory" might also be the head of a walking stick, and it is in some sort 
as a walking stick that he uses Isabel. An extension at the same figure, 
without the aesthetic and with only the utilitarian connotation, indicates 
Osmond's real degeneracy: Isabel finally realizes that she has been for 
him "an applied handled hung-up tool, as senseless and convenient as 
mere wood and iron.,

, 
But the evil is not one that can be isolated or

confined; it is automatically proliferative. Morally dead himself, incap
able of reverence for the human quality in others, Osmond necessarily 
tries to duplicate his death in them, for it is by killing their volition that 
he can n1ake them useful; dead, they are alone "beautiful." He urges 
upon Isabel the obscene suggestion that she, in turn, ''use" Lord War
burton by exploiting Warburto�'s old· love for herself in order to get him 
· to marry Pansy; and Osmond can find no excuse for her refusal except
that she has her private designs for "using" the Englishman. But it is
in Osmond's use of Pansy, his daughter, that he is most subtly and
horribly effective. He has made her into a work of art, the modeling
materials being the least artful of childish qualities-her innocence and
gentleness; and he has almost succeeded in reducing her will to an echo
of his own. The quaint figure of Pansy, always only on the edge of
scenes, is of great structural importance in the latter half of the book;
for she shows the full measure of the abuse that Isabel resists, and it is
to nourish in her whatever �man germ of creative volition may
remain�to salvage, really, a life-that Isabel returns to Rome and to
Osmond's paralyzing ambiance.
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The moral question that is raised by every character in the book is a 
question of the "amount of felt life" that each is able to experience, a 
question of how many and how various are the relationships each can, 
with integrity, enter into. Or, to put the matter in its basic metaphor, 
it is a question of how much each person is able to "see," and not only 
to see but to compose into creative order. The moral question, since it 
involves vision, feeling, and composition, is an aesthetic one as well. 
Madame Merle and Osmond are blind to certain relations: "I don't 
pretend to know what people are meant for, n Madame Merle says, 
" ... I only know what I can do with them." fvlrs. Touchett is blind to 
certain others. Let us stop for a moment with Henrietta Stackpole' s
comic crudity of vision, for the "eye" is all-important, and the ranges 
of vision really begin with an eye like that of Henrietta. It is "a peculiarly 
open, surprised-looking eye." "The most striking point in her appearance 
was the remarkable fixedness of this organ." 

She fixed her eyes on [Ralph], and there was something in their 
character that reminded him of large polished buttons-buttons 
that might have fixed the elastic loops of some tense receptacle: he 
seemed to see the reflection of surrounding objects on the pupil. 
The expression of a button is not usually deemed human, but there 
was something in Miss Stackpole' s gaze that made him, a very 
modest man, feel vaguely embarrassed-less inviolate, more dis
honoured, than he liked. [Chap. X] 

Henrietta, with her gregariously refractive button-sight, has also "clear
cut views on most subjects . . . she knew perfectly in advance what her 
opinions would be." Henrietta's is the made-up consciousness, the 
pseudo consciousness, that is not a process but a content hopelessly once 
and for all given, able to refract light but not to take it in. (We can 
understand Henrietta's importance, caricatural as she is

1 
by the fact that 

she is the primitive form of the pseudo consciousness which Madame 
Merle and Osmond, in their so much more sophisticated was, exhibit: 
theirs too is the n1ade-up consciousness, a rigidified content, i.mpervious 
and uncreative.) The Misses Molyneux, Lord Warburton's sisters, have 
"eyes like the balanced basins, the circles of 'ornamental water,' set, in 
parterres, among the geraniums." Let us note that the figure is drawn 
from an "aesthetic" arrangement, that of formal gardens-and in this 
sense has directly opposite associations to those of Henrietta's buttons 
(presumably very American, very useful buttons). The Misses Moly
neux' s eyes, like Henrietta's, also merely reflect surrounding objects, 
and reflect more limitedly, far less mobilely; but the image is significant 
of certain kinds of feeling, of "seeing," that Henrietta is incapable of, 
and that have derived from ancient disciplines in human relationships 
-contemplative feeling, reverence, feeling for privacy and for grace.
Extremely minor figures such as these, of the bottoms and the basins,
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are pregnant with the extraordinarily rich, extraordinarily subtle poten
tialities of the theme of "seeing" as an infinitely graduated cognizance 
of relations between self and world. 

In this book, the great range of structural significance through fig
urative language is due to the fact that whatever image vehicle a figure 
may have-even when the image is not itself a visual one-the general 
context is so deeply and consistently characterized by acts of ."seeing" 
that every metaphor has this other implied extension of meaning. For 
example, a very intricate and extensive symbolic construct is built on a 
metaphor of opening doors. Henrietta, Ralph says, "walks in without 
knocking at the door." "She's too personal," he adds. As her eyes in
discriminately take in everything that is literally to be seen, so she walks 
in without knocking at the door of personality: "she thinks one's door 
should stand ajar." The correspondence of eyes and doors lies in the 
publicity Henrietta assumes (she is a journalist): her eye is public like a 
button, and responds as if everything else were public, as if there were 
no doors, as if there were nothing to be seen but what the public (the 
American newspaper public) might see without effort and without dis
comfort. In James's thematic system of �urfaces and depths, "sight" is 
something achieved and not given, achieved in the loneliness of the 
individual soul and in the lucidity of darkness suffered; privacy is its 
necessary stamp, and it cannot be loaned or broadcast any more than 
can the loneliness or the suffering. "I keep a band of music in my ante
room," Ralph tells Isabel. 

"It has orders to play without stopping; it renders me two excellent 
services. It keeps the sounds of the world from reaching the private 
apartments, and it makes the world think that dancing' s going on 
within. n

The notation has its pathos through Ralph's illness. Isabel "would have 
liked to pass through the ante-room . . . and enter the private apart
ments." It is only at the end, through her own revelations of remorse 
and loss, that those doors open to her. 

The ironic force of the metaphor of doors, as it combines with the 
metaphor of "seeing,'' has a different direction in the crucial scene in 
Chapter LI of the second volume-one of the major "recognition scenes" 
in the book, \vhere Isabel sees Os1nond's full malignancy, a malignancy 
the more blighting as it takes, and sincerely takes, the form of honor, 
and where Osmond sees unequivocally the vivid, mysterious resistance 
of a life that he has not been able to convert into a tool. Isabel comes 
to tell him that Ralph is dying and that she n1ust go to England. She 
opens the door of her husband's study without knocking. 

\\Excuse me for disturbing you,11 she said. 
"When I come to your room I always knock," he answered going 

on with his \Vork. 
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"I forgot; I had something else to think of. My cousin's dying." 
"Ah, I don't believe that," said Osmond, looking at his drawing 

through a magnifying glass. "He was dying when we married; he'll 
outlive us all. " 

Osmond is here engaged in an activity representative of a man of taste 
and a "collector"-he is making traced copies of ancient coins (the fact 
that it is an act of tracing, of copying, has its own significance, as has 
the object of his attention: coins). What he "sees" in the situation that 
Isabel describes to him is quite exactly what he sees in the fact that she 
has opened the door without knocking; a transgression of convention; 
and what he does not see is the right of another human being to feel, 
to love, to will individually. Further, what he appallingly does �ot see 
is his dependence, for the fortune Isabel has brought him, on the selfless 
imagination of the dying man, Ralph; or, even more appallingly (for 
one can scarcely suppose that Madame Merle had left him ignorant of 
the source of Isabel's wealth), what he ·does not see is any reason for the 
1noral responsibility implied by "gratitude," a defect of vision that gives 
a special and hideous bleakness to his use of the word "grateful," when 
he tells Isabel that she has not been "grateful" for his tolerance of her 
esteem for Ralph. The metaphor of the "doors" thus goes through its 
changes, each associated with a depth or shallowness, a straightness or 
obliquity of vision, from Henrietta's aggressive n1yopia, to Ralph's ret
icence and insight, to Osmond's refined conventionalism and 1noral 
astigmatism. 

Let us consider in certain other examples this reciprocity between 
theme and metaphor, insight and sight, image and eye. Isabel's native 
choice is creativity, a "free exploration of life," but exploration is con-· 
ducted constantly-vision is amplified constantly-at the cost of re
nunciations. It is in the "grey depths"' of the eyes of the elder Miss 
Molyneux, those eyes like the balanced basins of water set in parterres, 
that Isabel recognizes what she has had to reject in rejecting Lord War
burton: "the peace, the kindness, the honour, the possessions, a deep 
security and a great exclusion." Caspar Goodwood has eyes that "seemed 
to shine through the vizard of a helmet." He appears always as an armor
man: "she saw the different fitted parts of him as she had seen, in 
museums and portraits, the different fitted parts of armoured warriors 
-in plates of steel handsomely inlaid with gold." "He might have
ridden, on a plunging steed, the whirlwind of a great war." The image
is one of virility, but of passion without relation, aggressive energy with
out responsibility. The exclusions implied by Caspar's steel-plated em
brace are as great as those implied by the honor and the peace that Lord
Warburton oif ers; an.d yet lsabe\' s hna\ refusa\ of Caspar and of sexua\
possession is tragic, for it is to a sterile marriage that she returns.

Architectural images, and metaphors whose vehicle (like doors and 
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windows) is associated with architecture, subtend the most various and 
complex of the book's meanings; and the reason for their particular 
richness of significance seems to be that, of all forms that are offered to 
sight and interpretation, builders are the most natural symbols of civilized 
life, the most diverse also as to what their fronts and interiors can imply 
of man's relations with himself and with the outer world. Osmond's 
house in Florence has an "imposing front" of a "somewhat incom
municative character." 

It was the mask, not the face of the house. It had heavy lids, but 
no eyes; the house in reality looked another way-looked off be

hind .... The windows of the ground-floor, as you saw them from 
the piazza, were, in their noble proportions, extremely architec
tural; but their function seemed less to offer communication with 
the world than to defy the world to look in. [Chap. XXII] 

(One notes again here the characteristic insistence on eyes and looking.) 
The description, perfectly fitting an old and noble Florentine villa, 
exactly equates with Osmond himself, and not only Isabel's first' illusional 
impression of him-when it is his renunciatory reserve that attracts her, 
an appearance suggesting those "deeper rhythms of life" that she seeks 
-but also her later painful knowledge of the face behind the mask,
which, like the house, is affected with an obliquity of vision, "looked
another way-looked off behind." The interior is full of artful images;
the group of people gathered there "might have been described by a
painter as composing well"; even the footboy "might, tarnished as to
livery and quaint as to- type, have issued from some stray sketch of old
time manners, been 'put in' by the brush of a Longhi or a Goya"; the
face of little P�nsy is "painted" with a "fixed and intensely sweet smile."
Osmond's world, contained within his eyeless house, is "sorted, sifted,
arranged" for the eye; even his daughter is one of his arrangements. It
is a world bred of ancient disciplines modulating through time, selection
and composition, to the purest aesthetic form.

[Isabel] carried away an image from her visit to his hill-top . . 
which put on for her a particular harmony with other supposed 
and divined things, histories within histories . . . It spoke of the 
kind of personal issue that touched her most nearly; of the choice 
between objects, subjects, contacts-what might she call them?
of a thin and those of a rich association . . . of a care for beauty 
and perfection so natural and so cultivated together that the career 
appeared to stretch beneath it in the disposed vistas and with the 
ranges of steps and terraces and fountains of a formal Italian 
garden . . . (Chap. XXVI1 

The illusion is one of a depth and spaciousness and delicacy of rela-
tionships, an illusion of the civilized consciousness. 
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But whiJe Osmond's world suggests depth, it is, ironically, a world of 
surfaces only, for Osmond has merely borrowed it. The architectural 
metaphor shifts significantly in the passage (Chapter XLII) in which 
Isabel takes the full measure of her dwelling. "It was the house of 
darkness, the house of dumbness, the house of suffocation." 

She had taken all the first steps in the purest confidence, and then 
she had suddenly found the infinite vista of a multiplied life to be 
a dark, narrow alley with a dead wall at the end. Instead of leading 
to the high places of happiness . . . jt led rather downward and 
earthward, into realms of restriction and depression where the sound 
of other lives, easier and freer, was heard as from above . .. 

"When she saw this rigid system close about her, draped though it was 
in pictured tapestries . . . she see:med shut up with an odour of mould 
and decay." Again the architectural image changes its shape in that 
passage ( quoted earlier in this essay) where Isabel takes her knowledge 
and her sorrow into Rome, a Rome of architectural ruins. Here also are 
depth of human time, llhistories within histories," aesthetic form, but 
not "arranged," not borrowable, not to be "collected"-only to be lived

in the creative recognitions brought to them by a soul itself alive. The 
image that accompanies Ralph through the book-"his serenity was but 
the array of wild flowers niched in his ruin"-gains meaning from the 
architectural images so frequent in the Roman scenes (as, for instance, 
from this: 

[Isabel] had often ascended to those desolate ledges from which the 
Roman crowd used to bellow applause and where now the wild 
flowers ... bloom in the deep crevices). 

Whereas Osmond's forced "arrangements" of history and art and people 
are without racination, blighting and lifeless, Ralph's "array of wild 
f

l

owers" is rooted, even if precariously rooted in a ruin; it is a life grown, 

grown in history, fertilized in the crevices of a difficult experience. The 
metaphor is another version of St. John's "Except a corn of wheat fall 
into the ground and die, it abideth alone; but if it die, it bringeth forth 
much fruit." Isabel, still seeking that f-reedom which is growth, goes 
back to Osmond's claustral house, .for it is there, in the ruin where Pansy 
has been left, that she has placed roots, found a crevice in which to 
grow straightly and freshly, found a fertilizing, civilizing relationship 
between consciousness and circumstances. 



WILLIAM H. GASS 

The High Brutality of Good Intentionst 

"Art," Yeats wrote in his essay on "The Thinking of the Body," "bids 
us touch and taste and hear and see the world, and shrinks· from what 
Blake calls mathematic form, from every abstract thing, from all that is 
of the brain only, from all that is not a fountain jetting from the entire 

· hopes, memories, and sensations of the body." Yet the world that we
are permitted to touch and taste and hear and see in art, in Yeats's art
as much as in any other, is riot a world of pure Becoming, with the
abstractions removed to a place safe only for philosophers; it is a world
invested out of the ordinary with formal natures, with types and typicals,
by abstractions and purest principles; invested to a degree which, in
comparison with the real, renders it at times grotesque and always ab
normal. It is charged with Being. Touching it provides a shock.

The advantage the creator of fiction has over the moral philosopher 
is that the writer is concerned with the exhibition of objects, thoughts, 
feelings and actions where they are free from the puzzling disorders of 
the real and the need to come to conclusions about them. He is subject 
only to those calculated disorders which are the result of his refusal, in 
the fact of the actual complexities of any well-chosen "case," to take a 
stand. The moral philosopher is expected to take a stand. He is expected 
to pronounce upon the principles of value. The writer of fiction, in so 
far as he is interested in morals, rather than, for instance, metaphysics, 
can satisfy himself and the requirements of his art by the exposure of 
moral principle in the act, an exposure more telling than life because 
it is, although concrete, concrete in no real way-stripped of the irrel
evant, the accidental, the incomplete-every bit of paste and hair and 
string part of the intrinsic nature of the article. However the moral 
philosopher comes by his conclusions, he does not generally suppose 
( unless he is also a theologian) that the world is ordered by them or that 
the coming together of feelings and intents or the issuance of acts or the 
flow of consequences, which constitute the moral facts, was designed 
simply in order to display them. 

It is the particular achievement of Henry James that he was able to 
transform the moral color of his personal vision into the hues of his 
famous figure in the carpet; that he found a. form for his awareness of 
moral issues, an awareness that was so pervasive it invaded furniture and 
walls and ornamental gardens and perched upon the shoulders of his 
people a dove for spirit, beating its wings with the violence of all Prot-

t From Accent, XVIII (Winter, 1958), 62-71. © 1958 by Accent. Reprinted by permission of 
the author. 
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estant history; so that of this feeling, of the moving wing itself, he could 
make a style. This endeavor was both aided and hindered by the fact 
that, for James, art and morality were so closely twined, and by the fact 
that no theory of either art or morality had footing unless, previous to 
it, the terrible difficulties of vision and knowledge, of personal construc
tion and actual fact, of, in short, the relation of reality to appearance 
had been thoroughly overcome. James' s style is a result of his effort to 
master, at the level of his craft, these difficulties, an� his effort, quite 
apart from any measure of its actual success with these things, brought 
to the form of the novel in English an order of art never even, before 
him, envisioned by it. 

Both Henry James and his brother were consumed by a form of The 
Moral Passion. Both struggled to find in the plural world of practice a 
vantage for spirit. But William was fatally enmeshed in the commercial. 
How well he speaks for the best in his age. He pursues the saint; he 
probes the spiritual disorders of the soul; he commiserates with the world
weary and encourages the strong; he investigates the nature of God, His 
relation to the world, His code; he defends the possible immortality of 
the soul and the right to believe: and does all so skillfully, with a nature 
so sensitive, temperate and generous, that it is deeply disappointing to 
discover, as one soon must, that the lenses of his mind are monetary, 
his open hand is open for the coin, and that the more he struggles to 
understand, appreciate, and rise, the more instead he misses, debases, 
and destroys. 

In the religion of the once-born the world is a sort of rectilinear or 
one-storied affair, whose accounts are kept in one denomination, 
whose parts have just the values which naturally they appear to 
have, and of which a simple algebraic sum of pluses and minuses 
will give the total worth. Happiness and religious peace consist in 
living on the plus side of the account. In the religion of the twice
born, on the other hand, the world is a double-storied mystery. 
Peace cannot be reached by the simple addition of pluses and 
elimination of minuses from life. Natural good is not simply in
sufficient in amount and transient, there lurks a falsity in its very 
being. Cancelled as it all is by death if not by earlier enemies, it 
gives no final balance, and can never be the thing intended for our 
lasting worship. 1

Even when William, in a passage not obviously composed with the 
bookkeeper's pen, makes a literary allusion, as here: 

I. William James, The Varieties of Religious Experience, Modern Library, New York, p. 163.
Cod does a wholesale not a retail business, p. 484. The world is a banking house, p. 120.
Ca\ho\it confession )S a me\noa of perioc:\ica\\y auditing and squaring accounts, p. \ 26.
Examples could be multiplied endlessly, not only in The Varieties but in all his work. In The
Varieties alone consult pages: 28, 38, 39,133,134,135,138,330,331,333,340, 347,429fn,.
481, 842.
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Like the single drops which sparkle in the sun as they are flung far 
ahead of the advancing edge of a wave-crest or of a flood, they 
show the way and are forerunners. The world is not yet with .them, 
so they often seem in the midst of the world's affairs to be prepos
terous ... 2

it turns out to be a covert reference to "getting and spending." 
Henry James was certainly aware that one lS always on the market, 

but as he grew as an artist he grew as a moralist and his use of the 
commercial matrix of analogy3 became markedly satirical or ironic and 
his investigation of the human trade more self-conscious and_ profound 
until in nearly all the works of his maturity his theme is the evil of 
human manipulation, a theme best summarized by the second for
mulation of Kant's categorical imperative: 

So act as to trec;it humanity, whether in thine own person or in that 
of any other, in every case as an end withal, never as a means only. 

Nothing further from pragmatism can be imagined, and if we first en
tertain the aphorism that though William was the superior thinker, 
Henry had the superior thought, we may be led to consider the final 
effect of their rivalry, 4 for the novels and stories of Henry James constitute 
the most searching criticism available of the pragmatic ideal of the proper 
treatment and ultimate worth of man. That this criticism was embodied 
in Henry James's style, William James was one of the first to recognize. 
"Your methods and my ideals seem the reverse, the one of the other," 
he wrote to Henry in a letter complaining about the "interminable 
elaboration" of The Golden Bowl. Couldn't we have, he asks, a "book 
with no twilight or mustiness in the plot, with great vigour and deci
siveness in the action, no fencing in the dialogue, no psychological 
commentaries, and absolute straightness in the style?"5 Henry would 
rather have gone, he replies, to a dishonored grave. 

The Portrait of a Lady is James's first fully exposed case of human 
manipulation; his first full-dress investigation, at the level of what Plato 
called "right opinion," of what it means to be a consumer of persons, 
and of what it means to be a person consumed. The population of 
J�mes' s fictional society is composed,. as populations commonly are, of 
purchasers and their purchases, of the handlers and the handled, of the 
users and the used. Sometimes actual objects, ]ike Mrs. Gereth's spoils, 
are involved in the transaction, but their involvement is symbolic of a 

2. Ibid .• p. 450.
3. Mark Schorer's expression. "Fiction and the Matrix of Analogy," The Kenyon Review, XI,

No. 4 (1949). The commercial metaphor pervades James's work and has been remarked so

frequently that it scarcely requires documentation.
4. Leon Ede\ deve\ops \h1s theme in the firs\ vo\ume of his biography, Henry James: The Untried

Years, 1834-1870 .
. 5. Quoted by R. B. Perry, The Thought and Character of William fames, 2 vols., Boston (l 9'j5), 

Vol. I, p. 424. 
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buying and a being sold which is on the level of human· worth ( where 
the quality of the product is measured in terms of its responsiveness to 
the purchaser's "finest feelings," and its ability to sound the buyer's taste 
discreetly aloud), and it is for this reason that James never chooses to 
center his interest upon objects which can, by use, be visibly consumed. 
In nearly al1 of the later novels and stories, it is a human being, not an 
object, it is first Isabel Archer, then Pansy, who is the spoil, and it is 
by no means true that only the "villains" fa1l upon her and try to carry 
her ·off; nor is it easy to discover just who the villains really are. 

Kant's imperative governs by its absence-as the hollow center. It is 
not that some characters, the "good" people, are busy being the moral 
legislators of mankind and that the others, the "bad" people, are com
mitted to a crass and shallow pragmatism or a trifling estheticism; for 
were that the case The Portrait would be just another skillful novel of 
manners and James would be distinctly visible, outside the work, nodding 
or shaking his head at the behavior of the animals in his moral fable. 
He would have managed no advance in the art of English fiction. James's 
examination of the methods of human consumption goes too deep. He 
is concerned with all of the ways in which men may be reduced to the 
status of objects and because James pursues his subject so diligently, 
satisfying himself only when he has unravelled every thread, and because 
he is so intent on avoiding in himself what he has revealed as evil in 
his characters and exemplifying rather what he praises in Hawthorne 
who, he says, "never intermeddled, "6 the moral problem of The Portrait 

becomes an esthetic problem, a problem of form, the scope and course 
of the action, the nature of the characters, the content of dialogue, the 
shape and dress of setting, the points-of-view, the figures of speech, the 
very turn and tumble of the sentences themselves directed by the prob
lem

> 

s looked-for solution, and there is consequently no suggestion that 
one should choose up sides or take to heart his criticism of a certain 
society nor any invitation to discuss the moral motivations of his char
acters as if they were surrogates for the real. 

The moral problem, moreover, merges with the esthetic. It is possible 
to be an artist, James sees, in more than paint and language, and in 
The Portrait, as it is so often in his other work, Isabel Archer becomes 
the unworked medium through which, like benevolent Svengali, the 
shapes and admirers of beautifuHy brought out persons express their 
artistry and themselves. The result is very often lovely, but it is invariably 
sad. James has the feeling, furthermore, and it is a distinctly magical 
feeling, that the novelist takes possession of his subject through his words; 
that the artist is a puppeteer; his works are the works of a god. He 
constantly endeavors to shift the obligation and the blame, if there be 
any, to another: his reflector, his reverberator, his sensitive gong. In The 

6. The American Essays of Henry fames. ed. by Leon Edel, Vintage
> 
New York (l956t "Nathaniel

Hawthorne," p. 23.
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Portrait James begins his movement toward the theory of the point-of
view. The phrase itself occurs incessantly. Its acceptance as a canon of 
method means the loss of a single, universally objective reality. He is 
committed, henceforth, to a standpoint philosophy, and it would seem, 
then, that the best world would be that observed from the most sensitive, 
catholic, yet discriminating standpoint. In this way, the esthetic problem 
reaches out to the metaphysical. This marvelous observer: what is it he 
observes? Does he see the world as it really is, palpitating with delicious 
signs of the internal, or does he merely fling out the self-capturing net? 
James struggles with this question most obviously in The Sacred Fount 
but it is always before him. So many of his characters are "perceptive." 
They understand the value of the unmolded clay. They feel they know, 
as artists, what will be best for their human medium. They will take up

the young lady (for so it usually is). They will bring her out. They will 
do for her; make something of her. She will be beautiful and fine, in 
short, she will inspire interest, amusement, and wonder. And their 
pursuit of the ideally refractive medium parallels perfectly Henry 
James's own, except he is aware that his selected lens dare not be 
perfect else he will have embodied a god again, and far more 
obnoxious must this god seem in the body of a character than he did 
in the nib of the author's pen; but more than this, James knows, as his 
creations so often do not, that this manipulation is the essence, the 
ultimate germ, of the evil the whole of his work condemns, and it is 
nowhere more brutal than when fronted by the kindest regard and backed 
by a benevolent will. 

The Portrait of a Lady, for one who is familiar with James, opens on 
rich sounds. None of his major motifs is missing. The talk at tea provides 
us with five, the composition of the company constitutes a sixth, and 
his treatment of the setting satisfies the full and holy seven. The talk 
moves in a desultory fashion ("desultory" is the repetitive word) and in 
joking tones ("That's a sort of joke" is the repetitive phrase) from health 
and illness, and the ambiguity of its value, to boredom, considered as 
a kind of sickness, and the ambiguity of its production. 7 Wealth is 
suggested as a cause of boredom, then marriage is proposed as a cure. 
The elder T ouchett warns Lord Warburton not to fall in love with his 
niece, a young lady recently captured by his w·ife to be exhibited abroad. 
The questions about her are: has she money? is she interesting? The 
jokes are: is she rnarriageable? is she engaged? Isabel is the fifth thing, 
then-the young, spirited material. Lord Warburton is English, of 
course, while the Touchetts are Americans. Isabel's coming will sharpen 
the contrast, dramatize the confrontation. Lastly, James dwells lovingly 
on the ancient red brick house, emphasizing its esthetic appeal, its 

7. Illness, in James's novels, either signifies the beautiful thing (the Minny Temple theme) or it
provides the excuse for spectatorship and withdrawal, the opportunity to develop the esthetic
sense (the Henry James theme).
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traditions, its status as a work of art. In describing the grounds he in
dicates, too, what an American man of money may do: fall in love with 
a history not his own and allow it, slowly, to civilize him, draw him 
into Europe. Lord Warburton is said to be bored. It is suggested that 
he is trying to fall in love. Ralph is described as cynical, without belief, 
a condition ascribed to hi�s illness by his father. "He seems to feel as if 
he had never had a chance." But the best of the ladies will save us, the 
elder Touchett says, a remark made improbable by his own lack of 
success. 

The structure of the talk of this astonishing first chapter foreshadows 
everything. All jests turn earnest, and in them, as in the aimless pattern 
of the jesters' leisure, lies plain the essential evil, for the evil cannot be 
blinked even though it n1ay not be so immediately irritating to the eye 
as the evil of Madame Merle or Gilbert Osmond. There is in Isabel 
herself a certain willingness to be employed, a desire to be taken up and 
fancied, if only because that very enslavement, on other terms, makes 
her more free. She refuses Warburton, not because he seeks his own 
salvation in her, his cure by "interest," but rather because marriage to 
him would not satisfy her greed for experience, her freedom to see and 
feel and do. Neither Warburton nor Goodwood appeals as a person to 
Isabel's vanity. She is a great subject. She will make a great portrait. 
She knows it. Nevertheless Isabel's ambitions are at first naive and in
articulate. It is Ralph who sees the chance, in her, for the really fine 
thing; who sees in her his own chance, too, the chance at life denied 
him. It is Ralph, finally, who empowers her flight and in doing so draws 
the attention of the hunters. 

Ralph and Osmond represent two types of the artist. Osmond regards 
Isabel as an opportunity to create a work which will flatter himself and 
be the best testimony to his taste. Her intelligence is a silver plate he 
wilJ heap with fruits to decorate his table. Her talk will be for him "a 
sort of served dessert." He will rap her with his knuckle. She will ring. 
As Osmond's wife, Isabel recognizes that she is a piece of property; her 
mind is attached to his like a small garden-plot to a deer park. But Ralph 
obeys the strictures The Art of Fiction was. later to lay down. He works 
rather with the medium itself and respects the given. His desire is to 
exhibit it, make it whole, refulgent, round. He wants, in short, to make 
an image or to see one made-a portrait. He demands of the work only 
that it be "interesting.,, He effaces himself. The "case" is his concern. 
The Portrait's crucial scene, in this regard, is that between Ralph and 
his dying father. Ralph cannot love Isabel. His illness prevents him. He 
feels it would be wrong. Nevertheless, he takes, he says, "a great interest" 
in his cousin although he has no rea) influence over her. 

''But I should like to do something for her ... I should like to put 
a little wind in her sails . . . I should like to put it into her power 
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to do some of the things she wants. She wants to see the world for 
instance. I should like to put money in her purse." 

The language is unmistakable. It is the language of Iago. Ralph wants 
her rich. 

"I call people rich when they're able to meet the requirements of 
their imagination. Isabel has a great deal of imagination." 

With money she will not have to rr1arry for it. Money will make her 
free. It is a curious faith. Mr. Touchett says, "You speak as if it were 
for your mere amusement," and Ralph replies, "So it is, a good deal." 
Mr. Touchett's objections are serenely met. Isabel will be extravagant 
but she will come to her senses in time. And, Ralph says, 

". . . it would be very painful to me to think of her coming to the 
consciousness of a lot of wants she should be unable to satisfy .... " 

"Well, I don't know ... I don't think I enter into your spirit. 
It seems to me immoral." 

"Immoral, dear daddy?" 
"Well, I don't know that it's right to make everything so easy for 

"8a person. 
"It surely depends upon the person. When the person's good, 

your making things easy is all to the credit of virtue. To facilitate 
the execution of good impulses, what can be a nobler act? . . . " 

"Isabel's a sweet young thing; but do you think she's so good as 
that?" 

"She's as good as her best opportunities ... " 
"Doesn't it occur to you that a young lady with sixty thousand 

pounds may fall a victim to the fortune-hunters?" 
"She'll hardly fall a victim to more than one." 
"Well, one's too many." 
"Decidedly. That's a risk, and it has entered into my calculation. 

I think it's appreciable, but I think it's small, and I'm prepared to 
t k 't 

" 
a e 1 . • .

"But I don't see what good you're to get of it. ... " 
"I shall get just the good I said a few moments ago I wished to 

put into Isabel's reach-that of having met the requirements of my 
imagination. . .. " 

The differences between Gilbert Osmond and Ralph Touchett are vast, 
but they are also thin. 

Isabel Archer is thus free to try her wings. She is thrown upon the 
world. She becomes the friend of Madame Merle, "the great round 
world herself ": polished, perfect, beautiful without a fault, mysterious, 

8. A remark characteristic of the self-made man. In the first chapter, Mr. Touchett attributes
Warburton's "boredom" to idleness. "You wouldn't be bored if you had something to do; but
all ·you young men are too idle. You think too much of your pleasure. You're too fastidious,
and too indolent, and too rich." Caspar Goodwood is the industrious suitor.
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exciting, treacherous, repellent, and at bottom, like Isabel, identically 
betrayed; like Isabel again, seeking out of her own ruin to protect Pansy, 
the new subject, "the blank page," from that same round world that is 
herself. It is irony of the profoundest sort that "good" and "evil" in their 
paths should pass so closely. The dark ambitions of Serena Merle are 
lightened by a pathetic bulb, and it is only those whose eyes are fascinated 
and convinced by surface who can put their confident finger on the 
"really good." Ralph Touchett, and we are not meant to miss the ap
propriateness of his name, has not only failed to respect Isabel Archer 
as an end, he �as failed to calculate correctly the qualities of his object. 
Isabel is a sweet, young thing. She is not yet, at any rate, as good as 
her best opportunities. The sensitive eye was at the acute point blind. 
Ralph has unwittingly put his bird in a cage. In a later interview, Isabel 
tells him she has given up all desire for a general view of life. Now she 
prefers comers. It is a corner she's been driven to. Time after time the 
"better" people curse the future they wish to save with their bequests. 
Longdon of The Awkward Age and Milly Theale of The Wings of the 
Dove come immediately to mind. Time after time the better artists fail 
because their point-of-view is ultimately only theirs, and because they 
have brought the esthetic relation too grandly, too completely into life. 

