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Certainly Sabina did not find life slo She was on the trot from early morning until |
at night. At fiveo'clock she tumbled out of bebuttoned on her clothes, wearing a |-
deeved alpaca pinafore over tblack frock, and gnmeed her way downstairs into t
kitchen.

Anna, the cook, had grown so fat during summer that she adored her Ibecause she
did not have to wear her (sets there, but could spreadmagch as she liked, roll abo
under the great nti@ess, calling upc Jesusand Holy Mary and Blessed Anthony hims
that her life was not fit for pig in a cellar.

Sabina was new to her work. Pink colstill flew in her cheeks; thewas a little dimple
on the left side of her mouth that even whihe wasmost seriou: most absorbed,
poppedout and gave her away. And Anblessed that dimple. It meant an extrif-
hour in bed for her; it madSabina light the fire, turn out thet&hen and wash endle
cups andsaucers that had been left over frche evening before. &hs, thescullery boy,
did not come until seven.e was the son of the butcher maan, undersized child ve
much like one bhis father's sausages, Sabthought. His red face was caed with
pimples, and his nailisdescribably filthy. When Herr Lerann hinself told Hans to ge
a hairpinand clean them he said they were stainom birth because his mother F
alwaysgot so inky doing the accour— andSabina believed him and pitihim.

Winter had come very early to Mindelbau. the end of Octobahe streetwere banked
waisthigh with snow, anthe greater number of the "CuBuests," sick unto death
cold water andherbs, had departed in nothiapproaching peace. So the large n was
shut at Lehmann's and tbreakfast-room was all the aconmodation te cafe afforded.
Here the floohad to be washed over, the tables ruk coffee€ups set out, each wiits
little china platter of sugar, anewspapers and magazines hundtair hooks along th
walls before Herr Lehmanrppeared at seven-thirgnd opened busine

As a rule his wife served in the shopding into the cafe, but she hchosen the quiet
season to have a baland, a big woman at the besttimes, she had grown so enormu
in the process that her husbaold her she lookednappetising, and had better rem
upstairs and sew.

Sabina took on the extra work without athought of extra pay. She loveto stand

behind the counter, cutti up slices of Anna's marvellous chocolapstted confection:
or doing up pckets of sugi almonds in pink and blue striped bags.
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"You'll get varicose veins, like me," d Anna. "That's what the Fraigot, too. No
wonder the baby doesn't me! All her swelling's got intder legs.” And Hans we
immensely interested.

During the morning busins was comparately slack. Sabina answered tshop bell,
attended to a few customers o drank a liqueur to warm thegtomachs before tf
midday meal, and ran gfairs now and again to ask {Frau if she wanted anything. B
in the afernoon six or sewn choice spirits played cards, and everybody who
anybody drank tea or cofft

"Sabina ... Sabina..."

She flew from one table to the otlt counting out handfuls of smachange, giving
orders to Anna through the "slide," helping the with ther heavy coats, always wi
that maical child air about her, thdelightful sense of perpetually attending a p.

"How is the Frau Lehmann?" the women would whis

"She feels rather low, but as well can be expected,” Sabina wolanswer, nodding
confidentially.

Frau Lehmann's bad time was approachinnna and her friends referred to it as
“journey to Rome," and Sabina Iced to ask questions, yet, beiashamed of her
ignorance, was silent, trying to puzzle it out Farself She knew practally nothing
except thathe Frau had a baby inside hwhich had to come out wery painful indeec
One could not have one withca husband that she also realised. But wthad the man
got to do with it? So shwondered as she sat mending tea towekhe evening, hea
bentover her work, light shining on herown curls. Birth —what was it?wondered
Sabina. Death such a simple tng. She had a little picture dier dead grandmoth
dressed in a black silk frock, tired hands clas the crucifixthat dragged between F
flattened breasts, mouth curiot
tight, yet almost secretly smiling. But thegrandmother had been b
once -that was the important fa

