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By Katherine Mansfield

In her blue dress, with her cheeks lightly flushieer, blue, blue eyes, and her gold c
pinned up as though for the first ti—pinned up to be out of the way for her fli—
Mrs. Raddick's daughter might have just droppednfrthic radiant heaven. Mr:
Raddick's timid, faintly astonished, but deeply &iirg glance looked as if she believ
it, too; but the daughter didn't appear any tocagge—why should she—to have
alighted on the steps of the Casino. Indeed, sl&boee—boredas though Heaven hi
been full of casinos with snuffy old saints for epers and crowns to play wit

"You don't mind taking Hennie?" said Mrs. Raddit8ure you don't? There's the c
and you'll have tea and we'll be back here ondigiF—right here—n an hour. You see,
want her to go in. She's not been before, anav@ish seeing. | feel it wouldn't be fair
her."

"Oh, shut up, mother,” said she wearily. "Come glonon't talk so much. And yo
bag's open; you'll be losing all your moneain."

"I'm sorry, darling," said Mrs. Raddic

"Oh, do come in! | want to make money," said the impatiesite. "It's all jolly well for
you—nbut I'm broke!"

"Here—take fifty francs, darling, take a hundred!" | skiss. Raddick pressing notes ir
her rand as they passed through the swing d¢

Hennie and | stood on the steps a minute, watcthiegpeople. He had a very bro.
delighted smile.

"l say," he cried, "there's an English bulldog. ey allowed to take dogs in there
"No, they're not."

"He's a ripping chap, isn't he? | wish | had oneeylre such fun. They frighten people
and they're never fierce with th—the people they belong to." Suddenly he squeeze
arm. "l saydolook at that old woman. Who is she? Why does sbk lige that? Is she a
gambler?"

The ancient, withered creature, wearing a greein siaess, a black velvet cloak anc
white hat with purple feathers, jerked slowly, slpwp the steps as though she w
being drawn up on wires. She stared in front of Bke was laughing and nodding a
cackling to herself; her claws clutched round whbaked like a dirty boc-bag.

But just at that moment there was Mrs. Raddick rageith—her—and another lady
hovering in the background. Mrs. Raddick rusheohat She wasrightly flushed, gay, i
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different creature. She was like a woman who isngaygooc-bye" to her friends on tr
station platform, with not a minute to spare beftetrain starts

"Oh, you're here, still. Isn't that lucky! You'vetrgone. Isn't thatne! I've had the mo:
dreadful time with—her,” and she waved to her daughter, who stoodlatlkspo still,
disdainful, looking down, twiddling her foot on ts&ep, miles away. "They won't let I
in. | swore she was twer-one. But they won't believe mestowed the man my purse
didn't dare to do more. But it was no use. He synspbffed... And now I've just met Mr
MacEwen from New York, and she just won thirteeouand in theSalle Privée—and
she wants me to go back with her while the lucksliOf course | can't lea—her. But if
you'd—"

At that "she" looked up; she simply withered hertimo. "Why can't you leave me?" <
said furiously. "What utter rot! How dare you makscene like this? This is the last ti
I'll come out with you. You rely are too awful for words." She looked her mother
and down. "Calm yourself," she said super

Mrs. Raddick was desperate, just desperate. She"wisd$' to go back with Mrs
MacEwen, but at the same tim¢

| seized my courage. "Would y—do you care to come to tea withus?"

"Yes, yes, she'll be delighted. That's just whathted, isn't it, darling? Mrs. MacEwer
I'll be back here in an hour... or less..—"

Mrs. R. dashed up the steps. | saw her bag wasagsen.

So we three were lefBut really it wasn't my fault. Hennie looked crudhe the earth
too. When the car was there she wrapped her dagt omund he—to escape
contamination. Even her little feet looked as thHotigey scorned to carry her down
steps to us.

"l am so awmillly sorry,"” | murmured as the car start

"Oh, I don'tmind" said she. "I donwantto look twentyene. Who woul—if they were
seventeen! It's"-and she gave a faint shud—"the stupidity | loathe, and being stal
at by old fat men. Beasts

Henniegave her a quick look and then peered out of timel@w.

We drew up before an immense palace of -andwhite marble with oranctrees
outside the doors in golarc-black tubs.

"Would you care to go in?" | suggest

She hesitated, glanced, bit her, and resigned herself. "Oh well, there seems nom
else,” said she. "Get out, Henni

| went first—to find the table, of cour—she followed. But the worst of it was havi
her little brother, who was only twelve, with ushal was the last, final aw—nhaving
that child, trailing at her heel
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There was one table. It had pink carnations ankl pliates with little blue te-napkins for
sails.

"Shall we sit here?"
She put her hand wearily on the back of a whit&kerchair.
"We may as well. Why n?" said she.

Hennie squeezed past her and wriggled on to a atabke end. He felt awfully out of
She didn't even take her gloves off. She loweradelyes and drummed on the tal
When a faint violin sounded she winced and bitlipeagain. Silece.

The waitress appeared. | hardly dared to ask Aee—coffee? China te—or iced tea
with lemon?"

Really she didn't mind. It was all the same to B&re didn't really want anything. Heni
whispered, "Chocolate!"

But just as the waitress turned & she cried out carelessly, "Oh, you may as wetid:
me a chocolate, too."