In the portrait of Fleda Vetch of The Spoils of Poynton James has 
rendered an ideally considerate soul. Fleda, a person of modest means 
and background, possesses nevertheless the true sense of beauty. She is 
drawn by her friend Mrs. Gereth into the full exercise of that sense and 
to an appreciation of the ripe contemplative life which otherwise might 
have been denied her. Yet Fleda so little awards the palm to mere 
cleverness or sensibility that she falls in love with the slow, confused, 
and indecisive Owen Gereth. Fleda furthermore separates her moral 
and her esthetic ideals. Not only does she refuse to manipulate others, 
she refuses, herself, to be manipulated. The moral lines she feels are 
delicate. She takes all into her hands. Everyone has absolute worth. 
Scruples beset and surround her and not even Mrs. Gereth's righteous
ness, the warmth of her remembered wrongs, can melt them through. 
The impatience which James generates in the reader and expresses 
through Mrs. Gereth is the impatience, precisely, of his brother: for 
Fleda to act, to break from the net of scruple and seize the chance. It 
would be for the good of the good. It would save the spoils, save Owen, 
save Mrs. Gereth, save love for herself; but Fleda Vetch understands, 
as few people in Henry James ever do, the high brutality of such good 
intentions. She cannot accept happiness on the condition of moral 
compromise, for that would be to betray the ground on which, ideally, 
happiness ought to rest. Indeed it would betray happiness itself, and 
\ove, and the people and their possessions that have precipitated the 
problem and suggested the attractive and fatal price. 

It is not simply in the organization of character, dialogue, and action 



700 LAURENCE B. HOLLAND 

that Henry James reveals The Moral Passion, nor is it reflected further 
only in his treatment of surroundings9 but it represents itself and its ideal 
in the increasing scrupulosity of the style: precision of definition, respect 
for nuance, tone, the multiplying presence of enveloping metaphors, 
the winding around the tender center of ritual lines, like the approach 
of the devout and worshipful to the altar, these circumlocutions at once 
protecting the subject and slowing the advance so that the mere utility 
of the core is despaired of and it is valued solely in the contemplative 
sight. The value of life lies ultimately in the experienced quality of it, 
in the integrity of the given not in the usefulness of the taken. Henry 
James does not peer through experience to the future, through this future 
to the future futures, endlessly down the infinite tube. He does not find 
in today only what is needful for tomorrow. His aim is rather to appreciate 
and to respect the things of his experience and to set them, finally, free. 

LAURENCE B. HOLLAND 

The Marriaget 

The first of the important characters to be engaged by the plot and 
implicated in its moral consequences are those who initiate it and display 
the main outline of its significance, the interconnection of marital and 
familial, monetary, and aesthetic concerns: the older Touchetts, Daniel 
and Lydia, still linked but no longer intimate in their "experiment in 
matrimony." They find awakened interest, and Mrs. Touchett finds 
convenience as a hostess, in the niece they have taken up and are 
supporting while diverting her from the dry sands of German philosophy 
to a more direct exposure to Europe and the past. It is Mrs. Touchett's 
telegram (she has mastered " 'the art of condensation' ") that announces 
in Chapter One that she has " 'Taken sister's girl' " and that Isabel is 
soon to arrive at Gardencourt. Touchett himself, with his earned and 
banked resources, long ago bought a house, which imaged all English 
history since Edward VI, for the simple reason that it was "a great 
bargain." But as a consequence of this purchase he now has it in his 
"careful keeping" and has acquired "a real aesthetic passion" for his 
Gardencourt. He stands firm against the aimless boredom, the jocular 
detachment, of his son and his son's friend, Lord Warburton, and has 
suggested that Warburton " ' "take hold" of something' "-indeed marry 

9. When, for instance, jn The Portrait Gilbert Osmond proposed to Isabel, the furnishings of
the room in which their talk tales place seem to Osmond himself "ug]y to distress" and "the
Ealse co)ours, tbe sban1 sp)enclour ... )i'ke vu)gar, bragging, \ying tal\t-an obvious com
mentary by the setting on the action.

t From The Expense of Vision: Essays on the Craft of Henry James (Princeton: Princeton Uni
versity Press, 1964), pp. 28-42. Reprinted by permission of Faith M. Holland. 
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an interesting woman so that his " 'life will be more interesting,' " 
though he jokingly excludes the niece of whose impending arrival he 
has just heard. Later, in his bequest to Isabel, he deliberately consents 
to play along with his son's plan to make Isabel rich although he fears 
it is risky to the point of being irresponsible, even " 'immoral.' " (Chaps. 
I, III, XVII] 

That plan, if immoral, is also creative. Ralph Touchett' s plan is 
founded on renouncing prospects of marriage with Isabel and on trans
lating his affection into something paternal and fraternal instead. And 
it is founded on actions in which both the renunciation and the use of 
his inherited wealth are fused. If he is, as one character claims, " 'Pros
pero enough to make [Isabel] what she has become,' " he is nonethele�s 
like the plotter Iago in wanting to" 'put money in her purse.' '' He wants 
to put money in her purse so that he might, and she might, "meet the 
requirements of their imagination." With his permissive and playful 
imagination, he has, as he remarks, " 'amused myself with planning 
out a high destiny for you' " and after her disastrous marriage to Osmond 
he spends what time he can watching her, entertained in trying to see 
through the mask of tranquil satisfaction she has assumed. He presses 
the limits of their "tacit convention" not to discuss Osmond's conduct 
openly, for he is so involved in her predicament that he feels "an almost 
savage desire to hear her �om plain of her husband," longing "for his 
own satisfaction more than for hers" to show that he understood her 
situation, trying again and again "to make her betray Osmond" though 
"he felt cold-blooded, cruel, dishonourable almost, in doing so." He is 
turning about in pained fascination the figure detained in the imagi
nation's shop. It is an anguished entertainment, founded on money and 
imagination, love and sacrifice, and when Isabel later disobeys her hus
band to rush to Ralph's deathbed, his affection for his cousin becomes 
adoration in his final declaration. [Chaps. XIII, XVIII, XXXIV, XLV, 

LIV] 
Unlike Ralph, who has renounced the prospect of marriage, his friend 

Lord Warburton, young Ned Rosier, and Caspar Goodwood find their 
place as suitors in the novel's action. Warburton exerts a definite but 
ambivalent charm throughout the novel. He pursues an active career 
in Parliament and is a "nobleman of the newest pattern" for he combines 
the security of his wealth and station with the programs of the " 'radicals 
of the upperclass' " who, in Daniel Touchett's view, indulge in their 
theories as a luxuriously safe " 'amusement' " without profound com
mitment. Isabel continues to like Warburton's manliness and all "his 
merits-properties these partaking of the essence of great decent houses, 
as one might put it." When he proposes to her she feels "that a territorial, 
a political, a social magnate had conceived the design of drawing her 
into" his ''system, n though she recognized that in his genuine tact and 
decency he was "looking at her with eyes charged with the light of a 
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passion that had sifted itself clear of the baser parts of emotion-the 
heat, the violence, the unreason ... . " Though he insists that he simply 
offers her " 'the chance of taking the common lot in a comfortable 
way' " she declines his "big bribe" on the grounds that she cannot detach 
herself from " 'the common lot,' "-from the " 'usual chances and 
dangers, from what most people know and suffer,' "-that, as she says, 
" 'I can't escape my fate.' " [Chaps. VIII, XII, XIII, XIV, XXVII] 

His presence becomes more disturbing in the later part of the novel; 
at the age of 4 2 he has become Pansy's suitor, and Madame Merle and 
Osn1ond find hi1n the answer to their ambitions for Pansy, and Osmond 
demands that Isabel encourage the match. Though Isabel finds War
burton's friendship a comfort-"it was like having a large balance at the 
bank'' -it becomes problematical because there are definite grounds for 
the suspicion Ralph and the Countess Gemini share: that a large part 
of Warburton' s interest in Pansy is the desire to be near her stepmother. 
There is a complicated emotional involvement beneath the oddity, as 
Osn1ond puts it to Isabel, that " 'Pansy's admirers should all be your 
old friends.' " Isabel displays more interest in Warburton's robust mas
culinity than she did earlier, noticing now how Pansy gives "quiet 
oblique glances at his person, his hands, his feet, his clothes," how 
Pansy's "eyes, as usual, wandered up and down his robust person as if 
he had offered it to her for exhibition." These are the observations of a 
vicarious participant. [Chaps. XXXIX, XLI, XLIII, XLVIII] 

Warburton and Isabel tacitly recognize this involvement on one oc
casion \1/hen Isabel "met his eyes, and for a moment they looked straight 
at each other," and this recognition simply tightens her dilemma, for 
the plot has created a situation which complicates the relation between 
her roles as wife and parent and her relation with her former suitor: to 
obey her husband's demand by encouraging Warburton's courtship of 
Pansy \vould prove that she did not fear Warburton' s presence but risk 
n1aking her relation to him more intimate; to disobey her husband out 
of concern for Pansy's feelings by encouraging Pansy's favorite, Ned 
Rosier, ,vould safeguard her conduct from emotional complications with 
Warburton but virtually acknowledge that she fears Warburton's prox
imity and envies Pansy his affection. She assures Warburton he may 
court Pansy if he pleases, but instantly afterward pron1ises Ned to " 'do 
what I can' '' to favor his suit; yet even after Pansy confesses her love 
for the younger man, Isabel does not speak in his favor but speaks, albeit 
without force, of Pansy's obligation to respect her father's desire and of 
the importance of Warburton's title and fortune. [Chaps. XLIII, XLV] 

The crisis is not resolved by Isabel but by a decision of Warburton 
which is in keeping with the basic design of the plot. He withdraws 
,vithout making a proposal, understanding lsabel's predicament and rec
ognizing that the younger girl is not in love with him. Later when Isabel 
learns that Warburton, after a courtship of three weeks, has married" 'A 
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member of the aristocracy; Lady Flora, Lady Felicia-something of that 
sort,' " she reflects that Warburton "was dead for poor Pansy; by Pansy 
he might have lived." But instead of becoming the perfect little pearl 
of a peeress, Pansy will wait in hopes of marrying Ned who looks to her 
so like a "nobleinan." [Chaps. XLV, LIV] 

Before Pansy's prospects and Isabel's concern turn from Warburton 
to the young man, Ned Rosier's place in the action seems inconse
quential, for there is justice in Isabel's feeling that Ned is ''really so light 
a weight. He was much more of the type of the useless fine gentleman 
than the English nobleman," and Warburton is probably not envious 
in remarking that Ned still " 'doesn't look much more than twelve 
today.' 11 He is an American expatriate and dilcaante (" 'There's nothing 
for a gentleman in America' "). And he lacks not only Warburton's title 
but a career (" 'American diplomacy-that's not for gentlemen 
either' "), and instead of Warburton' s radical views he has the "grim 
politics," reactionary and Napoleonic, which he parrots (prophetic soul) 
fron1 one Mr. Luce. Yet for aI1 the novel's frivolous attention to the 
decorations of his mantelpiece, his prominent position in the plot sug
gests his importance, for he is carefully introduced just after Madame 
Merle learns that Isabel has inherited a fortune, and his arriva) in Rome 
is the first narrated incident to follow Isabel's marriage. With his "cul
tivated tastes" and collection of bibe)ots, he all but lives at the auc
tioneer's, yet he could not possibly have a career as shopkeeper because, 
as he says, " 'I can buy very well, but I can't sell.' " In the course of 
the novel, however, he has found temporarily a place in the world of 
affairs. He has been drawn into the final crisis by paying court to Pansy 
and rendering himself eligible by the commercial transaction which he 
announces to Isabel when he finds her seated in the "despoiled arena" 
of the Coliseum: he has sold his objets d'art (all but his enamels) for 
$50,000 cash. [Chaps. XX, XLI, XLIII, L] 

Ned's relation with Isabel spans the years from their childhood to a 
point which lies beyond the range of her personal desire, but the relation 
of Caspar Goodwood is at once more confined and more intimate. The 
first suitor to propose to Isabel (in Albany), he is the last to confront her 
in the novel, when he tries to persuade her to leave her husband. With 
his square jaw and the "hardness of presence, in his way of rising before 
her" that Isabel finds disagreeable, his manner presents a distinct com
bination of masculine vigor and the awkward and genuine assertiveness 
of the American businessman. Isabel is critical of the sameness of his 
apparel, the simplicity of his manner, and later his literalness, and she 
early compares the prospect of "conquest at her English suitor's [War
burton' s J lar�e quiet hands" to the more unsettling prospect of letting 
Caspar "take positive possession of her." He manag�s a large cotton mill 
in Massachusetts and is the son of its founder; his business acumen, 
energy, and career distinguish him from both Warburton and Rosier. 
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So complete is his association with the realm of business that in a later 
scene with Isabel, when restating his love for her and trying to understand 
her distance from him, his very idiom makes the world of business the 
dividing line between hirnself and the intimacy of Isabel's feelings: the 
phrase "none of my business" becomes a virtual refrain as he concedes, 
time and again, that " 'It's none of my business-very true. But I love 
you.' " [Chaps. XIII, XLVII, XLVIII] 

Yet within the novel's perspective her feelings are related, curiously, 
to his business, for his business capacity includes the "sharp eye" that 
has already led him to one patented invention and it includes "the art," 
as James said, ''of managing men." Two statements which James added 
in revision enforce Goodwood' s connection with the plot and the artistry 
of making it: in his ''clear-burning eyes" sits "some watcher at a window," 
and he is expected son1eday to ''write himself in bigger letters. "1 It is 
he, Isabel expects, who will see through her n1ask if anyone can and 
«make ... out, as over a falsified balance-sheet ... the intimate disarray 
of her affairs." He had "invested his all in her happiness, while the 
others had invested only a part." The plot renders these scattered met
aphors central, rather than peripheral or incidental, to the novel's design. 
By the final chapter, when Caspar's strong desire is buttressed by Ralph's 
last request to " 'Do everything you can for her; do everything she'll let 
you,' " Caspar's «aimless, fruitless passion" has become profound and 
possessive, and the plot has made of hin1 an image of a grasping and 
possessive imagination. [Chaps. XIII, XLVII, LV] 

The plot's chief instrun1ents and artificers, however, are those who 
give the confluence of events its distinct shape: Madame Merle and her 
former lover, Gilbert Osmond. With one marriage a failure, others are 
seemingly out of the question for Serena Merle, and she finds it im
possible to acknowledge Pansy Osmond as her daughter. She conceives 
the simultaneous arrangement of Isabel's marriage and the provision 
eventually for Pansy's, hoping to" 'amuse' "her former lover and urging 
hin1 to " 'profit,' " by her deep fan1iliarity with social arrangen1ents. She 
is an expatriate, so steeped now in " 'the old, old world' " as to be "the 
great round world itself." Madame Merle seems to be deeply conven
tional in a world where the conventional touches upon everything, 
including, as Isabel recognizes, language itself. Not only does Madame 
Merle practice the arts of conversation and the needle, to say nothing 
of music, but she paints: she "made no more of brushing in a sketch 
than of pulling off her gloves." Isabel's partial awakening to the facts of 
her betrayal include the recognition (which the preface was to echo later) 
that Madame Merle had been a powerful "agent" in her "destiny." 
[Chaps. XIX, XXII, XXIII, XLIX] 

Indeed, she has done for James what the Countess Gemini fina\\y 

l. Cf. p. 99 of the first edition, Boston. 1881. .. 

I 
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divulges that she has done for Osmond: " 'She has worked for him, 
plotted for him, suffered for him; she has even more than once found 
money for him.' " Her plotting, once it is revealed, not only calls forth 
Isabel's scorn but her compassion when she recognizes that Madame 
Merle has, as the Countess says, " 'failed so dreadfully that she's deter
mined her daughter shall make it up.' " Her own ambitions and desires, 
like Isabel's, are channeled, by the plot she does so much to instigate, 
into the prospects for Pansy's marriage. Her final failure is to be excluded 
even as a silent partner from the arrangements she had wanted so much 
to be " 'my work' " by Osmond who abandons her. [Chaps. XLIX, LI] 

It is Osmond who is stirred to a renewed interest in life by collaboration 
in his colleague's plot. An "odd mixture of the detached and involved," 
living by himself in a "sifted, arranged world" in Italy, "thinking about 
art and beauty and history," this proud " 'provincial' " is an American 
expatriate artist and dilettante. He longs nostalgically for the authority 
of a pope and suggests occasionally in his demeanor a "prince in exile," 
a " 'prince who has abdicated in a fit of fastidiousness and has been in 
a state of disgust ever since.' " He is the incarnation of taste and, as he 
himself puts it, " 'convention itself.' " He had once had the decency to 
acknowledge his own daughter Pansy and, unlike Madame Merle's hus
band who rejected the child utterly, to make himself responsible for her 
care; during his engagement to Isabel he suggests that together they will 
"make up some little life" for Pansy, as if they were to invent it; late 
in the novel, "playing theoretic tricks on the delicate organism of his 
daughter," and wanting to "show that if he regarded his daughter as a 
precious work of art it was natural he should be more careful about the 
finishing touches," he sends her back to the Roman convent to insure 
her complete subservience to his will. ( Chaps. XXIII, XXIV, XXVII, 
XXIX, XXXV, L] 

He is imaged as a commemorative "gold coin" and is discovered late 
in the novel devoting his art to copying an illustration of an "antique 
coin," scorning money but using and seeking it. His old villa in 
Florence-''a blank-looking structure,'' broken by only ''a few windows," 
its front fa�ade the "mask" rather than the "face of the house"-harbors 
inside a large "writing-table of which the ingenious perfection bore the 
stamp" not of Renaissance Florence but of "London and the nineteenth 
century." There lives the 1nan "with eyes at once vague and penetrat
ing ... , expressive of the observer as well as of the dreamer," to whose 
"deep art" Isabel eventually succumbs. If he discreetly seeks public 
approval, looking "out of his window even when he appeared to be most 
detached from it" so as to gain its recognition rather than to "enlighten 
or convert or redeem it,'' he is also the watcher inside their comn1on 
dwelling whom Isabel recognizes in her long night of meditation-the 
watcher who "seemed to peep down from a small high window and 
mock at her." "Her mind," she comes to understand, "was to be his. 
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He would rake the soil gently and water the flowers. . . . It would 
be a pretty piece of property for a proprietor already far-reaching. n He 
is the figure-the watcher inside the House of Fiction-in whom Caspar 
recognizes much later a "demonic imagination." [Chaps. XXII, XXXIII, 
XLII, XLVIII, LI] 

So intimately is James implicated in the action of his novel that letters 
he was writing while working on the Portrait are echoed in the passages 
where Osmond's mind and feelings are stirred by the workings of the 
plot and he proposes marriage to Isabel. James wrote that he was "much 
more interested in my current work than anything else," that he was 
"working with great ease, relish, and success," that his work would bring 
$6,000 from serialization alone, that it would "rend the veil" which 
covered his "ferocious ambition," that it would be from the finished 
Portrait, his most ambitious early effort, "that I myself shall pretend to 
date. "2 It is Ralph who notices that the costumed "fine lady" which the 
once "free, keen" Isabel has become "represented Gilbert Osmond," 
who now "was in his element; at last he had 1naterial to work with." 
His calculated effects ''were produced by no vulgar means, but the motive 
was as vulgar as the art was great. ... 'He works with superior material,' 
Ralph said to himself; 'it's rich abundance compared with his former 
resources.' " It is the excitement of such opportunities that earlier had 
awakened Osmond. Just before his proposal Osmond finds himself 
pleased with his newly aroused "sense of success," feeling that his earlier 
successes had rested "on vague laurels," and that his present success was 
"easy . . . only because he had made an altogether exceptional effort." 
While the "desire to have something or other to show for his 'parts' ... 
had been the dream of his youth," now it was to materialize with Isabel's 
help and at her expense: "If an anonymous drawing on a museum wall 
had been conscious and watchful it might have known this peculiar 
pleasure of being at last . . . identified-as from the hand of a great 
master-by the so high and so unnoticed fact of style. His 'style' is what 
the girl had discovered with a little help; and now, beside herself enjoying 
it, she should publish it to the world without his having any of the 
trouble. She would do the thing for him and he would not have waited 
in vain." In this view of Osmond are joined both the finished work of 
art-the drawing with which Osmond is associated so intimately-and 
the master whose style was displayed in making it. 3 [ Chaps. XXIX, 
XXXIX] 

The useful girl is Isabel with her combination of caution and curiosity, 

2. Quoted by Leon Edel in his "Introduction" to The Portrait of a Lady (Boston: Riverside
Edition, 1956), pp. vi, viii.

3. The passage about the anonymous drawing was added in revision. It reinforces the association
in the original edition between Osmond's courtship of Isabel and the aims of art. The earlier
version inducted the reference to his Lonc\on writing c\es'K, described him as a "watcbet ,'' and
associated Osmond's marriage to Isabel with the desire to make himself fe1t "deeply" rather
than on vast "multitudes." In 188 l, Osmond had been inspired by Isabel to write a sonnet.
See pp. )98, 263, 267. 375-376, of the 1881 edition.
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inexperience and alertness, and the strength of will which leads her to 
confront life's options" 'So as to choose.' "Her suspicion of the poisoned 
cup of experience and her fear of suffering are countered by her desire 
to join in what ordinary " 'people know and suffer.) " Her desire "to 
leave the past behind her" and encounter always fresh beginnings is 
balanced by her deepening response to the appeal of the past and tra
dition. Her acknowledged ignorance "about bills" or " 'anything about 
money' ,, is countered by the definiteness of her aversion " 'to being 
under pecuniary obligations' " and the assurance of her delusion that 
in going to Europe she is literally " 'travelling at her own expense.' " 
The "something cold and dry in her temperament" which an "un
appreciated suitor" would notice is countered by the boldness of her 
"ridiculously active" imagination which renders her vulnerable to de
lusions, being so "wide-eyed" as to suffer from "seeing too many things 
at once" and incurring the "penalty of having given undue encourage
ment to the faculty of seeing without judging." Her mind in sum is a 
"tangle of vague outlines at the start," but the interaction of her capacity 
for experience with the plot which forms that experience joins her con
science and her imagination and fills in the outlines of both Isabel's and 
the Portrait's vision. [Chaps. III, IV, V, VI, VII] 

In the course of experiencing the lures and pressures that shape her 
destiny in the novel, the action brings her maternal instincts into the 
foreground. Mrs. Touchett's taunting fear that Isabel may decide that 
her " 'mission in life's to prove that a stepmother may sacrifice herself 
-and that, to prove it, she must first become one' " is confirmed by
Isabel's feeling toward Pansy and by her eventual actions, and it is given
another dimension by Isabel's late recognition that her feeling for Os
mond himself contained "a maternal strain-the happiness of a woman
who felt that she was a contributor, that she came with charged hands."
[Chaps. XXVI, XLII]

Moreover, the plotted action which involves her with Osmond and 
Pansy dissociates both Isabel and finally Pansy from the securities and 
settled conventions of the strictly aristocratic tradition, embodied in Lord 
Warburton, and involves each instead in something more problematical 
and hazardous. For Pansy it is the prospect of a marriage founded on 
no more than sheer mutual affection and a great sufficiency of cash; 
Pansy herself, whom Isabel feels to be a blank page she hopes will be 
filled with "an edifying text," displays nothing but her fragile charm and 
the genuineness of her devotion; Ned Rosier has neither settled status 
nor job and office, his mind and tastes are not exceptional, and his only 
recommendation is the genuine commitment defined by his courtship 
and the sale of his prized treasures. (Chaps. XXVI, XLJJ 

Isabel's involvement is with the actual forn1 of her strange marriage 
with Osmond. Within that form Isabel's and Osmond's child is born 
(he dies at the age of six months) and Isabel acquires her stepdaughter. 
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Within a few years, however, it is clear that intimacy between Isabel 
and Osmond has ceased, and by the end his attitude is one of contempt; 
as Isabel finally tells him, " 'It's malignant.' " Yet the form, as a sheer 
institutional form, still holds and within it takes place a striking con
frontation when Isabel distinguishes between her own and her husband's 
conceptions of aristocracy and tradition. It is not,. only striking but sig
nificant because their different attitudes together reveal conflicting ten
dencies that are widespread in American culture but which are 
particularly pressing in the Genteel Tradition, and these tendencies are 
embodied in the marriage which the plot has figured for them. (Chap. 
LI] 

Isabel's view of aristocracy is distinguished by being ethical and ex
periential and envisions the reconciliation of duty with enjoyment: the 
"union of great knowledge with great liberty; the knowledge would give 
one a sense of duty and the liberty a sense of enjoyment." Osmond's is 
at once more formal and more active; it is "altogether a thing of forms, 
a conscious, calculated attitude." And while both characters respect 
tradition, the "old, the consecrated, the transn1itted," and both speak 
as if dissociated from it and encountering it from some distance, Isabel's 
attitude is eclectic and based on her determination ''to do what she chose 
with it." Osmond's view is at once more conservative in its deference 
to older social patterns, more de$perate in his sense of alienation from 
them, and more radical in his means to attain them, as befits the prince 
in exile from America and would-be pope who longs for the deference 
paid an aristocrat but has not inherited the traditional aristocratic forms. 
He has a "large collection" of traditions and feels that the "great thing 
was to act in accordance with them" rather than to choose among them; 
and his proprietorship, like his manner, is founded on the realization 
that distinguishes him from the European who could simply find or 
tranquilly inherit his traditions: Osmond, the American expatriate, 
knows that "if one was so fortunate as not to have [tradition] one must 
immediately proceed to make it." [Chap. XLII] 

Isabel's determination to "choose," and Osmond's to construct or 
"make," are sharply delineated by the mutual antagonism of the h.vo 
characters, but they are joined in perilous proximity by the bond of their 
marriage and both are related to other social realities which are part of 
their American background. These are the money economy and obses
sive attitudes toward money, which characterize the culture of American 
capitalism, and characteristic American attitudes (one utilitarian, the 
other guilt-ridden) toward inherited wealth. 

Osmond, the son of a "rich· and wild" father and a mother who 
combined a practical "administrative'' view with a talent for poor poetry, 
has made in his expat1iation a " 'wi\fuU ,:enunciation' " which is none
theless a social construct; it is founded on the habitual intent to utilize 
economic resources without creating them and is centered on his im-
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mediate family. Determined" 'not to strive nor struggle' "in the business 
world, yet content with the independent income derived therefrom 
(though he thinks it " 'little' "), he carefully harbors - and manages his 
economic resources, buys and builds his collection and refines his tastes, 
buys and constructs his walled substitute for a world of forms which he 
might prefer to have inherited. Making his " 'life an art' " as he advised 
Isabel to do, he attempts to mold Pansy, with his "artistic" or "plastic 
view" of her capacities, in accordance with his desire for dominance. 
He is the genteel embodiment of "convention" in a strikingly modern 
version recognizable since 1789: convention become conscious and de
liberate, the result less of habit and tacit agreement than of calculated 
control, deliberate formulation, and the determination not simply to 
order life as it is but to shape it more firmly and actually change it. 
When the opportunity to gain Isabel and her fortune presents itself, he 
is happy for the opportunity to put it and her to use. (Chaps. XXIV, 
XXVI, XXXV] 

Isabel and her fortune come to be as closely associated in her own 
mind as they are in Osmond's and as they are throughout the novel. In 
Chapter I Daniel Touchett, after reading the reference in his wife's 
telegram to Isabel's being " 'independent,' " asks this question: is the 
word " 'used in a moral or in a financial sense?' " His question proves 
to have point. After Isabel has accustomed herself to the fact that she 
is rich, she is enchanted by a "maze of visions" of what a generous, 
independent, responsible girl could do with such resources, and her 
fortune "became to her mind a part of her better self; it gave her im
portance, gave her even, to her own imagination, a certain ideal beauty." 
Her attitude has less conscious origins in her temperament and in her 
environment, the attitudes toward experience and money being so in
timate that the novel renders the one the image of the other. When 
Osmond proposes, Isabel is checked by a sense of dread, her hesitancy 
being founded on "the force which . . . ought to have banished all 
dread-the sense of something within herself, deep down, that she 
supposed to be inspired and trustful passion." Yet that fount of passion 
is one which Isabel inclines to save as against the alternative she antic
ipates, that of spending it entirely: "It was there like a large sum stored 
in a bank-which there was a terror in having to begin to spend. If she 
touched it, it would all come out." (This ana1-ogy between a bank and 
Isabel's capacity for passion was added in revision.) By the time she is 
engaged, her consent is taking the form of an act of absolution and 
benefaction but also of proprietorship. [Chaps. I; XXI, XXIXJ 

She is gratified by Pansy's affection, for "Pansy already so represented 
part of the service she should render," and if she feels "hu:inility" in 
S\lIIendeiing to Osmond, she feels also "a kind of pride" in the knowledge 
that "she should be able to be of use to him" and that "she was not only 
taking, she was giving." When Isabel looks back on her decision later, 
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she recognizes that she never would have married him "but for her 
money." Her money had been the contribution to the marriage that 
appealed to her "maternal strain," yet the indelicacy of having merely 
inherited it was also a "burden" on her conscience which she longed to 
transfer to someone else. "What would lighten her own conscience more 
effectually than to make it over to the man with the best taste in the 
world'' when she could think of no charitable institution as interesting 
as he? "He would use her fortune in a way that would make her think 
better of it and rub off a certain grossness attaching to the good luck of 
an unexpected inheritance.,, Moreover, she had felt that the "subtlest 
... manly organism she had ever known had become her property, and 
the recognition of having but to put out her hands and take it had been 
originally a sort of act of devotion." [Chaps. XXXV, XLII] 

These divergent views-of proprietorship, the propriety of money, 
domestic economy, parental care, tradition, and aristocratic forms and 
values-are held juxtaposed within the bond of Isabel's and Osmond's 
marriage. Their variety, their tension, and their proximity are an in
dication that not only the separate views themselves but their intercon
nections are being examined, and that the form which joins them, the 
marriage, is being subjected to a test under the pressures shaped by the 
plot. Indeed, the marriage institution as disph1yed is not a settled insti
tutional mold but is a form in the process of being shaped. The terms 
"experiment" for the Touchetts' marriage and "undertaking" for matri
mony in general are decidedly apt in the context of the Portrait-and 
\Vith them the term "form," which is used by Caspar when condemning 
the " 'ghastly form' " which Isabel's marriage has become and is used 
also when Osrnond, urging Isabel not to leave, is said to speak "in the 
name of something sacred and precious-the observance of a magnif
icent form." [Chaps. I, LI, LV] 

For the Portrait reveals in the institution the principal functions of a 
forn1: the capacity to sustain a fully developed relationship; but also the 
capacity to precede the full development of a process or experience while 
yet prefiguring it, and thus to shape the plans and aspirations for personal 
and social experience, to embody en1erging possibilities as well as actual 
achievements; and the capacity to survive the process or experience itself, 
rernaining a skeletal but nonetheless real in1age of possibilities no longer 
(or not yet again) actual. Within the context of the Portrait, the marriages 
of the Countess and much later of War�urton image the institution 
reduced to its most factitiously conventional status, while Daniel Tou
chett' s hopes for Ralph's and Isabel's marriage, and earlier for Warbur
ton's, and Isabel's hopes for Pansy's, view the institution as a form of 
aspiration and commitment

1 
with the Touchetts' marriage (and Henrietta 

Stackpole's) falling in behveen. 
Indeed, the Portrait gives body to ambivalent remarks James maqe in 

letters to his brother and Grace Norton, in 1878 and 1881, on the 
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subject of marriage, confirming his intention not to marry but insisting 
on the importance of the institution, associating the form of marriage 
with commitments of the profoundest sort, and displaying a firm regard 
for the institution despite his own decision. He wrote that "I believe 
almost as much in matrimony for most other people as I believe in it 
little for myself," and that "one's attitude to'ward marriage is . . . the 
most characteristic part doubtless of one's general attitude toward life. 
. . . If I were to marry I should be guilty in my own eyes of 
inconsistency-I should pretend to think quite a bit better of life than 
I rea11y do." These letters make the form of marriage an image of 
commitments to life itself, whether within or beyond the range of one''S 
actual conduct. These are commitments which James's imagination 
entertained and made in his fiction, if nowhere else, and they are at 
issue in the Portrait. 4

There the p1ot-like the world it represents endowing and then draw
ing on Isabel's banked resources of temperarnent and inheritance
focuses first on the pTospective form of her marriage; then as that becomes 
a hollow shell it widens its focus to include the prospects for Pansy's. 
In the process, Isabel's acts of confronting and imagining experience 
become acts of paying and suffering and responsible commitment as she 
is led by her husband "into the mansion of his own habitation" and 
made a victim of her world (including her o,vn temperament and il-
1 usions) and of the Portrait which creates and paints her. [Chap. XLII] 

CHARLES FEIDELSON 

The Moment of The Portrait of a Ladyt 
,. 

