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Brief comment and general introduction
aE O 5 E R

The Portrait of a Lady is the most stunning achievement of
Henry James’s early period—in the 1860s and ’70s when he was
transforming himself from a talented young American into a resi-
dent of Europe, a citizen of the world, and one of the greatest nov-
elists of modern times. A kind of delight at the success of this
transformation informs every page of this masterpiece. Isable
Archer, a beautiful, intelligent, and headstrong American girl new-
ly endowed with wealth and embarked in Europe on a treacherous
journey to self-knowledge, is delineated with a magnificence that
is at once casual and tense with force and insight. The characters
with whom she is entangled—the good man and the evil one, be-
tween who she wavers, and the mysterious witchlike woman with
whom she must do battle—are each rendered with a virtuosity that
suggests dazzling imaginative powers. And the scene painting—in
England and ltaly—provides a continuous visual pleasure while

always remaining crucial to the larger drama.
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. & The Portrait of a Lady AN
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Isabel Archer FER LR PSR

Ralph Touchett AR R

Lord Warburton K TE W B

Gilbert Osmond BIRTEY - AT IR

. ®a&3X. Third person narration (¥ =Am&t)

. Good Quotations: (%-93-)

(1) The importance of what had happened was out of propor-
tion to its appearance ; there had really been a change in
the life. What it would bring with it was as yet extremely
indefinite . -
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(2) “I’ ve always been intensely determined to be happy , and
I’ ve often believed | should be. But it comes over me ev-
ery now and then that | can never be happy in any extraor-
dinary way ; not by turning away, by separating myself.”

(3) “I don’t see what harm there is in my wishing not to tie
myself. | don’t want to begin life by marrying. There are
other things a woman can do.”

(4 A large fortune means freedom. It’ s such a fine thing, and
one should make such a good use of it. If one shouldn’ t
one would be ashamed.

(5) The elation of success, which surely now flamed high,
emitted meanwhile very little smoke for so brilliant a
blaze, Contentment took no vulgar form; excitement, in
the most self-conscious of men, was a kind of ecstasy of
self-control .

(6) 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 . '
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(7) Life is better for in life there’ s love. Death is good—but
there’ s no love.

(8) “Here on my knees , with you dying in my arms, 1’ m hap-
pier than | have been for a long time. And | want you to be
happy—not to think of anything sad; only to feel that I’ m
near you and | 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.”
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Chapter 1

The shadows on the perfect lawn were
straight and angular ; they were the shadows of
an old man sitting in a deep wicker®-chair 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 gentleman at the tea-table, who had
come from America thirty years before, had brought
with him, at the top of his baggage, his American

but he had kept it in the best order, so that, if neces-
sary, he might have taken it back to his own country

withperfect confidence. At present, obviously, never-
theless, he was not likely to displace himssif; his jour-
neys were over and he was taking the rest that pre-
cedes the great rest.

One of these was a remarkably weil-made man of
five-and-thirty, with a face as English as that of the
old gentleman | have just skeiched was something
else; a noticeably handsome face, fresh-coloured, fair
and frank, with firm, straight features, a lively grey
eye and the rich adomment of a chestnut beard, This
person had a certain fortunate, brilliant exceptional
look—he air of a happy temperament fertilised by a
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high civilisationr—which would have made almost any
observer envy him at a venture. He was the visitor to
the Touchett’ s and usually called Lord Warburton,

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 provoked you to wish
yourself, almost blindly, in his place. Tall, lean,
loosely and feebly put together, he had an ugly, sick-
ly, witty®, charming face, fumished, but by no means
decorated, with a straggling moustache and whisker.
Whenever he passed the old man in the chair he rested
his eyes upon him; and at this moment, with their
faces brought into relation, you would easily have seen
they were father and son. “I’m getting on very well”,
the son said, whose name was Ralph.

