MARK W TI EDEMANN
PSYCHE

THE SCAR APPEALED TO HER. That and the clear, alnost gl asslike eyes. He seened
to be | ooking at her through a broken wi ndow. Berthe blinked and | ooked away.
He

woul d be a fascinating subject for a painting.

"Not myself," he said, his Dutch accent slow ng his words.

"l understand that, Mnsieur Van Helsing," Berthe said. "I don't do -- | have
never done -- a death mask. It's not sonething ny technique is well suited to
"Yes, yes, | realize that. This new style...|l confess | do not care for it
nmysel f, but it has certain advantages which | believe will work to ny

pur poses. "

Berthe smled tolerantly and | ooked out her wi ndow. Paris seemed drugged under
the searing August sun and the late hour's light layered the city with an
anmber

stickiness that blurred detail and nagged at her to go to her easel and

pal ette

"Wwul dn't a scul ptor be better...?

"No. The subject would not, | think, be served by a too precise rendering." He
drew a deep breath and seened to | ook inward. H s forehead creased

t hought ful | y.

"There was a fluidity to himin... before.”

Berthe flexed her fingers and winced at the slight pain. She rubbed her right
hand gently.

"Rheumat i sn?"

She | ooked up, startl ed.

"l am a doctor,"'
bad?"

he expl ai ned, the ghost of a smile twisting the scar. "Is it

Bert he shrugged. "Painting is sonetimes difficult, but usually only in the
nmorni ng or during winter. It is nothing."

"I could prescribe --

"No. No, thank you." She sighed again. "Your offer intrigues ne, | adnit, but
not for the reasons you nmay think."

"I am prepared to offer a good comm ssion --

"OF course, | had no doubt, but -- in truth, nonsieur, | would do this for the
prom se that | amallowd to paint you."

He | aughed, a dry exhalation that, for a nonent, she thought woul d degenerate
into a ragged cough. For the first tine during the interview she saw an



unguarded emotion -- surprise, perhaps even disbelief--animte his face.

"You are not serious."

"I am | assure you." She sw tched hands and rubbed her left. "One finds that
one has painted everything after a tinme. Even if one has not, it seenms so.
Ennui

is a disease of the inspired."

"Is it?"

"You have never been inspired, nonsieur?"

"No. Only obsessed. One does not suffer ennui when one is obsessed." He waved
his left hand vaguely around his face. "Wat is it you see?"

"I don't know. But | aminspired.”
"Mm | amflattered."

"I haven't painted rmuch in this year. My husband passed away in April --

"I amsorry."

"-- and many of mnmy Mends, as well, have died in the |last few years. |
feel...short of tinme."

"I understand that fully. I amnyself not young."

She nodded. "We both are of an age when it is best to be occupied so that we
do
not dwell on such things overly nuch."

"There is, unfortunately, nothing left for me to dwell on. Only details. Snall
things that | feel are necessary to conplete what is past."”

"Li ke this death mask?"
"Li ke the death mask, yes. The subject occupied nmy attentions for many years."

"Well. You have nmy ternms. | wish to paint you."

"Please, | will pay you as well --

"l do not ask --

He pulled his wallet fromw thin his heavy bl ack coat and thunbed out a sheaf
of

notes. British pounds, she observed. Sound currency. Everything about this nman
seened solid in the extrene. He counted briefly, then laid the notes on the
tabl e besi de hi mand | ooked up

"I shall be honored to have you paint nme, Mre. Mrisot. However, if you decide
not to afterward, | shall fully understand."

PREPARI NG THE CANVAS, nixing the tenperas, cleaning the brushes -- all these

details conprised for Berthe the closest thing she had ever found to religious
ritual. Even her wedding had been a thing to tolerate, a nuisance. She sniled,
renenberi ng what she told her brother afterward. "I went through this cerenony
wi t hout the |east ponp, in a plain dress and hat, like the old woman that | am



and with no guests."” A d woman. She was anmused by that now. She had been
thirty-three at the tine she had nmarri ed Eugene and thought she knew what age
meant. Since Eugene's death she did know. It neant |oneliness.