It was in Florence, in the spring of 1880, as Ja1nes later recorded in his 
notebook, that he began The Portrait of a Lady-"that is, . . . took up, 
and worked over, an old beginning, made long before." One would like 
to know more about that Ur-Portrait, why it had been put aside, and 
why it caught his attention again just at this moment. But it is clear 
that James felt himself to be at a turning point of his career, in some 
sense at a new beginning. He was 3 7 years o1d; in the past five years he 
had published some twelve volumes, including two full-length novels 
of which he later approved enough to admit them to his New York 
Edition; and he had another volume in preparation. Yet, a little over a 
year before, commenting on his most recent work in a letter to William 
Jatnes, he was inclined to treat a\\ his writings up to this time as merely 

4. Quoted by F. 0. Matthiessen, The James Family (New York, 1947), pp. 294-295.
t Charles Feidelson, "The Moment of The Portrait of a Lady," Ventures, 8, II (1968), pp. 47-

55.
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a series of "experi1nents of form." They were only the first stage of a 
"step-by-step evolution" that he anticipated. If up to now, he said, he 
had not wished to "run the risk of wasting or gratuitously using big 
situations," it was precisely because he held strongly to "the importance 
of subject" in fiction; and "big situations" were in the offing-"to these 
I am coming now." Some months later, planning The Portrait of a 
Lady, he wrote that he now intended to test whether he could attain 
''form" in "big subjects"; he was "determined that [this] novel ... [should] 
b 'b. ' "le 1g. 

With remarkable obliquity, however, he had chosen a subject which, 
on the face of it, was as far removed from "bigness" as possible. In his 
preface, written some twenty-five years later, James says nothing about 
the "old beginning" that he took up and reworked in the Portrait; but 
he makes .a great deal of the long gestation of the book, and he ascribes 
this to the slightness of the single character that gave him his start. Isabel 
i\rcher, who was to become the central figure, hovered before him as 
a person almost devoid of characteristics: "all the usual elements of a 
'subject,' certainly of a setting, ... need[ed] to be super-added." She 
was "the mere slim shade of an intelligent but presu1nptuous girl." How 
could .so fleeting an image of so slight a being be "endowed with the 
high attributes of a Subject"? This problem, according to the preface, 
was what most engaged his attention and spurred him on. For he reflected 
that uni1nportant young girls do somehow "insist on mattering" in hu
man experience. And his heroine's very lack of external definition n1ade 
her somehow "vivid," gave her an implication of "possibilities." She 
insisted on her intrinsic "destiny" in spite of "being still at large, not 
confined by the conditions, not engaged in the tangle, to which we look 
for much of the impress that constitutes an identity." Moreover, her 
indeterminacy as a person answered to a distinctive "habit of . . . [his] 
own imagination," his inclination to take images of human character 
as "seeds

11 

out of which the structures of his stories-their "situations" 
or ((subjects" in the fullest sense-would organically "flower" instead of 
being imposed ab extra. 2

Essentially, then, Jan1es at the time of the Portrait was intent upon 
something n1ore complex than advancing fro1n "experiments of form" 
to a concern with "subject." That was a rough-and-ready way of stating 
the case, suitable to William's understanding. More fundan1entally, he 
was preoccupied with the meaning of "form" and "subject," the kind 
of fonn which would make a small subject big and the kind of subject 
that would stimulate significant "experiments of form." Why and in 
what sense? Even at the end of his career Jan1es was still studying the 

\. The Noteboo�s of Henry James, ea. F. 0. Mat\n,essen and K. B. �\uidock. New Ym:k, \<}47, 
29. The Letters of Henry fames, ed. Percy Lubbock, New York, 1920, .I, 66. The fames Family,
ed. F. 0. Matthiessen. New York, 1947, 325.

2. "Preface to 'The Portrait of a Ladv,' "The Art of the Novel: Critical Prefaces by Henry fames,
ed. R. P. Blackmur, New York a'n<l London, 1953, 40-58.
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"veiled face of his Muse," pursuing an "art of representation" which 
''bristle[dJ with questions the very terms of which [were] difficult to apply 
and to appreciate"; and a year before the momentous spring of 1880 he 
\vas already adopting a radically problen1atic attitude: "Nothing is my 
last word about anything. "3 Thus it is useless to try to define his "po
sition" at any time, but one can look for the basic question behind the·· 
questions he explicitly asked at particular points. On occasion, the pe
rennial issues of his art showed through in especially decisive terms. 

Though the preface to the Portrait is extremely devious and elliptical, 
one gathers that there were two \vays to treat Isabel Archer-two nov
elistic forms and two versions of the subject that suggested themselves 
-as well as two correlative roles available to James himself in relation
to his story. One way-the "easy" way-was almost literally to "super
add" a subject to the central figure by surrounding her with other char
acters and emphasizing their view of her. In other words, James could
build up a social novel around her, confer importance on her by ad
ducing a context of people and events in which she would gain a factitious
significance. Though he refers to this device \vith some scorn, he also
virtually confesses that to some extent he did just that, constructing "a
square and spacious house ... while she stood there in perfect isolation."
For he had certain obligations to his reader, a social contract with his
audience. He must write as a public man, a Jiterary "architect" work
ing with recognizable materials of the social scene. Yet all the while
another n1aneuver, technically more difficult but proportionately more
meaningful, was closer to his heart. He proposed to make the most of
Isabel's odd claim to intrinsic importance, thereby demonstrating his
faith in the "germinal" potentialities of an isolated character. Isabel's
claim· to some sort of "destiny," from this standpoint, consisted in
her claim to a personal "consciousness"; if she had remained indeter
minate for so long as an image in his mind, it was because her "character"
was so purely an instance of human consciousness per se, abstracted
from all external determinants. Therefore he undertook to "place the
centre of the subject in the young woman's own consciousness." Instead
of simply devising a world to define her, he would discover the world
entailed by her way of seeing, her view of herself and others; instead of
his �'endowing" her, he would let her endow the book, with "the high
attributes of a Subject. H If he could "translate her into the highest terms
of that formula"-the formula· of "consciousness"-he would be as
faithful as possible both to the quality he had initially felt in her and to
the way he had originally entertained her image, his unconditioned
process of imagination.

It is tempting to suppose that in potnting out these two dHferent 
approaches to Isabel James is alluding on the one hand to residues of 

3. The Art of the Novel, 3. The Selected Letters of Henry James, ed. Leon Edel, New York, 1955,
76.
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the Ur-Portrait and on the other to the new start that he made in 1880. 
(He was certainly not above telescoping and suppressing facts in his 
autobiographical writings, "for worry-saving," as he said. )4 However that 
may be, the two faces of the Portrait indicated in the preface correspond 
to what we might call recessive and dominant strains in James's notion 
of himself and his art, which correspond in turn to two obvious factors 
in the development of the traditional into the "modern" novel. James 
was predisposed to the idea that the bigness of "big subjects" lay in the 
significance of characters as social types and of action as social paradigm. 
For him, Balzac was always the exemplary Novelist insofar as he granted 
that title to anyone, and in the mid-eighties, �,ell after the Portrait, he 
embarked on two major social novels, The Bostonians and The Princess 
Casamassima. Though of course there was nothing to prevent the social 
novelist from dealing with the inside of his characters, an effect of solid 
actuality was far more certain when personal "identity" was defined, in 
exactly the opposite way from Isabel's, by the external "impress" of social 
"conditions." A. fear of thinness in his subject-matter, such as James 
showed in his letters of the period of the Portrait, was recurrent with 
him, as in a notebook entry of 1893: "The great question of subject 
surges in grey dimness about me. It is everything-it is everything. " 5

But if "the question of subject" was a recurrent matter of concern to 
him, it \Vas because he persistently raised it through his compulsion to 
turn the strictly social novel upside down. Wishing to draw upon the 
substance of social history, he nevertheless felt a need to invest social 
history with meaning, to make it "big" in another way, by "plac[ing] 
the centre of the subject" in someone's "consciousness." By the time 
James was in a position to look back on his career from the vantage 
point of his New York Edition (1907-9), he had come to see this in
version of emphasis as his deepest "instinctive disposition. "6 Taking his 
own later works as the secret goal of his development, he found the 
novel of consciousness emerging as far back as Roderick Hudson (1876) 
and coming to fruition in his most recent books, The Ambassadors, The 
Wings of the Dove, and The Golden Bowl. 

Though this view of his career is broached in the two preceding 
prefaces (to Roderick Hudson and The American), the preface to the 
Portrait is the first to intimate that James actually wrote his book in full 
awareness of the direction in which he was headed and the problems 
involved. And in the Portrait (to come to the book itself) it is as if the 
matters at issue for the author were being marked out, contemplated, 
and set in order in the course of the narrative. On the one hand, in 
large-scale effect, as James insists in the preface, the Portrait is a novel 
of "consciousness." The prime locus of reality has been shifted to the 

4. Virginia Harlow, Thomas Sergeant Perry: a Biography, Durham, North Carolina, 1950, 344.
5. Notebooks, 135.

6. The Art of the Novel, 70.
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"inward life" of the heroine, and the effort of the novelist to a "repre
sentation ... of ... seeing." Isabel's famous reverie (Chapter XLII), 
which James cites as an example of the human substance attained by 
these indirect means, is not only "the best thing in the book" but also, 
as he says, "a supreme illustration of the general plan." On the other 
hand, Isabel is still far removed from the full-fledged "center of con
sciousness" of James' s later fiction: for the most part, the narrator does 
not see directly through her eyes, and he sees many things that she does 
not. What is more, when we open the Portrait, we find ourselves in an 
intensely external milieu, which could scarcely be more distant from 
the world projected through Isabel's midnight meditations: 

Under certain circumstances there are few hours in life more agree
able than the hour dedicated to the ceremony known as afternoon 
tea. There are circumstances in which, whether you partake of the 
tea or not-some people of course never do,-the situation is in 
itself delightful. Those that I have in mind in beginning to unfold 
this simple history offered an admirable setting to an innocent 
pastime. 7

The emphasis is wholly on containing "circumstances," an environing 
"situation" celebrated by a tea ceremony; "inward life'' is reduced to the 
experience of the "agreeable." And the narrator, with whatever irony, 
speaks as the very voice of the "admirable setting" that he conjures up, 
the ceremonious painter of an all-encompassing social order. 

As applied to Isabel herself, this narrative stance leads directly into a 
broad vein of social comedy. The elaborate "circumstances"-"those 
that I have in mind in beginning to unfold this simple history" -im
plicitly back up the speaker in succeeding chapters where Isabel is sub
jected to long passages of censorious analysis tempered by amused 
indulgence. Far into the book, we are asked to adopt an appreciative, 
sympathetic, but essentially moralistic attitude toward· the heroine, 
grounded in a conservative social wisdom. Isabel is rendered as a pleasing 
but foolish girl-full of a commendable energy and idealistic aspirations; 
intellectually curious, spontaneous, and· affectionate; but at best an ex
emplary figure in a cautionary tale, one who will become "consistently 
wise only at the cost of an amount of folly which will constitute almost 
a direct appeal to charity. "8 Though the narrator deprecates the "sci
entific criticism"9 of more rigid moralists, he himself conventionalizes 
Isabel by the terms in which he describes her; and his lofty amusement 
follows from his conviction that her departures from the social norm 
will only bring her back again in the long run. 

7. The Portrait of a Ladr Chapter 1 (The Novels and Tales of Henry James. The New York

Edition, 111, J ). In this passage and in others cited below, there are no important difierences
between the wording of the New York Edition and the version published in 188 l.

8. Portrait, Chapter XII (Ill, 145).
9. Portrait, Chapter VI (111, 69).
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Yet there is good reason to suspect the intentions of a would-be 
"historian" who ·sees fit to begin his tale in "the perfect middle of a 
splendid summer· afternoon . . . a little eternity . . . an eternity of 
pleasure." He soon reveals that the immemorial order he admires is 
incapable of supporting anything but a tea party. Far from providing a 
secure framework for a comedy of youthful .folly and adult wisdom, the 
social world of the Portrait is populated by ailing people. 1'heir deep
seated malaise is summarized by the invalid Ralph Touchett: "There's 
something the matter with us all. " 1 All of them are in quest of value, 
meaning, a ground for life. They do not profoundly question the social 
scheme in which they find themselves, but neither. do they have any 
profound loyalty to it. Instead, they more or less ineptly work out in
dividual values through the "circumstances" given to· them. The ground 
that they either avowedly miss or too stridently claim can be described 
in various ways-as knowledge, or love, or freedom. They want to 
believe that they are in touch with truth, with each other, and with 
hu1nan possibility. But it is freedom that most preoccupies them. All 
have this aim in cornmon-Lord Warburton, the aristocratic radical; 
Caspar Goodwood, the free enterprise industrialist; Ralph Touchett, the 
libertine of fancy; Henrietta Stackpole, the enfranchised woman; Mrs. 
Touchett, the crotchety lady of independent means; and old Mr. Tou
chett, the Franklinesque Yankee. At the same time, the circumstances 
in which they are enmeshed distort or wholly destroy the value they 
seek. The free will of Goodwood is ironically inverted into a rigid, 
mechanical personal manner and the service of his industrial machine; 
the "independent" Mrs. Touchett is reduced to social superstitions and 
ritual observances; Warburton vacillates absurdly between his political 
libertarianism and the inbred habits of a great landowner; in Henrietta 
the breath of the prairies is transformed into journalistic cliches; Ralph 
Touchett feels free to claim nothing but the freedon1 of irony itself. In 
short, we are in a late-nineteenth-century milieu, where life still defines 
itself primarily in social terms and yet society, as such, is no longer 
serving as an effectual medium of value. Only old Mr. Touchett, despite 
his unhappy marriage, has moral stability, and he himself points out 
that he is the relic of another age. 

Isabel Archer irrupts onto this scene as a harbinger of meaning in 
life. If freedom is what her acquaintances most distinctly yearn for, it 
is what her own life of "consciousness" or "imagination" most distinctly 
gives her-what James elsewhere called "a strong and special implication 
of liberty. "2 Even while the narrator is still apparently aiming at a comedy 
of acculturation, he begins to transpose his story into another key. Like 
the circle of people around lsabel 1 he is fascinated by her conviction of 
inner possibilities, the birthright of "consciousness"; and he has access 
1. Portrait, Chapter XIV (III, 191).
2. The Art of the Novel; 292.
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to something more than the others-the very process of her self
awareness, her unfolding image of her own imaginative life. In this 
light, her whimsical twists and turns of behavior and opinion are no 
longer reducible to the vagaries of an inexperienced girl. They manifest 
"her visions of a completed consciousness," her tentative, shifting per
spectives on her destiny as an imaginative being. 3 Concurrently, there 
is a decisive change of direction in the plot of the Portrait. While the 
narrator broods over lsabel-''translating" the "little concerns" of a social 
non-entity into James's "highest terms"-Ralph Touchett follows suit 
and presents her with a fortune in order (as he says) to enable her "to 
meet the requirements of [her] imagination" and thereby to meet his. 4

By putting monetary power, the foundation of the social order, at her 
imaginative disposal, he "place[s] the centre of the subject"-not only 
for the narrator but for all beholders-squarely "in the young woman's 
own consciousness." She, rather than Cardencourt or London or Paris 
or Florence or Rome, becomes the true scene of the story, and the 
uppermost question is what shape her imaginative consciousness will 
impose upon a social world which she is free to establish around herself. 

The result, however, is disastrous, and on a scale far beyond the mere 
penalties of "folly" that we have been led to expect on another plane. 
Beginning as social comedy and modulating into a sort of comedy of 
triumphant consciousness, the Portrait soon reveals a further logic. The 
comedy of consciousness gives way to a tale of an evil fate. Both the 
effete world of social "circumstances" and the range of Isabel's imagi
nation are being redefined even as they are presented to us. Two new 
characters-Madame Merle and Gilbert Osmond-give a very different 
coloration to the social milieu. Like the restive people whom we meet 
at the beginning of the book, these two are products of a declining social 
order; but they batten on the decay-in them, the prevalent malaise 
has been resolved by a cynical accommodation to conventional values 
and the mechanics of power. Meanwhile, Isabel's "implication of liberty" 
is being heavily qualified. Instead of the redemptive imagination that 
Ralph attributes to her, capable of converting the world· into the medium 
of its O\vn freedom, the narrator can credit her only with a much more 
limited faculty, self-absorbed, fearful of others, and afflicted with a 
positive "capacity for ignorance. " 5 Measured by her response to Madame 
Merle and Osmond, Isabel stands convicted of the "romantic" vice which 
is implicit in her imaginative virtue: she is lost in "the beautiful circuit 
and subterfuge of ... thought and ... desire," free only in the sense 
that her consciousness of ''real" conditions, the "related, ... measurable 
state" of ordinary human experience, is minimal. 6 In the preface to the 

3. Portrait, Chapter XII (III, 143).
4. Portrait. Chapter XVIII (III, 261, 265).
5. Portrait, Chapter XIX (Ill, 284).
6. For James's distinction between the "romantic" and the "real," see The Art of the Novel, 31-

33.
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Portrait, there are hints of this developn1ent, suggestions that the "des
tiny" claimed by Isabel as a free consciousness is but the obverse of her 
"fate." But the preface goes no further. As spelled out in the book, and 
finally sealed by her marriage to Osmond, the specific fate of Isabel is 
to be a consciousness which is a good deal less than total in an exploitative 
world which is far more rigidly determined and determinative than 

· anything she has earlier rejected in Warburton and Goodwood. The
subject of the book is more than ever centered in her, but now the
subject, pondered by Ralph at a distance and by the narrator from close
at hand, is the pathos of one who has been called to a task out of all
proportion to her gifts. Once resistant to a11 social definition, James's
heroine of consciousness is doomed to betray herself and to be
betrayed-not merely to fail in her quest for freedom but to be "ground
in the very mill of the conventional. "7

With many variations, this is a direction which the later Jamesian 
novel of consciousness was often to take. There is much of the pathetic 
fate of Isabel Archer in the doom of such figures as Fleda Vetch of The 
Spoils of Poynton, Lambert Strether of The Ambassadors, or Milly Theale 
of The Wings of the Dove. But James would hardly have seen the makings 
of a "big subject" in the character of Isabel if the ultimate meaning he 
could find in her had been no more than the pathos of a defeated 
consciousness in a decadent society. From beneath both the comedy 
and the pathos of the book there gradually emerges a theme that is hard 
and grim, yet grimly affirmative-the outline of a tragedy of conscious
ness. Unfamiliar and disconcerting, this tragic theme almost forcibly 
intrudes itself upon the narrator, as in the following passage, just after 
Gilbert Osmond has made his first declaration of love to Isabel: 

What had happened was something that for a week past her imag
ination had been going forward to meet; but here, when it came, 
she stopped-that sublime principle somehow broke down. The 
working of this young lady's spirit was strange, and I can only give 
it to you as I see it, not hoping to make it seem altogether natural. 
Her imagination, as I say, now hung back: there was a last vague 
space it couldn't cross-a dusky, uncertain tract which looked am
biguous and even slightly treacherous, like a moorland seen in the 
winter twilight. But she was to cross it yet. 8

Here the majestic self-assurance of the speaker in the early chapters of 
the Portrait has receded as far into the past as the rich estate of Gar
dencourt where Isabel made her first appearance at ''the perfect middle 
of a .. . sum1ner afternoon." His old coordinates have gone; he cannot 
hope "to make it seem altogether natural." And the Lady he portrays 
-neither a consciousness fatally enmeshed in a social order nor a trium-

7. Portrait, Chapter LIV (JV, 415). Cf. Notebooks, 15.
8. Portrait, Chapter XXIX (IV, 22f. ).
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phant consciousness freely reshaping the world around her-is con
fronted with the strangeness of her own nature. She is more than ever 
a world unto herself, for the very "happening'' she rejects (Osmond's 
declaration) is what she herself has conceived and invited. The "working 
of ... [her] spirit" has become the proving ground for whatever values 
can arise in the wor)d of the book; her imagination is the sole measure 
of reality. But her imagination now opens out upon a tragic landscape 
where all choices are suspect. She finds herself conceiving (and des
perately rejecting) an inner world of inverted liberty-a barren moorland 
without landmarks, a twilight realm of conflicting purposes, the "dusky, 
uncertain tract" of an imagination that founders on itself. 

Eventually, as the narrator foretells, she will not only glimpse it but 
"cross" it in the sense of accepting it and locating herself in it, thereby 
attaining a stature in the winter twilight of consciousness that she never 
had on summer afternoons at Gardencourt. To "cross" the dusky tract 
is not to pass beyond it, as she attempts in her marriage to Osmond, 
which only postpones it by "brush[ing] away numberless questions. "9

But to take her stand at the treacherous center of her consciousness, as 
she does in defying Osmond, is at least to escape from his "house of 
darkness," the mill of the conventional, where all values go dead. 1 What 
saves her from him, and will presumably sustain her after she returns 
to him at the end, is the posture she adopts in the dim world of her 
midnight meditation, "the best thing in the book." It is the posture of 
a mind whose every movement brings the very grounds of its movement 
into question, but which nevertheless moves, exploring the desert of its 
own uncertainty. Unlike James's later protagonists-notably Maggie 
Verver of The Golden Bowl-Isabel arrives at this standpoint slowly and 
unwillingly. Only at the last instant does she completely turn away from 
"the infinite vista of a multiplied life"-the "romantic'' imagination 
which has exposed her to the doom of the romantic2-and embrace the 
perilous freedom of an embattled_consciousness. Nevertheless, the great 
discovery of the Por:trait, the discovery fundamental to James's later 
fiction, was that "plac[ing] the centre of the subject in ... [her] con
sciousness" meant most when it meant that. 

As time went on, James had a greater and greater need for this shift 
of center and for giving it as much significance as he could. Exactly in 
the degree that he was enamoured of social phenomena-"the color, 
the relief, the expression, the surface, the substance of the human 
spectacle"3-and precisely because he believed that such things were 
the proper language of fiction, his awa�eness of the deterioration of public 
values in the modern world was acute. Simply by using this social 

9. Portrait, Chapter XXXV (IV, 82).
l, PortrQt( ) Chaptet X.LU (lV, l <}6).
2. Portrait, Chapter XLII (IV, 189).
3. "The Art of Fiction," Partial Portraits ( 1888). reprinted in The Future of the Novel, ed. Leon

Ede), New York, 1956, 14.
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language faithfully, he repeatedly disclosed the spiritual impoverishment 
of the society around him. The novel of consciousness was his response. 
By inventing "supersubtle" creatures, as he pointed out, he was not 
merely indulging his own "romantic" tendency, not even when these 
figures themselves were haplessly "romantic" in their cast of mind and 
their fate. In a world that was too senselessly immersed in the "real" 
even to produce salient victims, his projections of "consciousness'' had 
a very "real" function. They were an exercise of "operative irony," an 
"aid given to true meanings to be born," a "high and helpful public 
and, as it were, civic use of the imagination. "4 A profounder way to 
meet the bankruptcy of public meanings, howe\'er, was to take the inner 
world as its tr3gic counterpart rather than its ironic opposite. Beginning 
with Isabel Archer, James had in view a protagonist whose "inward life" 
would be the other side of that social tapestry in which the threads were 
rotting away. And on this side of the fabric he postulated a struggle to 
make a sense which could no longer be read in the social signs. "Con
sciousness," deprived of every reference-point except its own intrinsic 
freedom, could only be fatally inconclusive, but it might also be tragically 
heroic. Something of that sort was what he was ultimately proposing 
when he undertook to make a Lady out of the "mere slim shade of [a) 
... presumptuous girl." 

LOUIS AUCHINCLOSS 

The International Situation: The Portrait of a Ladyt 

It has always seemed curious to me that one of the most discussed aspects 
of James's fiction should be the "international situation." I have never 
seen what there was to be said about his treatment of this theme after 
one has noted that his .American characters are high-minded and naive 
and are taken advantage of by their more worldly European acquain
tances. James' s American girls abroad, his Daisy Millers and Francie 
Dossons, may be charming creatures, but I do not even think that he 
deserves the whole credit for introducing them into literature. Caroline 
Spalding in Anthony Trollope's He Knew He Was Right made her 
appearance long before Bessie Alden in "An International Episode," and 
she anticipates all of the latter's principal cha1 acteristics. 

It also seems to me that James is playing a private game in some of 
these stories. He had had his share of snubs in Victorian society (which 
must have cu\t\vated an:ogance to a degree aln1ost inconceivable to us).,

4. The Art of the Novel, 222, 223, 224.
t From Reading Henry James (Minneapolis: U of Minnesota P, 1975), pp. 56-70. Copyright

] 975 by the University of Minnesota. Reprinted by permission. 
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and he enjoyed paying back the nobility by having his Yankee heroines 
turn down their sons and heirs. Bessie Alden rejects the heir to a duke
dom, and Isabel Archer in The Portrait of a Lady declines the honor of 
becoming Lady Warburton. When "An International Episode" first ap
peared James was candidly delighted with the way British readers resented 
Bessie Alden's democratic assumptions. Yet he was never one to overdefy 
his chosen countrymen, and he sounded a cautious note in a letter to 
his mother: "It seems to me myself that I have been very delicate; but 
I shall keep off dangerous ground in future. It is an entirely new sensation 
for them (the people here) to be (at all delicately) ironized or satirized, 
from the American point of view . . . " 

To my thinking the comparison of American with European values 
brought out the most superficial side of James. All his life he was to 
harp on the "tone of time," the great European cultural advantage, yet 
in most of his instances this "time" does not take one back much earlier 
than the eighteenth century, which had, after all, its American coun
terpart. The culture in which James encased himself, literary, artistic, 
and even architectural, was usually not more ancient than that. Another 
elen1ent that he emphasized was the "thinness" of the American air as 
contrasted to the richness of the European. One presumes that he was 
referring to the cultural atmosphere-although there are instances where 
he appears to be actually speaking of the air he breathes-and certainly 
it is true that the American field of letters and arts was bleak compared 
to that of England and France at the time of his initial expatriation, but 
he clouds his distinctions by continually confusing "culture" with the 
picturesque ways in which the British upper class amused itself. Some
how hunting and riding and weekending and dinner partying seemed 
to strike James as parts of the cultural scene. The fact that he had a 
sharp eye for the shoddy in the English aristocracy did not keep him 
from losing his head over the beauty of the right kind of peer with the 
right kind of tradition in the right kind of castle. There are moments 
when his vision of England seems as bland as a travel poster. 

Now, of course, in his own life (as· opposed to that of his characters) 
he did not live exclusively in the social world. When he went to Paris 
and London he cultivated the literary figures of the day. In Paris, as a 
young man, he made the acquaintance of Zola, Daudet, Maupassant, 
Bourget, and Flaubert. In London he met George Eliot and Tennyson. 
Over a long life I estimate that he knew, with some degree of intimacy, 
1nore em�nent men and women of letters, from Thackeray to Ezra 
Pound, than any other writer in literary history. The literary world 
provided a continual and necessary balance to the millionaires and the 
peerage. But this balance is not provided for the characters in the early 
1nternationa\ ta\es. As a result they seem constant\y absorbed in petty 
activities. 

The baroness in The Europeans is bothered by the fact that there are 
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not more servants in the entrance halls of American hotels. She tries to 
make herself at home in a Boston suburb by spreading shawls over the 
furniture. Daisy Miller causes a scandal in Rome by a ·nocturnal visit 
to the Colosseum with an Italian escort, unchaperoned. Isabel Archer 
is reproved by her aunt for wanting to sit up at night in the drawing 
room with two gentlemen, of whom one is her own first cousin, after 
her hostess has retired. And when characters of different nationalities 
converse it is almost always aoout the tighter line of class distinctions 
drawn to the east of the Atlantic. 

I do not question the accuracy of these observations about rules of 
conduct. I question their importance. For people in society do not live 
by their own social principles unless it suits them. They show little 
consistency. If there is a reason for liking Daisy Miller, they will pooh
pooh her walks in the Colosseum or look the other way. If there is a 
reason for disliking her, they will cut her dead. Proust understood this 
as no other novelist has· ever understood it. Jan1es came in time to be 
vaguely aware of it, but he never liked it. He considered that manners 
had deteriorated, and he saw this deterioration as symptomatic of a 
general cultural decline. In manners and morals, he was always a tre
mendous conservative. 

But James usually knew what was wrong with his work. When he 
sensed triviality in a theme, he put his foot down hard on the moral 
pedal. To complicate the oversimplicity of these bright, sparkling, but 
superficial tales, he introduced stern ethical judgments. The American 
ingenue is seen as not merely more democratic and freer than the 
Europeans whom she encounters; she is purer and more honest. If she 
is headstrong, naive, abrupt, even blunt, she is also shiningly, incon
trovertibly good. If she is made unhappy, or even done to death, by a 
cynical, dirty-minded old Europe, it is a tragedy. Good against evil, the 
brave New World against the wicked Old, such is the melodramatic 
international conflict as James conceived it. "Madame de Mauves" is 
the earliest example of this. The American heroine's only fault is that 
she is naively romantic; her French husband's only virtue is that he 
ultimately commits suicide after perversely and belatedly falling in love 
with her. 

My trouble is that I do not believe in any of it, and I wonder if James 
really did. I suppose that there were Daisy Millers in Rome in his day, 
but I doubt that any of them died of snubs. James was soon enough to 
see his rich compatriots as predators, prowling about a crumbling Europe 
and bearing off masterpieces. He thought that the situation had changed. 
Maybe it was simply that his angle of vision had improved. But the 
redeeming thing about his overconcern with the "international situation" 
was that 1\ produced The Portrait of a Lady. The explanation of the 
paradox that so deep a work of fiction should spring from so shallow a 
subject is that the subject provides the novel with no more than its 



THE INTERNATIONAL SITUATION: THE PORTRAIT OF A UDY 723 

starting point. James went on to ponder questions which had a good 
deal to do with his characters being American but much less to do with 
their being international. Isabel Archer1s tragedy might almost have been 
acted out in New York. 

