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By Katherine Mansfield
I

THERE was not an inch of room for Lottie and Kemathe buggy. When Pat swui
them on top of the luggage they wobbled; the grastter's lap was full and Linc
Burnell could not possibly have held a lump of dccbn hers for any distice. Isabel,
very superior, was perched beside the new F-man on the driver's seat. H-alls,
bags and boxes were piled upon the floor. "Theseahsolute necessities that | will 1
let out of my sight for one instant,” said LindarBell, her voicerembling with fatigue
and excitement.

Lottie and Kezia stood on the patch of lawn juside the gate all ready for the fray
their coats with brass anchor buttons and littlencbcaps with battleship ribbons. He
in hand, they stared with round smn eyes, first at the absolute necessities andah
their mother.

"We shall simply have to leave them. That is alk ¥hall simply have to cast them of
said Linda Burnell. A strange little laugh flew fmoher lips; she leaned back against
buttaned leather cushions and shut her eyes, her epsbtmg with laughter. Happily
that moment Mrs. Samuel Josephs, who had been wattie scene from behind
drawingfoom blind, waddled down the garden p:

"Why nod leave the chudren with be the afterdoon, Brs. Burnell? They could go
the dray with the storeban when he comes in thdiegeThose thigs on the path have
go, dod't they?"

"Yes, everything outside the house is suppose®tosaid Linda Burnell, and she wav
a white hand tathe tables and chairs standing on their headsherfront lawn. How
absurd they looked! Either they ought to be thesothay up, or Lottie and Kezia ouc
to stand on their heads, too. And she longed to"&tgnd on your heads, children, ¢
wait for the storenan.” It seemed to her that would be so exquisitehny that she
could not attend to Mrs. Samuel Jose}

The fat creaking body leaned across the gate, lamdbig jelly of a face smiled. "Doc
you worry, Brs. Burnell. Loddie and Kezia csave tea with my chudren in the durse
and I'll see theb on the dray afterwarc

The grandmother considered. "Yes, it really isgtie best plan. We are very obligec
you, Mrs. Samuel Josephs. Children, say 'thanktgoMrs. Samuel Joseph:
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Two subdued chirrups: "Thank you, Mrs. Samuel Josej

"And be good little girls, ar—come closer~they advanced, "don't forget to tell M
Samuel Josephs when you want to. .

“No, granma."

"Dod't worry, Brs. Burnell.'

At the last moment Kezia | go Lottie's hand and darted towards the bu

"l want to kiss my granma go-bye again.”

But she was too late. The buggy rolled off up tbadr Isabel bursting with pride, F
nose turned up at all the world, Linda Burnell praed, and the grandnher
rummaging among the very curious oddments she adgutt in her black silk reticule
the last moment, for something to give her daughitbe buggy twinkled away in tt
sunlight and fine golden dust up the hill and ow&zia bit her lip, but Lote, carefully
finding her handkerchief first, set up a wi

"Mother! Granma!"

Mrs. Samuel Josephs, like a huge warm black sdlctesy, enveloped he

"It's all right, by dear. Be a brave child. You c®rnd blay in the dursery

She put her arm roundleeping Lottie and led her away. Kezia followedkmg a face a
Mrs. Samuel Josephs' placket, which was undonesaal,uwith two long pink corst
laces hanging out of it. .

Lottie's weeping died down as she mounted thesstairt the sight of h at the nursery
door with swollen eyes and a blob of a nose gaeatgsatisfaction to the S.J.'s, who
on two benches before a long table covered with igae cloth and set out wi
immense plates of bread and dripping and two brjorgs that faintlysteamed

"Hullo! You've been crying!

"Ooh! Your eyes have gone right ir

"Doesn't her nose look funny

"You're all red-andgsatchy.”

Lottie was quite a success. She felt it and sweliedling timidly.

"Go and sit by Zaidee, ducky," said Mrs. Sl Josephs, "and Kezia, you sid ad the
by Boses."
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Moses grinned and gave her a nip as she sat dawrshie pretended not to notice. ¢
did hate boys.

"Which will you have?" asked Stanley, leaning asrthee table very politely, and smilii
at her."Which will you have to begin wi-strawberries and cream or bread
dripping?"

"Strawberries and cream, please," said

"Ah-h-h-h." How they all laughed and beat the table withkirtheaspoons. Wasn't tha
takein! Wasn't it now! Didn't he fox tr! Good old Stan!

"Mal! She thought it was real

Even Mrs. Samuel Josephs, pouring out the milkveauer, could not help smiling. "Yc
bustn't tease theb on their last day," she wid.

But Kezia bit a big piece out of her bread and ming, and thn stood the piece up ¢
her plate. With the bite out it made a dear lisibet of gate. Pooh! She didn't care! A t
rolled down her cheek, but she wasn't crying. Shddn't have cried in front of tho:
awful Samuel Josephs. She sat with her head and as the tear dripped slowly dov
she caught it with a neat little whisk of her toagnd ate it before any of them had s

After tea Kezia wandered back to their own housewly she walked up the back ste
and through the scullery into ttkitchen. Nothing was left in it but a lump of gyi
yellow soap in one corner of the kitchen winesill and a piece of flannel stained witt
blue bag in another. The fireplace was choked up wibbish. She poked among it |
found nothing except a Ir-tidy with a heart painted on it that had belongedtte
servant girl. Even that she left lying, and shdeddathrough the narrow passage into

drawingfoom. The Venetian blind was pulled down but naiwdr close. Long penc
rays of sunlight shontirough and the wavy shadow of a bush outside dbocehe golc
lines. Now it was still, now it began to flutteraag, and now it came almost as far as
feet. Zoom! Zoom! a bli-bottle knocked against the ceiling; the ca-tacks had little
bits of red fluff sticking to them

The diningroom window had a square of coloured glass at eacher. One was blu
and one was yellow. Kezia bent down to have oneentmok at a blue lawn with blt
arum lilies growing at the gate, and then at aoyellawn wih yellow lilies and a yellov
fence. As she looked a little Chinese Lottie camieom to the lawn and began to dust
tables and chairs with a corner of her pinaforesWhet really Lottie? Kezia was r
quite sure until she had looked through the @ary window.

