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On his way to the station William remembered witlitesh pang of disappointment ti
he was taking nothing down to the kiddies. Podlelithaps! It was hard lines on the
Their first words always were as they ran to gtaet, "What have you got for m
daddy?" and he had nothing. He would have to bagnteome sweets at the station.
that was what he had done for the past four Sayardaeir faces had fallen last tir
when they saw the same old boxes produced a

And Paddy had said, "I had red ribbing on mbee-fore!"
And Johnny had said, "It's always pink on mineatehpink."

But what was William to do? The affair wasn't ssiBasettled. In the old days,
course, he would have taken a taxi off to a detayshop and chosen them somethin
five minutes. But nowadays they had Russian tosendh toys, Serbian tc—toys from
God knows where. It was over a year since Isabel dtmapped the old donkeys &
engines and so on because they were so "dreadntimental” and "so appallingly b
for the babies' sense of forn

"It's so important,” the new Isabel had explaingdat they should like the right thin
from the very beginning. It saves so much timerlate Really, if the poor pets have
spend heir infant years staring at these horrors, oneiceygine them growing up ar
asking to be taken to the Royal Acaden

And she spoke as though a visit to the Royal Acadesais certain immediate death
any one...

"Well, 1 don't know," said William w©owly. "When | was their age | used to go to |
hugging an old towel with a knot in it

The new Isabel looked at him, her eyes narrowedlipeapart.
"Dear William! I'm sure you did!" She laughed in the nexay.

Sweets it would have to be, howevthought William gloomily, fishing in his pocket fi
change for the taxinan. And he saw the kiddies handing the boxes +they were
awfully generous little cha—while Isabel's precious friends didn't hesitatehtlp
themselves...

What about fruit? Wilam hovered before a stall just inside the statdhat about
melon each? Would they have to share that, too® @dmeapple, for Pad, and a melon
Johnny? Isabel's friends could hardly go sneakmtpuhe nursery at the children's n-
times. All the same, as he bought the melon William had alhlervision of one o
Isabel's young poets lapping up a slice, for sogasan, behind the nursery dc
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With his two very awkward parcels he strode ofhi® train. The platform was crowde
the trainwas in. Doors banged open and shut. There cameasiaid hissing from th
engine that people looked dazed as they scurrieshdofro. William made straight for
first-class smoker, stowed away his -case and parcels, and taking a huge wa
papersout of his inner pocket, he flung down in the coraed began to rea

"Our client moreover is positive... We are inclifedreconsider... in the event—" Ah,
that was better. William pressed back his flattehanl and stretched his legs across
carriage floor. The familiar dull gnawing in his last quietened down. "With regard
our decision—He took out a blue pencil and scored a paragstgphily.

Two men came in, stepped across him, and madédofatther corner. A young fello
swung his glf clubs into the rack and sat down opposite. rhen gave a gentle lurc
they were off. William glanced up and saw the loight station slipping away. A r-
faced girl raced along by the carriages, there wamsething strained and almc
desperatén the way she waved and called. "Hysterical!" gjmuWilliam dully. Then &
greasy, blackaced workman at the end of the platform grinnethatpassing train. An
William thought, "A filthy life!" and went back tbis papers

When he looked up againere were fields, and beasts standing for sheltéertine darl
trees. A wide river, with naked children splashinghe shallows, glided into sight a
was gone again. The sky shone pale, and one bitdddnigh like a dark fleck in a jewe

"We haveexamined our client's correspondence files... " [Hsé sentence he had re
echoed in his mind. "We have examined... " Willinong on to that sentence, but it v
no good; it snapped in the middle, and the fields, sky, the sailing bird, the watell

said, "Isabel." The same thing happened every &ayuafternoon. When he was on

way to meet Isabel there began those countlessinarggmeetings. She was at 1
station, standing just a little apart from everypadse; she was sitting in the o] taxi
outside; she was at the garden gate; walking at¢hesparched grass; at the door, or
inside the hall.

And her clear, light voice said, "It's William," dHillo, William!" or "So William has
come!" He touched her cool hand, her cool ch

The exquisite freshness of Isabel! When he had hdgthe boy, it was his delight to rt
into the garden after a shower of rain and shakedk-bush over him. Isabel was tt
rose-bush, petaeft, sparkling and cool. And he was still thatditooy But there was no
running into the garden now, no laughing and stakKline dull, persistent gnawing in |
breast started again. He drew up his legs, toseepapers aside, and shut his e

"What is it, Isabel? What is it?" he said tendeflizey wee in their bedroom in the ne
house. Isabel sat on a painted stool before thesir-table that was strewn with litt
black and green boxes.

"What is what, William?" And she bent forward, ahdr fine light hair fell over he
cheeks.