We can see a forecast of this �n "Daisy Miller." All the ladies who 
condemn Daisy for going about Rome unchaperoned with Mr. Gio
vanelli are Americans. Perhaps an uneasy sense of social inferiority to 
Italian noble families n1akes them more censorious of a nonconforming 
countrywon1an than they would have been at home, but on� imagines 
that they did their share of staring from carriages on Fifth Avenue as 
well as on the Corso. Daisy Miller might have been snubbed in a drawing 
room on Gramercy Park and died of a cold caught in the Rambles. The 
essence of the story lies more in her innocent naivete than in her exposure 
to Europe. The drama of the story lies in the opposition of Americans 
to A1nericans, not Americans to Europeans. Daisy is a goose, however 
charming a one, not to recognize that there are people-of every 
nationality-who believe that flirtation implies sexual intercourse. We 
certainly believe it today. 

James stacked the cards against Daisy. Would Mrs. Walker really have 
turned her back on the poor girl at her own party? What saves the story 
is that James realizes that he has stacked the cards, and out of the 
adjustment required by this realization springs the unique· quality of the 
piece. What Daisy dies of is not the �isapproval of society, about which 
she cares not a hoot, but the disapproval of the priggish Winterbourne, 
whom she loves. Everything depends on Daisy's death. In a longer work 
the coincidence of her fatal fever coming at the same time as her dis
appointed passion would not be acceptable. For had Daisy recovered 
from her fever, she would easily have overcome Winterbourne's reser
vations, and there would have been a happy ending. This would have 
been banal, as can be seen in the dull little play into which James 
converted his charming story. "Daisy Miller" depends utterly on its brief, 
vivid snapshots of Daisy and the pathetic climax of her extinction. 

Although all the action of The Portrait of a Lady ( except for a brief 
chapter in Albany) takes place in England, France, and Italy, the char
acters, except for Lord Warburton, are all Americans. Isabel Archer, 
Caspar Goodwood, and Henrietta Stackpole are Americans of origin and 
upbringing who are having their first adult European experience as the 
novel commences. Mr. and Mrs. Touchett are Americans who have 
lived in Europe all their adult lives but who have been reared at home 
and have preserved their essential American characteristics. Ralph 
Touchett, their son, has lived all his life in England, but has kept in 
touch with his native land. He is the one true cosmopolitan of the novel. 
Edward Rosier, Madame Merle, Gilbert Osmond, and the Countess 
Gemini, on the other hand, are Americans who have ceased to think 
of America or to take the smallest interest in their birthplace. They have 
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been Europeanized without ever entirely belonging to Europe. What 
James has done by setting these characters against a backdrop of London, 
Florence, and Rome is to put different facets of the American character 
into higher relief than he could have done with an American situs. From 
a strictly artistic point of view I have always regretted the British na
tionality of Lord Warburton. Impenitently, I see him as a younger 
American banking partner of Mr. Touchett. 

Isabel is, of course, the victim of a plot. The clever Madame Merle 
induces her indolent and selfish ex-lover, Gilbert Osmond, to court her 
so that he may obtain her fortune and endow Pansy, the bastard daughter 
of Osmond and Madame Merle. And Isabel's fortune, which so proves 
her undoing, is the result of another, if kinder plot. Ralph Touchett has 
induced his father to leave it to Isabel because, as a beneficent but too 
curious invalid, he wants to see what she will do with "a little wind in 
her sails." So one might say that Isabel is the victim of a double con
spiracy: one, an old-fashioned mercenary scheme of the European sort 
and the other, a naive but perverse American form of pastime. But the 
person who really ties the cords of Isabel's fate is Isabel herself. And this 
is the essence of the novel. 

She is the loveliest and most appealing of all James's heroines. She 
is very fine, very straight, totally honest, and candid to a fault, and she 
has a charm which captivates every other character as well as the reader. 
Isabel has a high sense that she 111ust be prepared for her destiny
whatever that destiny may be. She has no great opinion of her own 
capacities, but she appreciates that she is not made of common materials. 
She apprehends that she may be reserved for something, if not necessarily 
illustrious, at least rather fine. She does not for a minute assume that 
it will be happy. Indeed a certain anticipation of her doom appears to 
hang about her from the beginning. It is this which gives her her es
pecially American flavor. 

Success crowds in on her, jostles her. Her rich aunt, Mrs. Touchett, 
swoops down to take her off to Europe. Caspar Goodwood, a brave 
young textile manufacturer, follows her with passionate proposals of 
marriage. Her cousin Ralph devotes all his waking thoughts to her. Lord 
Warburton offers to make her his viscountess. Her uncle bequeaths her 
a fortune. Remarkably, James makes Isabel's success quite credible; she 
seems- to offer to each new acquaintance precisely what he or she most 
needs. But Isabel does not care for easy successes. They seem crude, 
perhaps obvious to her. She has a kind of hubris about the gifts of the 
gods. The smashing forcefulness of Caspar Goodwood, the high social 
position of Lord Warburton, the glitter of her own inherited wealth
these things make her uneasy. She cannot believe that her fate is so 
simple. She te11s Lore\ Warburton that she wou\d be trying to escape it 
if she marries him. "I can't escape unhappiness," she declares. She 
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confesses to her cousin Ralph that Warburton is too perfect and that his 
perfection would irritate her. 

She must give as well as take
1 

then, in the strange· romantic destiny 
that she dimly descries. Of course, it need not be a "successful" fate, 
by simple American or English standards. And when Madame Merle 
guides her to Gilbert Osmond, poor Isabel sees in his love of art and 
beauty, in his seeming scorn of the wor�d, in his very idleness, the 
independence of a great mind which has cast aside the trappings of the 
workaday existence of busy American industrialists and of politically 
minded British peers. Osmond, surrounded by his perfect pictures and 
bibelots on the top of his hill beside Florence, makes even the best 
natured of her good-natured friends seem shallow. "He was like a scep
tical voyager strolling on the beach while he waited for the tide, looking 
seaward yet not putting to sea. It was in all this that she had found her 
occasion. She would launch his boat for him; she would be his provi
dence; it would be a good thing to love him." 

I know of no finer passages in all of James than those where he 
uncovers the true character of Osmond and the terrible disillusionment 
of Isabel. The fact that he has already indicated the wrongness of her 
choice, not only through direct glimpses of Osmond but through the 
unanimous adverse opinion of aI1 Isabel's friends, somehow does not 
make her horror on encountering the "mansion" of her husband's mental 
habitation an anticlimax: "It was the house of darkness, the house of 
dumbness, the house of suffocation. Osmond's beautiful mind gave it 
neither light nor air; Osmond's beautiful mind indeed seemed to peep 
down from a small high window and mock her." 

And what of the vulgar world from which Osmond had seemed so 
carefully to remove himself, from which they were to live unspotted? 
This base, ignoble world, it appears, "was after all what one was to live 
for; one was to keep it for ever in one's eye, in order not to enlighten 
or convert or redeem it, but to extract from it some recognition of one's 
own superiority." Everything that Osmond does is pose. "His life on his 
hilltop at Florence had been the conscious attitude of years. His solitude, 
his ennui, his love for his daughter, his good manners, his bad manners, 
were so many features of a mental image constantly present to him as 
a model of impertinence and mystification." 

Isabel's acceptance of her fate is explained in the title. She sees the 
deceit and the entrapment, but she also sees that she has made a choice. 
"When a woman has made such a mistake, there was only one way to 
repair it-to accept it." Her friends think that she must .fear her sinister 
husband, but the wonderful thing about Isabel is that she is n·ot in the 
least afraid of him. She is afraid only of the ugliness of a public rupture 
of her n1arriage, ·of demonstrating her private failure to the world. How
ever misguided this may seem to our century-and indeed it seemed so 
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to many readers in the last-one cannot deny that Isabel's sticking to 
her wretched home and to her wretched stepdaughter shows a certain 
high style. Nor is she in the ]east subservient to Osmond. She crosses 
his wishes whenever she deems it right to do so, as when she interferes 
between his daughter Pansy and Lord Warburton and when she goes to 
Ralph's deathbed in England. She is always perfectly direct and honest 
with Osmond. But she has agreed to be his wife before the world, and 
this she will be while she has breath in her body. For better or worse. 
That was to be a ]ady in her time. 

Isabel's pathetic plight, as I have said, is American in its particular 
combination of romantic idealism with a willingness to suffer, even an 
expectation of suffering. She is a dupe, but such a lovely one and such 
a splendidly good sport, so square in admitting her own folly, that her 
being "put in a cage," as her cousin expresses it, is even more heart
breaking than if she had not made love to her destiny. But the evil that 
confronts her, the evil that captures her-is it European? Madame Merle 
wishes to convert Isabel's fortune into a dower for her daughter, and 
Osmond wishes to use this same money to build the lavish setting for 
his ultimate pose. But might such a pair not have operated in New 
York? Nineteenth-century Manhattan had more than its share of such 
adventurers. There is, of course, a suaveness and a style about the 
conspirators that seems more European than )'� ankee, but I suggest that 
Madame Merle and Osmond represent integral parts of the American 
psyche. 

The most important reason, to my mind, for setting the novel in 
Europe is simply that the visual background provides the same rich 
charge to Isabel's imagination that it did to James's own. The drama of 
an American girl with the world at her feet was more exciting in the 
1870s if that world was the glittering Old World· rather than the still raw 
New. Furthermore, it is difficult to see how a dilettante in New York 
could have captured Isabel's fancy in quite the same way as could a 
dilettante living in Florence. One does not im1nediately see Osmond in 
a small flat on Washington Square filled with bibelots, taking Isabel on 
a guided tour through the still exiguous collection at the newly founded 
Metropolitan Museum of Art. No, it is better to see him in his hilltop 
abode with a beautiful Florence, which he thoroughly understands, at 
his feet. 

When I say that the Portrait of a Lady is not, properly speaking, an 
international novel, I mean that the contrast of manners and mores no 
longer has the importance that it had in the earlier stories. Isabel adapts 
herself to European standards with almost no trouble at all. She has 
one brief scene, already cited, with her aunt about sitting up in the 
drawing room with two gentlemen after Mrs. T ouchett has retired, but 
unlike Daisy Miller she wisely gives in to her aunt. She knows that these 
small conventions make little difference. To defy them is to make too 
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much of them. James in 188 l had come to recognize that transatlantic 
distinctions were slight enough to be left to the minor characters. Hen
rietta Stackpole who insists on them in every paragraph where she appears 
is a ridiculous character, almost a caricature. James's sense of her im
portance is summed up in the scene where she asks Lord Warburton if 
the silver cross which his sister is wearing is a badge of rank. He tells 
her, straight-faced, that it is a decoration always worn by the eldest 
daughters of viscounts. 

After the Portrait of a Lady James continued, almost out of habit, as 
it were, with his international romances. But he was constrained more 
and more to make them matters of comedy. In "Pandora" the foreign 
observer in Washington who cannot make out the different gradations 
of the American social posihons is an absurd German count whom the 
reader is not expected to take seriously. In "The Siege of London" Mrs. 
Headway, \vho batters her way into London society to marry a peer, is 
hardly a credible character. She comes from the West and has been 
married so many times that nobody can count the number of her hus
bands. James can hardly have expected his reader to accept for true the 
proposition that Lord Demesne's family would permit such an alliance 
without checking the woman1s antecedents in some way more thorough 
than merely querying one man who has known her. 

"Lady Barbarina," unlike the last two mentioned tales, is thoroughly 
serious, but it is not a real-life situation. It is a hypothesis. James has 
set himself the exercise of reversing the usual international title purchase. 
Instead of an American heiress buying a marquess, he would invent an 
American heir buying a marquess's daughter. Ch�istopher Newman in 
The American had tried and failed, but James had become convinced 

· that in that book he had exaggerated the pride of the Bellegardes and
their reluctance to "cash in." He would try again.

Apparently, up to 1888, no daughter of a great English peer had·

married an American. The two English noblewomen whom James sends 
to New York are sisters: Lady Barbarina, the elder, becomes the wife of 
a rich American doctor, Jackson Lemon ( why that name?), and Lady 
Agatha goes to America to keep her company. One certainly cannot 
deny the verisimilitude of their types. "Lady Barb" is the stolid, un
movable, unimpressed, stubborn, utterly British female aristocrat who 
sulks when removed from the country house and hunting field and 
refuses to admit the very existence of any values but her own. There 
were plenty of her type in the nineteenth century. There are even a few 
left today. And Lady Agatha is equally credible as her opposite, the 
reckless, feckless, breathless English noblewoman who adores everything 
that is wildest and wooliest in the American West and elopes with an 
adventurer she believes to be a sort of co\vboy. But the story has the 
ennui attached to an impossible task. There is nothing under the sun 
that Jackson Lemon can do to make his dull wife like New York, and 
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one feels that he should have seen this himself from the beginning. It 
is a kind of cautionary tale to warn American millionaires away from 
the London- matrimonial market. But is it fair? Jackson Lemon might 
have made a success of a marriage to Lady Agatha. Only a nincompoop 
would have married her sister. 

Finally, as a kind of envoi to the international romance, there is the 
beautiful little novella The Reverberator in which James returned to his 
happiest method of dealing with this subject. As with "Daisy Miller" 
and The Portrait of a Lady he concentrated on Americans in Europe 
meeting other Americans in Europe, the difference between them con
sisting essentially (but by no means entirely) in the length of their ex
posure to "abroad." In The Reverberator Mr. Dosson and his two 
daughters, Delia and Francie, are American to the core. With respect 
to the father, at least, it is too late for the European experience to find 
the smallest fissure through which to enter his being. The Proberts, on 
the other hand, hav� lived in France so long that they have become 
totally Gallicized. The three daughters have all married French nobles, 
and the father, like Mr. Dosson, is beyond the possibility of any new 
national conversion. The love of Francie and Gaston is the only possible 
link between the two families, and it is a highly precarious (?ne. When 
Francie exposes the Proberts' darkest secrets to her newspaper reporter 
friend, Mr. Flack, the breach is quick and final. Gaston must break 
with his family to marry her. Happily, he does not hesitate. 

What gives to the tale its peculiar tensity is the heightened animosity 
of civil conflict. If the Proberts had been really French, they might have 
forgiven Francie her American indiscretion. And if they had not been 
American, Francie and her father and sister would not have so bitterly 
resented the Proberts' indignation and snobbishness. The crunch of the 
situation is a class crunch, rather than an international one. The Proberts 
look down on the Dossons, way down, and the Dossons would like to 
know who the hell the Proberts think they are. It is an American situation 
with American resentments, and Paris, where, as Oscar Wilde said, 
good Americans go when they die, is peculiarly the right setting for it. 



WILLIAM VEEDER 

The Portrait of a Lackt 

... and indeed [I] have a strong impression that I didn't at any moment quite know 
what I was writing about: I am sure I couldn't otherwise have written so much. 

-Henry James

Despite the evident fact that he was a male child in a family of seven 
Jameses, young Henry found the truest representation of his self in the 
figures of the orphan and the woman. Both figures respond to the threat of 
extirpation that James felt menacing him &om within his home and 
throughout his society. As a defense against and a compensation for his 
situation, James engaged in a recurring fantasy which he recognized as a 
child, deployed as a novelist, and discussed in his autobiography. In order 
to explain how this core fantasy and its attendant anxieties helped shape

his first major masterpiece, The Portrait of a Lady, I will begin with the 
autobiographical volumes, A Small Boy and Others and Notes of a Son 
and Brother. 1 Here James sets forth three of the most important things 
represented in The Portrait-the negating threat of transience and mor
tality, the realization that men as well as women are marked by emascula
tion and lack, and the Jamesian defenses against and compensations for 
such a situation. Taken together., the autobiography and The Portrait help 
reflect James's precarious but tenacious sense of himself, for in each text he 
both manifests his sense of negativity as the prime sign of the human condi
tion and defines a fantasy to deal with a sense of lack so endemic. 

Core Fantasy: Defense and Compensation 

A Small Boy reveals James's indulgence in what Freud would call Family 
Romance. 2 "I seemed to have been constantly eager to exchange my lot 

t From New Essays on The Portrait of a Lady, ed. Joel Porte (Cambridge: Cambridge U. Press, 
1990), pp. 95-12 l. Reprinted by permission of Cambridge U. Press. 

l. Henry James, A Small Boy and Others (New York: Charles Scribner's Sons, 1913); Notes of
a Son and Brother (New York: Charles Scribner's Sons, 1914). All subsequent references to
these volumes will be included in the text, preceded by the abbreviation SB or NSB. Since
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for that of somebody else'' (SB 175). In Freud this exchange involves 
replacing father and mother with such figures as the King and Queen. 
Young Henry James comes closest to this classic version of the fantasy 
when he describes with empathy and even envy the Prince Imperial, 
the baby son of Napoleon III, "borne forth for his airing or his progress 
to Saint-Cloud in the splendid coach that gave a glimpse of appointed 
and costumed nursing breasts and laps, and beside which the �ent-gardes, 
all light-blue and silver and intensely erect quick jolt, rattled-with pistols 
raised and cocked" (SB 3 32). The nursing breasts and the cocked pistols 
represent well the Imperial Parents of fantasy. They do not, however, 
constitute the staple of James's family romance. His is more bizarre. 

In describing a cousin, Henry exults that "this genial girl, like her 
brother

1 
was in the grand situation of having no home" (SB 188). The 

homeless orphan: here is the ideal. In James' s negative version of the 
family romance, parents are replaced not by monarchs but by corpses 
-or rather, by absences. "I think my first childish conception of the
enviable lot, formed amid these associations, was to be little fathered or
mothered" (SB 14 ). 3 What in Henry James would prompt so bizarre a
family romance? Like all fantasies, James' s is both a defense and a
compensation. So, I can rephrase my question: what is James defending
himself against? An immediate answer is his parents. Another answer
-less obvious but with finally more explanatory power-is his society.
Underlying both answers is a complex anxiety about negation which
relates orphanhood to James' s sense of "woman."

To explain why young Henry would want to extirpate his parents, we 
must recognize the complex threat that Henry Sr. and Mary Walsh 
James presented. Each parent was at once lethal and ineffectual. The 
lethalness of Henry Sr. surfaces in a note in Emerson's diary. "Henry 
James said to me, he wished sometimes the lightning would strike his 
wife and children out of existence ... "4 Emerson goes on to add James's 
explanation: ". . . and he should have to suffer no more from loving 
them." But we may wonder. And a small boy may have wondered too. 
Everywhere he looked, death was proving how ephemeral life was. "Our 
father's family was to offer such a chronicle of early deaths, arrested 
careers, broken promises, orphaned children115 that James could con
clude: "so few of those that brushed by my childhood had been other 
than a tinkling that suddenly stop�d" (SB 77). 

3. James returns obsessively to the idyllic state of the orphan: the "rare radiance of privation"
experienced by cousin Gus (SB 173), "the undomesticated character at its highest" enjoyed
by cousin Bob (SB 188).

4. Ralph Barton Perry, .The Thought and Character of William James (Boston: Little, Brown,
1935), vol. 1, p. 3.

5. James repeatedly specifies his various fated cousins: Minny Temple, "radiant and rare," was
"extinguished in her fust youth'� {SB\ 1); cous1n Gus Ba\cer, uas by a sharp prevision, snatched
what gaiety he might from a life cut shorf' (SB 172); cousin Vernon was "the most interesting
surely in all the troop of our young kinsmen early baffled and gathered" (SB 389); Vernon's
sister too was doomed "prematurely to die'� (SB 395), like the Pendleton's "so sturdily handsome,
little boy" (SB 377) and like J.J.'s sister, who "confirm(ed] the tradition, after all, by too early
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In the context of so transitory a family, a small boy might well wonder 
about a father who risked taking his five young children to Europe three 
times in a decade. The very ships that plied the Atlantic often went 
down like stones. "Since the wretched Arctic had gone down in mortal 
woe . . . her other companion, the Pacific, leaving England a few 
months later and under the interested eyes of our family group, then 
temporarily settled in London, was never heard of more" (SB 278). 
What Henry Jr. repeatedly returns to is the question of his father's very 
rationality. Virtually every year from the ages of six to sixteen he 
was placed in a different school. Phrases such as "rash failure" 
(SB 300), "my father's precipitate and general charity" (SB 300), "an 
effect of almost pathetic incoherence" (SB 302) reveal the danger a 
small boy sees in a paternal "optimism [which] begot precipitation" 
(SB 307). 

Young Henry needed self-protectiveness all the more because the 
expectable bulwark against his father's unconscious lethalness-his 
mother-proved startlingly ineffectual in the face of Henry Sr. 's mi
gratory urges. Instead of putting her foot down

t 
Mary went along with 

her husband, in every sense. The danger of maternal passivity is com
pounded by the other side of Mary's character-the aggressiveness of 
her smothering attentions to Henry. His defensive response is to re
articulate in young adulthood the family romance of his childhood. 
When "abjectly, fatally homesick" in London in 1869, Henry longs to 
lie "with my head in mother's lap and my feet in Alice's!"6 but such 
proximity would involve too immediate an involvement in family rela
tions. One reason why Henry is in London is to escape the smothering 
mother. Mary James knows this, of course: "Your life must need this [ my 
own] succulent, fattening element more than you know yourself. "7 What 
Henry knows about himself is that he must forego his cake and eat it too. 
So he gains dozens of pounds in London, the·n informs his mother 
that "I am as broad as I am long, as fat as a butter-tub and as red as a 
British materfamilias. "8 The once skinny son has thus incorporated 
maternal nurturance while escaping mother. London as "a good married 
matron" fosters "British stoutness. "9 Surrounding himself with a barrier 
of fat-"my flesh hangs over my waistband in huge bags" 1-Henry keeps 
the world at a distance. Obesity constitutes the physical equivalent of 

and woeful an end" (SB 193). James's own vulnerability to self negation is evident in his 
response to the famous taunt of his brother William(" 'I play with ooys who curse and swear!' "): 
"I had sadly to recognize that I didn't, that I couldn't pretend to have come to that yet. ... 
It wasn't that I mightn't have been drawn to the boys in question, but that I simply wasn't 
qualified" (SB 259, 260). 

6. Leon Edel, Henry fames. The Untried Years: 1843-1870 (Philadelphia: Lippincott, 1953),
p. 284.

J. \b,d.' p. '\1.
8 .. Leon E<lel, Henry James. The Conquest of London: 1870-1881 (Philadelphia: Lippincott, 

1962), p. 343.

9. Ede], Untried Years, pp. 295, 419.
l. Edel, Conquest of London, p. 343.
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his family romance of exclusion, especially with the Atlantic Ocean 
providing a supplementary moat to his wall of fat. 

To the danger posed by a smothering mother and an unconsciously 
destructive father, young Henry James" respo_pds in kind. He negates 
negating threats. His family romance kills the parents before they can 
get to him. 

But fantasies kill no one, of course. And even if they did, the threats 
to the small boy would not cease with the extirpation of his parents. 
Henry knows himself also vulnerable to forces from outside the home, 
from American society. In this larger realm is what I need to complete 
my definition of James' s sense of self. The "woman" as well as the 
"orphan" contributes to this self-image because James is marked irrev
ocably by his sense of the merging of male and female. Not only are 
both sexes at home dangerously one in their potential to negate, but 
both genders in society are dangerously one in. their negated actuality. 
James's family romance has to negate not only negating parents but also 
a negative cultural situation. 

Let me begin with a distinction between the genders-made 
sometimes by James himself and formulated succinctly by Edel
which is at vari.ance with my claim that men and women are one in 
negatio�. "Downtown was the world of the money-makers that he 
[James] didn't know and couldn't write about. Uptown represented lei
sure, largely feminine (since the males were Downtown making the 
money), and this world was useable in his books. "2 The word "largely" 
is unobtrusive in Edel's sentence, but it is enormous for James's psyche. 
That the majority of males .in America were downtown earning money 
makes particularly threatening the fact that the majority of males in 
James's family were not. For Henry James the distinction downtown 
versus uptown does not square finally with man versus woman. He 
establishes 

that scarce aught but disaster could, in that so unformed and un
seasoned society, overtake young men who were in the least ex
posed. Not to have been immediately launched in business of a 
rigorous sort was to be exposed-in the absence I mean of some 
fairly abnormal predisposition to virtue: since it was a world so 
simply constituted that whatever wasn't business, or exactly an office 
or a "store," places in which peopl.e sat close and made money, 
was just simply pleasure, sought, and sought only, in places in 
which people got tipsy. (SB 48-9) 

Business, then, means life, and pleasure means disaster. Pleasure also 
means "woman." After establishing "the wondrous fact that ladies might 

2. Edel, Untried Years, p. 103.
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live for pleasure, pleasure always, pleasure alone," Henry focuses upon 
his Aunt Catherine, who "was distinguished for nothing whatever so 
much as for an insatiable love of the dance; that passion in which I 
think of the 'good,' the best, New York society of the time as having 
capered and champagned itself away" (SB 40). Woman is as evanescent 
as champagne bubbles, as transitory as waltz music. It is into this context 
that James introduces an emblematic couple, a doomed bride and groom. 
''It is at all events to the sound of fiddles and the popping of corks that 
I see even young brides, as well as young grooms ... vanish untimely" 
(SB 42). By turning the wedding waltz into the danse macabre, James 
is saying not so much that woman is doomed as that pleasure dooms 
everyone-groom as well as bride. "Exposed ... exposed" in the passage 
from pages 48-9 of A Small Boy has definitely a sexual intimation, a 
menace of castration. Castration here means being cut off from business, 
being exposed to the dangers of pleasure. 

Henry James understood what recent feminist scholars have insisted 
upon-that gender is socially produced. When his society equates busi
ness with life, it is defining "presence" in a way appropriate to bourgeois 
patriarchy: "man" = business = life = presence. Thus "woman" =

pleasure == death = absence/negation. This is why I say that "woman" 
as a gender construct is a social fate available to persons of either sex. 
In James' s America, a male who is not in business is feminine in gender 
because he is signed by, is singled out for, nonexistence. "Castration" 
marks not the anatomically female sex but a culturally effeminated 
group. 

Everything about young Henry James seemed to him to bespeak 
"woman." His principal sources of pleasure-art and Europe-lie out
side American capitalism. Artistic inclinations, for example, prove as 
fatal as champagne to men in the James. family. Cousin Bob 

seemed exposed, for his pleasure-if pleasure it was-and my won
der, to every assault of experience .... it was al1 in the right key 
that, a few years later, he should, after "showing some talent for 
sculpture," have gone the way of most of the Albany youth . . 
and died prematurely and pointlessly. (SB 188)3

The danger inherent in an inclination to art is compounded by an 
attraction to Europe. Death is again the reward of pleasure as James 
catalogues the family fatalities. First there is "a young collateral ancestor 
who died on the European tour" (SB 123); then, cousin Albert, "a small 
New York Orestes ridden by the furies" whose "early Wanderjahre" 
ended as soon as he "disembarked in England .... He just landed and 
died" (SB 133, 142, 143). Cousin J. J. makes it back to New York, "but 

3. "Exposed" also is "another slim shade, one of the younger and I believe quite the most hapless
of those I have called the outstanding ones . . . succumbing to monstrous early trouble after
having 'shown some talent' for music" (SB 189).
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he had verily performed his scant office on earth .... [being one of] 
those to whom it was given but to toy so briefly with the flowers" (SB
192, 193). 

Such vulnerability James associates expressly with his negated family's 
disinclination to the business career that was America's alternative to 
· pleasure. "Disconnected from business we could only be connected with
the negation of it. . . . the word had been passed, all round, that we
didn't, that we couldn't and shouldn't, understand these things" (NSB

71; SB 189-90). So familywide a lack characterizes the small boy inev
itably. "I never dreamed of competing-a business having in it at the
best, for 111y ten1per, if not for 1ny total failure of temper, a displeasing
ferocity" (SB 176). The word "business" here does not mean commerce
specifically, but its appearance in James's sentence underscores his com
mercial insufficiency. Competition is business in bourgeois capitalism,
so that James' s refusal to compete signifies his refusal of the do\vntown
world of men. "My own aptitude showing for nil" (SB 325), Henry fills
A Small Boy with his failures.

Here is where the ineffectuality of Henry James, Sr., proves
most threatening to his namesake. Father, who should stand forth
as patriarch, as embodiment of culture, becomes in the James family
the supreme articulation of the negative and negated. Staying uptown
with the women-and marked as physically lacking by the amputation
of his right leg-Henry Sr. with his "almost eccentrically home
loving habit" (SB 72) seemed to his son to be effeminated, "afraid
to recognize certain anxieties, fairly declining to dabble in the harsh
ness of practical precautions or imposition" (SB 72, 200). Lack
characterizes the patriarchal portrait. "That the head of our family
was not in business" struck the small boy as "tasteless and even
humiliating" (NSB 71 ); that his father espoused no organized religion
meant th�t "our pewless state . .. involved, to rny imagination, much
the same discredit that a houseless or a cookless would have done"
(SB 2 34 ); that Henry Sr. "cared only for virtue that was more or less
ashamed of itself" (SB 216) meant that he was compromised even as a
moralist.

With the patriarch of the family marked so stringently by lack, young
Henry James finds at home no defense against the negating effects of
American society. If business = life, and if inadequacy in business (and/
or a commitment to "pleasure") = death, then James can defend against
such inadequacy only by denying his inept father-and by extension all
relationships that might link him to the fatal world of pleasure. Henry
Jr. 's core fantasy of extirpation articulates the defense that he enacted
throughout his long life: no intimacies. As he remained devoted to
parents and sib\ings but kept an ocean between himse\f and "home," so
expatriation enabled him to maintain immediate contact with Anglo
American society while remaining safe from exposure. The assurance
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that "I should be an eternal outsider"4 in London meant that relation
ships there could never be intimate enough to threaten him seriously. 
What biographers and critics have duly noted-· that James assumes the 
onlooker's position-is most poignant when we recognize that distanced 
observation is the practical implementation of his family romance 
fantasy. 

More needs to be said, however. A defense is also a compensation. 
Granted that home life taught young Henry James both sexes could be 
actively lethal and passively dangerous; that social life taught him all 
people who were not "in business" were "feminine" in gender; and that 
in each case, domestic and social, James' s defense was to negate 
negativity-he derived important positive compensations from such ne
gating. James was far more alive to experience-more affirmative in 
responses, more resilient in meeting setbacks, rnore daring as an artist 
-than my pages so far (and than A Small Boy and Others) would
indicate. James' s fa�ily romance partakes of and contributes to his de
termination to live. It functions as a compensation because it says that,
however many others in the family have succumbed to transitoriness,
he has survived. Telling himself a story thus helps Henry James to enact
his life. Even as a small boy he believed deep down, deeper than anyone
at the time could guess, that he was marked by presence, that he had a
productive genius denied to his father. Esche,ving intimacies was the
price he felt he had to pay to exercise his talent.

In addition to this general compensation provided by lifelong or
phanhood is the specific compensation derived from the second figure 
in whom James saw himself represented-"woman." An often-noted 
fact about James' s fiction-that he expresses the aggressive, daring as
pects of himself more through his female characters than through his 
male-is possible precisely because of the way woman was produced in 
American society. Freedom and daring of mind (and even of action) 
characterized the American girl long before she debuted in James' s 
fiction. In the society around him, in other words, young Henry James 
saw not only active male figures who could never express his self but 
also active female figures who could. He particularly needed a com
pensatory affiliation with the feminine because he had to defend against 
one additional threat from home. 

The purest form of James' s family romance was not the genial girl's, for 
she was not complete-Jy free. She was encumbered by a brother. James's 
ideal is "still another of the blest orphans" (SB 120), cousin Albert. 

If it was my habit, as I have hinted, to attribute to orphans 
as orphans a circumstantial charm, a setting necessarily more 

4. Edel, Conquest of London, p. 270.
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delightful than our father' d and mother' d one, so there spread 
about this appointed comrade (Albert], the perfection of the type, 
inasmuch as he alone was neither brother'd or sister'd, an air of 
possibilities that were none the less vivid for being quite indefinite. 
(SB 120-1)5

Thus young Henry fantasized about extirpating not only his parents but 
also his brothers and sisters. Most threatening was inevitably William 
James, the dauntingly brilliant and frequently punitive elder brother. 
Defense and compensation were particularly needed here, for William 
was much loved. 