At |east, she thought, | amnot a burden to anyone. Mney had never been
difficult, her famly had seen to that. Attention -- specifically its absence
had al ways been a problem People did not take the new art very seriously,
even

| ess so when done by a woman, but after Manet's death a sudden interest had
caused a rise in everyone's fortunes. Her paintings sold at auction now and
Degas, at |east, had made sure she received her due. Her reputation, her
position, always problematic in polite society, now carried weight.

A heavy poundi ng at her door broke the reverie. She w ped her hands and went
to

answer it. A wagon stood in the narrow | ane and two workmen waited at its gate
while a third stood at her door.

"Yes?"

"Uh, we have a delivery for Mre. Mrisot," he said, doffing his soiled cap
"That is I."

He thrust a notebook and pencil toward her. "The manifest, please."

She took the pencil and signed. He bowed awkwardly and gestured to the ot her
two. They |l owered the gate and pulled a crate fromthe wagon bed.

The crate was roughly three feet on a side. Berthe led themto her studio and
i ndicated a place on the floor. The worknen gl anced nervously at the canvases
standi ng about, nostly hal f-finished works, nuttered good-days to her, and
hurried out. Wen she reached the door the wagon was already pulling away.
Berthe watched it until it rounded a corner

She shrugged and returned to the studio.

Bert he picked up her prybar and wal ked around the crate, studying it. She had
not expected this. She chose a board and jammed the iron bar in. The nails
cane

out easily, for which she was thankful. She lifted off the top. A vague, stale
odor escaped and she wrinkled her nose. An envel ope lay atop the straw
stuffing.

"Mre. Morisot, Please forgive the inpersonal nature of this procedure. | do
not

wi sh to distract you fromany reactions which nmay prove inportant. Forgive ne
the macabre circunstance. Wthin is the subject. V.H"

She pulled out straw until she came to a canvas wap. She found the | oose ends
and pul |l ed. The object weighed | ess than five pounds. The fabric felt quite
cold

and she carried it quickly to a table near her easel. She went back to the
crate

and pulled the rest of the straw out. Finding nothing nore hidden wthin, she
| ooked at the canvas-w apped object suspiciously.

She ignored the ill-ease which increased as she unw apped the canvas. The | ast
fold reveal ed a head.



Bert he stepped back. No eyes -- the sockets were enpty -- and no hair. The
cheeks were sunken on either side of a straight, lipless nmouth. Its ivory
whiteness lent it an abstract quality, like a caneo or a dream it was marbl ed
with fine bluish traceries. The strai ght nose ended in a slight hook, giving

t he

whol e an aristocratic aspect contrary to every other detail, which seened
ascetic, alnost nmonkish. It stood on a short stunp of neck

When she | ooked up the shadows had changed. Day had noved on. Berthe turned,
mldly puzzled, her legs sore. She went to the kitchen and poured water. She
drank thirstily, filled her cup again, then | ooked for something to eat. There
was a plate of beef and cheese in her ice box. Seeing it, she realized that
she

was fam shed.

She had not eaten so much at one tinme since Eugene had di ed. Her daughter
Julie, would be pleased. Too bad she was away, in England. Berthe sat back
from

the kitchen table and stared at the ruin of the neal, amazed at herself.

Berthe returned to her studio. The light slanted in through the w de w ndows,
shadowi ng the head so that it appeared aglow, a thin ninbus encircling the
bal d

skull. Her tenperas were partially dried. Irritated, she began to mx new. It
was sunset before she finished and the light had taken on a filny, indistinct
quality, selectively illumnating partial details throughout the studio. She

si ghed and covered the head for the night.

She poured a gl ass of wine and went to her bedroom She sat in the w ngbacked
chair beside her bed and sipped while staring out at the night sky. Berthe

sl ept

little anynore, less so with each passing year. Ni ght had beconme nore a
conpani on than a rel ease. She glanced at the unfinished letter to her daughter
on her nightstand. Her fingers ached. It could wait for tonorrow

When she sl ept she dreamed of painting. It had been a bold nove to ask the
doctor to pose -- she had done few nmen outside her famly -- but she did not
feel she had to worry about scandal at her age. She did wonder, though, why
now,

after all this tine, she found herself drawn to do a portrait of a stranger.