Upstairs in her father's and mother's room shedaumpill box black and shiny outsi
and red in, holding a blob of cotton wo

"l could keep a bird's egg in that," she decic
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In the servant girl's room there was a -button stuck ina crack of the floor, and i
another crack some beads and a long needle. She #rexre was nothing in h
grandmother's room; she had watched her pack. 8heaver to the window and lean
against it, pressing her hands to the p

Kezia liked to stad so before the window. She liked the feeling @& ¢tbld shining glas
against her hot palms, and she liked to watch timmyf white tops that came on |
fingers when she pressed them hard against the. pemeshe stood there, the ¢
flickered out and drk came. With the dark crept the wind snufflingl drowling. The
windows of the empty house shook, a crea came from the walls and floors, a piece
loose iron on the roof banged forlornly. Kezia veasldenly quite, quite still, with wic
open eyes ahknees pressed together. She was frightened. Shieavto call Lottie an
to go on calling all the while she ran downstainsl @ut of the house. But IT was jt
behind her, waiting at the door, at the head ofthes, at the bottom of the stairs,ing
in the passage, ready to dart out at the back @adrlottie was at the back door, tc

"Kezia!" she called cheerfully. "The storeman'sehétverything is on the dray and th
horses, Kezia. Mrs. Samuel Josephs has given g shawl to wear rcnd us, and she
says to button up your coat. She won't come oudmsee of asthma

Lottie was very importan

"Now then, you kids," called the storeman. He habkes big thumbs under their ari
and up they swung. Lottie arranged the shawl "rheattiflly" and the storeman tucke
up their feet in a piece of old blank

"Lift up. Easy does it."

They might have been a couple of young ponies.sttreman felt over the cords holdi
his load, unhooked the brakechain from the whead, &histling, he swng up beside
them.

"Keep close to me," said Lottie, "because otherwise pull the shawl away from n
side, Kezia."

But Kezia edged up to the storeman. He toweredibds®er big as a giant and he sme
of nuts and new wooden boxi

It was the fist time that Lottie and Kezia had ever been ouiasa Everything looke
different-the painted wooden houses far smaller than theybgiday, the gardens f
bigger and wilder. Bright stars speckled the skg #me moon hung over the harbc
dabbling tle waves with gold. They could see the lighthousaish on Quarantin
Island, and the green lights on the old coal ht

"There comes the Picton boat," said the storemamtipg to a little steamer all hur
with bright beads.
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But when they reachedehop of the hill and began to go down the othée $ihe harbou
disappeared, and although they were still in tiventthey were quite lost. Other ca
rattled past. Everybody knew the storen

"Night, Fred."
"Night O," he shouted.

Kezia liked very mich to hear him. Whenever a cart appeared in stardie she looke
up and waited for his voice. He was an old friesmal she and her grandmother had o
been to his place to buy grapes. The storeman lalede in a cottage that had
glasshouse agahone wall built by himself. All the glasshousesvgpanned and arch
over with one beautiful vine. He to her brown basket from her, lined it with three &
leaves, and then he felt in his belt for a litterhknife, reached up and snapped ofig
blue cluster and laid it on the leaves so tendiwdy Kezia held her breath to watch.
was a very big man. He wore brown velvet trousamsl, he had a long brown beard. |
he never wore a collar, not even on Sunday. Thik blis neck was burntright red.

"Where are we now?" Every few minutes one of thielddn asked him the questic
"Why, this is Hawk Street, or Charlotte Cresce

"Of course it is," Lottie pricked up her ears a tast name; she always felt that Charl
Crescent belaged specially to her. Very few people had streeth the same name |
theirs.

"Look, Kezia, there is Charlotte Crescent. Doegnlbok different?” Now everythin
familiar was left behind. Now the big dray rattiedo unknown country, along new roa
with high clay banks on either side, up steep hiltsvn into bushy valleys, through wi
shallow rivers. Further and further. Lottie's heeagged; she drooped, she slipped
into Kezia's lap and lay there. But Kezia could opén her eyes wide ench. The wind
blew and she shivered; but her cheeks and eargd

"Do stars ever blow about?" she ask

"Not to notice," said the storem.

"We've got a nuncle and a naunt living near our hewse," said Kezia. "They have (
two children, Pip, the dkst is called, and the youngest's name is Rads.ddea ram
He has to feed it with a nenamuel teapot and aegtop over the spout. He's going
show us. What is the difference between a ram asittap?

"Well, a ram has horns and runs for yc

Kezia considered. "I don't want to see it frightfiil she said. "I hate rushing animals li

dogs and parrots. | often dream that animals rtishe-even cametsand while they are
rushing, their heads swe-enormous."
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The storeman said nothing. Keipeered up at him, screwing up her eyes. Then sh
her finger out and stroked his sleeve,; it felt halAre we near?" she aske

"Not far off, now," answered the storeman. "Gettiingd?"

"Well, I'm not an atom bit sleepy,” said Kezia. tBuy eyeskeep curling up in such
funny sort of way." She gave a long sigh, and ¢p $ter eyes from curling she shut the
. .. When she opened them again they were clartkiogigh a drive that cut through t
garden like a whiplash, looping suddenly an is of green, and behind the island,

out of sight until you came upon it, was the housevas long and low built, with

pillared veranda and balcony all the way round. $b# white bulk of it lay stretche
upon the green garden like a sleeping b And now one and now another of 1
windows leaped into light. Someone was walking digio the empty rooms carrying
lamp. From the window downstairs the light of aefiflickered. A strange beautif
excitement seemed to stream from the house in gng ripples.

"Where are we?" said Lottie, sitting up. Her reefap was all on one side and on

cheek there was the print of an anchor button stk gressed against while sleepi
Tenderly the storeman lifted her, set her cap gittaiand pulled dow her crumpled
clothes. She stood blinking on the lowest verartdp watching Kezia who seemed
come flying through the air to her fe

"Ooh!" cried Kezia, flinging up her arms. The gramather came out of the dark h
carrying a little lamp. She wismiling.

"You found your way in the dark?" said sl

"Perfectly well."

But Lottie staggered on the lowest veranda step dikbird fallen out of the nest. If s
stood still for a moment she fell asleep; if shenkd against anything her eyes clo:
She could not walk another ste

"Kezia," said the grandmother, "can | trust yowaory the lamp?

"Yes, my granma."

The old woman bent down and gave the bright bregthhing into her hands and th
she caught up drunken Lottie. "This wa

Througha square hall filled with bales and hundreds ofgiar(but the parrots were or
on the wallpaper) down a narrow passage wheredhretp persisted in flying past Ke:
with her lamp.