As she sat there one evening, thinking, Young Man entered the cafe, acalled for a
glass of port wine. Sabinase slowly. The long day and tfhet room made her feel
little languid, butas she poured out the wine delt the Young Man's eyes fixed on h
looked down at him and dimple

"It's cold out," she said, corking the bot

The Young Man ran his hands through his s-powdered hair and laugh:

"l wouldn't call it exactly tropical,”  said, "But you're very snug ihere — look as
though you've been aslee

Very languid felt Sabina in the hot room, and theulg an's voice \as strong and
deep. She thought she haever seen anybody who looked stbong— as though he
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could take up the tablin one hane and his restlesgaze wandering over her face ¢
figure gare her a curious thrill deep her body, half pleasure, halfin... She wanted to
stand there, clo:
beside him, while he drank his wine. ittle silence followed. Then rtook a book out of
his pocket, and Sabinaant back to her sewing. Sittithere in the corner, she listenec
the sound of the leavd®ing tunedand the loud ticking of the clock tl hung over the
gilt mirror. Shewanted to look at him aga~ there was a something about him, in
deep

voice, even in the way his clothes fit. From the room above she hedhe heavy
dragging sound of Frauehmani's footsteps, and again the eldughts worried Sabin.
If she terself should one day look likthat —feel like that! Yet it would be ve sweet to
have a little baby tdress and jump up and doy

"Fraulein —what's your nam— what are you smilmat?" called the YounMan.

She blushed and looked up, hands quieter lap, looked across the emjtables and
shook her head.

"Come here, and I'll show you a picture," he comteat
She went and stood beside him. He opened the landkSabina w acoloured sketch of
a naked girl sitting o the edge of a great, crumplbed, a man's opera hat on the bac

her head.

He put his hand over the body, ling only the face exposed, thscrutinised Sabina
closely.

"Well?"
"What do you mean?" she askedowing perfectly well.
"Why, it might be your own photograf— the face, | meanthat's as far ascan judge."

"But the hair's done differently,” saicabina, laughing. She threw baher head, and the
laughter bubbled in her round white thr

"It's rather a nice picture, don't u think?" he asked. But she wia®king at a curiou:
ring he wore on the hdrthat covered the girl's bocand only nodde:

"Ever seen anything like it before

"Oh, there's plenty of those funny ones in thestlated paper”

"How would you like to have your picture taken thaty?'

"Me? I'd never let anybody see it.sides, | haven't got a hat likeat!"

"That's easily remedied."
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Again a little silence, broken by Anna throwingthye slide

Sabina ran into the kitche

"Here, take this milk and egg up to theau," said Anna. "Who've you gin there?"

"Got such a funny man! | think he' little gone here," tapping h&reheac

Upstairs in the ugly room the Frau sewing, a black shawl round tshoulders, her feet
encased in red woolleslippers. The girl put the milon a table by her, then stoc
polishing a spoon on her apr

"Nothing else?"

"Na," said the Frau, heaving up in her chair. "Vé#'g&my man”

"He's playing cards over at Snipold's. Do you want?'

"Dear heaven, leave him alone. I'mthing. | don't matter.. And thewhole day waiting
here."

Her hand shook as she wiped the rim of the glassvar fat fingel
"Shall I help you to bed?"

"You go downstairs, leave me alone. Tell Anna det Hans grb the sugar — give him
one on the ear.”

"Ugly — ugly —ugly," muttered Sabina, retting to the cafe where the YouMan stood
coatbuttoned, ready for departu

"Il come again tanorrow," said h¢ "Don't twist your hair back stghtly; it will lose all
its curl."

"Well, you are a funny one," she said. "Good nit
By the time Sabina was ready for bed Anras snoring. She brushed out llong hair
and gathered it in her hand Perhaps it would be a pity if iost all its curl. Then sh

looked down at ér straight chemise, ardrawing it off, sat down on the side of the |

"l wish," she whispered, smilincleepily, "there was a great bigoking-glass in this
room."

