





and will be something which we shall disregard at our peril. As
soon not go to see them as shut the window when the nightingale
is singing.

But once inside and surrounded by canvases, this shillyshallying
on the threshold seems superfluous. What is there here to in-
timidate or perplex ? Are we not suffused, lit up, caught in a sunny
glow ? Does there not radiate from the walls a serene yet temperate
warmth, comfortable in the extreme after the rigours of the streets ?
Are we not surrounded by vineyards and olive trees, by naked girls
couched on crimson cushions, by naked boys ankle deep in the
pale green sea? Even the puritans of the nineteenth century
might grant us a moment’s respite from the February murk, a
moment’s liberty in this serene and ordered world. But it is not
the puritans who move us on.  Itis Mrs. Bell. It is Mrs. Bell who
is determined that we shall not loll about juggling with pretty words
or dallying with delicious sensations. There is something uncom-
promising about her art.  Ninety nine painters had nature given
them her susceptibility, her sense of the lustre of grass and flower, of
the glow of rock and tree, would have lured us on by one refinement
and felicity after another to stay and look for ever. Ninety nine
painters again had they possessed that sense of satire which seems to
flash its laughter for a moment at those women in Dieppe in the
eighties, would have caricatured and illustrated; would have
drawn our attention to the antics of parrots, the pathos of old
umbrellas, the archness of ankles, the eccentricities of noses.
Something would have been done to gratify the common, innocent
and indeed very valuable gift which has produced in England sa
rich a library of fiction. But look round the room : the approach
to these pictures is not by that means. No stories are told ;
no insinuations are made. The hill side is bare; the group of
women is silent; the little boy stands in the sea saying nothing.
If portraits there are, they are pictures of flesh which happens from
its texture or its modelling to be sthetically on an equality with
the China pot or the chrysanthemum.

Checked at that point in our approach (and the snub is none the
less baffling for the beauty with which it is conveyed) one can per-
haps draw close from another angle. Let us see if we can come at
some idea of Mrs. Bell herself and by thus trespassing, crack the
kernel of her art. Certainly it would hardly be possible to read as
many novels as there are pictures here without feeling our way






rs, NO tears, no sense that this sunny day is perhaps the
emotion has been given the slip.
somehow our emotion has been returned to us. For
The room is charged with it. There is emotion in
in that little girl painting a picture; in the flowers
t; in the olive trees; in the provengal vineyard; in
s against the sky. Here, we cannot doubt as we
ody to whom the visible world has given a shock of
y of the week.  And she transmits it and makes

d so satisfying as a painter. One feels that if a canvas
- on the wall it would never lose its lustre. It would
1p with the loquacities and trivialities of daily life.

Bh:lntérs WOrld in wh1ch mortality does not enter,
is held at bay, and there are no words. But is
fbpnd there ? That was the very question I was
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