Her body conpl ai ned after sleeping the night in the chair. Berthe nmade tea,
ate

alittle bread, and went to the studio. She uncovered the head and went to her
easel . She threw away the dried paints and started over. Her wists pulled and
her fingers nmoved stiffly, but she willed her way through the preparations.
She

did not | ook at the head until she was ready to work.

The norning light was soft and gave her all the details unaccented by harsh
shadows. She sel ected a piece of chal k and began sketching the outlines with
qui ck sem circul ar strokes. She found herself referring to the head itself

| ess

and | ess as the shape devel oped. It became easier sinply to concentrate on
menory than to try to copy the features directly. Each time she | ooked at it,
somet hing was different, a line had been nisplaced, a proportion had shifted.
Once, in her youth, she had suffered a severe eye problem which, for a tineg,
terrified her that it m ght be permanent. She rubbed her eyes now, the old
fear



tingling in her chest, along the back of her scalp.

Berthe tossed the chal k aside and stood. Her back tw nged. She |inped around
t he

studio. It was well after noon and she found herself ravenously hungry again.
After she ate, she | ooked at her sketch

The Iines were a nuddle, |ike a bad map, chal k marks hacked and scraw ed
acr oss

each ot her around the vague outline of a head. Only the shape of the eye
socket s

was cl ear.

The light now slanting through the wi ndows cane directly in, harsh and sharp
The front of the head was in shadow. The eyes -- enpty sockets, she rem nded
herself -- did not |ook so blind now

Bert he nmount ed anot her bl ank canvas and sel ected anot her piece of chalk.

Bert he dropped the pen and rubbed her fingers. The letter, half done, |ooked
illegible.

"-- | cannot conplete the conm ssion. For sone reason beyond my conprehension
I
am unabl e to see the subject through nmy medium | regret that | mnust --

| regret that | must...what?

"I regret, Eugene, that | nust tell you | do not |ove you." She | ooked around,
startled. But it was her own voice, within her own head, nothing nore. Ancient
menories. She had not thought of those days since before Eugene had di ed.

The hill was cold that day and they huddl ed cl ose to keep warm Neither had
t hought to bring a wap, only canvases and paints and a basket with w ne and
bread. Eugene brought that, he always did, a sharp rem nder of his
romanti ci sm

And agai n he brought up the subject of marriage, a sharp rem nder of his
hopel essness.

"How coul d | have said no?" Berthe asked. "He was so earnest..."

But there had al ways been his brother, Edouard, taller, nore urbane, by far

t he

tal ented one. Berthe wanted to believe that she had not married Eugene because
she coul d not have Edouard. She saw Eugene as a victim Everyone around him

t hose he nbpst wanted to be like, trapped himinto an unachi evabl e anbition
Bert he al ways wi shed to emanci pate him but found no way to free soneone from
a

self that disappointed. In time she saw that such freedom woul d only dissol ve
hi m

"I amnot young," she had said.
"Nor aml. But we are friends. And..."

And, of course. Always and. The hill side had been cold, but Eugene, reliable,
nmedi ocre Eugene, had brought wi ne and an offer of sol ace.

"Then perhaps yes."



Berthe wi ped at her cheeks as if expecting to find tears. Her skin was dry.
She
| ooked at the letter and slowy crunpled it.

SHE PROPPED THE M RROR where she could see it fromher easel. "If art is a
reflection of life," she nmused while she worked, "then perhaps life is but a
reflection of death. So I will paint a reflection of death."” It nade as little

sense out loud as it did quietly conceived, but Berthe did not pause. She
noved

the tabl e bearing the head against the edge of the table with the mirror, then
turned the head to face into the mirror

"Now | just wait for the light," she sighed, satisfied.

She sat down before her canvas. No sketch this time, she had decided. Her
pai nt s

were ready, brushes stacked. Berthe adjusted herself for confort and | ooked
into

the mrror.

She saw only her studio.

"Dam, " she whi spered, and got up. She adjusted the mrror and went back to
her

seat. The mirror reflected the edge of her easel. She |eaned to the right and
saw hersel f appear.