"Ah, you know!" He stood in the middle of the room and he felt argger. At that Isabe
wheeled round quickly and faced hi
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"Oh, William!" she cried imploringly, and she helgh the hak-brush: "Please! Plea:
don't be so dreadfully stuffy a—tragic. You're always s&yg or looking or hinting the
I've changed. Just because I've got to know realhgenial people, and go about mc
and am frightfully keen (—on everything, you behave as thougl—" Isabel tossed
back her hair and laugh—"killed our love or somethign It's so awfully absur—she
bit her lip—'and it's so maddening, William. Even this new loasd the servants y:
grudge me."

"Isabel!"

"Yes, yes, it's true in a way," said Isabel quicklyou think they are another bad si
Oh, | know you do. | fdat,"” she said softly, "every time you come up 8tairs. But we
couldn't have gone on living in that other poktidithole, William. Be practical, at lea:
Why, there wasn't enough room for the babies e\

No, it was true. Every morning when he « back from chambers it was to find
babies with Isabel in the back draw-room. They were having rides on the leopard
thrown over the sofa back, or they were playingpsheith Isabel's desk for a counter,
Pad was sitting on the hearthrug rng away for dear life with a little brass fire skeg\
while Johnny shot at pirates with the tongs. Evergning they each had a p-a-back
up the narrow stairs to their fat old Nan

Yes, he supposed it was a poky little house. Aelitthite house vth blue curtains and
window-box of petunias. William met their friends at theod with "Seen our petunia:
Pretty terrific for London, don't you think’

But the imbecile thing, the absolutely extraordyntning was that he hadn't the slight
idea that Isabel wasn't as happy as he. God, what blisflikEshadn't the remotest noti
in those days that she really hated that inconwenigle house, that she thought the
Nanny was ruining the babies, that she was degpgtahely, pining for new eople and
new music and pictures and so on. If they hadntegm that studio party at Moi
Morrison's—# Moira Morrison hadn't said as they were leavifign going to rescu
your wife, selfish man. She's like an exquisitddifTitania'—if Isabel had't gone with
Moira to Paris—if—if...

The train stopped at another station. Bettingf@dod heavens! They'd be there in
minutes. William stuffed that papers back into paxkets; the young man opposite |
long since disappeared. Now the other tvot out. The late afternoon sun shone
women in cotton frocks and little sunburnt, baréfoildren. It blazed on a silky yello
flower with coarse leaves which sprawled over akbainrock. The air ruffling throug
the window smelled of the sea. Hadbel the same crowd with her this w-end,
wondered William?

And he remembered the holidays they used to haeefour of them, with a little farr
girl, Rose, to look after the babies. Isabel wojersey and her hair in a plait; she lool
about fourten. Lord! how his nose used to peel! And the amdbay ate, and th
amount they slept in that immense feather bed thigr feet locked together... Willia
couldn't help a grim smile as he thought of Isabedrror if she knew the full extent
his sentimentality.
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"Hillo, William!" She was at the station after aditanding just as he had imagined, a
from the others, andWilliam's heart leaj—she was alone.

"Hallo, Isabel!™ William stared. He thought she ked so beautiful that he had to ¢
something, "You look very cool.

"Do 1?" said Isabel. "I don't feel very cool. Comleng, your horrid old train is late. Tl
taxi's outside." She put her hand lightly on hismas they passed the ticket collec
"We've all come to meet you," she s¢'But we've left Bobby Kane at the sweet shoy.
be called for."

"Oh!" said William. It was all he could say for theoment.

There in the glare waited the taxi, with Bill Hushd Dennis Green sprawling on ¢
side, their hats tilted over their faces,ile on the other, Moira Morrison, in a bonnet |
a huge strawberry, jumped up and do

"No ice! No ice! No ice!" she shouted gai
And Dennis chimed in from under his hat. "Only ®had from the fishmonger's
And Bill Hunt, emerging, added, "Wiwhole fish in it."

"Oh, what a bore!" wailed Isabel. And she explainedwilliam how they had bee
chasing round the town for ice while she waitedHin. "Simply everything is runnin
down the steep cliffs into the sea, beginning i butter.’

"We shall have to anoint ourselves with butter,” da@&hnis. "May thy head, Willian
lack not ointment."

"Look here," said William, "how are we going toltd better get up by the drive

"No, Bobby Kane's by the driver,"” said Isabel. "Yfeuo sit letween Moira and me." Tt
taxi started. "What have you got in those mysteriparcels?

"De-cap-itated heads!" said Bill Hunt, shuddering beneatthhts

"Oh, fruit!" Isabel sounded very pleased. "Wise &ih! A melon and a pineapple. Hc
too nice!"

"No, wait a bit," said William, smiling. But he ndawas anxious. "l brought them dov
for the kiddies."

"Oh, my dear!" Isabel laughed, and slipped her hAnough his arm. "They'd be rollir
in agonies if they were to eat them. —she patted his hand>ou must bring ther
something next time. | refuse to part with my ppea.”