Henry's erotic inclinations toward William have been suggested by 
various biographers. 6 If we grant that the younger brother was ''in love 
with" the older, what are the causes and the effects of this emotion? 
Causation in Henry's case seems virtually paradigmatic of homosexual 
object choice as Freud defined it: a son prevented-by paternal inef
fectuality and maternal oversolicitude-from accomplishing the Oedipal 
transfer from mother to father seeks men for two reasons. On the one 
hand, his failure to bond with father means that the boy remains joined 
to mother and thus desires what she desires-men. The most dominating 
male presence in Henry's immediate view was the dynamic William. 
On the other hand, the son who has failed to affiliate with the father 
lacks a role model and thus seeks perpetually a masculine figure to 
incorporate as the ego ideal which would solidify his conception ·of 
himself as masculine. Again William stands forth conspicuously. What 
complicates the paradigm, of course, is that the male chosen by Henry 
abides within the family. To one taboo-homosexuality-is thus added 
another-incest. A young man already wary of all relationships will of 
course repress such desires, but he must deal with the narcissism involved 
in loving someone who is both of his sex and in his family. If solipsism 
is obviously the danger of Henry's family romance of negation-of 
obliterating everyone but himself-the addition of narcissistic object 
choice only worsens matters. James's salvation comes from telling him
self stories-about women. 

In the year of William's marriage, 1878, Henry began to write novels 

5. For other references to orphanhood in SB see pp. I 5, 129, 189, 402. Other James chi)dr�n
reAect interestingly upon Henry's obsession with orphanhood. Wilkie expresses the c1assic
family romance fantasy when he says " 'I became quite convinced by the time I was twelve
years old that I was a foundling' " (Jane Maher, Biography of Broken Fortunes [Hamden,
Conn.: Archon Books, 1986], p. 12).

6. James's homosexual inclinations were first given serious treatment by Edel in connection with
the novelist's relationship with the Scandinavian sculptor llenrik Anderson in the 1890s (Henry
James. The Treacherous Years: 1895-1901 [Philadelphia: Lippincott, 1%9), pp. 306-16). In
1979, Richarc;l Hall traced these inclinations back to the 1870s in connection with Henry's
relations with his brother William ("An Obscure Hurt," The New Republic, April 28 and May
';, pp. 1S-1\ and 15-()). For an in\e\\igent examination of the \otce� whi�h ptoduced Henry
James's homosexual inclinations see B. D. Horwitz's essay, "The Sense of Desolation in Henry
James," Psychocultural Review I ( 1977): 466-92.
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about heroines instead of about heroes. If passive Henry, already "fem
inine" in his self-perceived negation, functions as "the girl" in his un
conscious homosexual bond with active William, he becomes the girl 
rejected, the woman scorned, when William weds. Henry compensates 
by projecting his female self outwards: he enacts through his fiction what 
no longer works as private fantasy. Moreover, the change in Henry's 
narrative pattern coincides with the other major changes of 1878. 
His enormous gain in weight occurs precisely at this time, the fall and 
winter of 1878-79. Henry is using body as well as art to buffer himself 
against the shock of William's rejection. Body could never compensate 
enough, however, given a sensibility as creative as Henry James's. He 
must tell him-self a story, over and over. How he uses fiction-as-fantasy 
to enact the orphaned-woman-as-lack we can see in his first major 
masterpiece. 

Portrait of a Lad(d)y 

When Henry James was eight years old, he endured in the studio of the 
famous photographer Matthew Brady a portrait session described, like 
so much in A Small Boy, in terms of negation. "Sharp again is my sense 
of not being so adequately dressed as I should have taken thought for 
had I foreseen my exposure" (87). Again there is the threat of "exposure, n
emphasized this time by the photography pun. James never exposed 
himself in fiction so vulnerably as he did in Brady's headbrace. The 
Portrait of a Lady contains much autobiographical data, but it also 
contains traps for any unwary equator of life and art. Edel in his dis
cussion of cousin Minny Temple's tuherculosis maintains that "she 
became, nine years after her death, the heroine of The Portrait of a 
Lady. "7 There is indeed a �eath from tuberculosis in The Portrait, but 
the victim is Ralph Touchett. Isabel Archer evinces traits of Minny, as 
she does of Henry James, but Isabel is not Minny, any more than she 
is Henry. The small boy who grew up too wary of exposure to entrust 
himself to any one personal relationship became a novelist careful to 
avoid one-to-one correspondence with any character. Studying The Por
trait as autobiography is useful precisely because it requires us to see 
how diverse James' s self-representation is, how many characters reflect 
him. His "problem [of how] to live in England, and yet not be of it" 
(Chap. 5) challenges Daniel Touchett; his awareness that parents attempt 
to atone through their children for their own lives having "failed so 
dreadfully" (Chap. 51) is dramatized with Pansy; the "selfishness" in
herent in "the preference for a single life" (Chap. 29) marks Gilbert 
Osmond; and the Jamesian fear of "exposure" is expressed through three 
women. Isabel feels "the fear of exposing-not her ignorance; for that 

7. Edel, Untried Years, p. 331.
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she cared comparatively little-but her possible grossness of perception" 
(Chap. 24); Lydia Touchett parodies James's fussiness about his 
health when she affirms "her wisdom in not exposing herself to 
the English climate" (Chap. 5); and Pansy's sense of the inadequacy 
of her dress recalls James's anxiety at Matthew Brady's as she asks 
Merle, " 'why should I expose it beside your beautiful things?' " 
(Chap. 25). 

James's self-portrayal in The Portrait achieves coherence not because 
of any one-to-one correspondence with life, but because of the consis
tency with which he represents what we saw in A Small Boy and 
Notes-the negating threat of transience and mortality, the fact that 
men as well as women are marked by emasculation and lack, and the 
Jamesian defenses against and compensations for such a situation. At
tention to these essential matters will, I hope, enable us both to gain 
new insight into a complicated novel and to confront the notoriously 
difficult end of The Portrait in a way which will help account for
though by no means explain away-its difficulties in terms of James' s 
core fantasy of negation. 

The Portrait opens with the threat of transience. By its very placement 
in midafternoon, the "ceremony" of tea becomes part of, rather than a 
bulwark against, the flux of time. "The shadows . . . long upon the 
smooth, dense turf ... lengthened slowly" (Chap. I )-inexorably. By 
the time Isabel awaits the death.of the tea ceremony's host, "the shadows 
[have] deepened" (Chap. 18). She has just met Madame Merle, whose 
introduction of Gilbert Osmond will darken life still more. "Then the 
shadows began to gather; it was as if Osmond deliberately, almost ma
lignantly, had put the lights out one by one" (Chap. 42). Isabel's final 
scene in The Portrait begins amid "shadows [that] were long upon the 
acres of turf" and ends in "darkness" (Chap. 5 5). The Hux of time is 
reflected in transient lifestyles. As children, Ned, Ralph, Isabel, Merle, 
Gemini, and Gilbert were all whisked-like the James children-back 
and forth across the Atlantic and around the continent. As adults, Lydia, 
Merle, and Ned continue their restless search for pleasure, while Hen
rietta roves professionally, Caspar and Warburton pursue Isabel, and 
Ralph flees death. James's international theme derives not simply from 
his knowledge of the expatriate community in Europe, but from his 
realization that expatriation represents the human condition of tran
sience. 

The association of transience with mortality which we have seen in 
A Small Boy recurs in the opening of The Portrait, as flux leads to death. 
The mortal illnesses of Daniel and Ralph Touchett sign them as negated 
fro1n the start. Daniel "was not likely to displace himself," Ralph "was 
not very firm on his legs" (Chap. 1 ). The fact that disease is established 
before love enters the novel is important: fatal women do not cause male 
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inadequacy in The Portrait. 8 Warburton may suggest such causation 
when he tells Isabel, " 'if you refuse me ... I shall live to no purpose' " 
(Chap. 12), but Warburton has had no purpose from the first. Though 
he seems healthy next to Daniel and Ralph, Warburton too is sick. " 'He 
is sick of life, " (Chap. I). Warburton' s negation is political, for " 'he 
doesn't take himself seriously ... and he doesn't know what to believe 
in. . . . [he] can neither abolish himself as a nuisance nor maintain 
himself as an insbtution' " (Chap. 8). Warburton admits " 'I don't ap
prove of myself in the least' " (Chap. 14 ). The fact that political negation 
constitutes, in effect, the condition of "woman" is confirmed . when 
Warburton goes on to equate himself, however ironically, with his pow
erless sister. " 'We neither of us have any position to speak of ' "(Chap. 
14 ). Association with another powerless woman is prepared for in the 
first scene, where Warburton wears "a hat which looked too big for him" 
(Chap. 1). Pansy too wears a "hat [which) always seemed too big for 
her" (Chap. 3 5). That " 'she does not really fill out the part' " (Chap. 
37) is equally true of Warburton, as Isabel confirms. " 'I said she [Pansy]
was limited. And so she is. And so is Lord Warburton' " (Chap. 40).

That emasculate men inhabit the condition of the feminine is con
firmed in the opening description of the tea drinkers. "They were not 
of the sex which is supposed to furnish the regular votaries of the cere
mony" (Chap. 1). In the face of woman's traditional definition as the 
nonmale, men here in The Portrait are defined as the nonfemale-at 
the very moment that the females are marked as absent. Lydia, who 
should preside over the tea ceremony, is not here; Isabel, who could 
substitute for her, has not yet arrived on the lawn. To be the negative 
of the absent does not give presence to men, for the lengthening shadows 
emblematic of mortality "were the shadows of an old man sitting . . . 
and of two younger men stroJling" (Chap. I). Transience and consequent 
negation are epitomized by one of the shadows, Ralph Touchett, who 
" 'does nothing.' ... there was really nothing he had wanted very much 
to do, so that he had given up nothing" (Chap. 5). That men reduced 
to Ralph's " 'mere spectatorship' " (Chap. 15) are worse otf, are Jess 
than, women is emphasized by Madame Merle. " 'A woman, perhaps, 
can get on .... But the men ... what do they make of it over here? 
I don't envy them, trying to arrange themselves. Look at poor Ralph 
Touchett ... "an American who lives in Europe. n That signifies ab
solutely nothing' " (Chap. 19). Negated like Ralph are his servant, who 
" 'is good for nothing; he is always looking out the window' " (Chap. 
54); Mr. Luce, who "was the most unoccupied man in Europe, for he 
not only had no duties, but he had no pleasures

>, (Chap. 20); and Ned
Rosier, who " 'can't go home and be a shopkeeper ... can't be a doctor 
... can't be a clergyman ... can't be a lawyer' " (Chap. 20). Most 

8. Though men definitely express fear of women in Portrait (Chaps. 4, 9, 10, 13, 48), women
as wel1 fear men (Chaps. 48, 49), and they fear one another (Chaps. 9, 49).
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important, and possibly most surprising, Ralph is like Gilbert Osmond. 
" 'He does nothing' ... 'I could do nothing' ... 'What is he? Nothing 
at all but a very good man. He is not in business' " (Chaps. 10, 24, 32). 
Our difficulty in distinguishing Ralph from Gilbert ( who is the subject 
of all the clauses here except the first) has its counterpart when Daniel 
Touchett says of his son what proves true of Osmond: " 'You look at 
things in a way that could make everything wrong' 11 (Chap. 18). We 
readers agree of course with Isabel's distinction "that Ralph was generous 
and her husband was not" (Chap. 4 2), but this distinction must be earned 
in the face of important similarities between the two men. 

These similarities, moreover, implicate expatriate women as well. 
Both genders in The Portrait negate life by turning persons into objects. 
This reifying penchant, which is unmistakable in Osmond-he defines 
Isabel as " 'a young lady who had qualified herself to figure in his 
collection of choice objects' " (Chap. 28)-also characterizes Ralph, 
who initially sees Isabel as " 'a Titian, by the post, to hang on my wall' " 
(Chap. 7). Long before Osmond asks Merle " \vhat do you want to do 
with her' " (Chap. 22), Ralph asks Lydia " 'what do you mean to do 
with her . . . what do you mean to do with her ... what do you mean 
to do with her . . . what [do] you intend to do with her?' " (Chap. 5). 
Though Ralph's mother responds properly-" 'Do with her? You talk 
as if she were a yard of calico' "-Lydia is already tarred with her own 
brush. "'For a woman of my age there is no more becoming ornament 
than an attractive niece' " (Chap. 5). That Isabel is an object for women 
as well as for men is evident when Ralph celebrates spectatorship. 

"I shall have the entertainment of seeing what a young lady does 
who won't marry Lord Warburton." 

"That is what your mother counts upon too," said Isabel. 
"Ah, there will be plenty of spectators! We shall contemplate the 

rest of your career. " 

The "gaze" is not exclusively masculine in The Portrait, as it is in so much 
of Western culture. 9 When Merle says to Isabel, " 'I want to see what life 
makes of you' "(Chap. 19), she foresees direct entertainment for Osmond 
and indirect profit for herself. Both sexes are unable not to treat human 
beings as objects because both sexes sense their own essential reification. 
Without a positive sense of one's own subjectivity, one cannot value the 
other as subject, as sacredly other. Being essentially negated is what expa
triation represents for both sexes. " 'If we are not good Americans we are 
certainly poor Europeans; we have no natural place here' "(Chap. 19). 

Isabel attempts to maintain traditional sex divisions when she asserts 
that u 'I am not an adventurous spirit. Women are not \ike men' "(Chap. 
9. For a lucid discussion of Freud's making the gaze a phallic activity (in "The Uncanny") and

the response of French feminism to such gendering see Toril Moi's Sexualrrextual Politics

(London: Methuen, 1985), pp. 134-5, 180n.
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15), but in fact no one in The Portrait is "like men." Everyone is 
"woman" because no one is truly "adventurous. " 1 No one can get beyond 
the mere spectatorship which marks Ralph and mars Osmond. Gilbert's 
litany-" 'I have neither fortune, nor fame, nor extrinsic advantages of 
any kind' "(Chap. 29)-is echoed by Merle: " 'What have I got? Neither 
husband, nor child, nor fortune, nor position, nor the traces of a beauty 
which I never had' " (Chap. 19). Distinctions of sex vanish in a wash 
of negatives as relentless in The Portrait as in A Small Boy. 

"I never do anything," said this young lady (Chap. 14) . . . "I 
don't come up to the mark" (Chap. I 5) ... "you will be sure to 
take no one who is not" (Chap. 16) . . . It passes, like everything 
else . . . "No; the best part is gone, and gone for nothing" . . . 
"What have my talents brought me? Nothing but the need of using 
them still" ... The dreams of one's youth ...  Who had ever 
seen such things come to pass? . . . no tears, no sighs, no exag
geration (Chap. 19) ... Nothing tender, nothing sympathetic ... 
no wind-sown blossom, no familiar moss (Chap. 21) ... "I teach 
nothing" . . .  "I wish I could give you something that would 
last" . . . "You don't care" . . . "No; I don't think I care much" 
(Chap. 22) ... He seemed to intimate that nothing was of much 
consequence (Chap. 24) . . . "There are no good ones [hus
bands]" ... "there is nothing, nothing, nothing" (Chap. 25) ... 
"I have nothing on earth to do" . . . "I am afraid Bantling was 
ashamed of me" (Chap. 27) . . . she fell in love now-a-days with 
nothing (Chap. 40) . . . "I have no friends . . . No one would do 
for me what you have done for her" (Chap. 44) . . .  "He does 
nothing. But he doesn't like me" (Chap. 4 7) ... "If I don't know 
you, I know nothing" (Chap. 49) ... "Do you mean that without 
my bibelots I am nothing?" (Chap. 50) ... "he wouldn't miss her 
if she were removed" (Chap. 51) ... "It has not been a successful 
life." (Chap. 54) 

The spirit which prompted James' s core fantasy prompts Ralph Touchett 
to say " 'I think I am glad to leave people' " (Chap. 54). 

Having defended against the threat of extirpation by engaging as a 
small boy in the fantasy of orphanhood, James as an adult enacts this 
fantasy by filling The Portrait with orphans. In addition to Warburton, 
who "had lost both parents" (Chap. 8), and Henrietta, who is "without 
parents and without property" (Chap. 6), there is Ned, whose mother 
is never mentioned and whose "father was dead and his bonne . . 
dismissed" (Chap. 20); Merle, who never refers to her mother and praises 

1. Two exceptions might seem to be Henrietta and Caspar. Both, however, are unable to sustain
their adventurousness. Isabel's disappointment at Henrietta1s succumbing to marriage is sup
ported by the name James gives to Henrietta's fiance-"Bantling" means "baby." Caspar is
active at the factory and would have been valiant on the battlefield. But love for Isabel makes
fantasy life meaningless, and Caspar was-significantly-born too late to fight in the Civil
War.
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her father in the past tense (Chap. 18); and Gilbert and Gemini, whose 
"mother had died three years after the Countess's marriage, the father 
having died long before" (Chap. 26). 2 It is left to Isabel to articulate that 
attractive potential of orphanhood which James fantasized about in his 
fan1ily romance. She achieves the status of James1 s chief autobiographical 
resource in The Portrait because she knows the attraction of negation, 
an attraction which the other characters can never know because they 
are defined absolutely as negated. Isabel says, " 'I belong quite to the 
independent class. I have neither father nor mother' " (Chap. 16). 

The freedom of orphanhood is associated in The Portrait with another 
obsession of A Small Boy-as Isabel goes on to say, '' 'I am poor.' H She 
experiences the Jamesian opposition between business, which necessi
tates restrictions, and pleasure, which promises liberation. This opposi
tion originates in her life precisely where it did in Henry's own. Her father 
too exhibits "occasional incoherency of conduct" (Chap. 4 ). Isabel repre
sents that very isolation from the world of money which marked the chil
dren of Henry James, Sr. Since business is "everything" in America, 
Isabel, like Henry James, Jr., is inevitably characterized by "nothing'': 

Isabel of course knew nothing about bills. . . . "I don't know 
anything about money." . . . "She has nothing but the crumbs of 
that feast [her father's spending of his capital] to live on, and she 
doesn't really know how meagre they are." (Chaps. 3, 18) 

Economic naivete is only one aspect of Isabel's psychic economy, 
however, because she functions in The Portrait as more than a replication 
of Henry James. She is also the wish-fulfilln1ent which assures him 
compensation. Isabel is thus endowed with a childhood free of the 
anxiety over paternal incoherence and financial uncertainty which 
scarred Henry's own youth. "If he [Mr. Archer] had been troubled about 
money matters, nothing ever disturbed their [his children's] irreflective 
consciousness of many possessions" (Chap. 4 ). Wish-fulfillment then 
persists into adulthood. Isabel avoids the financial anxieties that James 
knew in his twenties and early thirties because The Portrait presents
apparently-a fairy tale solution to such anxieties. First a good witch 
whisks Isabel away to Henry's cherished refuge, England. Then an ideal 
father-surrogate absolves her of all financial worry. Isabel has achieved 
material independence without having to grub for it in business. 

What makes the ending of The Portrait so difficult is that wish
fulfillment proves finally incompatible with fairy tale. If James were 
writing a storybook romance, the now-rich princess would marry her 
prince charming and live happily ever after. Instead Isabel marries dis
astrous1y. To understand how such an anti-fairy tale can function con1-
pensatorily as a wish-fulfillment for Henry James, we must understand 

2. No mention is made of Caspar's mother; his father is referred to in ways which make it unclear
whether the factory proprietor is still alive (Chap. 13).
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why his protagonist chooses a prince uncharming. " 'I am marrying a 
nonentity ... a person who has none of Lord Warburton's great 
advantages-no property, no title, no honours, no houses, nor lands, 
nor position, nor reputation, nor brilhant belongings of any sort. It is 
the total absence of all these things that pleases me' " (Chaps. 32, 34 ). 
Part of the attraction here is Isabel's power to launch Gilbert's boat, the 
"maternal'' power to make him, which many critics have noticed. But 
as the words (inonentity" and "absence" and a1l the negatives indicate, 
there is more involved. Or rather, less. 

Osmond is for Isabel the quintessence of absence, the essential nullity. 
And why would that attract her? ''Of all liberties, the one she herself 
found sweetest was the liberty to forget" (Chap. 21 ). Here is where the 
freedom of the orphan leads ultimately: not to action but to nada. James 
knows well the limitations of his family romance of extirpation. It is at 
best a local, provisional solution, because the ultimate threat is not 
externa1, not familial or even social, but internal. What is mortal about 
us is our own mortality; \Ve will die even if no one kills us. Thus for a 
person obsessed with vulnerability, the only way to deal with the fear 
of being kilJed is to kill it. This means to kill the self. In the animal 
world, the dog bites the \vounded paw that is wounding him; in the 
human world, thanatophobia leads to suicide. Isabel Archer expresses 
Henry James's desire to escape from suffering altogether. Gilbert Os
mond constitutes the ultimate nada. He has expressly defined his life 
to Isabel as a negc!tive surrender. " 'Not to worry-not to strive nor 
struggle. To resign myself ' " (Chap. 24). That these words do not in 
fact characterize competitive, emulous Gilbert is irrelevant to Isabel's 
charmed reception of his words. What Gilbert offers her is what she 
wants, negation. And she is wi1ling to pay a high price for it. "It was 
not that, however, his objecting to her opinions; that was nothing. She 
had no opinions-none that she would not have been eager to sacrifice 
in the satisfaction of feeling herself loved,, (Chap. 4 3, my italics). 

Thus when we see Isabel mastered by negativjty after her marriage
"there was nothing to gape at, nothing to criticize, nothing even to 
admire " (Chap. 39)-we must not jump to the melodramatic conclusion 
which Ned reaches and which Isabel tries to persuade herself of: that 
this is all Osmond's doing. Of course he has sought a certain type of 
''nothing" in his wife. But Isabel too has sought "nothing." The tragedy, 
almost the comedy, is that they have not meant the same thing by 
nothing. Negatives saturate the portrait of Isabel after her marriage: 

she appeared now to think there was nothing worth people's either 

differing about or agreeing upon (Chap. 39) ... she was resolved 
to assume nothing ... she would recognize nothing (Chap. 41) ... 
she answered nothing . . . She answered nothing (Ch�ps. 41, 
42) ... Nothing was a pleasure to her now (Chap. 42) ... "I have
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heard nothing of it" ... Isabel could say nothing more; she under
stood nothing; she only felt that she did not know her husband yet 
(Chap. 50) ... "I have guessed nothing ... I don't know what 
you mean" (Chap. 51) ... "I don't know why you say such things! 
I don't know what you know." (Chap. 52) .. . Nothing seemed of 
use to her to-day . . . She asked nothing (Chap. 5 3) . . . "I never 
thanked you-I never spoke-I never was ,vhat I should be!" (Chap. 
54) 

We would succumb to the temptation to blame Gilbert for Isabel's 
negation if we were to ignore the fact that the desolating negatives which 
proliferate after her marriage derive not simply from that marriage but 
from the years of her life before it. Isabel has always been afraid-of 
knowing. 

"I don't know-I can't judge" (Chap. 2) ... "I don't know what 
you are trying to fasten upon me, for I am not in the least an 
adventurous spirit. Women are not like men." (Chap. 15) ... 
"She doesn't know what to think about the matter at a11" (Chap. 
20) ... "I don't want to know anything 1nore-I know too much 
already" (Chap. 24) . . . "I would rather hear nothing that Pansy 
may not!" (Chap. 3 5) 

Fear of knowledge involves what James fears most-exposure. " 'A large 
fortune means freedom, and I am afraid of that. . . . I am not sure that 
it's not a greater happiness to be powerless' "(Chap. 21). Isabel is speak
ing specifically about her fear of making good use of her money, but 
the larger fear and the larger issue is of freedom itself, the orphan's 
legacy. It necessitates exposure, it flaunts those very risks against which 
James' s virtually pathological sense of vulnerability defends. Gilbert Os
mond as negation is the ultimate defense against and compensation for 
the negating forces of experience. 

He is also more. He is compensation for the terrible year of 1878. To 
indulge through The Portrait his homoerotic love for William, Henry 
must do more than switch from male to female protagonists and invest 
Isabel with aspects of himself. He must also project aspects of William 
onto Gilbert. This is easy enough to do, for in his most recent big novel, 
The American ( 1877), Henry had already portrayed unflattering aspects 
of his elder brother, both in the coldness of the elder Bellegarde, and 
(as Wil1iam himself recognized)3 in the hypercritical morbidity of the 
little American tourist, Rev. Babcock. The recurrence of these features· 
in Osmond is not therefore surprising. What is startling is how much 
more obvious and extensive the portrait of William becomes by l 88 l. 
3. Perry, Thought and Character, vol. I, p. 371.
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He was a man of forty, with a well-shaped head, upon which the 
hair, still dense but prematurely grizzled, had been cropped close. 
He had a thin, delicate, sharply cut face, of which the only fault 
was that it looked too pointed; an appearance to which the shape 
of his beard contributed not a little. (Chap. 22) 

Born in 1842, William James is on the threshold of forty in 1881. 
Although his hair would not grizzle until later, the other features of 
Isabel/Henry's portrait of Gilbert are accurate enough. The well-shaped 
head; the hair cropped close; the face thin, delicate, and sharply cut; its 
pointed quality emphasized by the beard * * * In body type, Wil
liam shares Gilbert's "light smooth slenderness of structure" (Chap. 24). 
The intellectual acuity of each man is signaled in "his luminous intel
ligent eye" (Chap. 22). And temperamentally, William as well as Gilbert 
"was certainly fastidious and critical" (Chap. 24 ). Isabel adds to her 
portrait that "he \Vas probably irritable" (Chap. 24, my italics) because 
she does not know yet what her creator had already suffered from for 
years-how punishingly irritable William's fastidiously critical sensibil
ity could be. What the younger brother said about the elder in the very 
year of the composition of The Portrait-"he takes himself and his nerves 
and his physical condition too seriously"4-is said about Osmond in the 
novel. " 'He takes himself so seriously' " (Chap. 34). 

Probably most aggressive is Henry's implication of William in one 
other trait conferred upon Osmond. " 'In itself your little picture is very 
good .... But as the only thing you do it's so little' " (Chap. 22). Both 
William and Gilbert are amateur painters of some talent. By denying 
to Gilbert all true creative genius, Henry can take revenge upon the 
artistic and scholastic superiority that William flaunted throughout their 
school years. The genius evident in The Portrait allows Henry to take 
the high ground here. And high ground is essential for wish-fulfillment. 
As the woman scorned by William, Henry expresses through Isabel a 
double triumph. Her marriage to Osmond is the realization of Henry's 
courtship of Wi1liam

1 
while the public revelation of Osmond's marital 

failure constitutes Henry's revenge upon the one who had failed him by 
marrying another. 

More than such nastiness is involved, however. The year 1878 con
firmed Henry James in renunciation: there were no more intimate re
lationships that he could or would risk. For The Portrait to function as 
truly con1pensatory wish.:.fulfillment, James must handle not only Isabel's 
marriage to and rupture with Osmond, but also her life afterwards. She 
must walk the narrow line behveen two types of negation presented in 
the novel. She must avoid the deadening lovelessness of Gilbert, Merle, 
and Lydia, who end up cut off from life; yet she must not succumb to 

4. Edel. Conquest of London, p. 419.
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the deadening self-effacement inherent in unions like Warburton's with 
" 'Lady Flora, or Lady Felicia-something of that sort' " (Chap. 54 ). 
To effect the ultimate wish-fulfillment, James returns Caspar Goodwood 
to the stage of Gardencourt. 

For all his phallic puissance, Caspar too is marked by lack: 

"There is nothing left for Mr. Goodwood" . . . The future had 
nothing more for him . . . He was hopeless, he was helpless, he 
was superfluous . . . "I have nothing else to do" . . . "I can't 
understand, I can't penetrate you" . . . Mr. Goodwood . . . was 
quite as sick, in a different way, as Mr. Touchett. (Chaps. 48, 51) 

Sick no less than the sexually dysfunctional Ralph and the politically 
problematic Warburton, Caspar has not learned The Portrait's lesson 
about negation. He holds to patriarchal stereotypes which credit the 
male with presence and reduce the woman to absence. Having said early 
on that" 'an unmarried woman-a girl of your age-is not independent. 
There are all sorts of things she cannot do' " (Chap. 16), Caspar con
tinues at the end to give the negative constructions to Isabel and now 
bestows the positive on himself. " 'You don't know where to turn. Now 
it is that I want you to think of me .... You don't know where to turn; 
turn to me!' " (Chap. 55). What Caspar offers Isabel is a future not of 
sexual liberation but of perpetuated inequality. Freedom is not the 
watchword here, because the absence of any truly egalitarian viewpoint 
characterizes Caspar's ernpty rhetoric. He emphasizes his paternalism 
by incorporating Isabel into that exchange of women which Levi
Strauss defines as the origin of patriarchy-" 'he [Ralph] left you to my 
care ... ' " Caspar for his sins then becomes the butt of something close 
to outright sarcasm from the Jamesian narrator: " '. . . my care,' said 
Goodwood, as if he were making a great point" (Chap. 5 5). 

Freedom abides finally for the adult Isabel where it did for the orphan 
Henry: not in relationships, but in isolation. What is usually said about 
Isabel's final state is that "she has gone back to her husband." In fact, 
The Portrait ends not with Isabel having gone back to her husband, but 
with her going back. By setting the last scene of the novel on the morning 
of Isabel's departure from England-rather than, say, on the next day, 
when she would already have reached Rome-James leaves his protag
onist suspended between departure and arrival, poised between separa
tion and commitment. Isabel is neither with the pair who represent the 
bondage of advocated adultery-Caspar and Henrietta-nor with the 
pair who represent the bondage of conventional domesticity-Gilbert 
and Pansy. Isabel is alone, yet not solipsistic, neither exposed nor dead. 
Her train ride is a timeless suspension. Like the figures on Keats's Grecian 
urn, Isabel is preserved in midmotion: " ... do not grieve; / She cannot 
fade . . . forever young; / All breathing human passion far above" 
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(IL 18-19, 27-28). In her railway coach Isabel enters this state on her 
ride out to England. 

To cease utterly, to give it all up and not know anything more
this idea was as sweet as the vision of a cool bath in a marble tank, 
in a darkened chamber, in a hot land. She had moments, indeed, 
in her journey from Rome, which were almost as good as being 
dead. She sat in her corner, so motionless, so passive, simply with 
the sense of being carried, so detached from hope and regret, that 
if her spirit was haunted with sudden pictures, it might have been 
the spirit disembarrassed of the flesh. There was nothing to regret 
now-that was all over. (Chap. 53) 

Freud called it the Death Drive, the organism's determination to return 
to the condition of nonexistence. But suicide cannot be countenanced 
as the resolution of either James's novel or his family romance. " 'Dear 
Isabel, life is better; for in life there is love. Death is good-but there 
is no love' " (Chap. 54 ). l-Ienry James believes this. Thus his lifelong 
dilemma is Isabel's now: ho\v to love, and yet maintain enough distance 
to escape the exposure inevitable with intimacy; how to remain in life, 
but not of it. 

On the train ride out to England Isabel had not yet rejected Caspar 
and thus had not yet confirmed her rejection of the adultery which 
would be suicide for her. The ride back, however, is different. Through 
his formal artistry James achieves the compensation that his life could 
never provide. Art assures both that Isabel's train will never arrive and 
that her acts of commitment to life, love, and relationships-to Pansy, 
on behalf of marriage-will suffice as a rejection of suicide and a com
mitment to life. Like Ralph, she can do without the people, yet unlike 
Ralph she is saved from the death feared by Henry James and us all. 