"Be very quiet,” warned the grandmother, puttingvdd_ottie and opning the dining-
room door. "Poor little mother has got such a hehe&
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Linda Burnell, in a long cane chair, with her feata hassock and a plaid over her kn
lay before a crackling fire. Burnell and Beryl satthe table in the middle of the roc
eating a dish of fried chops and drinking tea dud drown china teapot. Over the be
of her mother's chair leaned Isabel. She had a contler fingers and in a gent
absorbed fashion she was combing the curls fronmiogher's forehead. Outside trool
of lamp and firelight the room stretched dark aacklio the hollow window:

"Are those the children?" But Linda did not reathre; she did not even open her eye
see.

"Put down the lamp, Kezia," said Aunt Beryl, "or afeall have the house fire before
we are out of packing cases. More tea, Stanl

"Well, you might just give me fiv-eighths of a cup,” said Burnell, leaning across
table. "Have another chop, Beryl. -top meat, isn't it? Not too lean and not too fake"
turned to his wWe. "You're sure you won't change your mind, Lircialing?'

"The very thought of it is enough." She raised eyebrow in the way she had. T
grandmother brought the children bread and milk gér®y sat up to table, flushed a
sleepy behind the wavyesm.

"I had meat for my supper,” said Isabel, still camgogently.

"I had a whole chop for my supper, the bone andaal Worcester sauce. Didn'
father?"

"Oh, don't boast, Isabel," said Aunt Bel

Isabel looked astounded. "l wasn't boasting, I, Mummy? | never thought of boastir
| thought they would like to know. | only meantttdl them."

"Very well. That's enough,” said Burnell. He pushweatk his plate, took a toothpick ¢
of his pocket and began picking his strong whiette

"You might see that Fred has a bite of something in ttehén before he goes, will yo
mother?"

"Yes, Stanley." The old woman turned to

"Oh, hold on half a jiffy. | suppose nobody knowkete my slippers were put? | supp:
| shall not be able to get them for a month or two—what?"

"Yes," came from Linda. "In the top of the canvatd-all marked 'urgent necessities
"Well, you might get them for me, will you, moth&i

"Yes, Stanley."
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Burnell got up, stretched himself, and going owethe fire hi turned his back to it ar
lifted up his coat tails.

"By Jove, this is a pretty pickle. Eh, Bery
Beryl, sipping tea, her elbows on the table, smibedr the cup at him. She wore

unfamiliar pink pinafore; the sleeves of her blowsere rolled up t her shoulders
showing her lovely freckled arms, and she had éethair fall down her back in a lot

pig-tail.

"How long do you think it will take to get straic—couple of weeks=h?" he chaffec
"Good heavens, no," said Beryl airily. "The worsiover already. The servant girl anc
have simply slaved all day, and ever since motharecshe has worked like a horse,
We have never sat down for a moment. We have liay.a

Stanley scented a rebuke.

"Well, | suppose you did not expect me to ruway from the office and nail carp—did
you?"

"Certainly not," laughed Beryl. She put down hep emd ran out of the dini-room.
"What the hell does she expect us to do?" askede§td'Sit down and fan herself with
palmieaf fan while | have a gg of professionals to do the job? By Jove, if she'tcdo

a hand's turn occasionally without shouting abburt ieturn for . . .

And he gloomed as the chops began to fight thentées sensitive stomach. But Lini
put up a hand and dragged him d: to the side of her long chair.

"This is a wretched time for you, old boy," shedsa&iler cheeks were very white, but :
smiled and curled her fingers into the big red hahé held. Burnell became qui
Suddenly he began to whistle "Pure as a lilyous and free"a-good sign

"Think you're going to like it?" he aske

"l don't want to tell you, but | think | ought tmother," said Isabel. "Kezia is drinking t
out of Aunt Beryl's cup.”

v
They were taken off to bed by the grandmother. \Baet first with a candle; the stai
rang to their climbing feet. Isabel and Lottie laya room to themselves, Kezia curlec
her grandmother's soft be

"Aren't there going to be any sheets, my granr

"No, not to-night."
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"It's tickly," said Kezia, "butt's like Indians." She dragged her grandmother dtmnmer
and kissed her under the chin. "Come to bed sodrbammy Indian brave

"What a silly you are," said the old woman, tuckirey in as she loved to be tuck
"Aren't you going to leave me a «dle?"

"No. Sh-h. Go to sleep.”

"Well, can | have the door left open

She rolled herself up into a round but she didgmto sleep. From all over the hot
came the sound of steps. The house itself creakégapped. Loud whispering voic
came from dwnstairs. Once she heard Aunt Beryl's rush of lhagighter, and once sl
heard a loud trumpeting from Burnell blowing hissaoOutside the window hundreds
black cats with yellow eyes sat in the sky watchie¢+but she was not frightened. Lot
was saying to Isabel:

"I'm going to say my prayers in bec-night."

"No, you can't, Lottie." Isabel was very firm. "Godly excuses you saying your pray
in bed if you've got a temperature.” So Lottie ¢ed:

Gentle Jesus meek anmile,
Look pon a little chile.
Pity me, simple Lizzie,

Suffer me to come to thee.

And then they lay down back to back, their littehinds just touching, and fell asle:

Standing in a pool of moonlight Beryl Fairfield usdsed herself. She was tired, but
pretended to & more tired than she really vetting her clothes fall, pushing back w
a languid gesture her warm, heavy h

"Oh, how tired | amvery tired."

She shut her eyes a moment, but her lips smiledbkath rose and fell in her breast |
two fanningwings. The window was wide open; it was warm, aochewhere out ther
in the garden a young man, dark and slender, witkking eyes, tiptoed among t
bushes, and gathered the flowers into a big bouguek slipped under her window a
held it up to herShe saw herself bending forward. He thrust hedhemong the brigt
waxy flowers, sly and laughing. "No, no," said Bei§he turned from the window ai
dropped her nightgown over her he

"How frightfully unreasonable Stanley is sometiies)e thouht, buttoning. And the

as she lay down, there came the old thought, tel tnough-ah, if only she had mone
of her own.
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A young man, immensely rich, has just arrived fremgland. He meets her quite
chance . . .. The new governor is unmarric. . There is a ball at Government house
. Who is that exquisite creatureeau de nil satin? Beryl Fairfield. . .