A momentary silence appeared after a round of
heated discussion among them about life. Lord War-
burton began again, “If | marry an interesting woman |
shall be interested: is that what you say?” “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. ”

“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’ 1l think you mean
that as a provocation!”
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“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. ”

“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. ”

“You’ Il 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 tele-
graphed 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’ It find me
doing something wrong. She has never done so yet,
but she’s not discouraged. ”
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Chapter 2

When they approached the house, Ralph’s atten-
tion was called to her by the conduct of his dog, who
had suddenly darted® forward with a littie volley of
shrill barks, in which the note of welcome, however,
was more sensible than that of defiance®. The person
in question was a young lady, who seemed immediate-
ly to interpret the greeting of the small beast.

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 conveyed perplexity to the son of its master,
conscious of that immunity from visitors which had for
some time been rendered necessary by the latter’ s ill-
health Meantime the two other gentlemen had also
taken note of the new-comer.

“Dear me, who's that strange woman?” M.
Touchett had asked,

“Perhaps it’s Mrs. Touchett’ s niece—the inde-
pendent young lady”, Lord Warburton suggested,

“Probably?” the young man exclaimed, laughing.
“l supposed it was quite settled! Have you arrived
with my mother?”

“Yes, half an hour ago. ”
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“And has she deposited you and departed
again?”

“No, she went straight to her room, and she told
me that, if | should see you, | was 1o say to you that
you must come to her there at a quarter to seven, ”

The young man looked at his watch. “Thank you
very much; | shall be punctual®. ” And then he looked
at his cousin. “You’ re very welcome here. I’'m de-
lighted to see you, ”

“Is one of those gentlemen your father?”

“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’s a friend of ours—Lord Warburton. ”

They had come by this time to where old Mr.
Touchett was sitting, 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 shoul-
ders, looked at her a moment with extreme benevo-
lence and then gallantly kissed her.

“I’m sorry you’re out of health”, she said, rest-
ing her eyes upon her venerable? host.

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

here. ” She had been looking all round her again, and
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exclaimed, “I’ve never seen anything so beautiful as
this,”

“I’ve got a very good one; | think in some re-
spects it” s rather better”, said Lord Warburton, who
as yet had not spoken, but who had kept an attentive
eye upon Miss Archer. He slightly inclined 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. “| should like very much
to show it to you”, he added.

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 ist”

p= A=t
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Chapter 3

Mrs. Touchett was certainly a person of many
oddities, of which her behaviour on retuming 10 her
husband’ s house after many months was a noticeable
specimen. She had her own way of doing all that she
did.

She had taken up her niece—there was little
dowbt of that. One wet aftemoon, 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 1o say that her solitude did not
press upon her; for her love of knowledge had a
fertilizing quality and her Iimagination was
strong.

“Ah”, said Isabel siowly, “you must be our crazy
Aunt Lydial”

“Is that what your father told you to call me? I’'m
your Aunt Lydia, but I’'m not at all crazy: | haven’t a
delusion®! And which of the daughters are you?”

“I’m the youngest of the three, and my name’s
Isabel, ”

The aunt had quarrelled years before with her
brother-in-law, after the death of her sister, taking him
to task for the manner in which he brought up his three

girls. For many years she held no communication with
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him and after his death had addressed not a word to
his daughters.

“You should go to Florence if you like houses in
which things have happened—especially deaths, | live
in an old palace in which three people have been mur-
dered; three that were known and | don’t know how
many more besides. ”

Isabel felt some emotion, for she had always
thought highly of her grandmother’ s house. But the e-
motion was of a kind which led her to say: “I should
like very much to go to Florence, ”

“Well, if you’ Il be very good, and do everything
I tell you I’ Il take you there”, Mrs. Touchett declared.

“And yet, to go to Florence”, the girl exclaimed

in a moment, “I’d promise almost anything!”
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Chapter 4

Left to herself for the evening she sat a while un-
der the famp, her hands empty, her usual avocations
unheeded. Then she rose and moved about the room,
and from one room to another, preferting the places
where the vague lamplight 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 real-
ly been a change in her life. What it would bring
with it was as yet extremely indefinite .

The poor girl liked to be thought clever, but she
hated to be thought bookish. She had a great desire
for knowledge, and had an immense curiosity about life
and was constantly staring and wondering.

The servant came in with the name of a gentle-
men. The name of the gentleman was Caspar Good-
wood; 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.

Now that she leamed he was there, neverthe-
less, she felt no eagemess 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
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