Like Sigmund Freud, who studied our species' drive toward death, 
James explores our instinct for exclusion and reclusion. He attests to 
this instinct's strong operation within himself so that we readers will 
have to recognize what our world of marrying and begetting is deter
mined-in its own wish-fulfillment-to pretend away. Our unions are 
rarely more than mutual violations. When Henrietta says to Ralph, 
" 'You are not in love with her (Isabel), I hope,' " and he quips " 'how 
can I be, when I am in love with another.' " 1-Ienrietta speaks to us all 
when she snaps, " 'you are in love with yourself, that's the other' " 
(Chap. 13). That each person wants to be both lover and beloved in 
order to deny the very possibility of any true other is a self-negating 
propensity which Henry James chronicled more extensively, fiercely, 
delicately than any novelist in our language. If life, like Isabel's Rome, 
threatens to end up "nothing but a void full of names" (Chap. 28), 
James' s portraits of "nothing" help fill that void with an enduring 
presence. 



MILLICENT BELL 

Isabel Archer and the Affronting of Plott 

In James's succession of heroines Isabel Archer sums up and goes beyond 
Daisy Miller and Catherine Sloper as the one who most profoundly 
explores the policy of resistance to social and narrational expectations 
-the conventions of character which the culture would impose upon
her, the role which life, as well as literature, seems to insist must be
the outcome of her se1fhood. James spoke of her in his 1908 preface as
"affronting her destiny" (p. 8) and his peculiar choice of word has not
been sufficiently remarked upon; he did not mean simply that she con

fronted or faced up to her destiny but that she hostilely defied it, slapped
it in the face. Yet she is a more interesting figure than Daisy or Catherine,
whose silent, immobile tenacity of pure being is all they have. As they
are victimized by-yet resist-the story-making of others, so is and does
she; but she is, in addition, the victim of her own romantic expectation
of some unforeseeable state when all that she feels herself to be might
find adequate outcome. Fortified against a commonplace, foreseeable
future, she still does not succeed in finding the enactment, the history
that would bring this finer state about. This failure makes her more
tragic than the earlier heroines, who suffer only at the hands-or
minds-of others.

It is possible to think of her as a character in search of its plot. We 
can thus identify her in a primary way with the writer, who conceived 
her, he recalled, as a "detached character." His novel had not originated 
in a suggestion of events for which he imagined the actors. 

I see that it must have consisted not at all in any conceit of a "plot," 
nefarious name, in any flash, upon the fancy, of a set of relations, 
or in any one of those situations that, by a logic of their own, 
immediately fall, for the fabulist, into movement, into a march or 
a rush, a patter of quick steps; but altogether in the sense of a single 
character, the character and aspect of a particular engaging young 
woman, to which the usual elements of a "subject," certainly of a 
setting, were to be superadded. (p. 4) 

That plot should be "nefarious" is as peculiar, perhaps, as the idea that 
a character should ''affront" its destiny. As he recalls the way his novel 
grew &om its "germ" of character, how he sought out its plot, as the 
imagined person herself would do, James seen1s to think of plot as 

t Reprinted by permission of the publishers from Meaning in Henry fames by MiHicent Bell 
(Cambridge: Harvard UP, 1991), pp., 80-122. Copyright© 1991 by the President and Fellows 
of Harvard College. TI1e author's notes have been deleted. 
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threatening as well as promising fulfillment of that first conception. 
Turgenev had told James that his own stories always originated in 

the vision of so1ne person or persons, who hovered before him, 
soliciting him, as the active or passive figure, interesting him and 
appealing to hin1 just as they were and by what they were. He saw 
them, -in that fashion, as disponibles, saw them subject to the 
chances, the complications of existence, and saw them vividly, but 
then had to find for them the right relations, those that would most 
bring them out; to imagine, to invent and select and piece together 
the situations most useful and favourable to the sense of the crea
tures themselves, the complications they would be most likely to 
produce and to feel. (p. 5) 

The result of such an effort, Turgenev had ad1nitted, was still that he 
was '!often accused of not having 'story' enough." Yet he protested, 
Jan1es re111embered, by saying, 

I seen1 to myself to have as much as I need-to show my people, 
to exhibit their relations with each other; for that is all my measure. 
If I watch them long enough I see them come together, I see them 
placed, I see them engaged in this or that act and in this or that 
difficulty. How they look and move and speak and behave, always 
in the setting I have found for them, is my account of them-of 
\vhich I dare say, alas, que cela manque sou vent d' architecture. 
(p. 5) 

James claims to take "higher warrant" from Turgenev for his own habit 
of being, as he said, "so much more antecedently conscious of my figures 
than of their setting ... I might envy, though I couldn't emulate, the 
imaginative writer so constituted as to see his fable first and to make out 
its agents afterwards'' (p. 6). One might suspect some disingenuousness 
here. A good many of James' s stories, as his notebooks show, started 
from an anecdote, a whisp of plot, for which he then had to imagine 
the actors. But the idea of a discrepancy between character and story-
a technical problem on the one hand-is profoundly thematic also. It 
is related to the way James conceives the experience of his heroine, but 
also to the way in which he finds himself forced to look at all human 
attempts to bring into relation the claim of personal essence and a design 
of life which validates it to itself and to the world. From one point of 
view the result of the author's search for a story that will fully express 
such a heroine is only in part successful, as her search for role is also 
frustrated, and even self-frustrated. At the same time, the negativity that 
marks her career, her profound distrust of offered ro1es, is both an 
acceptance of personal defeat and the writer's renunciation of story in 
its traditional sense. 
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James does not acknowledge, however, any renunciation of the "ar
chitecture" of narrative, though others might say his stories lacked it, 
as was said of Turgenev's. In "The Art of Fiction," his only extended 
statement of general principles, James declared the equality and insep
erability of "incident" and character. "What is character but the deter
mination of incident? What is incident but the illustration of character?" 
he wrote in 1884. The Portrait of a Lady had been published only three 
years earlier, and James's essay was in part an answer to those detractors 
who had claimed that "nothing happened" in that book. To those who 
missed "adventure" in "certain tales in which ·Boston nymphs' appear 
to have rejected English dukes for psychological reasons," he had re
sponded, "What is adventure, when it comes to that . . . ? It is an 
adventure-an immense one, for me to write this little article [ and) a 
psychological reason is, to my imagination, an object adorably pictorial." 
A quarter of a century later, revising this novel for the New York Edition, 
he still felt the need to defend his novel for depending so largely on 
mental events. 

James' s recourse, as I have noted, is a matter of "plot" redefined to 
make "being" a mode of "doing," as in Isabel's "motionless seeing" 
during her famous reverie in Chapter 4 2. The preface urges the novel 
reader to regard this occasion, when Isabel simply sits by a dying fire 
and thinks, as dramatic and "exciting": "It throws the action further 
forward than twenty 'incidents' might have done" (p. 14 ). Peter Brooks 
has spoken of the "melodrama of consciousness 1 ' which replaces external 
melodrama in James's fiction, saying that "the exiguity and restraint of 
external action is overborn by the weight of revelatory meaning that the 
novelist, through his preparations, juxtapositions, and use of a post of 
observation has read into it." (Whether it actually does so, and, if so, 
at what cost-the sacrifice of a significant seg1nent of story, a flagrant 
ellipsis-will be something to examine later.) 

In The Portrait, James felt that his concentration on inner conscious
ness had even overcome the minimal interest that might be thought to 
derive from his choice of protagonist-"this slight 'personality,' the slim 
shade of an intelligent and presumptuous girl" (p. 8). This was more 
than a formal decision. James understood that a sheltered young woman, 
realistically speaking, could hardly expect to live, in the 1880s, a life of 
conspicuous adventure such as a young man might hope for. Her se
questering from visible, from "public" action-the life of politics or 
business-was an issue for emergent feminists-and James could even 
identify with female sequestering, acknowledging his own exclusion, 
along with the mass of women, from those n1asculine Americas, the 
world of ''downtown" and the world expressed in the Capitol at Wash
ington. He had had to decide that "uptownn-the female domestic 
world-would have to do for him, personally and artistically. Daisy 
Miller and Catherine Sloper had been adequate to occasion brief studies, 
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but could such a "frail vessel" sustain "the high attributes of a Subject" 
through appropriate doing in a novel? The technical-thematic aspiration 
to make this possible corresponded to that of the real women excluded 
from socially significant action. 

"The nove1 is of its very nature an 'ado,' "Jan1es wrote-using another 
odd word, his substitute for the "nefarious" word "plot"-"an ado about 
something, and the larger the form it takes the greater of course the ado. 
Therefore, consciously, that was what one was in for-for positively 
organizing an ado about Isabel Archer" (p. 9). The ado-motion of 
some sort, if not the relentlessly forward motion implied by "plot"
would arise from her relations with others as perceived from her own 
viewpoint. "Place the centre of the subject in the young woman's own 
consciousness and you get as interesting and as beautiful a difficulty as 
you could wish ... Make her only interested enough, at the same ti1ne, 
in the things that are not herself, and this relation needn't fear to be too 
limited" (p. 11 ). And James concludes, making his ambiguous term for 
action, "doing" (already compromised by his "ado"), take a third sense, 
that of the artist's own efforts: "To depend upon her and her little 
concerns wholly to see you through will necessitate, remember, your 
really 'doing' her" (p. 11 ). The ''ado" about Isabel and also the artist's 
"doing"-plot and the art of narrative-will begin with the question, 
as he sees, of "What will she do?" (p. 12). 

The novelist himself will begin by giving his character motion, how
ever, by that initial act which had started off American characters in 
earlier fictions-Roderick Hudson, The American, "Daisy Miller." "The 
first thing she'll do will be to come to Europe." But this will be movement 
mental as well as physical. ,,\s a perceptive young pilgrim, James had 
found his own high adventure of the mind in the encounter with Europe. 
It might seem as much adventure for Isabel as all those traditional 
narrative excitements she is denied. He uses the word "independence" 
-Isabel's most frequently noted attribute-to remark upon her "inde
pendence of Aood and field, of the moving accident, of battle and murder
and sudden death" (p. 14 ); her independence, in other words, from the
old plots of physical action.

Making her story an adventure of perception would allow his feminine 
protagonist to enter into the realm of the novel. The Portrait of a Lady 
does not employ the services of the distant observer-narrator who tells 
the tale in "Daisy Miller" and Washington Square, an impartial, ironic 
presence, positioned well outside the consciousness of the heroine. The 
"Daisy Miller" narrator is content to participate, with reservations, in 
the limited perceptions of Winterbourne, knowing no more than this 
observer about Daisy's inner being. The Jamesian persona who tells 
Catherine Sloper's story is a historian of manners whose own masculine 
sophistication so exceeds the simplicity of her mind that he can only 
treat it by coming perilously close to her father's condescension. But the 
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"ado" about Isabel Archer involves a sympathetic though urbane par
ticipation in her thoughts; she is by nature and intelligence closer to her 
maker than those earlier heroines, as though his sense of the artist's 
special e1npathy with the condition of women is no\v more conscious. 
It was precisely this discovery that made him proud of this work's advance 
of design upon his previous efforts, "a structure reared with an 'archi
tectural' competence, as Turgenieff would have said, that makes it, to 
the author's own sense, the most proportioned of his productions after 
'The Arnbassadors.' " 

James exaggerates the consistency of his centering-the traditional 
self-conscious narrator who stands well away from his favorite character 
is not banished a1together. The narrative consciousness stil1 seems, as 
previously in his fiction, to be male, and to resemble the author himself 
more than Isabel. And not only does he often reveal his separation from 
the heroine, he participates in the inner thoughts of others-particularly 
Ralph Touchett, who may be closer to his own viewpoint, being also a 
tolerant and affectionate, as well as richly perceiving, sponsor of her 
development. While Isabel is the center, she is so not only because she 
is seen from within her own consciousness but because she is the object 
of observation by the other characters as well-who either try to un
derstand or to manipulate her, like generous or tyrannic novelists. As a 
result, the social uncertainty of female selfhood is reflected in the novel's 
formal irresolution, its subjection to relativism. James's compensatory 
conversion of the inner life into a substitute field of action for his inactive 
protagonist is haunted by the knowledge that she is excluded from action 
in its physical and social sense as men are not ( unless, like Ralph, they 
are invalids). 

Isabel is always a subject for a portrait-the occasion for the effort of 
perception-rather than the portrait promised in the title. Perhaps the 
title simply declares that the novel's subject is the effort to achieve such 
a portrait, such a single view, and it asks to the last, "Who is Isabel, 
what is she?" All the other characters, along with the na"rrator and the 
reader, as well as Isabel herself, are engaged in the attempt to define 
her, but no fixed image emerges from this play of perceptions-though 
in the end, it may be said, she does for a moment become something 
else than herself, the generic type she has resisted, the ((portrait of a

lady." And yet, though James argues that Isabel's encounters make a 
drama of perception and feeling, it is not, of course, only perception 
and feeling that are brought into play at her entrance into Gardencourt 
or her first meeting with Madame Merle-the examples he offers. On 
these occasions she also enters the domain of plot in the sense he disdains, 
entrained in a story with plenty of motion. The heroine will be loved 
by four men and marry the worst; she will be victimized by both a well
intentioned secret plot to endow her with money and a wicked one to 
marry her for that money; the belated revelations of both designs and 
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of the concealed prehistory of her false friends, and various subsidiary 
actions, all make for melodrama, plot at its most egregious. But these 
events are not the doing of a heroine whose drama, James would insist, 
is not what happens to her but how she takes it. 

That Isabel is the victim rather than the perpetrator of "plot"-those 
plots of action to which her "motionless seeing" is opposed-has, ex
actly, a double sense. In showing how such a narrative is a menace to 
the "free" character, James gives us reason to reflect on the cause of 
that ambiguity in language which makes us look with suspicion on the 
very act of structuring implied in the general sense of "plot," essential 
though such structuring, whether of temporal or other phenomena, may 
be to human thought. One is reminded that such words as "design" and 
"scheme" and "contrive" carry, also, the suggestion of malicious intent. 
And even the neutral "doing," the word we have heard so much of from 
James, gains a sinister meaning as it reverberates from the moment Ralph 
asks his mother, "What do you want to do with her?" (111:54), 1 to the 
later occasion of Madame Merle's remark to Osmond, "I don't pretend 
to know what people are meant for, I only know what I can do with 
them" (III: 345). 

So, she is plotted against-in the sense of the word that is certainly 
"nefarious"; the novel invokes the meaning of plot as machination en
forcing some undesired end in the spring laid for the innocent maiden 
by dark conspirators who take advantage of her good nature to rob her 
of her fortune and imprison her in the dungeon of marriage. But
more important-she is the victim of narrative ideas of what she will 
be and do, which others seek to impose upon her. The example of their 
own lives and personalities, to which she finds herself attracted, will 
press upon her alternate possibilities of development, of projected life 
stories. In their place she will only have her own aching sense of poten
tial brilliance, her undenotable personal utopianism. In rejecting the 
marriage-plot of early nineteenth-century fiction she will become, un
wittingly, a character in the plot of conspiracy as her false friend and 
her hypocritical Gothic suitor "make" her marriage after all. In this 
struggle the two senses of "plot" conflate; both plots are schemes of 
entrapment, though it is from only the unconcealed and seemingly 
unthreatening marriage-plot that she (vainly) tries to escape. 

The reader is implicated by the force of literary tradition in this plot 
against Isabel, as is the writer in his awareness of reader expectation, 
despite his desire to keep his character free. Isabel can become the person 
she must be in the end only by choosing, like Jane Austen's Emma, 
Mr. Knightley. Her qualifications as a possible wife and the relation of 
her personal charms to her possession of a fortune are exactly . the sort 
of situation that constitutes the ground of female growth in an Austen 

1. The following references are to The New York Edition [Editor].



754 MILLICENT BELL 

novel. In such a novel, marriage is the act which will unite her to the 
social world and give her role, and it is out of the competition among 
her suitors that the heroine's difficulties arise, that her character is tested, 
and final success is to be achieved. James's story promotes our expec
tations of such narrative development by a familiar structure-the initial 
presentation of the heroine-young, attractive, economically helpless 
-and then, commencing immediately, the parade of suitors whose
claims she must weigh. She is not asked to consider the other alternatives
present for a man. (If she were a man other kinds of choice might prove
equally or more disastrous than a mistaken marriage-a wrong choice
of profession, of political affiliation, religious belief, social group, even
environment, all of which had become matters of option for men in
the new industrial age.)

It is not merely literary tradition, then, that dictates this plot. What 
other scope for choice did the real Isabels of her day-any more than 
the real Em mas-have? Nothing can be more quixotic, realistically, 
than Isabel's "Why should I necessarily marry?" The response of radical 
feminism-Olive Chancellor's, as we shall see in the next chapter-is 
simply unavailable to her. Practically speaking, hers is the dilemma of 
the upper-class girl who cannot survive by entering the market of wage
earners, but only by making the right marriage. Only her aunt's fairy
godmother intervention and her cousin's equally fairy-tale bequest keep 
her situation from becoming th�t of Madame Merle, who had realized 
in her own younger days that money is everything and that without it 
she cannot hope to marry freely. 

The example of Isabel's friend, Henrietta Stackpole, seems to argue 
that independence without marriage is really available to Isabel-does 
not this sprightly character earn her own her living "by her pen," and 
even support some of her relatives? Henrietta's example is a proposal of 
plot, that of the independent woman who, as a Bronte heroine might 
have, could demonstrate her self-sufficiency, however exposed and sol
itary she might find herself, before accepting the protection of a freely 
chosen mate. James introduces this literal version of Isabel's "indepen
dence" into the novel for a while, but he never allows it to be more 
than a comic parody of Isabel's transcendent yearning. In the end he 
collapses Henrietta as the representative of independence by marrying 
her off to a member of the species Isabel rejected-a rich Englishman. 

Isabel wants to discard the plot offered her and to write another of a 
new form, but there is no form available except union with one of her 
suitors. Isabel must marry; her desire to find a plot that would free her 
from any aim but the fulfillment of her own nature must submit itself 
to the conditions of a world which only permits her to imagine
falsely-that she has found this opportunity in marriage to a man who 
would have been rejected unhesitatingly by an Austen heroine, a man 
whose lack of "position" and income alone would make him ineligible, 
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and whose only "ron1antic" appeal is precisely in his having no role in 
society. She thus entraps herself even more securely in the marriage
plot; she simply marries the wrong man. It is not clear-to anyone except 
herself-not even to the sensitive Ralph T ouchett-that marriage to

Lord Warburton or Casper Goodwood would not have provided her 
story with a satisfactory closure. But Isabel's marriage is not the end. It 
occurs in the middle of the story as part of the new plot which was 
becoming available to novelists in the 1880s, which revealed that mar
riage was only the discovery of new sources of stress and disappointment. 
M iddlemarch and Daniel Deronda, important intertexts for The Portrait 
of a Lady, may not only have suggested to James the character of his 
own heroine, with her unrealizable personal longings, but showed how 
one could place centrally in a novel the spectacle of a failed marriage. 
Yet James, as we shal1 see, elides Isabel's post-wedding history-refusing, 
after a1l, to make marriage itself his subject. He presents the reader only 
with the Isabel who has already passed from happiness to misery. And 
he does not avail himself of the delayed marriage closure which returns 
in M iddlemarch with the removal of the wrongly chosen mate by death 
and remarriage to the right one. 

Aside from death, of course, there was divorce. Practically speaking, 
divorce was still an alternative nearly unavailable· to someone like Isabel 
when James wrote his novel. It was a recourse that upper-class women, 
in particular, were not supposed to reach for, however outrageous the 
offenses of their husbands, and it was even legally difficult-not until 
the 1870s and 1880s did English law make provision for women as the 
injured party. Few novelists were ready to modify the marriage-plot so 
far as to include the peripeteia of divorce. Only Meredith went so far 
as to take a positive view of divorce in Diana of the Crossways or One 
of Our Conquerors, published shortly after James' s novel. Isabel, in any 
case, had, as we shall note later, no specific outrage to charge Osmond 
with-he was neither an adulterer or a wife-beater. What lies ahead for 
Isabel, however, is not made clear; James simply refuses to reduce her 
potentiality a second time. When her two rejected suitors offer them
selves again after the evident failure of her first choice, she does not 
seem to foresee a recovered future with either of them. 

James makes Isabel's personal watchword "freedom" and also allows 
her, as a character, as much freedo1n as he can to struggle against the 
rigidities and reductions of social and literary formula. Her own appetite 
for freedom is closely related, as Richard Poirier has pointed out, to 
James' s belief that the literary character should be allowed the same 
unpredictability we would accord to those we love in real life. In James's 
handling of her we can feel that urespect for the liberty of the subject" 
he praised in Balzac. In his 190 5 essay, "The Lesson of Balzac," he 
quoted Taine's remark, "Balzac aime sa Valerie," and contrasted this 
attitude toward the wicked Valerie Marneffe with "the marked jealousy 
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of [Becky Sharp's) freedom that Thackeray exhibits." (2: 131 ). James in 
his turn is tenderly permissive of Isabel's self-contradictions, and he 
encourages her to escape the determinism of the fixed and limited char
acter. His attitude is represented within the novel by Ralph, who re
nounces any desire other than to give her the power to be whatever it 
is that she wants to be, to put wind into her sails. He merely wants to 
see what she will do with herself, like a novelist experin1enting with the 
possibilities latent in his characters. Yet it may be said of the novelist, 
as of Ralph, that because he exercises no authority over her direction, 
he leaves her subject to the arbitrary impositions of others. Ralph, we 
must remember, is someone whose illness forbids the normal exercise 
of masculine force, as though James suspects in his own abstention a 
disability-obscurely linked to sexuality-to carry out the novelist's 
proper role. But Ralph, however benevolently, is one of those who 
"plots" against her-and this suggests that James understands, too, that 
a plot is son1ething he cannot help making. He would like to create a 
character free of the obligation to determine itself in limiting action; he 
would prefer to believe in the immanence of personality and its un
quenchable potentiality. Yet there is no other way to tell stories than to 
suppress some of the infinitude of human possibility. Putting wind in 
the sails of his characters, he looses them upon a particular course, as 
in the end Isabers story is written by Ralph's very act of trying to grant 
her freedom. 

Looking back from the hindsight of her later history we are likely to 
view her own desire to express herself freely in the medium of life as 
egotistic as well as naive. But James encourages us to feel sympathy for 
the "presumptuous" notions of this young and ignorant, though intel
ligent and honorable, woman. There have been readings of the novel 
,vhich make her out to be the object of her creator's scorn, but it is 
plain, I think, that James allows us to see that her dreams are also serious 
expressions of an ancient view of the self as an inviolate essence not 
always manifest to mankind. He has dared to make her a spokeswoman 
for the powerful romantic strain in his native culture expressed in Emer
son's exaltation of the singular self with its scorn for "circumstance." 
James could write of Emerson, "No one has had so steady and constant, 
and above all so natural, a vision of what we require and what we are 
capable of in the way of aspiration and independence"-to which Harold 
Bloom has added, "No one, that is, except Henry James, for that surely 
is the quest of Isabel Archer towards her own quite Emersonian vision 
of aspiration and independence." It is because we must take her callow 
expectations seriously, because her errors are the consequence of noble 
conceptions of the human, that James allows her her right to our 
appreciation. 

Yet Isabel's search for expression of her boundless self is doomed in 
a philosophic sense, for no manifestation can ever be adequate to such 
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expectation. James shows the weakness of En1ersonian idealism in its 
inability to take account of the force of evil-moral or socioeconomic 
-"the ripe unconsciousness of ·evil . . . is one of the most beautiful 
signs by which we know him," James wrote in 1887 (1:2 54 ). Ralph's 
warning to Isabel that she is too fastidious is James' s judgment of Emer
son. "You want to see, but not to feel," Ralph says after she has told 
him that she doesn't "wish to touch the cup of experience ... It's a 
poisoned drink! I only want to see for myself 1 (111:213 ); this is echoed 
in James's remark that Emerson "liked to taste but not to drink-least 
of all to become intoxicated'' (1:265). 

But however vulnerable, even to James, Isabel's idealism may also be 
seen as a contention against that very model of realism which, in James's 
own day, insisted that the novel accept the dominion of the visible fact 
over mere thought or feeling and accept the idea that these latter are 
simply the effects of facts. That model derived from realist-naturalism. 
James resisted it not only ontologically but morally, for himself and in 
the person of Isabel. He knew the precariousness of such idealism. As 
Arnold Kettle has written, "The Portrait of a Lady is one of the most 
profound expressions in literature of the illusion that freedom is an 
abstract quality inherent in the individual soul." James, says Kettle, 

though he sees the tragedy implicit in the Victorian ruling-class 
view of freedom, is himself so deeply involved in that illusion that 
he cannot escape from it. His books are tragedies precisely because 
their subject is the smashing of the bourgeois illusion of freedom 
in the consciousness of characters who are unable to conceive of 
freedom in any other way. His "innocent" persons have therefore 
always the characters of victims; they are at the mercy of the vulgar 
and the corrupt, and the more finely conscious they become of 
their situation the more are they unable to cope with it in positive 
terms. 

In social terms, post-Civil War America had made "individualism" a 
suspect principle; the pioneer and revolutionary dream of untrammeled 
individuality seemed reduced to ruthless entrepreneurism. But the sweet
ness of an earlier ideal lingered in the American imagination with its 
attachment to life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness, terms so fre
quently on Isabel's own lips as she expresses her personal hopes. The 
an1biguity of her expectancy, which is her salient characteristic, is of 
course, that it is dependent for its fulfillment on her having, like Dick
ens's Pip, "great expectations," a legacy of money from an unknown 
benefactor. Yet she is protected from this realization for most of the 
story. Her ardent sense of futurity remains uncorrupt. 

I said at the beginning of this discussion that Isabel is more tragic
because of her own complicity in the frustration of her expectations
than Daisy and Catherine, but whether the novel as a whole can be 
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called a tragedy because its heroine >s flaw contributes to her fall is 
questionable. In one of the best commentaries on A Portrait of a Lady, 
A. N. Kaul calls it a "comic novel laboring under an imposed sense of 
tragedy." He reminds us that Isabel resembles Emma Woodhouse or 
Dorothea Brooke-but also many masculine protagonists in nineteenth
century novels-in being a superior young person who is guilty of taking 
a romantic, too theoretical view of herself and the world. Seeming to 
belong to such a "novel of education, n she is launched upon a story 
that should end with her discovery of the discrepancy between reality 
and her theories. But this change, as Kaul is correct in observing, actually 
fails to arrive for Isabel. The promise of comic resolution is mocked by 
Isabel's own mistake in thinking she has resolved her dilemma by mar
rying Osmond, and when knowledge of the truth about him comes at 
last, it does not mark so decisive a turning point as one might suppose 
in the resolution of her diverse attjtudes. 

But perhaps James's novel must not be read as the fulfillment of any 
one of its own proposed or potential designs. The element of comedy 
of manners, for example, is maintained to the end by the presence of 
"typical'> characters like Casper Goodwood, Lord Warburton, Pansy 
Osmond, and Henrietta Stackpole

,. 
who is Isabel rendered as caricature. 

But Isabel herself is never the "flat" character who cannot ever surprise 
us; on the contrary, it may be thought that she surprises us too much; 
she maintains the essential indeterminacy of the tragic character whose 
actions arise from some mysterious depth. Isabel falls short of enlight
enment because in this, too, she must resist the closure of conventional 
plot, must remain a potentiality. It is true, as Kaul says, that the early 
chapters contain the promise of comic resolution. When, after the nar
rator has said something about Isabel's contradictory views of Lord War
burton, he remarks, "She was a person of great good faith, and if there 
was a great deal of folly in her wisdom those who judge her severely 
may have the satisfaction of finding that, later, she became consistently 
wise only at the cost of an amount of folly which will constitute almost 
a direct appeal to charity,, (III: 144-145). Such a statement, midway in 
the first volume, seems to promise progression toward final enlighten
ment. But though some wisdom does come to her, it seems qualified 
and its persistence uncertain-and this may be seen as a maintenance 
of the possibilities of her still-unresolved destiny. 

Few readers will be willing to accept the view of Manfred Mackenzie, 
who argues that Isabel is merely a melodramatist, guilty of "hideous 
insincerities,» who acts out contrary roles as convenient. He holds her 
to be closer to Mrs. Penniman, in Washington Square, than to Catherine 
Sloper, to whom I have compared her. But there have been others, like 
F. R. Leavis, who have been put off by her self-contradictions while 
admitting that James persuades us of her "ardent good faith." But Isabel 
may not be intended as a psychological study. Her confusions make for 
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a maximization of her; her multip]e reasons, her self-contradictions, 
may be seen as a dramatization of an unresolvable contention of personal 
and cultural possibilities. That the reader recognizes the gestures of 
various traditions of story-teJling-marriage-plot, novel-of-education, 
comedy, tragedy, melodrama, realism, and ron1ance-is not surprising, 
for Isabel's search for plot involves a consideration of various ways of 
thinking about herself-and therefore various formal structures in the 
traditions of literature. If Isabel herself, as Richard Chase wrote, is a 
romancer, then one can say that she is compelled to try to write romance 
in the medium of the world of materialist detern1ination, the world of 
the realist novel-and her sense of romance reaches toward a freedom 
even from the coercions of romantic convention. The Portrait of a Lady 
may, among its other formal discords, contain a dialogue between Mid

dlemarch and The Scarlet Letter. Isabel is related to Dorothea Brooke; 
she also retains a connection with Hester Prynne, Hawthorne's scourged 
yet unrepentant dark heroine of expanded female selfhood. 

This is not so much to deny structure to The Portrait of a Lady as to 
discover that its structure is an open one which thematizes uncertainty. 
Its notable "failure" of closure and striking ellipses exhibit contests of 
plot which propose themselves from page to page. Leavis noted that the 
"inconsistencies" or, as he called them, "moral uncertainties" in the 
book "pass undetected at first because of the brilliant art with which 
James, choosing his scenes a faire, works in terms of dran1atic presen
tation." But it is just this dramatic presentation that is the essence of 
the novel, the inner as well as outer secret of its refusal to draw all its 
baggage along a single track toward an inevitable destination. In the end 
what we lack is, precisely, a "portrait," a spatial arrangement of our 
impressions, something arrived at by a hundred strokes of the brush, 
but finally stable. If character is fate and fate is character, then Isabel's 
character is incompletely defined by a fate that remains always indeter
minate. "What will she do?" remains an obsessive and unresolved ques
tion, while the verb itself sounds insistently throughout the text, 
becoming more rather than less problematic. That the contention of 
potentialities will not come to rest is the reason for the ending which 
has puzzled so many; James does not end his character's search for the 
destiny she has always "affronted." 

In the foregoing discussion of The Portrait of a Lady, I have bound 
together issues too often held apart by critics-the role in the novel of 
transcendental individuality, with its belief in the limitless extension of 
personal being; the practical issues of personal self-definition in the social 
world, particularly as these presented themselves to nineteenth-century 
women; and the formal-aesthetic contest of openness and closure, which 
1night be said to express both of these then1es. In her astute and valuable 
discussion of the differences between James' s early ( 1880) text and its 
revised (1908) version, Nina Baym has argued that an older, more con-
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servative James drew back from his early interest in the theme of marriage 
versus female independence. His textual changes, she demonstrates, 
transform the novel into a more abstract study of romantic idealism. I 
would only qualify this conclusion by insisting that James, from the start 
of his career-even in more rudimentary studies like "Daisy Miller" and 
Washington Square-invokes both the philosophic and the social con
tests at once and expresses them together in the structure of his fictions, 
and that this joint presence is fully active in both versions of The Portrait. 