"The thing that pleases me," said Stanley, leaaiggjnst the side of the bed and giv
himself a good scratch on his shouldand back before turning in, "is that I've got
place dirt cheap, Linda. | was talking about ititde Wally Bell to-day and he said f
simply could not understand why they had acceptedignre. You see land about here
bound to become more and re valuable . . . in about ten years' time of course we
shall have to go very slow and cut down expensefinasas possible. Not asle-are
you?"

"No, dear, I've heard every word," said Lin
He sprang into bed, leaned over her and blew @utandle. "Good night, Mr. Busine
Man," said she, and she took hold of his head byetirs and gave him a quick kiss. |
faint far-away voice seemed to come from a deep \
"Good night, darling." He slipped his arm under heck and drew her to hir
"Yes, clasp me," said the faint voice from the deef.
Pat the handyran sprawled in his little room behind the kitchelis spong-bag, coat
and trousers hung from the d-peg like a hanged man. From the edge of the bldnk:
twisted toes protruet, and on the floor beside him there was an emgbge bir-cage.
He looked like a comic pictur:
"Honk, honk," came from the servant girl. She hdermids.
Last to go to bed was the grandmot}
"What. Not asleep yet?"
"No, I'm waiting for you," s Kezia. The old woman sighed and lay down besate
Kezia thrust her head under her grandmother's agngave a little squeak. But the ¢
woman only pressed her faintly, and sighed agaiwk but her teeth, and put them i
glass of water beside hen the floor.
In the garden some tiny owls, perched on the bresdf a lac-bark tree, called: "Mor
pork; more pork." And far away in the bush therarsted a harsh rapid chatter: -ha-
ha ... Ha-ha-ha."

\Y,

Dawn came sharp and chill with red clo on a faint green sky and drops of water
every leaf and blade. A breeze blew over the gardepping dew and dropping pete
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shivered over the drenched paddocks, and wasrdsiei sombre bush. In the sky so
tiny stars floated for a moment and n they were gondhey were dissolved lik
bubbles. And plain to be heard in the early quieswhe sound of the creek in !
paddock running over the brown stones, runninghoh @ut of the sandy hollows, hidii
under clumps of dark berry bushes, spil into a swamp of yellow water flowers a
cresses.

And then at the first beam of sun the birds begamcheeky birds, starlings and myna
whistled on the lawns, the little birds, the gahdthes and linnets and *-tails, flicked
from bough to boughA lovely kingfisher perched on the paddock fenaseping his rict
beauty, and & sang his three notes and laughed and sang them

"How loud the birds are,” said Linda in her dreddme was walking with her fath
through a green paddock sprink with daisies. Suddenly he bent down and partec
grasses and showed her a tiny ball of fluff jushext feet. "Oh, Papa, the darling." £
made a cup of her hands and caught the tiny biddstnoked its head with her finger.
was quite tame. But aifiny thing happened. As she stroked it began tdl,siveuffled
and pouched, it grew bigger and bigger and its doeyes seemed to smile knowingly
her. Now her arms were hardly wide enough to hiokhd she dropped it into her apr
It had become daby with a big naked head and a gaping-mouth, opening an
shutting. Her father broke into a loud clatteriremdh and she woke to see Bun
standing by the windows rattling the Venetian bluplto the very tog

"Hullo,” he said. "Didn't wake y¢, did 1? Nothing much wrong with the weather t
morning."

He was enormously pleased. Weather like this detah seal on his bargain. He fe
somehow, that he had bought the lovely day—got it chucked in dirt cheap with tl
house and ground. Heashed off to his bath and Linda turned over ansedchherself ol
one elbow to see the room by daylight. All the fture had found a pla—all the old
paraphernalia, as she expressed it. Even the plaptegywere on the mantelpiece and
medicine botés on the shelf above the washstand. Her clotheadeoss a cheher
outdoor things, a purple cape and a round hat aiglume in it. Looking at them sl
wished that she was going away from this house,Aod she saw herself driving aw
from them dlin a little buggy, driving away from everybodydnot even waving

Back came Stanley girt with a towel, glowing anapgling his thighs. He pitched the v
towel on top of her hat and cape, and standing firrthe exact centre of a square
sunlighthe began to do his exercises. Deep breathing, hgraid squatting like a frc
and shooting out his legs. He was so delighted Wighfirm, obedient body that he |
himself on the chest and gave a loud "Ah." But #imsazing vigour seemed to set t
worlds away from Linda. She lay on the white tumbled land watched him as if fro
the clouds.

"Oh, damn! Oh, blast!" said Stanley, who had butted a crisp white shirt only to fin

that some idiot had fastened the r-band and he was caught. He sta over to Linda
waving his arms.
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"You look like a big fat turkey," said sh
"Fat. | like that," said Stanley. "l haven't a squench of fat on me. Feel tha
"It's rock-t's iron," mocked she

"You'd be surprised,” said Stanley, as though tirse intensely interesting, "at tf
number of chaps at the club who have got a corpora¥oung chaps, you kne—men of
my age." He began parting his bushy ginger has,lhie eyes fixed and round in 1
glass, his knees bent, because the dre-table was alwaysenfound i—a bit too low
for him. "Little Wally Bell, for instance," and hstraightened, describing upon himself
enormous curve with the hairbrush. "I must say d\gerfect horror . . .

"My dear, don't worry. You'll never be fat. You dar too energetic.”

"Yes, yes, | suppose that's true," said he, comdofbr the hundredth time, and takin
pearl penknife out of his pocket he began to paadils.

"Breakfast, Stanley." Beryl was at the door. "Omda, mother says you are nc get up
yet." She popped her head in at the door. She Ihagl @ece of syringa stuck through |
hair.

"Everything we left on the veranda last night msly sopping this morning. You shot
see poor dear mother wringing out the tables aadcckiairs However, there is no har
done- this with the faintest glance at Stanl

"Have you told Pat to have the buggy round in titis7a good six and a half miles to 1
office.”