She stared at the head, then | ooked back into the mrror

The Iight caught her forehead, the crests of her cheeks, the tip of her nose.
Her hair, shadowed, seened its original rich chestnut brown and for a noment
Berthe felt as if she were gazing at a portrait of herself nuch younger. She
rubbed her eyes and went around to shift the mirror again.

As she turned and | ooked down at the head, a cloud passed through the |ight,
softening the harsh angles of the dead face. She could not inmagine that this
had

ever been a handsone man. Conpelling, certainly.

She sat down before her easel and | ooked into the mrror

Enpty.

She bl ew a harsh breath and glared at the head. "Damm you," she hissed,
reached

out, and, fingers pressed down on the top of its skull, turned it to face her
She jerked her fingers away and rubbed them The head felt cold. Berthe chided
herself. "The imagination is a dangerous pet," she said, flexed her fingers,
and

lifted a brush.

She painted nethodically, stroke by stroke, shaping the head with absences.
The

shadows first, then the dark suggestions enbedded in the shadows. Berthe
hardl y

| ooked at the head, again finding it easier to work from snatches and nenory
than to try to peer closely at the object.

She compl eted the canvas as the last |ight of dusk faded. Her eyes burned and
her back felt encased in stone. Wen she stood a hundred small pains crackl ed



from her ankles up to her neck. She dropped the brush into the clay cup with
t he
ot hers.

The i mage was too dark now to apprai se. She pressed her fingers into her
ki dneys, flexed gently. Her ears filled with a rush of blood. Let it wait til
nmorni ng. She wal ked carefully to the kitchen

Hal fway through her dinner she realized that she had had no breakfast and no
| unch. She ached fromsitting rigidly before her easel all day.

She poured herself w ne and went back to the studio. She stood in the doorway.
On the opposite side, now shrouded in darkness, was a closet. Wthin she had
stored all of Eugene's canvases, his sketchbooks, his easels. There were a few
pai ntings they had even done together. Berthe had never allowed anyone to see
them She had al ways yearned for uni queness, the recognition that she was her
own self and not the shadow of another. The coll aborati ons had been nade in

t he

same spirit as |l ovemaking -- privately, intinmate revelations -- and, Berthe
felt, their meani ng would di m nish from exhibition.

"Or are you just ashaned of hin®"

Berthe frowned at the voice. Her own, tree, but when had she started speaking
out loud to hersel f? She | ooked out over the rest of the night-hidden studio.

The mirror glowed. Beyond, the wide windows let in a pale blue Iight that
delicately dusted corners and edges and flat surfaces, junbling the shapes
into

an alien | andscape. The light fromthe mirror, though, seened bluer, a bit
brighter, as if giving back nmore than it received. An illusion, Berthe

t hought ,

and smled at the twinge of inspiration. She stepped into the studio and
pi cked

her way to the easel

She set down the wine and renoved the finished canvas, setting it off to the
left. The blue light lifted the pattern of paint fromits surface in
nmeani ngl ess

swirls. Berthe began hunming quietly to herself as she nounted a bl ank board
to

the easel. She took a drink, settled herself, and lifted a brush. She felt

gi ddy, as a child enbarking on sonme forbi dden adventure.

When she gazed at the mirror it did not surprise her to see a face gaze back
at
her, clear and still, waiting with an expression of anused tol erance.

"I amready," she said to the inage. "Be patient. These things take tine."

The paints had begun to dry, but Berthe managed. The di mrectangl e seened
unreal, as if it were no surface at all but a w ndow, and the colors, whatever
they were, did not flowonto it so nuch as into it to hang suspended agai nst

t he

dept hs.

It surprised her how quickly the work proceeded. She sang to herself happily
as

she painted. Her glass was enpty when she set the brush down. She grunted and
slid fromthe stool, plucked the glass fromthe table, and went to the



ki t chen.

She noved fromroomto room of the house, her steps unerring, studying the
wal |'s

and the furnishings in the nmonochrome illunmination. The nmoon, she thought,
nust
be enornous tonight. She saw everything with the kind of clarity still spring

water lends to objects underneath it, slightly magnified and wetly still.

