
MOTH AND RUST
beauty rested upon her as it rests on a dove's neck,
varying with every movement, every turn of the
head. She was quite motionless now, her rather
Jarge, ill-gloved hands in her lap. Janet was a
still woman. She had no nervous movements.
She did not twine her muflf chain round her fin-
gers as Anne did. Anne looked at her now and
then, and wondered whether she—Anne—would
have been more successful in life if she had en-
tered the arera armed with such beauty as Janet's.
There was a portrait of Janet in the Academy

several years later which has made her oeauty
known to the world. We have all seen that cele-
brated picf of the calm Madonna face, with the
mark of su..ering so plainly stamp Mr>on the
white brow and in the unfathomable eye But
the young girl sitting in the Easthope pew hardly
resembled, except in feature, the portrait that
later on, took the artistic world by storm. Janet
was perhaps even more beautiful in this her first
youth than her picture proved her afterwirds to
be but the beauty was inexpressionless, paque
The soul had not yet illumined the fair face. She
I<X)ked what she was-a little dull, without a grain
of imagination. Was it the dulness of want of
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