"l can imagine what this early start for the offiwél be like," thought Lirda. "It will be
very high pressure indeec

"Pat, Pat." She heard the servant girl calling. Batt was evidently hard to find; the si
voice went baabaaing through the garden.Linda did not rest agatit the final slam o
the front door told her th&tanley was really gon

Later she heard her children playing in the gardentie's stolid, compact little voic
cried: "Ke-zia. Isabel.” She was always getting lost or losing peapily to find then
again, to her great surprise, round the nex or the next corner. "Oh, there you are a
all." They had been turned out after breakfasttatdinot to come back to the house u
they were called. Isabel wheeled a neat pramloggriof dolls and Lottie was allowe
for a great treat to walk bes her holding the doll's parasol over the face ofuilag one

"Where are you going to, Kezia?" asked Isabel, i@hged to find some light and men
duty that Kezia might perform and so be roped idesrher governmen

"Oh, just away," said Kezia. .
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Then she did not hear them any more. What a glaeetwas in the room. She ha
blinds pulled up to the top at any time, but in therning it was intolerable. She turn
over to the wall and idly, with one finger, shectd a poppy on the w-paper with a
leaf and a stem and a fat bursting bud. In thetgaied under her tracing finger, t
poppy seemed to come alive. She could feel thkystsilky petals, the stem, hairy like
gooseberry skin, the rough leaf and the tight gldzed. Things td a habit of coming
alive like that. Not only large substantial thirddge furniture but curtains and the patte
of stuffs and the fringes of quilts and cushionewbften she had seen the tassel fri
of her quilt change into a funny procession oncers with priests attending. . . . F
there were some tassels that did not dance autlMhlked stately, bent forward as
praying or chanting. How often the medicine botthasl turned into a row of little me
with brown tophats on; and the washnd jug had a way of sitting in the basin like a
bird in a round nest.

"l dreamed about birds last night,” thought Lintéhat was it? She had forgotten. E
the strangest part of this coming alive of thingsswhat they did. They listened, tr
seemd to swell out with some mysterious important catiteand when they were ft
she felt that they smiled. But it was not for hen)y, their sly secret smile; they we
members of a secret society and they smiled amomggelves. Sometimes, when !
hadfallen asleep in the daytime, she woke and coutdift@ finger, could not even tut
her eyes to left or right because THEY were themmetimes when she went out ¢
room and left it empty, she knew as she clickeddber to that THEY were fillingt.
And there were times in the evenings when she watairs, perhaps, and everybody ¢
was down, when she could hardly escape from thdran Bhe could not hurry, she co
not hum a tune; if she tried to say ever so casB—"Bother that old thimblI'-THEY
were not deceived. THEY knew how frightened she; WaEY saw how she turned h
head away as she passed the mirror. What Lindayalfedt was that THEY wante
something of her, and she knew that if she gaveetfeup and was quiet, more th
quid, silent, motionless, something would really hapj

"It's very quiet now," she thought. She openeddyers wide, and she heard the sile
spinning its soft endless web. How lightly she bined; she scarcely had to breathe at

Yes, everything hadome alive down to the minutest, tiniest partieled she did not fe
her bed, she floated, held up in the air. Only sbemed to be listening with her wi
open watchful eyes, waiting for someone to come yisb did not come, watching fi
somethinga@ happen that just did not happ

VI

In the kitchen at the long deal table under the twindows old Mrs. Fairfield wa
washing the breakfast dishes. The kitchen windakéd out on to a big grass patch t
led down to the vegetable garden and the arb beds. On one side the grass patch
bordered by the scullery and w-house and over this whitewashed -to there grew a
knotted vine. She had noticed yesterday t few tiny corkscrew tendrils had come ri¢
through some cracks in the sculleeiling and all the windows of the le-to had a thick
frill of ruffled green.
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"I am very fond of a grape vine," declared Mrs.rf@ld, "but | do not think that th
grapes will ripen here. It takes Australian sunfidAshe remembered how Beryl wt
she vas a baby had been picking some white grapes fnemine on the back veranda
the Tasmanian house and she had been stung cegthg b huge red ant. She saw B:
in a little plaid dress with red ribbon -ups on the shoulders screaming so dregy that
half the street rushed in. And how the child's thegl swelled! "—t—+—t!" Mrs. Fairfield
caught her breath remembering. "Poor child, howfyarg it was." And she set her lif
tight and went over to the stove for some morewader. The water othed up in the big
soapy bowl with pink and blue bubbles on top of them. Old Mrs. Fairfield's arn
were bare to the elbow and stained a bright pihle. \Bore a grey foulard dress patter|
with large purple pansies, a white linen apron arniigh cagshaped like a jelly mould «
white muslin. At her throat there was a silver cezg¢ moon with five little owls seate
on it, and round her neck she wore a w-guard made of black beac

It was hard to believe that she had not been inkitéhen for \ears; she was so muct
part of it. She put the crocks away with a surecise touch, moving leisurely and am
from the stove to the dresser, looking into thetyaand the larder as though there w
not an unfamiliar corner. When she had finisheverything in the kitchen had becor
part of a series of patterns. She stood in the lmidtithe room wiping her hands or
check cloth; a smile beamed on her lips; she thougHooked very nice, ver
satisfactory.

"Mother! Mother! Are you there?" cad Beryl.
"Yes, dear. Do you want me
"No. I'm coming,” and Beryl rushed in, very flushedagging with her two big picture

"Mother, whatever can | do with these awful hide@isnese paintings that Chung W
gave Stanley when he went bankrupt?absurd to say that they are valuable, bec
they were hanging in Chung Wah's fruit shop for therbefore. | can't make out w
Stanley wants them kept. I'm sure he thinks thest @as hideous as we do, but
because of the frames," she said spity. "I suppose he thinks the frames might fe
something some day or othe

"Why don't you hang them in the passage?" suggédtedFairfield; "they would not b
much seen there."

"l can't. There is no room. I've hung all the plgogphs of his officehere before and
after building, and the signed photos of his bussnieiends, and that awful enlargem
of Isabel lying on the mat in her singlet." Her gnglance swept the placid kitchen.
know what I'll do. I'll hang them here. | will teBtanle' they got a little damp in th
moving so | have put them in here for the time géi

She dragged a chair forward, jumped on it, tookamier and a big nail out of
pinafore pocket and banged aw

"There! That is enough! Hand me the picture, mo"
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"One moment, child." Her mother was wiping over taeved ebony framu

"Oh, mother, really you need not dust them. It wiotdke years to dust all those lit
holes." And she frowned at the top of her mothleead and bit her lip with impatienc
Mother's deliberate way of doing things was simplyddeming. It was old age, s
supposed, loftily.

At last the two pictures were hung side by sidee fsimped off the chair, stowing aw
the little hammer.