James's statement that the first thing he will make Isabel "do" is come 
to Europe has a certain disingenuousness about it, for this initial act is 
nearly suppressed out of the narrative. Not until the third chapter do 
we get a brief view of that moment when Mrs. Touchett descends upon 
Isabel in her grandmother's Albany house. The house is described in a 
curiously detailed way. Some of these details are autobiographical, cor
responding to James' s recollections-set down long afterward in A Small 
Boy and Others-including the adjoining primary school and the taste 
"of accessible garden peaches" associated with his own grandmother's 
house in Albany. As tokens of an infantine time, which James remem
bered as also an age of innocence in American culture, the description 
must have functioned in the writer's mind in a symbolic way, and does 
so for the uncommon modern reader who happens to recall certain pages 
of the autobiography, which was published thirty years after the novel. 
There are a few more bits of the past of Isabel-James, farther on-her 
(his) father's "aversion" to unpleasantness, and the educational theories 
which had induced him to transport his daughters (sons) three times 
across the Atlantic before Isabel-James was fourteen. And when we read 
that, as a girl, Isabel had "an immense curiosity about life and was 
constantly staring and wondering" (Ill, 45), we are reminded of the way 
Jan1es describes himself as a boy who was always "gaping." These bits 
of description will remind us of the autobiographical passage in Wash
ington Square to which I have already drawn attention, but with the 
difference that it is not to the narrator that this lost American past belongs 
but to Isabel herself. As a glimpse of Isabel's own childhood it signals 
James's secret identification with her, something which reinforces his 
concentration upon her consciousness, making for an authorial attach
ment more intimate and tender than his fleeting, skeptical identification 
with Winterbourne in "Daisy Miller." 

But these associations, to which one is helped by adding to the text 
something unavailable to the contemporary reader, are hardly enough 
to give either Isabel's earlier history or the culture that has produced her 
a diamatic presence in the novel. The fact that she is an orphan, re
sponsible to no one but herself, completes the severance from her an
tecedents. She herself feels that her situation makes her belong "quite 
to the independent class"-that is, the class of those "independent" of 
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customary plots-when she insists to Casper Goodwood that she is 
disqualified for the role which conducts the heroine to the marriage
ending. ''I'm not in my first youth-I can do what I choose . . . I've 
neither father nor mother; I'm poor and of a serious disposition; I'm not 
pretty. I therefore am not bound to be timid and conventional; indeed 
I can't afford such luxuries. Besides, I try to judge things for myself; to 
judge wrong, I think, is more honourable than not to judge at all. I 
don't wish to be a mere sheep in the flock; I wish to choose my fate and 
know something of human affairs beyond ywhat other people think it 
compatible with propriety to tell me" (IJI:228-229). 

Merely as a reminder of influences or models which Isabel rejects, 
James permits us the briefest of backward glances at her two sisters, her 
only surviving relatives, now remotely behind her across the sea-one 
married, not brilliantly, to an Army officer posted "in the unfashionable 
West," the oldest, Lilian, the mother of two "peremptory little boys," 
to a lawyer in New York, where she is "the mistress of a wedge of brown 
stone violently driven into Fifty-third Street" (III: 38). James's crisp 
phrases express the finality of these fates, and Lilian's view of Isabel's 
own necessary consummation might have been uttered at the opening 
of one of Austen's novels: "I want to see her safely married-that's what 
I want to see" 1 .(III: 39). It is clear that James understands the exact nature 
of this expectation when he summarizes in the most compact way all 
Isabel's preparation. Like his own sister Alice, who paced the cliffs of 
Newport and dreamed of an inaccessible life of action during the Civil 
War, Isabel is said to have "passed months of this long period in a state 
of almost passionate excitement, in which she felt herself at times (to 
her extreme confusion) stirred almost indiscriminately by the valour of 
either army." James' s empathetic feminist irony is felt in the comment 
which follows almost directly: "she had had everything a girl could have: 
kindness, admiration, bonbons, bouquets, the sense of exclusion from 
none of the privileges of the world she lived in, abundant opportunity 
for dancing, plenty of new dresses, the London Spectator, the latest 
publications, the music of Gounod, the poetry of Browning, the prose 
of George Eliot" (111:45-46). 

Isabel's developmental possibilities are not ones Lilian or her husband 
can imagine, however; her "originality" bewilders them. "I've never kept 
up with Isabel-it would have taken all my time" (III, 39) says this 
sister. Her husband "hope(s) she isn't going to develop anymore" (III, 
40), and observes, exactly as though she is a novel, that he cannot read 
her, she's "written in a foreign tongue" (III, 39); the kind of story she 
might figure in is quite beyond him. James thus introduces but brings 
into doubt the naturalist scheme of prediction as well as the traditional 
marriage-plot model, letting the reader know that his heroine is not to 
be "explained" by her class, type, upbringing, and, above all, by her 
past. In effect, she has no past and her future is obscure. 



762 MILLICENT BELL 

She herself accepts her aunt's invitation with "a desire to leave the 
past behind her and, as she said to herself, to begin afresh" (III, 41 ). 
And much later, when she is about to meet Osmond, she still considers 
that the past has no hold upon her: "It was in her disposition at all times 
to lose faith in the reality of absent things ... The past was apt to look 
dead" (III, 322). Her attitude toward others, too, is to assume that they 
have no past, or to prefer not to inquire about it. This must explain her 
lack of curiosity about the previous relationship of Ralph and Madame 
Merle-which is hinted at, . but which we never learn about. "With all 
her love of knowledge," we are told, "she had a natural shrinking from 
raising curtains and looking into unlighted corners. The love of knowl
edge coexisted in her mind with the finest capacity for ignorance" (III, 
284 ). More dangerously for herself, she is incurious about Osmond's 
past: "His life had been mingled with other lives more than he ad
mitted ... For the present she refrained frorr1 provoking further reve
lations" (111:383). And so she never really understands what would seem 
obvious until, as the Countess Gemini says, the i's are dotted for her 
-"�a me depasse, if you don't mind my saying so, the things, all round 
you, that you've appeared to succeed in not knowing" (IV: 365). 

Isabel's gap of beginning is one of the functions of the international 
situation which, in so many of James's fictions, introduces a lately landed 
American whose qualities are to be tested in the European world. She 
seems newborn when she steps onto the lawn of Gardencourt in the 
opening chapter. And even before she appears, Mrs. Touchett's telegram 
has attached to her that description, "independent," which she soon 
uses of herself. In a paradoxical sense, of course, this also makes her 
the symbolic representative of her nation's ideals-her own declarations 
never cease to echo the language of the American Declaration. But in 
its absolute sense independence means the right to be free even of a 
culture committed to freedom. When Isabel wonders at the fact that 
her aunt's own point of view doesn't seem particularly American (it is 
one of the moments when she sounds like her friend Henrietta), Mrs. 
Touchett exclaims, "My point of view, thank Cod, is personal!"-which 
Isabel thinks "a tolerable description of her own manner of judging" 
(IIl:81 ). 

Isabel's independence might, for a moment, be thought of as a he
reditarily determined as well as determining quality, for Mr. Touchett 
immediately recognizes it as a "family trait," which Isabel shares with 
his wife. This is hardly implied, however-the resemblance between 
the two is something else. It is a hypothetical prediction of a destiny 
that Isabel's very rejection of models implies. We learn just enough 
aboul lv\rs. 1' ouc'nett herse\f to be l)i0\11ded W\th a g\im\)se of the history 
of someone who is so "fond of her own way,'' as Mr. Touchett says, or 
who, as her son adds, "likes to do everything for herself and has no 
belief in anyone's power to help her" (Ill: 13-14 ). At their meeting in 
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Albany, the older woman seems to recognize the kinship when her niece 
refuses to promise to do everything she is told. Mrs. Touchett then 
responds, "You' re fond of your own way; but it's not for me to blame 
you" (III: 3 5). 

Another term applied to both women by Ralph is "natural" (111:58) 
-a term also applied, as we have seen, to Catherine Sloper. Implying
a certain freedom from the modes and manners of ordered society, it
signifies freedom from those deterministic "natural" laws which make
the idea of the natural seem the very reverse of free in later nineteenth
century thinking. The "nature'' referred to ·is not Darwin's but the Nature
of Emerson's essay. Such a concept belongs especially to American
culture before 1850 but is persistently American, a dream we have never
entirely surrendered to naturalistic determinism. The one fault Isabel
was to find with Madame Merle in the time of her great admiration for
that accomplished woman was, "she was not natural-she had rid herself
of every remnant of that tonic wildness which we may assume to have
belonged even to the most amiable person!> in the ages before country
house life was the fashion" (111:274). This is an unmistakable reference
to Thoreau, who says in Walden: "We need the tonic of wildness."

Of course, there is nothing very wild about the elderly Mrs. Touchett, 
who holds Isabel to a stricter propriety than the girl is used to when she 
wishes to linger downstairs with the gentlemen after her aunt has retired. 
Mrs. Touchett extends her benevolent sponsorship to Isabel only for the 
most conventional of enterprises-acquisition of European culture and 
of a husband-her viewpoint being exactly the same as Mrs. Ludlow's; 
she is openly disappointed when Isabel rejects that great parti, Lord 
Warburton. Yet she is in her own person, nevertheless, a warning. In 
the old woman's sterile eccentricity, her wandering which knows no 
resting place, and her emotional distance from the husband and son 
who have not seen her for a year� we are given the outcome of Mrs. 
Touchett's independence. It is an exhibition of what might even be 
Isabel's fate, an alternative of existence embedded in the text as one 
anticipation of the outcome of her views and qualities. Since she must 
marry, as everyone but she feels, she would only be able to preserve her 
independence by becoming someone like her aunt. In the end, this does 
not seem impossible if her marriage to Osmond should remain an un
dissolved formal connection in the years to be imagined for her beyond 
the closing pages. As unlike her dry, elderly aunt as she seems, the 
reader should not forget that Isabel reminds Mr. Touchett of his wife 
as a young girl. 

This method of presenting Isabel's alterity is one James extends to 
most of the other characters, who are not only independent forces acting 
upon her but represent other lives she might live. Ironically, since it is 
her determination to resist models as much as she can, James expresses 
through the characters that surround his heroine the idea that a life is 
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a path with many forkings; in traveling past these we have only the 
illusion of treading a single, inevitable course. Forecasting in the novel 
may be admonitory or optative as well as predictive. It is only after her 
marriage that Isabel feels that her alterity is exhausted. As she broods 
before the fire upon the mistake the marriage has been, she reflects, 
"She had taken all the first steps in the purest confidence, and then she 
had suddenly found the infinite vista of a multiplied life to be a dark, 
narrow alley with a dead wall at the end'' (IV: 189). 

Two representatives of her American origins follow her to Europe and 
continue to exhibit that side of herself which is unmodified by foreign 
experience. Henrietta Stackpole is Isabel without her grace and superior 
intelligence but with something of her freshness and American insistence 
upon self-determination. There will be moments, as already noted, when 
the two friends sound very much alike. Henrietta's alterity to Isabel is 
that she has achieved her "independence" without modifying these qual
ities. She is an example of an alternative to marriage, which is not the 
role of the old maid dependent of Victorian families, but the working 
woman's proud self-support. That it is Henrietta who does, after all, 
marry an English gentleman while Isabella refuses one, is James' s joke 
played on a "new woman" about whom he had mixed feelings. Another 
joke is the fact that this free American is the very representative of 
categorical thinking. She is always looking for "types" to figure in her 
articles for the newspapers and insists on the niceness of national dis
tinctions; Ralph annoys her by not being clearly either English or 
American-but she decides he is a type, after all, "the alienated Amer
ican," of which he is "a beautiful specimen" (III: 120). 

Casper Goodwood also represents so1nething important in Isabel's 
past, but James does his best to repress it from view. His name is not 
even spoken in the early description of Albany, though he is unques
tionably the "person from whom she was looking for a visit" when she 
hears her aunt's footstep outside her door. We know nothing at all about 
him until Henrietta mentions in Chapter II that he has come over in 
the steamer with her-and charges Isabel with being "faithless" (Ill: 13 5). 
Whether the charge has foundation, however-what exactly has been 
the previous history of her relations with Goodwood-we are never told, 
though her relations with Lord Warburton and Osmond, his rivals, are 
given to us from their beginnings-and this shutting off of any backward 
view of him is still another index of that suppression of beginning which 
has kept most of Isabel's American past over the horizon. The character 
of Casper is treated somewhat summarily by James, who does not seem 
to want to remember, any more than does Isabel, just what Casper has 
been to her. Yet, in another novel, he might be a hero-someone not 
unlike Christopher Newman-a resistant American mascu\inity. He, 
also, is a "new man," having made a fortune in industrial America, and 



ISABEL ARCHER AND THE AFFRONTING OF PLOT 765 

also comes to Europe with the view that he can have what he wants
in this case, Isabel. 

Neither Henrietta nor Casper, who are al1ied, succeeds in modifying 
Isabel's history. Yet Casper's pursuit is nearly successful. His urgency is 
answered to powerfully in Isabel's nature. 1,his may be interpreted 
sexually-and her evasion of his suit put down to sexual fear. But it 
may be more in harmony with James's intention to see that the American 
"freedom" Casper offers her is only another design which she strives 
against-though one that is closely related to her own desire for freedom 
fron1 old forms. He resembles her (is one version of her) in his very 
American self-sufficiency, being the "self-made man" in material terms 
as she would be a self-made personality, O\ving nothing to others. When 
he tells her at the last that the world is very large, and asks, "To whom 
under the sun do we owe anything?" (IV:4 3 5), he seems to be voicing 
her own principles-as well as the proud solvency of the successful 
entrepreneur-though by this time she has come to understand the 
limitations of the independence she was once so proud of. Still, marriage 
with this suitor remains potential in the narrative like so many other 
potentialities, and the narrator remarks that there were moments when 
she said to herself that "she might evade him for a time, but that she 
must make terms with him at last." Though she has rejected him as 
well as Lord Warburton she still feels, toward the end of the first volume, 
that she "might really . . . come to the end of things that were not 
Casper ( even though there appeared so many of them), and find rest in 
those very elements of his presence which struck her now as impediments 
to the finer respiration. It was conceivable that these impediments should 
some day prove a sort of blessing in disguise-a clear and quiet harbor 
enclosed by a brave granite breakwater" (III: 32 3). 

This is so powerfully put-with the image of the granite breakwater 
representing Casper's restrictive yet, protective nature-that one may, 
if one is distressed by such a misleading implication of the outcome, 
protest that the writer does not seem to know how his novel will end. 
One answer is that we are in the mind, after all, of Isabel, who does 
not know what happens in the next chapter-that she meets Osmond. 
But another is that James wishes to keep all possibilities open even against 
the logic of a plot that seems to be reducing them one by one. Casper's 
persistence in her life will continue to suggest an alternate outcome. He 
does not succeed, within the bounds of the novel, in doing what he 
wishes-uniting himself with Isabel-yet it is representative of his nature 
as wel1 as hers that he believes in an unquenchable futurity in himself 
and others, and presses his suit to the end. It is typical of him that he 
even seems to think that Ralph's death from tuberculosis can be pre
vented when he visits him in Rome after Isabel's 1narriage: "He couldn't 
bear to see a pleasant man, so pleasant for all his queerness, so beyond 
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anything to be done. There was always something to be done, for Good
wood, and he did it in this case by repeating several times his visit to 
the Hotel de Paris" (IV:296). Isabel is left "free" after his electric kiss, 
finally. Henrietta's last encouragement to Casper, "Just you wait!" im
plies a closure beyond the last page of the 1882 text, but James subdued 
this ambiguity in the New York Edition, and the revised ending main
tains the openness of the novel, its gap of ending, and is in harmony 
with Casper's own stubborn refusal of finality. In the later version, James 
added, "but only to guess from her face, with a revulsion, that she simply 
meant he was young. She stood shining at him \\'ith that cheap comfort, 
and it added, on the spot, thirty years to his life. She walked him away 
'"'ith her, however, as if she had given him now the key to patience" 
(IV:437-438). 

Madame Merle is another possible outcome for an Isabel who might 
remain poor, growing older in Europe, and come to the point of having 
to say, in her turn, "My dreams were so great-so preposterous." Ma
dame Merle also says, "the dreams of one's youth, why they were en
chanting, they were divine! Who had ever seen such things come to 
pass?" (III:286). She, too, we must remember, is an American, and "the 
breezy freedom of the stars and stripes might have shed an influence 
upon the attitude she there took towards life" ( 111:2 50). She seems, at 
first, also to be without a past, having had a husband who is never 
mentioned by her and of whom Ralph only says that he "would be likely 
to pass away" (111:252). She has had time to acquire a significant history, 
in fact; it has changed her, and remains present in her life in Pansy, 
but this history is quite invisible to Isabel. 

What Madame Merle seems to be-however arrived at-stirs the 
younger woman to a passion of emulation. Something of this attitude 
is shared by Mrs. Touchett, of whom Ralph says that "if she were not 
herself (which she after all much prefers) she would like to be Madame 
Merle" (111:2 51-252). As their acquaintance continues, Isabel's fasci
nation with Madame Merle's accomplishments and charms increases, 
and she finds herself "desiring to emulate them, and in twenty such 
ways this lady presented herself as a model. 'I should like awfully to 
be so!' Isabel secretly exclaimed, more than once, as one after another 
of her fr.iend's fine aspects caught the light" (111:270). The one flaw 
Isabel finds in her, as I have said, is that she seems to be without 
"naturalness"-the American quality which Isabel herself possesses and 
prizes. But, in fact, it may be one of the novel's numerous potentialities 
that al though she discovers this admired mode] to be someone who has 
deceptively plotted against her, Isapel may be nevertheless (as Leo Bersani 
has suggested) in the process of absorbing the example of Madame Merle 
in the end-that is, mastering the art of appearances. 

Even Pansy is a variant Isabel, another female innocent upon whom 
others work their designs, though her innocence is that of Nature, from 
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which all tonic wildness has been bred out in a convent garden. In the 
final move to the role of sponsor and protector of Pansy-by which she 
assumes Ralph's role in relation to herself-Isabel acts to recover pos
sibility for a younger self. Pansy's story provides, in the novel's late stages, 
a doubling back to her stepmother's own early condition, and gives one 
the feeling that the possibilities latent then have not, after all, disap
peared; Pansy's promise of happiness keeps Isabel's alterity alive. In 
enacting Ralph's role toward herself in her own relationship with Pansy, 
Isabel again confirms her identity with him. She shares with him the 
imaginative qualities which make possible a donation of one's own ex
pectations to another, a surrogateship both generous and fatal. His do
nation to Isabel-not merely of money but of personal expectations
is duplicated not only in her relationship with Pansy but in her earlier 
relationship with Osmond himself. 

This implied cyclicity also threatens the expectation that Pansy may 
turn out to be happier than her sponsor, multiplying for us even further 
the alternatives which vibrate beyond the novers final page. As we 
remember the fatality of Ralph's gift we see the darker side of his spec
tatorship, which links him unexpectedly to such a character as Dr. 
Sloper, who watches Catherine as though she were a character in a play 
and wonders whether she will show him some surprises in the next act. 
Ralph, we are told, is kept alive at the end by the fact that Isabel's drama 
is still not played out: ''He was determined to sit out the performance" 
(IV: 14 7). But when Isabel first meets Pansy, she too is a playgoer; Pansy 
strikes her as "an ingenue in a French play" or "the ideal jeune fille of 
foreign fiction" (111:401 ). 

Ralph's superior mental and emotional qualities would seem to make 
him the only one among the men who love Isabel who is her true mate. 
But the relationship is closer still. It is worth pondering that James has 
made Ralph unable to offer her physical passion. Ralph cannot act in 
any way except by furthering someone else's history, though·he is some
times reminded "that the finest of pleasures is the rush of action." There 
is something deadly, a stillness of exhaustion, that marks Gardencourt, 
that beautiful garden place where if one life begins, two others are 
ending-the lives of the dying father and the rnortally ill son who wait 
for Isabel in that "little eternity" of tea-time, when time has seemed to 
stop on the great lawn. The money of one man and the love of the other 
produce their intended gift of expanded life to Isabel. But the legacy is 
infected with their deaths. 

Isabel herself is not only like the l'ouchetts, but like James, the 
motionless see-er who is an affectionate, spectatorial witness of his char
acters' efforts as he gives them their lives, their plots. I have referred 
earlier to James's recognition of his own identity with female life in a 
society which kept both women and the artist at the periphery of social 
power. Ralph, the man with the artistic sensibility, enacts a classically 
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female abnegation. The free Isabel, who once scorned the idea that she 
had to marry at all, now accepts the most conventional of female plots 
in the abnegation of wifehood; women, typically, must act through men. 
So, it is Osmond, as I have said, in whose life Isabel first dreams of 
making herself potent, sponsoring the expression of his supposed free 
nature as she has been sponsored. Ralph was right in accusing her, in 
the beginning, of not wanting to touch or taste life. She would rather 
act through delegation, by marrying. Osmond will do her doing for her. 
If he is guilty of regarding her as an object, she is guilty, also, of thinking 
of him as an instrument. And James, the artist, identifies with this 
delegation. The "rush of action" which Ralph misses may be understood 
not only as that of the battlefield or of sexual intercourse but in a literary 
sense as the "doing'' of the novel, which is James's own substitute for 
living action-a doing which is, in this case, an affirmation of not
doing. Just as Isabel had been seen by her Albany relatives as a book 
"written in a foreign tongue," so Ralph (for whom the ordinary plots of 
manhood are inapplicable) sees himself as "a good book in a poor 
translation-a meagre entertainment for a young man who felt that he 
might have been an excellent linquist" (111:53). 

Osmond, the person most inimical to Isabel, is thus also related to 
her as the means by which her money can be translated into action
as she had been the intended translation of the Touchett monev. The 

., 

image by which she conceives of her role in relation to Osmond is 
exactly the same as that used by Ralph when he tells his father that he 
would like to "put a little wind in her sails." (111:260): "She would launch 
his boat for him; she would be his providence'' (IV: 192). Her benevo
lence, like Ralph's, results from her own incapacity to use money di
rectly. This incapacity is literal; as a woman she has no way to make 
money '\vork," since women of her type and time are only consumers. 
Less literally it represents her reluctance to seek that "doingn which 
closes down her potentiality. 

Osmond appeals to her precisely because he seems another self. Re
peatedly the comment is made by others that he has done nothing. 
Madame Merle characterizes him as "Gilbert Osmond-he lives in Italy; 
that's all one can say about him or make of him. He's exceedingly clever, 
a man made to be distinguished; but, as I tell you, you exhaust the 
description when you say he's Mr. Osmond who lives tout betement in 
Italy. No career, no name, no position, no fortune, no past, no future, 
no anything" (111:281 ). When Madame Merle observes to the Countess 
Gemini that her brother "is one of the cleverest of men," his sister says, 
"I've heard you say that before but I haven't yet discovered what he has· 
done." Madame Merle, who at last sees some possibility for action in 
Osmond's case-his marriage to Isabel-replies merely, "He has done 
nothing that has had to be undone. And he has known how to wait" 
(III: 392). Osmond himself, we are told, feels that by his marriage his 
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unexpressed self can find tongue. "The desire to have something or other 
to show for his 'parts'-to show somehow or other-had been the dream 
of his youth; but as the years went on the conditions attached to any 
marked proof of rarity had affected him more and more as gross and 
detestable; like the swallowing of mugs of beer to advertise what one 
could 'stand.' " Now, like Isabel, he expects to find manifestation 
through another: "She should do the thing for him, and he would not 
have waited in vain" (IV: 12). 

Unappealing as Osmond's negativity might seem, it is the very reason 
Isabel finds him more attractive than anyone she has known. "What 
has he ever done?" challenges Goodwood when he hears that she intends 
to marry this man, and she declares with pride, for it echoes her own 
abstention, "Nothing at all" (IV:4 7). His virtues, for her, are a list of 
negatives: "No property, no title, no honours, no houses, nor lands, nor 
position, nor reputation, nor brilliant belongings of any sort. It's the 
total absence of these things that pleases me" (IV:74), she tells Ralph. 

Of course, one will say that Isabel is wrong to see this extreme Emer
sonianism in Osmond. Though Osmond declines the manifestations of 
action, he is a collector of objects and a cultivator of appearances; he 
is intensely aware, in truth, of his effect in the world-and imposes this 
awareness on Isabel after they are married. The most Emersonian of 
her wooers, despite his cotton miHs, is Goodwood; "to whom under the 
world do we owe anything?" are nearly his last words to her. "Oh, he 
\Vas intrinsic enough; she never thought.of his even looking for artificial 
aids," Isabel reflects when Goodwood comes to see her in Rome after 
her marriage. His figure, she observes, had ''a kind of bareness and 
bleakness which made the accident of meeting in memory or appre
hension a peculiar concussion; it was deficient in the social drapery 
commonly muffiing, in an overcivilized age, the sharpness- of human 
contacts" (IV:280). 

But, then, she has defined herself as "independent" of all these things 
in the same negative way. One recalls, again, her declaration to Madame 
Merle concerning a hypothetical wooer-that nothing he possessed 
would matter to her, just as nothing that belonged to her was any measure 
of herself (III:288). It is such a self, sequestered from expression in outer 
things or acts, that she has cherished in herself and thinks she recognizes 
in Osmond, the ideal lover of whom she had spoken. He actually admits 
to her that he has had no "natural indifference" to outward show an.1 
that his life has exhibited his "studied, wilful renunciation"-a mock 
enactment of the giving-up which is the heroic gesture of so many 
Jamesian idealists. Isabel, however, does not understand that his "re
nunciation" is no more than an attitude. James remarks that in her 
characteristic way, she had «invented a fine theory about Gilbert Os
mond, she loved him not for what he really possessed, but for his very 
poverties dressed out as honors" (IV:75). Her imagination, writing its 
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own story, had seen him as another character than the actual one: "she 
had had a more wondrous vision of him, fed through charmed senses 
and oh such a stirred fancy! She had not read him right" (IV: 192), she 
later realizes. 

Yet her instinct for a resemblance which makes him her ultimate and 
most humiliating alter-ego is not altogether mistaken. In his fastidious 
disdain for vulgar effort he is, again, a version of her own resistance to 
action; his aesthetic connoisseurship is a possibility latent in her own 
interest in the collection of fine sensations. He is not wrong when, after 
stating his personal view that "one ought to make one's life a work of 
art" (IV:15), he tells her that this is exactly what he believed she herself 
was trying to do. In what seems to be his successful fusion of American 
independence of spirit, disdain for "accoutrements,'' and European ap
preciation of the heritage of Western culture, he appears to represent 
what she aspires to. In the multitude of her potentialities even Gilbert 
Osmond is latent. 

I have not included Lord Warburton in this review of companions 
who, each in his own way, enact the potentialities of Isabel's character. 
Warburton is, of course, the one European close to her, and he does 
not share with the others and with Isabel a starting point in the mythical 
freedom of American possibility. Representative of his country, his class, 
he is a type whose character and life forecast a predictable history. But 
James relates even him to Isabel by showing hi1n to be a "specimen of 
an English gentleman," as Mr. Touchett calls him (III:90), who doesn't 
want to be one-he, too, is fleeing the plot he has inherited. Ralph 
pities him for this-"He's a man with a great position who's playing all 
sort of tricks with it. He doesn't take himself seriously ... Great re
sponsibilities, great opportunities, great consideration, great wealth, great 
power, a natural share in the public affairs of a great country. But he's 
all in a muddle about himself ... [and] doesn't know what to believe 
in." Lord Warburton is a proprietor who is politically opposed to prop
erty. But, as Ralph says, he "can neither abolish himself as a nuisance 
nor maintain himself as an institution" (111:98). 

Yet he cannot possibly escape the structure which encloses him. He 
has no intention of giving up his fifty thousand acres of English soil, 
his half-dozen houses, his seat in Parliament, his elegant tastes for 
literature, art, science, and the new views-and the revolution would, 
Mr. Touchett says, never touch him-"he's too much liked" (111:103). 
Lord ¼'arburton's is the liberal attitude toward those cultural frames and 
institutions that may be said to define the person; he will, despite his 
"new views," leave the structure standing and himself within it. He 
cannot be as radical as Isabel. Rather, he is a good illustration of Madame 
Merle's belief that appurtenances define character, are character. Hen
rietta later puts the matter succinctly: "He owns about half England; 
that's his character" (IV:4 ). Despite the splendor of his offer and his 
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personal amiability he threatens Isabel's rejection of such a definition 
of self. Among all those she knows he is the character most clearly 
defined by the "system11 of which he is a part-and she is forced, at the 
very start of their acquaintance, to contrast him with the "young man 
lately come from America who had no system at all, but who had a 
character of which it was useless for her to try to persuade herself that 
the impression on her mind had been light" (III: 144). 

It is his being not a "character" in her own sense (a well of possibility), 
but a "personage" that makes Isabel anticipate Warburton's proposal 
with dread. ''At the risk of adding to the evidence of her self-sufficiency," 
remarks the narrator, (tit must be said that there had been moments 
when this possibility of admiration by a personage represented to her an 
aggression almost to the degree of an affront . . . She herself was a 
character-she couldn't help being aware of that; and hitherto her visions 
of a completed consciousness had concerned themselves largely with 
moral images-things as to which the question would be whether they 
pleased her sublime soul. Lord Warburton loomed before her, largely 
and brightly, as a collection of attributes and powers which were not to 
be measured by this simple rule .. . What she felt was that a territorial, 
a political, a social magnate had conceived the design of drawing her 
into the system in which he rather invidiously lived and moved" (III: 14 3-

144 ). 

Richard Chase protested that she is unfair. "Despite his being a he
reditary nobleman and so, bound to the forrnalities and duties of his 
station in life, he presents himself to her with perfect candor as a man, 
and not a lord, who needs and desires her." But this is to mistake the 
novel's dramatic surface for the play of its themes. Warburton is a man, 
no doubt, but he must nevertheless represent to Isabel something both 
more abstract and more threatening. With her personal ideal of a self
hood unbounded by cultural categories, she resists the conventional in 
him and imposed by him. She sees that most of the others she knows 
are also somehow less than "characters" in her sense. She wrongly 
exempts Osmond from this perception. "He resembled no one she had 
ever seen; most of the people she knew might be divided into groups of 
a half a dozen specimens. There were one or two exceptions to this; she 
could think for instance of no group that would contain her aunt Lydia. 
There were other people who were, relatively speaking, original-orig
inal, as one might say, by courtesy-such as Mr. Goodwood, as her 
cousin Ralph, as Henrietta Stackpole, as Lord Warburton, as Madame 
Merle. But in essentials, when one came to look at them, these indi
viduals belonged to types already present to her mind. Her mind con
tained no class offering a natural place to Mr. Osmond" (III:375-376). 

Osmond, of course, may really be as definable a type as Ralph thinks 
when he terms him a "sterile dilletante" (IV: 71 ). In explaining his at
traction for Isabel we must also remember that he conforms to a Ro-
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mantic type, the Byronic hero-villain-he is, as William Veeder 
observes, "bored, indolent, aloof, misanthropic ... he shares these traits 
with Grandcourt, Max, St. Elmo, and other conventional misanthropes 
since Satan and Byron." But his pretended indifference to all commit
ments to convention makes him seem to her what she herself aspires to 
be-even though he, in a lapse into sincerity, warns her before their 
engagement, "I'm convention itself" (IV:21 ). When Ralph objects to 
Osmond's type, Isabel retorts-describing, in effect, herself, or her idea 
of herself-"What's the 1natter with Mr. Osmond's type, if it be one? 
His being so independent, so individual, is what I most see in him" 
(IV, 68). 