"Cruel Isabel! Do let me smell it!"" said Moira. SHieng her arms across Willia
appealingly. "Oh!" The strawberry bonnet fell fondashe sounded quite fai

"A Lady in Love with a Pineapple,” said Dennis, as the tagindup before a little shc
with a striped blind. Out came Bobby Kane, his afulisof little packets.
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"l do hope they'll be good. I've chosen them beeaifishe colours. There are some rol
things whit really look too divine. And just look at this rgat," he cried ecstaticall
"just look at it! It's a perfect little ballet

But at that moment the shopman appeared. "OhgbfoiThey're none of them paid fo
said Bobby, looking frightened. Isa gave the shopman a note, and Bobby was ra
again. "Hallo, William! I'm sitting by the driverAnd bareheaded, all in white, with |
sleeves rolled up to the shoulders, he leapt irg@lace. "Avanti!" he cried.

After tea the others went off bathe, while William stayed and made his peace thig
kiddies. But Johnny and Paddy were asleep, the-red glow had paled, bats we
flying, and still the bathers had not returned.\Wgliam wandered downstairs, the me
crossed the hall carrying amp. He followed her into the sittimgom. It was a lon
room, coloured yellow. On the wall opposite Willimome one had painted a young n
over lifesize, with very wobbly legs, offering a w-eyed daisy to a young woman w
had one very short armd one very long, thin one. Over the chairs and Hugae hun
strips of black material, covered with big splashies broken eggs, and everywhere «
looked there seemed to be an-tray full of cigarette ends. William sat down ineoof
the arm-chairsNowadays, when one felt with one hand down thessidl@vasn't to com
upon a sheep with three legs or a cow that hadlwsthorn, or a very fat dove out of 1
Noah's Ark. One fished up yet another little pi-covered book of smudg-looking
poems..He thought of the wad of papers in his pocket,H®itvas too hungry and tire
to read. The door was open; sounds came from thleek. The servants were talking
if they were alone in the house. Suddenly thereecanioud screech of laughter and
equally loud "Sh!" They had remembered him. Williarotgip and went through tt
French windows into the garden, and as he stoagd thehe shadow he heard the batl
coming up the sandy road; their voices rang thrahgtguiet.

"l think its up to Moirato use her little arts and wiles
A tragic moan from Moira

"We ought to have a gramophone for the weekends fileyed 'The Maid of th
Mountains."

"Oh no! Oh no!" cried Isabel's voice. "That's nairfto William. Be nice to him, m
children! He's aly staying until t-morrow evening."

"Leave him to me," cried Bobby Kane. "I'm awfullgag at looking after people

The gate swung open and shut. William moved ondfrace; they had seen him. "Hal
William!" And Bobby Kane, flapping his towel, gan to leap and pirouette on i
parched lawn. "Pity you didn't come, William. Thater was divine. And we all went
a little pub afterwards and had sloe gi

The others had reached the house. "I say, Isatalgd Bobby, "would you like me f
wearmy Nijinsky dress t-night?"

"No," said Isabel, "nobody's going to dress. Waltestarving. William's starving, tot
Come alongmes amis, let's begin with sardines

http://www.katherinemansfieldsociety.org



"I've found the sardines," said Moira, and sheinam the hall, holding a box hicin the
air.

"A Lady with a Box of Sardines," said Dennis grawt

"Well, William, and how's London?" asked Bill Humlsawing the cork out of a bottle
whisky.

"Oh, London's not much changed," answered Willi
"Good old London," said Bobby, very Irty, spearing a sardine.

But a moment later William was forgotten. Moira Meon began wondering what colc
one's legs really were under wal

"Mine are the palest, palest mushroom colo

Bill and Dennis ate enormously. And Isabel fillddsges, nd changed plates, and fou
matches, smiling blissfully. At one moment, shelsdido wish, Bill, you'd paint it.

"Paint what?" said Bill loudly, stuffing his mouttith bread.
"Us," said Isabel, "round the table. It would b&ascinating in tweni years' time."

Bill screwed up his eyes and chewed. "Light's wibrige said rudely, "far too muc
yellow"; and went on eating. And that seemed tarhizabel, too

But after supper they were all so tired they cadddnothing but yawn until it was ¢
enough to go to bed...

It was not until William was waiting for his taxé¢ next afternoon that he found hims
alone with Isabel. When he brought his -case down into the hall, Isabel left the otf
and went over to him. She stooped down and d up the suitase. "What a weight
she said, and she gave a little awkward laugh. thestarry it! To the gate

"No, why should you?" said William. "Of course, nGive it to me.'