"They don't look so bad there, do they?" saie. "And at any rate nobody need gaz
them except Pat and the servant—have | got a spider's web on my face, mother?
been poking into that cupboard under the stairs reowd something keeps tickling n
nose.

But before Mrs. Fairfield had time look Beryl had turned away. Someone tappel
the window: Linda was there, nodding and smilingey heard the latch of the sculle
door lift and she came in. She had no hat on; Arsdtood upon her head in curling rir
and she was wrapped up in dd cashmere shawl.

"I'm so hungry," said Linda: "where can | get sommj to eat, mother? This is the fi
time I've been in the kitchen. It says 'motherbakr; everything is in pairs

"l will make you some tea," said Mrs. Fairfieldrsading a lean napkin over a corner
the table, "and Beryl can have a cup with yc

"Beryl, do you want half my gingerbread?" Linda we\the knife at her. "Beryl, do yc
like the house now that we are her

"Oh yes, | like the house immensely and the gars beautiful, but it feels very far aw.
from everything to me. | can't imagine people cagnout from town to see us in tf
dreadful jolting bus, and | am sure there is ngtome here to come and call. Of cours
does not matter to you beca—"

"But there's the buggy,"” said Linda. "Pat can drive iyo town whenever you like

That was a consolation, certainly, but there wasetbing at the back of Beryl's mir
something she did not even put into words for Her

"Oh, well, at any rate it wat kill us,” she said dryly, putting down her emgiyp anc
standing up and stretching. "I am going to hangatos.” And she ran away singir

"How many thousand birds | see
That sing aloud from every tree . . .

" ... birds | see That sing aloud frcevery tree . . . " But when she reached the d-
room she stopped singing, her face changed; ithecgoomy and suller
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"One may as well rot here as anywhere else,” shgered savagely, digging the si
brass safetpins into the red serge curta.

The two left in the kitchen were quiet for a littleinda leaned her cheek on her fing
and watched her mother. She thought her mothertbeokonderfully beautiful with he
back to the leafy window. There was something cotimig in the sight of hethat Linda
felt she could never do without. She needed theesarell of her flesh, and the soft fi
of her cheeks and her arms and shoulders stikisddhe loved the way her hair curl
silver at her forehead, lighter at her neck andhirbrown <ill in the big coil under thi
muslin cap. Exquisite were her mother's hands, thedwo rings she wore seemed
melt into her creamy skin. And she was always sshy so delicious. The old wom
could bear nothing but linen next to her body ahd katled in cold water winter ar
summer.

"Isn't there anything for me to do?" asked Lin

"No, darling. | wish you would go into the gardemdagive an eye to your children; t
that | know you will not do.'

"Of course | will, but you know Isabel is much re grown up than any of us
"Yes, but Kezia is not," said Mrs. Fairfiel

"Oh, Kezia has been tossed by a bull hours agag'lsada, winding herself up in he
shawl again.

But no, Kezia had seen a bull through a hole innat lof wood in the palinghat
separated the tennis lawn from the paddock. Buhsklenot liked the bull frightfully, s
she had walked away back through the orchard, @igrissy slope, along the path by
lacebark tree and so into the spread tangled gardendihnot beliee that she would
ever not get lost in this garden. Twice she hachdober way back to the big iron ga
they had driven through the night before, and thad turned to walk up the drive tf
led to the house, but there were so many littlégpan eithr side. On one side they
led into a tangle of tall dark trees and strangghka with flat velvet leaves and feath
cream flowers that buzzed with flies when you shttwr-this was the frightening sid
and no garden at all. The little paths hereae wet and clayey with tree roots span
across them like the marks of big fowls' fe

But on the other side of the drive there was a Higk border and the paths had |
edges and all of them led into a deeper and ddapgle of flowers. The cameas were
in bloom, white and crimson and pink and whitepstd with flashing leaves. You cot
not see a leaf on the syringa bushes for the wdhitsters. The roses were in flow—
gentlemen’'s buttohele roses, little white ones, but far too fullingeds to hold under
anyone's nose, pink monthly roses with a ring Bémepetals round the bushes, cabb
roses on thick stalks, moss roses, always in bintt, gmooth beauties opening curl
curl, red ones so dark they seemed to turn blatkegsfell,and a certain exquisite cree
kind with a slender red stem and bright scarletdsz
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There were clumps of fairy bells, and all kindggefaniums, and there were little trees
verbena and bluish lavender bushes and a bed afgoeliums with velvet es and
leaves like moths' wings. There was a bed of ngthint mignonette and another
nothing but pansieserders of double and single daisies and all kofdsdtle tufty plants
she had never seen befc

The redhot pokers were taller than she; 1Japanese sunflowers grew in a tiny jun
She sat down on one of the box borders. By predsang at first it made a nice seat. |
how dusty it was inside! Kezia bent down to lookl aneezed and rubbed her nc

And then she found herself at the tcf the rolling grassy slope that led down to
orchard . . . . She looked down at the slope a mgntken she lay down on her ba
gave a squeak and rolled over and over into thek thowery orchard grass. As she |
waiting for things to stop spinrg, she decided to go up to the house and ask thand
girl for an empty matchbox. She wanted to makerprse for the grandmother. . . . Fi
she would put a leaf inside with a big violet lying it, then she would put a very sir
white picotee, pdaps, on each side of the violet, and then sheldvsprinkle some
lavender on the top, but not to cover their he

She often made these surprises for the grandmotret, they were always mc
successful.

"Do you want a match, my granny

"Why, yes,child, | believe a match is just what I'm lookiray.f The grandmother slowl
opened the box and came upon the picture in

"Good gracious, child! How you astonished m

"l can make her one every day here," she thoughansbling up the grass oler slippery
shoes.

But on her way back to the house she came to skatd that lay in the middle of ti
drive, dividing the drive into two arms that metfiont of the house. The island w
made of grass bankedp high. Nothing grew on the top exceone huge plant wit
thick, greygreen, thorny leaves, and out of the middle thprargy up a tall stout stel
Some of the leaves of the plant were so old they tturled up in the air no longer; th
turned back, they were split and broken; some efmtlay flat and withered on tr
ground.