"I have lived here," she said and paused, frowning to herself. There ought to
be

nore to that sentence, she thought, but it seenmed conpl ete enough. She had
l'ived

here, for thirty years. She and Eugene. She and her work. She and her

chil dren,

her friends, her dreans. Cients, plans, creditors, colleagues, arguments,

| aughter, love...regret.

"I regret, Eugene, that | nust tell you |l do not |ove you."
"I know. But | love you and that is enough."
"ls it?"

He shrugged, |ooking perfectly foolish in his nightshirt, pale ankles nuch too
thin to support all his inmanent hope. "You nmay borrow sone of mine fromtine
to

tinme."

And there was the bed in which, together, they had | ent each other what they
could of affection, conpanionship, intent, and, fromtine to tine, passion
Berthe came to believe that she was for Eugene little nore than a mrror in
whi ch he saw his own feelings reflected back. She had tried to give hi mwhat
she

could but perhaps, in the end, even that had not been necessary. Wat do
mrrors

actual ly have of their own? Perhaps she m ght have found out with Edouard.

But Edouard had been a prismthrough which |ight bent onto his canvases. \Wose
soul woul d she have been reflecting with hinf

The mirror still glowed in the studio. She shrugged and returned to her easel
There was still time to do another before the |ight faded.

DAWN DROVE HER TO BED. She slept fitfully for a few hours, then awoke to the
bl azing Iight of mdnmorning, her eyes slitted in pain. She went to her parlor
and took down the heavy velvet curtains and put them up over the w ndows in
her

studi 0. She used old canvases to fill in the cracks where sunlight found a way
in and, satisfied with the thick quality of the darkness, she went back to the
easel

Bert he wondered briefly at the certainty of her technique as she ni xed new
colors in the dark. She had | earned over time not to question too nuch. Use

t he

nmonent when it cones, Cassatt had told her, liberate the inage before it
escapes

you. Her early work, Degas had said, had always relied too nuch on the
intellect. Observation nmust not be inextricably joined to anal ysis. Then, when



her eyes had threatened to fail, she had taken the advice to heart and had
| earned how to respond first, then understand later. Still, it was al
mrrors,

and mirrors never satisfied.

The reflections in this mrror, though, never stayed still. She dipped her
brushes, carried the pignents to the canvas, filled the vacant planes. A
flicker, a shift, a change in the quality of illum nation, all denmanded a new
canvas.

Her belly knotted finally and she went to the kitchen. It was ni ght again. She
found half a | oaf of bread, the open end hardening. She broke it off and

di pped

it in wne and ate. As her hunger eased she stared out the wi ndow. She had
bought this house, it had al ways remai ned hers even after she married Eugene.
He

had never asked that it be any different. It would not be anyway, she
realized,

since with his death it would have reverted to her after all.

"What was it you felt in nme?" she asked.

She drew a deep breath, luxuriating in the sensation. She had not worked this
hard, this intently for years. Wth Eugene's death the desire had all but
vani shed.

"I did not |ove you, but I mss you..."
"It is enough.”

Berthe turned, peering into the darkness of the studio. The only Iight cane
from
the mirror. Mre....? | amtired.

Mor e.

Bert he opened her eyes slowy to the pounding on the door. She gazed up at the
warmy lit ceiling of her bedroom sleepily fascinated by the richness of

col or

and the restful shifting of shadow fromthe trees outside her w ndow. The
poundi ng stopped and started again.

She roll ed over. The myriad aches had nel ded i nto one general agony. Her head
t hr obbed. She squinted at the wi ndow. A light breeze made the curtai ns dance
graceful ly.

Voi ces drifted up from bel ow the wi ndow. Berthe sighed heavily and rubbed her
eyes. The wi ndow was cl oser than the door, she decided, and pushed herself to
her feet.

"Madanme Morisot!”

Berthe | eaned fromthe w ndow and stared down at two nmen. One was

br oad- shoul dered and dressed in workman's clothes with a worn, shapel ess cap
on

his head, the other was a bit taller, distinguished, with a beard, dressed in
a

brown suit. Both nmen | ooked famliar, but for different reasons.

"Yes?" she said.