It is in relation to these others who propose her development that 
Isabel tries to define those terms which are her spiritual watchwords. 
When she rejects Goodwood upon his first arrival in Europe, she de
clares, "I like my liberty too much. If there's one thing in the world 
I'm fond of it's my personal independence." Bemused, the free American 
man protests, "Who would wish less to curtail your liberty than I? What 
can give me greater pleasure than to see you perfectly independent
doing whatever you like? It's to make you independent, that I want to 
marry you." Isabel calls his statement a "beautiful sophism." She must 
suspect that his idea of independence is in large part the material one 
-he will marry her and free her of material concerns-but the impli
cation that money is freedom has social truth. Goodwood is correct in
saying that an unmarried woman in Isabel's time and place isn't actually
socially "independent" but "hampered at every step" (IIl:228). Marriage,
especially marriage to someone with money, would give her the social
role without which her selfhood cannot compose itself. Isabel's reply to
Goodwood, that because she is poor, among other things, she can reject
this definition of selfhood (it is the same, after all, as Madame Merle's),
is one that cannot stand the test of social reality.

Ralph's role is ambiguous. On the one hand, he appreciates her 
character. It is he who raises the artist's question, almost as James put 
it in the preface: "It was a fine free nature; but what was she going to 
do with herself?" He reminds himself that his question about "doing" 
is "irregular, for with most women one had no occasion to ask it. Most 
women did with themselves nothing at all; they waited, in attitudes more 
or less gracefully passive, for a man to come that way and furnish them 
with a destiny" (111:87). Ralph does not know, any more than· Isabel, 
what new plot might be written for her; he has the attitude of the literary 
experimenter who shares her hope of discarding stale plots and finding 
a new one. Yet his sense of how to put "wind in her sails" is less abstract 
than hers. The economic sense of "independent" is never far from the 
text, entering in that first ambiguous use of the word in Mrs. Touchett's 
telegram, over which the gentlemen on the lawn at Garden.court ponder, 
uncertain whether she means that her niece is "well off" or "fond of 
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(her) own way" (Ill: 14 ). Ralph decides to see that she has money so that 
she will be able to express this fondness for her own way because she is 
well off-the two senses of the term exhibiting their hidden connection. 
He explicitly links money and imagination when he tells his father that 
he wants to make Isabel rich, explaining, "I call people rich when they're 
able to meet the requirements of their imagination" (111:261). 

Yet he is as vague as she will be when it comes to defining what she 
will be able to "do with herself." Money, after all, is itself an abstract 
potentiality, which does not shape the exact futurity of its possessor. He 
is only able to think of what money will prevent her from doing." "If 
she has an easy income she'll never have to marry for a support. That's 
what I want cannily to prevent. She wishes to be free, and your bequest 
will make her free" (111:261 ). Aside from this, the seventy thousand 
pounds are to "facilitate the execution of [her] good impulses," in which 
Ralph shares her faith. Her goodness itself, he understands, is only what 
she will "do"; "she's as good as her best opportunities" (111:264). 

When she is rich, Isabel herself-it is one of her contradictions
accepts the idea that riches make one more free than penniless idealism, 
though she is filled with a certain amount of fear. "A large fortune means 
freedom, and I'm afraid of that. It's such a fine thing, and one should 
make such a good use of it . . . I'm not sure ifs not a greater happiness 
to be powerless" (Ill: 320). But as time passes, her imagination of freedom 
recovers, and she pictures her future "by the light of her hopes, her 
fears, her fancies, her ambitions, her predilections . . . She lost herself 
in a maze of visions; the fine things to be done by a rich, independent, 
generous girl who took a large human view of occasions and obligations 
were sublime in the mass" (111:321). The money increases her sense of 
a great potential for some still unchosen action, but one which escapes 
the plot of femalehood; she "made up her mind that to be rich was a 
virtue because it was to be able to do and to do could only be sweet. It 
was a graceful contrary of the stupid side of weakness-especially the 
feminine variety" (Ill: 30 I). 

Goodwood, as we have seen, had thought she simply wanted to see 
the world a bit and offered to help her do so, but she told him he could 
only help her by putting the sea between them. When he then protested, 
"One would think you were going to commit some atrocity," she re
torted·, "Perhaps I am. I wish to be free even to do that if the fancy takes 
me" (111:229-2 30). Yes, even an ''atrocity" must be included in her 
freely conceivable choice of lives. And "choice," of course, is another 
of her watchwords. The act of choice is more important than the thing 
chosen. One recalls the scene at Gardencourt when, following the dis
cussion about remaining downstairs alone with the young men, her aunt 
says, "You,re too fond of your own ways": "Yes, I think I'm very fond 
of them. But I always want to know the things one shouldn't do." "So 
as to do them?" asks her aunt. "So as to choose" (111:93), said Isabel. 
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Such declarations make Isabel sound like a flaming rebel-except 
that we know that she has never done an improper thing in her life. It 
is the theoretical right of choice that she cherishes-to the point, indeed, 
of making no choice, and so preserving choice still longer. Yet she 
begins to see that her abstention from choice, her withholding from 
action, may be an evasion of life. Osmond is successfu])y wooing her 
by describing himself as someone who has ahvays rejected action, yet 
he correctly identifies his rule of life as "negative," as "wilful renuncia
tion." At the end of the novel's first volume, as she is already, uncon
sciously, preparing to break out of her resistance to marriage, she admits 
to changing her plans and projects every day. "It seems frivolous," she 
says, ''One ought to choose something very deliberately, and be faithful 
to that" (III: 381 ). 

As for Isabel's visions themselves, they remain unspecified from first 
to last. James stresses her determination to be more responsive to her 
own imagination than to anything else. "Her imagination," we are told, 
"was by habit ridiculously active; when the door was not open it jumped 
out of the window" (III:42). The energetic motion of the image points 
up the paradox that imagination is, after all, "motionless," and does not 
of itself produce action. Yet her fine imagination is crowded with images 
drawn from literary models. In the beginning, Isabel agrees with Ralph 
that she brings romance with her, and has "brought it to the right place" 
(III:62). When introduced to Lord Warburton she childishly exclaims, 
"Oh, I hoped there would be a lord; it's just like a novel!" (III: 18). So 
one of Austen's marriageable heroines-or her mother-might have 
fluttered at the approach of an attractive, titled gentleman in quest of a 
wife, "hoping to fall in love," as Warburton is supposed to be. Isabel 
"scarce fell short of seeing him-though quite without luridity-as a 
hero of romance" (III:91 ). But this does not turn out to mean that she 
will figure in a tale in which a portionless girl marries a Darcy, though 
Lord Warburton, proposing to her, knows what role he is playing: "It 
was at first sight, as the novels say; I know now that's not a fancy phrase, 
and I shall think better of novels for evermore., (III: 14 7). She also expects 
to find a ghost in Gardencourt-an appropriate item for romance-but 
though this will eventually make its appearance in her story, it will come 
in a symbolic way. As the reader listens to these remarks in the novel's 
fifth chapter, he cannot yet tell what he is in for-and hears the music 
of various plots begin to sound. The noveli.:t hin1self may be entertaining 
the idea of all of them. 

Yet Isabel's vagueness, her reluctance to objectify her feelings by 
action, seems an inhibition of creative decision. We can look critically, 
again, at some of those declarations she makes on behalf of her "free
dom." Her cousin senses her antideterministic personality: "I don't be
lieve you allow things to be settled for you." She replies, "Oh, yes; if 
they're settled as I like them" (Ill:22-23). This suggests, misleadingly, 
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that she knows clearly what she wants. She was "always planning her 
own development." But we have no glimpse of these plans. She herself 
wonders as she rejects Lord Warburton, "What view of life, what design 
upon fate, what conception of happiness, had she that pretended to be 
larger than these large, these fabulous occasions? If she wouldn't do 
such a thing as that then she must do great things, she must do something 
greater" (III: 156). But what are these greater things? 

In fact, it is never at all clear what she expects of life. She wants 
knowledge, but is it that mythic knowledge that is the fruit of suffering? 
From literature, again, she has learned "that the unpleasant had been 
even too absent from her knowledge, for she had gathered from her 
acquaintance with literature that it was a source of interest and even 
instruction" (IIl:4 2). When she refuses Lord Warburton, she explains 
that in marrying him she would be trying to escape "the usual chances 
and dangers ... what most people know and suffer" (Ill: 187). Her desire 
not to be exempted from experience is not,. as one might think, a religious 
or a moral one-though it seems to resemble that acceptance of the 
\vhole mortal condition which is an imitation of Christ-an association 
that does press forward in the case of James's later heroine, Milly Theale. 
Isabel's is an intellectual or aesthetic interest-which is what Ralph 
accuses her of when he suspects that she really is not prepared to ex
perience life fully, but wants simply to "see . . . not to feel." Though 
she bridles, and responds that seeing and feeling cannot be distinguished 
for "a sentient being," his challenge has point. Yet she seems to con
tradict herself when she admits that she does not suffer easily, and 
protests, "It's not absolutely necessary to suffer; we were not made for 
that"-and declares that she has come to Europe "to be as happy as 
possible" (III, 65). Certainly she does not choose the suffering she brings 
upon herself unwittingly. Rather, she will, like most people, try to be 
happy and fail. 

If one is tempted to call her flighty and superficial on this as on other 
occasions, one is missing the opportunity of sharing the plausibility of 
each of these attitudes-to entert�in them, successively, as she doe.s. As 
James's narrator says, "Isabel Archer was a young person of many 
theories" (111:66). Rather than condemning her for their numerousness 
or incompatibility, James embraces the variety of possibilities which, as 
novelist, he entertains. And that openness to experience which she claims 
for herself, even if it is suspected to be a desire to see rather than to 
feel, is precisely the artist's own. In chapter 6 when he summarizes some 
of her virtues and defects the narrator observes, "her errors and delusions 
were frequently such as a biographer interested in preserving the dignity 
of his subject must shrink from specifying" (111:67). Yet he insists: "with 
her meagre knowledge, her inflated ideals, her confidence at once in
nocent and dogmatic, her temper at once exacting and indulgent, her 
mixture of curiosity and fastidiousness, of vivacity and indifference, her 
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desire to look very well and to be if possible even better, her determination 
to see, to try, to know, her combination of the delicate, desultory, flame
like spirit and the eager and personal creature of conditions: she would 
be an easy victim of scientific criticism if she were not intended to 
awaken on the reader's part an impulse more tender and more purely 
expectant" (111:69). Expectancy is what we are required to have because 
she herself is conceived as always expectant, always ready for new 
realizations. 

As I have been suggesting, her inability to forecast her own future, 
to anticipate the shape of her peculiar fate, is understandable if we 
remember that in discarding a conventional life pattern or any of the 
conventional plots of the novel, she asks for a definition lying outside 
of the stock of available selfhoods. James does not know any more than 
she how she might live as herself in another way than by choosing one 
of the fates that are offered her. Her "maze of visions" will turn out to 
have very little to do with her destiny except to lead her to make the 
most mistaken of choices, to do an "atrocity" in marrying Gilbert 
Osmond. 

It is perfectly true that it is money, her "independence," that makes 
something happen when she accepts his proposal, as though it is the 
spring mechanism which puts this doll into motion at last. She herself 
is not so much choosing as chosen, but it is the money that has given 
her a fate. The plot, which has been virtually stationary for most of the 
first half of the novel-consisting simply of repeated considerations of 
Isabel by means of her confrontations with others-now moves under 
the stimulus of her money. In a society based on a money economy, 
governed by the compulsions of the market, nothing, indeed, does hap
pen except by the application of this source of all motion. And so 
here-Ralph had been right in thinking that money would give Isabel 
a plot. She is motivated to marry Osmond by the desire to make her 
money do something in the world, while the plot to marry her for her 
money-as conceived by Madame Merle and Osmond-has only been 
set in motion by those seventy thousand pounds. 

But with her engagement early in the second volume, she may be 
said to have at last embraced the marriage-plot she has resi�ted so long. 
James had misgivings, as he worked on the novel, that there had been 
"a want of action in the earlier part," which he hoped would be made 
up in the chapters following his heroine's marriage. He thought of the 
matter technically: "The weakness of the whole story is that it is too 
exclusively psychological-that it depends too little on incident," but 
he hoped that "the complete unfolding of the situation that is established 
by Isabers marriage may nonetheless be sufficiently dramatic." The 
novers structure, however, justifies itse1f thematica11y ii it is seen that 
the nonprogressive character of the early half is a representation of Isabel's 
own deferral of action. 
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She now reminds Casper that she had warned him that she would do 
as she chose, but he reminds her that she had told him to doubt any 
rumor of her engagement. Has she changed with this definitive step? 
Ralph says, "You must have changed immensely. A year ago you valued 
your liberty beyond everything." Isabel seems, indeed, at this moment 
of her greatest happiness, to turn her back on that principle, for she 
answers, "It doesn't look to me now, I admit, such an inviting expanse" 
(IV:65). Continuing to explain his particular objections to Osmond, 
Ralph invokes once more those images of the free sail before the wind 
with which he had associated her: "You seemed to me to be soaring far 
up in the blue-to be, sailing in the bright light, over the heads of 
men." But "poor Isabel ... wandering into the didactic," as James says, 
only replies, "I've never moved on a higher plane that I'm moving on 
now. There's nothing higher for a girl than to marry-a person she 
likes" (IY:69-70). That others dislike Osmond only confirms her con
viction that she has "married to please herself" -and so preserved her 
liberty (IV: 77). 

The structure of the text continues to preserve this liberty, however, 
by making it seem that Isa�el has not acted at all, has not broken the 
barrier that separates her potentiality from its limiting expression. 
Though the scene of Osmond's initial declaration of love to Isabel is 
presented· dramatically in chapter 29, her acceptance of him, months 
later, is elided between chapters 31 and 32. Her momentous moment 
of choice-so long delayed-is thus a virtual blank, permitting us to feel 
that her potentiality is still intact. And not only the scene of her ac
ceptance of Osmond and the wedding itself ( described in one sentence 
in a later chapter, (IV:137), but all that happened during the succeeding 
time to change Isabel far more, one might imagine, than she had 
changed at the time of her engagement is virtually nonexistent. The 
major ellipsis of the novel is, of course, the three or four years following 
her wedding, which fall between chapters 3 5 and 36. Yet this omitted 
stretch of life has included the virtual breakdown of her marriage, her 
disillusion in Osmond, the death of her infant. That her marriage has 
broken down, of course, is itself a defeat of the marriage-plot as a closure 
of female destiny. The ellipsis in the text must be explained by the 
breakdown of this narrative structure as well as by the breakdown of 
Isabel's literal marriage. We do not need to know the details of Osmond's 
depravities or cruelties to know that her project for the exfoliation of the 
free self has had no realization. 

She herself insists, indeed, that she has acted once and for all. When 
she contemplates an open rupture with Osmond if he forbids her to visit 
Ralph" s sickroom in .Rome, she tells herself that "a1most anything seemed 
preferable to repudiating the most serious act-the single sacred act
of her life" (IY:246), and still later she tells Henrietta, who advises her 
to leave Osmond, "One must accept one's deeds. I married him before 



778 MILLICENT BELL 

all the world; I was perfectly free; it was impossible to do anything more 
deliberate" (IV:284 ). Osmond himself invokes the same principle in his 
attempt to prevent her journey to Gardencourt to the dying Ralph. He 
reminds her that their marriage was "of our own deliberate making 
... we should accept the consequences of our actions" (IV: 3 56). 

But Osmond,s argument is dishonest since he knows, as Isabel does 
not yet, how little the marriage was her act, after all. The effect created 
by the ellipsis is justified for this reason, also. Though she had believed 
in "the spontaneity of her own career" (IV: 329), she had not chosen but 
been chosen. ''What have you to do with my husband ... What have 
you to do with met' she comes to the point of desperately asking Madame 
Merle, who replies, "Everything." She realizes, then, "that Mrs. Tou
chett was right. Madame Merle had married her" (IV:327). Yet later 
still, Madame Merle has her own disclosure to make, that Isabel's mar
riage is not so much this false friend's act as Ralph's. It is Isabel's last 
epiphany: "He made you a rich woman. He i1nparted to you that extra 
lustre which \Vas required to make you a brilliant match. At bottom it's 
him you've to thank" (IV: 388). 

Isabel has resisted the coercion of formula by resisting Osmond's desire 
to obliterate her independent personality. But what (nearly unimagina
ble) form has that resistance taken? Even this element, insofar as it might 
represent a struggling Isabel, is more absent than present in the text. The 
details of her marital unhappiness, the actual incidents, remain, even in 
retrospective reference, ab�tract or obscure. His vices appear to her as 
negatives, just as his virtues once had done-he is a more desolating par
ody, now, of her_ own self-definition by not doing. "What does he do to 
you?" Henrietta asks, and Isabel responds, "He does nothing. But he 
doesn't like me" (IV:284). Even her solitary recollections in the famous 
vigil of chapter 4 2 are metaphor rather than drama. Osmond has "put the 
lights out one by one." But what exactly were the "shadows" that ema
nated from him? "They were not his misdeeds, his turpitudes; she ac
cused him of nothing . .. She knew of no wrong he had done; he was not 
violent, he was not cruel: she simply believed he hated her" (IV: 190). He 
had discovered one day that she had "too many ideas" and disliked her for 
them, while she had discovered in him a "sovereign contempt for every 
one but some three or four very exalted people whom he envied, and for 
everything in the world but half a dozen ideas of his own." He pretended 
indifference but lived for the recognition of society; he was the soul of 
convention, while she ''had pleaded the cause of freedom, of doing as 
they chose, of not caring for the aspect and denomination of their life" 
(IV: 19 5, 197, 199). The remarkable ruminative essay consists almost en
tirely ot summary statemen� such as these. lt has been )U�tl)1 \)tai.se.d-by 
James himseJf to begin with-but it must be recognized for what it is-a 
denial of presentation, a sleight of hand to cover the wide gap of Isabel's 
marriage, her single action and its aftermath. James claimed for it the 
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virtue of dramatized thought, but as memory it is peculiarly unevocative 
of specific past action. 

Perhaps this ellipsis is an ellipsis of the element of sexual union, the 
"act" which lies outside the terminus of the conventional marriage-p�ot. 
Since Isabel's marriage occurs at the center rather than at the end of 
the story, we are forced to consider the nature of the relation that has 
proved so disappointing to her, knowing her already as someone who 
once asserted that "a woman ought to be able to live to herself, in the 
absence of exceptional flimsiness, and that it was perfectly possible to 
be happy without the society of a more or less coarse-minded person of 
another sex" (III: 71 ). James subtly but sufficiently suggests her sexual 
timidity, especially in the language almost invariably used to describe 
her responses to Casper. One may guess, on this plane, that her choice 
of Osmond is partly dictated by the fact that he appeals most to her 
ideas. That she later finds that some of his ideas are "unclean" may 
reflect a revelation of his sexuality, which she has not anticipated. 

But despite the pertinency of these hints it is more important, I think, 
to see Isabel's sexual history, insofar as it is implied, as representing a 
more general encounter with experience. Plot itself, it may be said, is 
describable in sexual terms. The arousal of tension, the achievement of 
climax, the attainment of pleasure, and the dissolution of desire itself 
in the subsidence to quiescence-these phrases describe the trajectory 
of a story. Isabel both desires and fears a story as much a.s she both 
desires and fears sexual union; both threaten the pure potentiality of the 
unaroused personality, which only subsists in itself. It is in this subtle 
way, I think, that we must at the la�t explain her rejection, made with 
such a mixture of response and terror, of Casper. The marriage closure 
is rejected just as the marriage to Osmond in the center of the novel 
has been unrealizable. Casper's kiss, the ritual gesture which ends so 
many novels, is present in all its power on the final page only to reveal 
its inability to provide an ending to the story of Isabel Archer. 

Because the marriage itself does not, after all, provide that bustle or 
"ado" of incident Jacking in the first half of the novel, the later portions 
require a new plot altogether, a supplementary story a:t>out another her
oine. It is a new plot and yet, in some ways, a recapitulation, in paroclic 
and miniature form, of some of the elements of Isabel's story-with 
Rosier, a harmless and more "limited" connoisseur-collector than Os
mond, and Pansy, an innocent but modest jeune fille, without Isabel's 
grandiose appetite for freedom-though with a quiet power of resistance 
that reminds one of Catherine Sloper. Pansy reminds one even more 
of the heroine of Washington Square when one notices that her silent 
struggle is waged against a father whose cold, ironic intelligence, his 
disdain of his daughter's lover, is very much like Dr. Sloper's. 

In chapter 36, the focus of the narrative even moves away from Isabel 
herself, and we see her less inwa;rdly for a while. While her mysterious 
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figure hovers in the background, the foreground is given over to the 
efforts of the collector of bibelots to acquire his Dresden shepherdess. 
We see Rosier and Madame Merle, to whoin, while admiring the lace 
on her mantel and her other "good things," he applies for help in his 
suit of Osmond's daughter. We accompany him to Palazzo Roccanera 
on one of Isabel's Thursdays, when he tells Pansy he loves her; afterward 
he receives from Isabel only a brief, discouraging word-his suit won't 
please Osmond, and she can't help him. He goes again to see Madame 
Merle, who counsels patience, and again to a Thursday, where he has 
a cold reception from Osmond, and sees Lord Warburton appear. A few 
moments later, the last element of the new plot comes into view; War
burton looks across the room and notices "a dear little maid"-Pansy. 

On this occasion, we begin to move closer, again, to Isabel, and listen 
to her conversation with Warburton about Ralph, whom he has brought 
to Rome, and who is more ill than ever. And, for a moment, we even 
get an interior glimpse of her state of mind as she measures the signs of 
Warburton' s recovery from her rejection of him. As bereft of action as 
ever, "she gave an envious thought to the happier lot of men, who are 
always free to plunge into the healing waters of action" (IV: 130). Her 
exterior is impermeable, however, and she assures her former suitor that 
she is.very happy. Framed in a gilded doorway, the mistress of the house 
strikes Rosier "as the picture of a gracious lady" (IV:105). This sole 
reference to the novel's title suggests James' s meaning. Isabel has become 
"the portrait of a lady" by surrendering her free self; she is-for the 
moment-fixed in her role as Osmond's wife; framed, circumscribed, 
by the limitation of this definition, reduced to type. 

James unites the stories of Isabel and of her stepdaughter with the 
greatest skill. It is Pansy who provides the occasion for, at last, a visible 
demonstration of Osmond's implacable ambition, which converts all 
human relations over which he has control to instruments of his pride. 
Out of the story of these others will issue Isabel's final trial, and the 
return of the dying Ralph is a signal that we will share 'with this early 
witness the task of watching and interpreting the novel's real heroine. 
He has had, since her marriage, no intimate view of her, only the social 
aspect shown to all: "The free, keen girl had become quite another 
person; what he saw was the fine lady who was supposed to represent 
something. What did Isabel represent? Ralph asked himself; and he could 
only answer by saying that she represented Gilbert Osmond." It is to 
Ralph's insight that we owe the realization of what Osmond's new way 
of life means: "under the guise of caring for intrinsic values Osmond 
lived exclusively for the world . . . He lived with his eye on it from 
morning till night, and the world was so stupid it never suspected the 
trick" (IV: 14 3-144 ). 

At last, with almost all of Isabel's companions gathered together as in 
the first volume (Madame Merle is back after an absence and Henrietta 
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and Casper will soon join Ralph in Rome), we reach chapter 40. With 
Madame Merle's return, Isabel has had occasion to reflect on the 
guilt-if it was one--implied in Mrs. Touchett's charge that this supple 
person had "made" her marriage. "It might have been written, after all, 
that there was not so much to thank her for (IV: 159). But she tells 
herself, "the sole source of her mistake had been within herself. There 
had been no plot, no snare; she had looked and considered and chosen" 
(IV: 160). Yet she is hard upon the very moment when, looking through 
a doorway, she sees her husband and her friend "unconsciously and 
familiarly associated" (IV:205)-and has her first intimation of a plot of 
which she has been oblivious. 

It is still the Pansy plot, however, that we continue to hear most about. 
Madame Merle lingers on this occasion to talk about Warburton's interest 
in Pansy, and to urge, with a certain insidious familiarity, that Isabel 
use her influence. Osmond, in the next chapter, insists more coarsely, 
still, on her ability to bring the man she refused to marry "to the point." 
That Isabel is willing to do so has puzzled some readers-why, knowing 
of Pansy's love for Rosier, is she ready to assist in such a project? The 
answer-that she wants to please her husband, to be the wife he expects 
her to be-is offered, but it is not entirely convincing. Isabel, as always, 
finds no outlet of action; her ineffectual potentiality has become a burden 
to her. She longs for some "form of positive exertion" to relieve her 
unhappiness. "She could never rid herself of the sense that unhappiness 
was a state of disease-of suffering as opposed to doing. To 'do' -it 
hardly mattered what-would therefore be an escape, perhaps in some 
degree a remedy" (IV: 173-174). Her immediate "act" is reflection, the 
long, elaborated rumination of Chapter 4 2, which reviews her present 
problem and serves to repair the text's ellipsis of her married years. It is 
a si�ent dramatization of thought which discloses a history curiously bare 
of recollected incident, a history of attitudes and inner responses. Her 
real offense to Osmond, she finally perceives, has been nothing she has 
done; it has been simply her unenacted selfhood-"having a mind of 
her own at all" (IV:200). Yet now he accuses her of acting, of "working 
against [him]" by keeping Warburton from proposing to Pansy (IV:263) 
and even of having intercepted the letter Warburton had promised to 
write to.Osmond! Madame Merle will make the same accusation, saying 
bitterly to Isabel, "Your work's done" (IV:324). But Isabel h�s done 
nothing of the sort; she has failed to do anything. It is Pansy herself who 
has let Warburton know that he ought not propose to her. And Madame 
Merle, though it now seems little to boast of, has not been able to resist 
the temptation to tell Isabel that even her marriage was not of her own 
making. To Osmond she confesses that she had been jealous of Isabel, 
who had seemed able to do so much good for this former lover: "I want 
it to be my work," she tells him (IV:3 38). 

It is almost the close, as we must realize from the fact that Ralph, 
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the witness most closely identified with the author and the reader, is 
ready to go home to Gardencourt to die. Bound still to the sterile inertia 
of her marriage, Isabel can do no more for him than delegate Casper 
and Henrietta, her American surrogates, to conduct him home. All 
three-Ralph, Casper, and Henrietta, the "spectators"-of the comedy, 
as Isabel calls them (IV: 303), have discovered the secret of her unhap
piness. Casper, before he leaves, asks only to be told that he may pity 
her, "That at least would be doing something. I'd give my life to it" 
(IV:320). For herself, Isabel must tell Henrietta, vaguely, "There are 
many things I mean to do" (IV, 303) but leaving Osmond does not seem 
to be one of them-and no alternatives suggest themselves. 

Yet the call to action does come; she must go to Ralph, who is on 
his deathbed at Gardencourt. James's narrator says that she feels "all the 
joy of irreflective action-a joy to which she had so long been a stranger" 
(IV: 3 57), until, of course, Osmond's prohibition falls upon her. She 
does not dare to act alone: "They were perfectly apart in feeling as two 
disillusioned lovers had ever been; but they had never yet separated in 
act" (IV: 3 56). But she is freed for this act, nonetheless, by the Countess 
Gemini. It is she who finally discloses to Isabel the secret of Pansy's 
birth, the long relation between Osmond and Madame Merle, the motive 
of the plot to marry her for her money, the motive for Madame Merle's 
wish to make a "great marriage" for Pansy. 

The book�s ending has often seemed to be an expression of James' s 
pessimistic view of Isabel's illusions of freedom; she has at last realized 
the error of her faith in her own infinite possibility. It is for these reasons, 
it would seem, that she rejects Goodwood, whose final appeal is an 
appeal to that faith, to the American sense of inexhaustible futurity, 
expressed in Miltonic language: "The world's all before us-and the 
world's very big." "The world's very small" (IV:4 3 5), she tells him, and 
goes back to Rome. One reason we snatch at, in the obscurity of her 
purpose, is her promise not to abandon Pansy. It may be that she has 
surrendered some of her cherished independence in her intenser reali
zation of her bond with Ralph. In her resolution to do something for 
Pansy she accepts some burden of action. But even this may be only a 
new delegation, replacing her delegation of her potentiality to Osmond. 
Will she attempt this again, by means of her money? It has been suggested 
that she provide Pansy with the dot that will make it unnecessary for 
her to marry a rich man, which would be a duplication of Ralph's fatal 
endowment. In one way or another she will help to float the vessel of 
Pansy's and Rosiels happiness. 

For herself, however, she has not really surrendered, yet, her un
quenchable sense of free potentiality: 

She saw herself, in the distant years, still in the attitude of a woman 
who had her life to live . . . Deep in her soul-deeper than any 
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appetite for renunciation-was the sense that life would be her 
business for a long time to come ... It couldn't be she was to live 
only to suffer; she was still young, after all, and a great many things 
might happen to her yet. To live only to suffer-only to feel the 
injury of life repeated and enlarged-it seemed to her she was too 
valuable, too capable, for that. Then she wond�red if it were vain 
and stupid to think so well of herself. When had it ever been a 
guarantee to be valuable? Wasn't all history fuH of the destruction 
of precious things? Wasn't it much more probable that if one were 
fine one would suffer? It involved then perhaps an admission that 
one had a certain grossness; but Isabel recognized, as it passed before 

. her eyes, the quick vague shadow of a long future. She should 
never escape; she should last to the end. Then the middle years 
wrapped her about again and the grey curtain of her indifference 
closed her in. (IV:392-393) 

This remarkable paragraph, coming before the actual dramatic close
her farewel1 to Ralph, her final rejection of Goodwood-is, perhaps, 
the novel's true conclusion. Is�bel remains what she has always been, 
with her faith in her own potentiality only dimmed, not quenched 
altogether by the lessons of experience. Her fate, still uncommitted, 
must, by the structure of the novel itself, remain open. Her gestures, 
as in the case of other Jamesian protagonists, have been, one might 
charge, n1ore renunciatory than anything else, but what she renounces 
has been in every case a temptation to terminate her own story. It is 
true and false, James felt himself, that he leaves Isabel "en I' air." "The 
whole of anything is never told," as James wrote in his notebook, and 
while, as he said, the artist must make it "appear" that relations end 
somewhere, his truthful art also lets it be known that they do not. 

That character can maintain itself without appropriate outcome in 
plot, remains, however, problematic. Henrietta had warned Isabel that 
she must leave Osmond "before [her] character gets spoiled" (IV:304). 
Madame Merle declares that her own soul, "which was a very good one 
to start with," has been destroyed by her association with Osmond. It 
is only Osmond, the worst spokesman for such a view, who says, probably 
cynically, "Don�t you know the soul is an immortal principle? How can 
it suffer alteration?" (IV: 3 34). 
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THE PORTRAIT 

OF A LADY 

This Second Norton Critical Edition of one of 
Henry James's most important novels is that of the 

New York Edition ( 1908). In a sense, there are two distinctly 
separate Portraits-the 1880-81 first edition and the New York 
edition, which James extensively revised. The editor has meticu
lously prepared a list of textual variants, enabling comparative 
reading of the novel. Nina Baym, F. 0. Matthiessen, and An
thony J. Mazzella provide differing perspectives on James's revi-
s1on process. 

"Henry James and the Novel" culls autobiographical excerpts 
from James's other writings-his Notebooks; the intentionally 
autobiographical A Small Boy and Others and Notes of a Son and 
Brother; and the travel books Italy Revised, A Roman Holiday, 
and Roman Rides. 

"Contemporary Reviews and Criticism,, provides both chrono-
logical and critical perspective on The Portrait of a Lady. Four re
views from 1882 outline the novel's initial critical reception. 
Seven important essays from the period 1954-91 provide varied 
critical responses by Dorothy Van Ghent, William H. Gass, Lau
rence B. Holland, Charles Feidelson, Louis Auchincloss, 
William Veeder, and Millicent Bell. 

"Biographical Aids" inclu�es judiciously chosen secondary 
works on James from the wealth of material published yearly. 

COVER ILLUSTRATION: The Mirror (1890) by Dennis Miller Bunker. 
Reproduced by permission of the Daniel J. Terra Collection, Terra Mu
seum of American Art. 