Whatever could it be? She had never seen anytlkagtibefore. She stood and star
And then she saw her mother coming down the |

"Mother, what is it?" asked Kezi

Linda looked up at the fat swelling planith its cruel leaves and fleshy stem. H
above them, as though becalmed in the air, andhgleling so fast to the earth it gre
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from, it might have had claws instead of roots. theving leaves seemed to be hid
something; the blind stem cut into air as if no wind could ever shake

"That is an aloe, Kezia," said her mott
"Does it ever have any flowers

"Yes, Kezia," and Linda smiled down at her, and baut her eyes. "Once every hund
years."

VII

On his way home from the office Sley Burnell stopped the buggy at the Bodega,

out and bought a large bottle of oysters. At théen&man's shop next door he bougt

pineapple in the pink of condition, and noticindpasket of fresh blac cherries he told
John to put him a pound ofose as well. The oysters and the pine he stoweg emthe

box under the front seat, but the cherries he ikepis hand

Pat, the handynan, leapt off the box and tucked him up agaimekrown rug
"Lift yer feet, Mr. Burnell, while | give yer a Id under,” said he.

"Right! Right! First rate!" said Stanley. "You camake straight for home now
Pat gave the grey mare a touch and the buggy spoangrd.

"l believe this man is a fir-rate chap,” thought Stanley. He liked the look iofi sittinc
up there in his neat brown coat and brown bowlerliked the way Pat had tucked h
in, and he liked his eyes. There was nothing seallout hir—and if there was one thir
he hated more than another it was servility. Andoo&ed as if he was pleas with his
job-happy and contented alreau

The grey mare went very well; Burnell was impatignbe out of the town. He wanted
be home. Ah, it was splendid to live in the cou—to get right out of that hole of a tov
once the office was closed; athis drive in the fresh warm air, knowing all théiie
that his own house was at the other end, witharslen and paddocks, its three-top
cows and enough fowls and ducks to keep them ittrgowas splendid toc

As they left the town finally andowled away up the deserted road his heart beatfoa
joy. He rooted in the bag and began to eat therigisethree or four at a time, chucki
the stones over the side of the buggy. They welieialgs, so plump and cold, without
spot or bruise on them.

Look at those two, novstack one side and white the ot—perfect! A perfect little pai
of Siamese twins. And he stuck them in his bi-hole. . . . By Jove, he wouldn't mi
giving that chap up there a hanbut no, better not. Better wait unhe had been with
him a bit longer.
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He began to plan what he would do with his Saturai#érnoons and his Sundays.
wouldn't go to the club for lunch on Saturday. ot away from the office as soon
possible and get them to give him a couple oes of cold meat and half lettuce when
got home. And then he'd get a few chaps out frommtto play tennis in the afternoc
Not too manythree at most. Beryl was a good player, too.He stretched out his rigl
arm and slowly bent it, feeling theuscle . . . . A bath, a good rdown, a cigar on th
veranda after dinner. . . .

On Sunday morning they would go to chi—children and all. Which reminded him tt
he must hire a pew, in the sun if possible and feellard so as to be out of the drat

from the door. In fancy he heard himself intoningremely well: "When thou di
overcome theSharpness of Death Thou didst open tKingdom of Heaven tcall

Believers." And he saw the neat br-edged card on the corner of the -Mr. Stanley
Burnell ard family. . . . The rest of the day he'd loaf abaith Linda. . . . Now they wer
walking about the garden; she was on his arm, adids explaining to her at leng
what he intended doing at the office the week foilgy. He heard her saying: "My de

| think that is most wise. . . . " Talking thinggew with Linda was a wonderful help ev
though they were apt to drift away from the po

Hang it all! They weren't getting along very faBat had put the brake on again. U
What a brute of a thingwas. He could feel it in the pit of his stoma

A sort of panic overtook Burnell whenever he apphaal near home. Before he was v
inside the gate he would shout to anyone withihtsigs everything all right?" And the
he did not believe it wasntil he heard Linda say: "Hullo! Are you home adi That
was the worst of living in the coun—it took the deuce of a long time to get back.

But now they weren't far off. They were on the tdpphe last hill; it was a gentle slope
the way ow and not more than half a mi

Pat trailed the whip over the mare's back and lgexb her: "Goop now. Goop nov

It wanted a few minutes to sunset. Everything stoadionless bathed in bright, metal
light and from the paddocks on either side e streamed the milky scent of ripe gr¢
The iron gates were open. They dashed through prittaidrive and round the islar
stopping at the exact middle of the verar

"Did she satisfy yer, sir?" said Pat, getting b# box and grinning at his mar.

"Very well indeed, Pat," said Stanle

Linda came out of the glass door; her voice ranthenshadowy quiet. "Hullo! Are yc
home again?"

At the sound of her his heart beat so hard thabld hardly stop himself dashing up
steps and catchirtger in his arms

"Yes, I'm home again. Is everything all righ
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Pat began to lead the buggy round to the sidetgatepened into the courtyal

"Here, half a moment," said Burnell. "Hand me thtwge parcels.” And he said to Linc
"I've brought yowback a bottle of oysters and a pineapple," as thdweghad brought he
back all the harvest of the ear

They all went into the hall; Linda carried the @ystin one hand and the pineapple in
other. Burnell shut the glass door, threw his hatvrd put his arms round her ai
strained her to him, kissing the top of her head,gars, her lips, her eyt

"Oh, dear! Oh, dear!" said she. "Wait a moment.rhetput down these silly things," a
she put the bottle of oysters and the pine ortla teived chair. "What have you got
your button-holeeherries?" She took them out and hung them ovezdii

"Don't do that, darling. They are for yot

So she took them off his ear again. "You don't mintisave them. They'd spoil n
appetite for dinnerCome and see your children. They are having

The lamp was lighted on the nursery table. Mrstfiedd was cutting and spreading bre
and butter. The three little girls sat up to tabksaring large bibs embroidered with th
names. They wiped #ir mouths as their father came in ready to beskis$he window:
were open; a jar of wild flowers stood on the mhoee, and the lamp made a big ¢
bubble of light on the ceiling

"You seem pretty snug, mother,” said Burnell, blgkat the light Isabel and Lottie s¢
one on either side of the table, Kezia at the Ine—the place at the top was em[

"That's where my boy ought to sit,” thought Stanldg tightened his arm round Lind.
shoulder. By God, he was a perfect fool to fediazpy a this!

"We are, Stanley. We are very snug," said Mrs.fieddr, cutting Kezia's bread in
fingers.

"Like it better than towneh, children?" asked Burne

"Oh, yes," said the three little girls, and Isadétled as an afterthought: "Thank you v
mudh indeed, father dear

"Come upstairs,” said Linda. "I'll bring your sligns."