"Are you all right?" the distinguished man asked.
"Yes, yes, quite..."
from

the market. She snmiled at him"I'|ll be right down. Forgive ne, 1've
overslept."

Then she recogni zed them Francois delivered her foods

Berthe pulled on her robe, enmbarrassed then. They nust, she thought, think I'm
mad, | eaning out the window like that. What tinme was it, anyway? Wncing at
E?ZB, she descended the stairs to the kitchen. Her |legs threatened to cranp,

?? on the previous day she had wal ked twenty niles. She pulled open the door
i?gncois | ooked inmediately relieved. He cane in with a box and went straight
Lgr pantry.

"Monsi eur," she said to the other gentlenman
"W grew concerned," he said. "Are you well?"

"I don't know...l have just...l amnot quite awake yet, Monsieur. Forgive
me..."

"Not at all, forgive me. | hope | have not interrupted...?

Francoi s went out and returned with another box. As he passed her Berthe saw a
bunch of grapes and snatched them out. Francois did not seemto notice and
continued to the ice box.

"I amafraid, Mnsieur, | was unable to fulfill your request," she said around
a

nmout hf ul .

He blinked, but otherw se his expression did not change.
"I expected word sooner, | admt,"
as

t he days passed | began to hope. May | see what you have?"

he said finally, "that you could not. But

For a nonent Berthe felt an intense urgency to refuse. Puzzled, she stood
there

eating her grapes, worrying at her feelings, until Francois cleared his

t hr oat .

"Should I bring nore, Madane Morisot?" he asked when she | ooked at him
"You' ve
eaten everything here.”

"I's there enough w ne?" she asked.

"Well, as much as you usually need for a week...
enbar r assed.

Francoi s seenmed uneasy,

"If I need nmore I'Il send for it, Francois. Thank you." She went to the
cabi net
where she kept her nmarket noney and counted out his payment, then added a

coupl e



livres.

Francoi s thanked her and backed out of the door. Berthe headed
matter-of-factly
toward the studio.

"Cone, Monsieur."

Bert he stopped three steps into the studio. It was still dark, only the |ight
fromthe hallway showi ng her a vague path through the stacked canvases.

"Coodness, " he said.

She picked her way to the wi ndow and t hrew open the curtains. Light flooded
t he

space, monentarily blinding her. She turned away, fingers to her eyes unti

t hey

adj ust ed.

Across the room he stood near the door, his own eyes wide with a powerfully
checked astoni shment. They were very clear, very pale, and she renmenbered then
that she had wi shed to paint him

Between themthe studio was cluttered with canvases. One renai ned on her
easel

but dozens filled the countertops, the desks, propped on the floor agai nst
tabl e

legs, walls, in the chairs and against stools. Berthe started counting them
stopped at thirty-three, and searched for the head.

"Ah," she said, realizing that the mrror blocked her view of it. She went
around the opposite side of the easel, stepping over finished work stacked
carel essly on the floor. How many had she done? Her fingers ached dully.

She stopped before the easel. On the board nmounted there dark blues and greens
whor |l ed around a bold head, high brow bel ow thick black hair that fell in a
brai d that draped over the right shoul der. Proud eyes stared out at the world
from above hi gh cheekbones. Bearded, strong, and sonmehow very old. A silver
ring

depended fromhis right ear. The entire effect was of inmnent dynamsm as if
he were about to |leave the studio to tend to the conquest of a city or a
country.

"I don't remenber..." she began, then | ooked around at the other canvases. Men
and worren, different ages, different colors, different eras. Large panels and
smal | cameo size works littered the studio. Many were plain people,
unexceptional except for the antiquity of their clothes or the evident
foreignness of their race or culture. A small clutch of them were nore nodern

Her wor kpl ace was a weck of used material. The remmants of paint and brushes,
broken charcoals, rags piled on rags, attested to the quantity of work

pr oduced.

The mirror stood where it had since -- when?

"What day is this, Mnsieur?"

"Wednesday"

"The date?"



"The fifth, Madane."

" AR

"When | did not hear fromyou after six days | became concerned."
"Yes, of course."

"Eh...where is the head?"