While we waited she took out a little, gold pow-box with a mirror in the lid, shook tt
poor little puff as though she loathed it, and dabber lovely nose

"Hennie," she aid, "take those flowers away." She pointed withr paff to the
carnations, and | heard her murmur, "l can't bkavdrs on a table.” They had evider
been giving her intense pain, for she positivebsell her eyes as | moved them av

The waitresscame back with the chocolate and the tea. Shehgubig, frothing cup
before them and pushed across my clear glass. elénnied his nose, emerged, with,
one dreadful moment, a little trembling blob ofamreon the tip. But he hastily wiped
off like a little gentleman. | wondered if | should dairaw her attention to her cup. £
didn't notice it—didn't see —until suddenly, quite by chance, she took a sipaichec
anxiously; she faintly shuddere

"Dreadfully sweet!" said shu

A tiny boy with a head like a raisin and a chocolate body camped with a tray o
pastries—ow upon row of little freaks, little inspirationdittte melting dreams. H
offered them to her. "Oh, I'm not at all hungryk&ahem away.

He offered them to Hennie. Hnie gave me a swift look# must have bee
satisfactory—for he took a chocolate cream, a coffee eclair, aaimgue stuffed witl
chestnut and a tiny horn filled with fresh strawies. She could hardly bear to wa
him. But just as the boy swerved awae held up her plate.

"Oh well, give meong" said she

The silver tongs dropped one, two, t—and a cherry tartlet. "I don't know why you
giving me all these," she said, and nearly smileshan't eat them; | couldn't
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| felt much more comfortde. | sipped my tea, leaned back, and even askednifht
smoke. At that she paused, the fork in her handnep her eyes, and really did sm
"Of course,” said she. "l always expect people

But at that moment a tragedy happened to Henniesgeared his pastry horn too ha
and it flew in two, and one half spilled on theléalGhastly affair! He turned crimso
Even his ears flared, and one ashamed hand cregstsatie table to take what was lef
the body away.

"You utter little beast!" gd she.
Good heavens! | had to fly to the rescue. | criastily, "Will you be abroad long"

But she had already forgotten Hennie. | was fosgpttoo. She was trying to remem|
something... She was miles aw

"l—don't—know," she said slowly, fronhat far place.

"l suppose you prefer it to London. It's m—more—"

When | didn't go on she came back and looked averg,puzzled. "Mor—?"
"Enfin—gayer," | cried, waving my cigarett

But that took a whole cake to consider. Even thHét well, tha depends!" was all st
could safely say.

Hennie had finished. He was still very wai

| seized the butterfly list off the table. "I «—what about an ice, Hennie? What ab
tangerine and ginger? No, something cooler. Whatitah fresh pineapple crea”

Hennie strongly approved. The waitress had hemoeayes. The order was taken when
looked up from her crumb

"Did you say tangerine and ginger? | like gingenuYcan bring me one." And thi
quickly, "l wish that orchestra wouldn't play thenffcm the year One. We were danc
to that all last Christmas. It's too sickenin

But it was a charming air. Now that | noticed itwarmed me
"I think this is rather a nice place, don't younide?" | said

Hennie said: "Ripping!" He meant to sa very low, but it came out very high in a ki
of squeak.

Nice? This place? Nice? For the first time sheestabout her, trying to see what th
was... She blinked; her lovely eyes wondered. A/\gooc-looking elderly man stare
back at her through monocle on a black ribbon. But him she simply catildee. Ther
was a hole in the air where he was. She lookedigtrand through hin

Finally the little flat spoons lay still on the gkaplates. Hennie looked rather exhaus
but she pulled on herhite gloves again. She had some trouble with hemdnd wris-
watch; it got in her way. She tugged e—tried to break the stupid little thi—it
wouldn't break. Finally, she had to drag her glover. | saw, after that, she coulc
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stand this place moment longer, and, indeed, she jumped up and duameay while |
went through the vulgar act of paying for the

And then we were outside again. It had grown du3ke sky was sprinkled with smi
stars; the big lamps glowed. While we waited fa car to come up she stood on
step, just as before, twiddling her foot, lookirapah.

Hennie bounded forward to open the door and shéngartd sank back wi—oh—such
a sigh!

“Tell him," she gasped, "to drive as fast as he'"c

Hennie grinned at hifriend the chauffeur. Allie veet" said he. Then he compos
himself and sat on the small seat facing

The gold powdeox came out again. Again the poor little puff veasken; again the
was that swift, deadlgecret glance between her and theror.

We tore through the bla-andgold town like a pair of scissors tearing througbdade.
Hennie had great difficulty not to look as thoughvirere hanging on to somethit

And when we reached the Casino, of course Mrs. Rkddasn't there. There \sn't a
sign of her on the stepsnet a sign

"Will you stay in the car while | go and look

But no—she wouldn't do that. Good heavens, no! Henniedcetdy. She couldn't be
sitting in a car. She'd wait on the ste

"But | scarcely like to leave yc" | murmured. "I'd very much rather not leave yanen"

At that she threw back her coat; she turned anédfame; her lips parted. "Gos
heavens—why! |-+ don't mind it a bit. —I like waiting." And suddenly her chee
crimsoned, her eyes grew d—for a moment | thought she was going to cry—let
me, please,” she stammered, in a warm, eager Vbitke it. | love waiting! Reall—
really I do! I'm always waitin—in all kinds of places... "

Her dark coat fell open, and her white th—all her soft yong body in the blue dre—
was like a flower that is just emerging from itsldbud.
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