"Oh, please, do let me," said Isabel. "I want &aglly." They walkd together silently
William felt there was nothing to say no

"There," said Isabel triumphantly, setting the -case down, and she looked anxiot
along the sandy road. "I hardly seem to have seentlyis time," she said breathles:
"It's so shortisn't it? | feel you've only just come. Next t—" The taxi came into sigh
"l hope they look after you properly in London. I5a sorry the babies have been ou
day, but Miss Neil had arranged it. They'll hatessimg you. Poor William, going ba to
London." The taxi turned. "Gor-bye!" She gave him a little hurried kiss; she wasey

Fields, trees, hedges streamed by. They shook ghrtiue empty, blin-looking little
town, ground up the steep pull to the stat

The train was in. William me straight for a firstlass smoker, flung back into t
corner, but this time he let the papers alone.didetl his arms against the dull, persis
ghawing, and began in his mind to write a lettelstbel.
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The post was late as usual. They satide the house in long chairs under colot
parasols. Only Bobby Kane lay on the turf at Isabiget. It was dull, stifling; the de
drooped like a flag.

"Do you think there will be Mondays in Heaven?" edlBobby childishly
And Dennis murmured, "Heen will be one long Monday."

But Isabel couldn't help wondering what had hapddanehe salmon they had for sup
last night. She had meant to have fish mayonnaiskifich and now.

Moira was asleep. Sleeping was her latest discoViiy so wondrful. One simply shut
one's eyes, that's all. It's so deliciot

When the old ruddy postman came beating alongdhdysroad on his tricycle one f
the handlehars ought to have been o¢

Bill Hunt put down his book. "Letters," he said qaacentl, and they all waited. Bu
heartless postman©- malignant world! There was only one, a fat one I&abel. Nof
even a paper.

"And mine's only from William," said Isabel mouriifu

"From William—already?'

"He's sending you back your marriage lines gentle reminder."

"Does everybody have marriage lines? | thought thexe only for servants
"Pages and pages! Look at her! A Lady reading tetétsaid Dennis

"My darling, precious Isabel." Pages and pages there were. As Isabel readrdedimc
of astonishment changed to a stifled feeling. Wdmagarth had induced William... ? Hc
extraordinary it was... What could have made hithShe felt confused, more and m
excited, even frightened. It was just like WilliaM/as it? It was absurd, oourse, it
must be absurd, ridiculous. "Ha, ha, ha! Oh déaftitat was she to do? Isabel flung b
in her chair and laughed till she couldn't stoglang.

"Do, do tell us," said the others. "You must tedl't

“I'm longing to," gurgled Isabel. She <up, gathered the letter, and waved it at th
"Gather round," she said. "Listen, it's too mawedl. A love«letter!”

"A love-letter! But how divine!" Darling, precious Isabel.” But she had hardly begt
before their laughter interrupted h

"Go on, Isbel, it's perfect.

"It's the most marvellous find

"Oh, do go on, Isabel!

"God forbid, my darling, that | should be a drag on your happiness."
"Oh! oh! oh!"
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"Sh! sh! sh!"

And Isabel went on. When she reached the end tleeg twsterical: Bobby lled on the
turf and almost sobbed.

"You must let me have it just as it is, entire, foy new book,"” said Dennis firmly.
shall give it a whole chaptel

"Oh, Isabel," moaned Moira, "that wonderful bit abbolding you in his arms!
"l always thoughthose letters in divorce cases were made uptH&ytpale before this
"Let me hold it. Let me read it, mine own self,icsBobby Kane

But, to their surprise, Isabel crushed the lettehér hand. She was laughing no lon:
She glanced quickly ahem all; she looked exhausted. "No, not just ndet just now,"
she stammered.

And before they could recover she had run intohiese, through the hall, up the st:
into her bedroom. Down she sat on the side of #te tHow vile, odious, abominge,
vulgar,” muttered Isabel. She pressed her eyes heittknuckles and rocked to and 1
And again she saw them, but not four, more likgyfolaughing, sneering, jeerin
stretching out their hands while she read themiawils letter. Oh, what a lossome
thing to have done. How could she have doneGod forbid, my darling, that | should
be a drag on your happiness.” William! Isabel pressed her face into the pilloBut she
felt that even the grave bedroom knew her for vghatwas, shallow, tinklg, vain...

Presently from the garden below there came vo
"Isabel, we're all going for a bathe. Do com
"Come, thou wife of William!"

"Call her once before you go, call once y«

Isabel sat up. Now was the moment, now she mustlele?/ould sh go with them, or
stay here and write to William. Which, which shoitldbe? "I must make up my minc
Oh, but how could there be any question? Of cosingewould stay here and wri

"Titania!" piped Moira.
"Isa-bel?"

No, it was too difficult. "I''—I'll go with them, and write to William later. Sona¢her
time. Later. Not now. But | shecertainly write," thought Isabel hurriedl

And, laughing, in the new way, she ran down thesst
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