"Ri ght there--"

She pointed to an enpty space before the mrror

The gentl eman touched the countertop and dusted his fingers through a thick
| ayer of chal ky residue. He | ooked at the mirror, then inquiringly at Berthe.

She shook her head, disnmayed, and | ooked about at the stacks of canvases. "I
could not see it clearly, so..."

"You painted its reflection,” he said, nodding. "OfF course. Sensible." He
waved

at the paintings. "And these?" Wen Berthe did not reply, he nodded agai n.
"V ad

Tsepes was an individual of many parts. Not a sinple subject.”

"I apol ogi ze, Monsieur."

"May | ask for what?"

|...did not produce what you requested."
"On the contrary. These are quite satisfactory."

Bert he saw hi m study the paintings, recognized the intent expression of
sonmeone

who understands the work, feels the innate quality and power. She wanted to
argue, wanted, above all, an explanation, but she did not wish to disturb his
pl easure.

Suddenly he went directly to one small portrait and lifted it with his
fingertips. "This one...we were friends, long ago. He was the first | knew of
that had been taken. | had forgotten..." He | ooked up, eyes npist, and nodded.
"Al'l of themmust be his victins." He set the painting down and turned away
from

her for a noment. "It is nore than | expected," he said finally. He | ooked up
"Now, the matter of paynent."

"For what, Monsieur?"

"For all of them" He waved at the portraits cluttering the studio.
"Are you serious?"

He nodded.

Bert he shook her head. She named a price and wondered i medi atel y what she had
sai d.



"Ch, no, that is nuch too low. | will wite a draft for what | believe is
appropriate.”

"As you wish..."

She began gathering the paintings, stacking themaccording to size. After a
tinme

she thought she recogni zed the | ook they all shared in conmon. Relief. She had
seen it only a fewtinmes in her life, and in each instance it had been Eugene
who had shown it to her. Once when she had agreed to marry him again when she
actually gave her vows. And again the hour of his death, though then it had
been

over shadowed by weariness. In each portrait she saw that sanme expression, over
and over, the | ook of someone who has been | aboring in an inpossible task that
i s now conpl ete.

When she turned she saw it again in her client's face. He seenmed now so
relieved

that for a noment she did not know him He gave her a bank draft, drawn on a
Dut ch bank, and smil ed.

At the end of the day he had hired a wagon and worknen to | oad the
col | ecti on.
He paid them and gave theminstructi ons where to take the cargo.

"Thank you, Madame. You have exceeded ny expectations." He hesitated, then
asked. "Do you wish still to paint nme?"

Bert he | ooked up and saw himreflected in the mirror. H's eyes were in shadow,
but there were highlights within, faint and di sappointing.

"Yes, | would. But it does not have to be at once."
"Then | will take ny leave. | shall come when you request ne."

She nodded absently and he withdrew. Gazing into the now blank mrror she knew
that she would not paint him He did not need |iberating anynore.

Her fingers twi nged. She went to the door and saw his carriage moving off down
the street. Dusk was com ng. She went to the kitchen and ate sone beef, drank
some wine, slowy, watching the light grow dim

Berthe stood in the midst of her studio. The canvases gone, it seenmed nuch too
| arge. She wal ked around the desks and counters, circling her easel. She

st opped

and | ooked down.

Bel ow t he easel stood one nore canvas. She frowned. He had forgotten one. She
sighed inmpatiently and stooped to pick it up. Her back ached dully as she
lifted

it to the table.

n O’]. "

It was her original charcoal sketch of the head, made the first day. The lines
sneared and darted, a confusing mass of conflicting intentions around two

bl ank

areas where the eyes ought to be. Just as well it was left behind.



She brushed off the thick dust fromthe counter and propped it up. A senseless
map. The mirror caught her eye and, smling, she turned the canvas to face

it.

By the time she had it positioned properly, evening stole the last of the
light.

She could start in the norning. She made her way to the door.

d anci ng back, she saw her w ndows, deep blue, and, in the center of the
st udi o,

the mirror gl owed.

"Ch," she said, "just one nore, then."

Berthe returned to her easel and lifted a brush. "OfF course, you were once a
victim too."