Lying down in the darkness, she hugged her litblyt

"I wouldn't be the Frau for o hundred marks not for a thousand marksTo look like
that."
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And half-dreaming, she imagined herseeaving up in her chair with ttport wine bottle
in her hand as the Young Man entered the

Cold and dark the next morning. Sabina woke, tifeeling as thouglsomething heavy
had been pressing undeer heart all night. There wassaund of footsteps shufflir
along thepassage. Herr Lehmann! She mhave overslept herself. Yes, he was ratt
the door-handle.

"One moment, one moment," she cd, dragging on her stockings.

"Bina, tdl Anna to go to the Fra— but quickly. | must ride for theurse.’

"Yes, yes!" she cried. "Has it comu

But he had gone, and she ran over to Anna and dherdy the shoulde

"The Frau — the babyHerr Lehmannor the nurse,” she stuttered.

"Name of God!" said Anna, flinging herself out @d

No complaints taday. Importanc— enthusiasm in Anna's whole bear

"You run downstairs and light the ovenut on a pan of water— speaking to an
imaginary sufferer @ she fastened r blouse — "Yes, yes, | know we must be worse
before we are betterl*m coming— patience.”

It was dark all that day. Lights we turned on immediately the cabpened, and busine
was very brisk. Annaurned out of the Frau's rocby the nurse, refused to work, arat
in a corner nursing herselistening to sounds overhead. Hans weore sympathetic

than Sabina. Halso forsook work, and stood by the window, pickimig) nose

"But why must | do everything?" said Sabina, waghgiesses. "I an'thelp the Frau; she
oughtn't to take such a time about

"Listen,” said Anna, "they've moved heto the back bedroom above heso as not to
distutb the people. That was a grc-— that one!”

"Two small beers," shouted Herr Lehmann tigh the slide.
"One moment, one momer

At eight o'clock the cafe was desel. Sabina sat down in the corneithout her sewing
Nothing seemed to hav@ppened to the Frau. A dochad come -that was al

"Ach," said Sabina. "I think no moof it. | listen no more. Ach, would like to go awa

— | hate this talkl will not hear it. No, it istoo much." She leaned both elbows oe
table —cupped her face in hhands and pouted.
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But the outer door suddenly opening, slprang to her feet and laugh It was the
Young Man again. He ordered m port, and brought no book tHisne.

"Don't go and sit miles away," he grbled. "I want to be amused. Arhere, take my
cod. Can't you dry it somewher~ snowing again."

"There's a warm placethe ladies' loak-rcom,"” she said. "I'll take it ithere — just by the
kitchen."

She felt better, and quite happy ag
"I'll come with you," he said. "I'll see where yput it."
And that did not seem at all extraordinarhe laughed and beckonedhim.

"In here,"she cried. "Feel how warm. I'll put more wood oattbwen. It doesn't matter,
they're all busy upstairs."

She knelt down on the floor, and thrust wood into the oven, laughing her own
wicked extravagance.

The Frau was forgotten, the stupid cwas forgotten. Here was someoibeside her
laughing, too. They werc«ogether in the little warm roostealing Herr Lehmann's woc
It seemed thenost exciting adventure in ttworld. She wanted to go on laugh — or
burst out crying — or — of catch hold of the Young Man.

"What a fire," she shrieked, stretching out herds

"Here's a hand; pull up,” said the Youngn. "There, now, you'll catch to-morrow."

They stood opposite to each other, hands stillgolgm Anc again thatstrange tremor
thrilled Sabina.

"Look here," he said roughly, "are you ald, or are you playing at beirone?"
III _ I _ n

Laughter ceased. She looked up at hirce, then down at the floor, abegan breathing
like a frightened little anime

He pulled her closer still and kiss her mouth.
"Na, what are you doing?" she whispe

He let go her hands, he placed his onbreasts, and the room seemecswim round
Sabina. Suddenly, from thoom above, a frightful, tearing shriek.

She wrenched herself away, tightened herself, herself up.
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"Who did that -who made that noise

In the silence the thin wailing of a ba

"Achk!" shrieked Sabina, rushing from the rou
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