But the stairs were too narrow for them to go um & arm. It was quite dark in tt
room. He heard her ring tapping on the marble nhgietee as she felt for the match

"I've got some, darling. I'll light the candle:

But instead he came up behind her and again haiparms round her and pressed
head into his shoulder.
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"I'm so confoundedly happy," he sa
"Are you?" She turned and put her hands on hissband looked up at hin
"l don't know what has come over me," he protes

It was quite dark outside now and heavy dew wdménlWhen Linda shut the windo
the cold dew touched her finger tips. Far away @ lgarked. "I believe there is going
be a moon," she said.

At the words, and with the cold wet dew on her érgg she felt as though the moon |
risen-that she was being strangely discovered in a flafocbld light. She shivered; sl
came away from the window and sat down upon thedtimman leside Stanley

* * *

In the diningroom, by the flicker of a wood fire, Beryl sat onhassock playing th
guitar. She had bathed and changed all her cloM@s. she wore a white muslin dre
with black spots on it and in her hair she had @tha blaclsilk rose.

Nature has gone to her rest, love,
See, we are alone.
Give me your hand to press, love,
Lightly within my own.
She played and sang half to herself, for she washivay herself playing and singin
The firelight gleamed on her shoes, on ruddy belly of the guitar, and on her wh
fingers. ...
"If I were outside the window and looked in and saayself | really would be rathe
struck," thought she. Still more softly she played accompanime—not singing now
but listening.
. ... "The first time that | ever saw you, little «oh, you had no idea that you were
alone-you were sitting with your little feet upon a hagsoplaying the guitar. God, | c:
never forget. . . . " Beryl flung up her head aegdn to sing agail
Even the moon is aweary . . .
But there came a loud bang at the door. The segistcrimson face popped throug
"Please, Miss Beryl, I've got to come and le

"Certainly, Alice,” said Beryl, in a voice of ic&he put the guitar in a corner. Ali
lunged in with a heavy black iron tra

"Well, | have had a job with that oving," said shecan't get nothing to brown
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"Really!" said Beryl.

But no, she could not stand that fool of a girleSan into the dark drawi-room and
began walking up and do\. . . . Oh, she was restless, restless. There waisrar over
the mantel. She leaned her arms along and lookleergiale shadow in it. How beauti
she looked, but there was nobody to see, not

"Why must you suffer so?" said the face in the an. "You were not made for sufferin
... Smile!"

Beryl smiled, and really her smile was so adordb& she smiled agebut this time
because she could not helg

VIII
"Good morning, Mrs. Jones

"Oh, good morning, Mrs. Smith. I'm so glad to sesu. Have you brought yot
children?"

"Yes, I've brought both my twins. | have had anotba&by since | saw you last, but ¢
came so suddenly that | haven't had time to makemg clothes yet. So | left her. .
How is your husband?"

"Oh, he is very wll, thank you. At least he had an awful cold buteén Victori—she's
my godmother, you knc—sent him a case of pineapples and that cured—mediately.
Is that your new servant'

"Yes, her name's Gwen. I've only had her two d&@Js. Gwen, this is mfriend, Mrs.
Smith."

"Good morning, Mrs. Smith. Dinner won't be readydbout ten minutes

"l don't think you ought to introduce me to thevset. | think | ought to just begi
talking to her."

"Well, she's more of a la-help than a servant and ydo introduce lad-helps, | know,
because Mrs. Samuel Josephs had ¢

"Oh, well, it doesn't matter," said the servantetessly, beating up a chocolate cus
with half a broken clothes peg. The dinner was igikieautifully on a concrete step. ¢
began to lay the cloth on a pink garden seat. Intfofreach person she put two gerani
leaf plates, a pine needle fork and a twig knifeefe were three daisy heads on a la
leaf for poached eggs, some slices of fuchsia petal beef, some lovelittle rissoles
made of earth and water and dandelion seeds, @&dhthcolate custard which she t
decided to serve in the pawa shell she had coakec
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"You needn't trouble about my children,” said Mssnith graciously. "If you'll just tak
this botle and fill it at the ta—I mean at the dairy."

"Oh, all right," said Gwen, and she whispered t@Moones: "Shall | go and ask Alice
a little bit of real milk?"

But someone called from the front of the house #radluncheon party melted aw:
leaving the charming table, leaving the rissoles dredpoached eggs to the ants and t
old snail who pushed his quivering horns over ttigeeof the garden seat and bega
nibble a geranium plate.

"Come round to the front, children. Pip and Ragsgelcome."

The Trout boys were the cousins Kezia had mentidodlde storeman. They lived abc
a mile away in a house called Monkey Tree Cottége.was tall for his age, with lar
black hair and a white face, but Rags was very Isarad so thin that whehe was
undressed his shoulder blades stuck out like ttle Wings. They had a mongrel d
with pale blue eyes and a long tail turned up atahd who followed them everywhe
he was called Snooker. They spent half their timealing and brushing Sncer and
dosing him with various awful mixtures concoctedRip, and kept secretly by him ir
broken jug covered with an old kettle lid. Eventtil little Rags was not allowed
know the full secret of these mixtures.. .. Takensa@arbolic tooth powe and a pinch of
sulphur powdered up fine, and perhaps a bit o€ty stiffen up Snooker's coat. . . . |
that was not all; Rags privately thought that test was gu-powder. . . . And he nev:
was allowed to help with the mixing because of daacer. . . . "Why, if a spot of thi
flew in your eye, you would be blinded for life,fpRvould say, stirring the mixture wi
an iron spoon. "And there's always the ch~ust the chance, mind y—of it exploding
if you whack it hard enough. . . . Two s|ns of this in a kerosene tin will be enougt
kill thousands of fleas." But Snooker spent all $psire time biting and snuffling, and
stank abominably.

"It's because he is such a grand fighting dog,"Wpld say. "All fighting dogs smell

The Traut boys had often spent the day with the Burnali®wn, but now that they live
in this fine house and boncer garden they weréniedlto be very friendly. Besides, bc
of them liked playing with gir—Pip, because he could fox them so, and becauittie
was so easily frightened, and Rags for a shameédan. He adored dolls. How he wo
look at a doll as it lay asleep, speaking in a pisand smiling timidly, and what a tre
it was to him to be allowed to hold one.

"Curve your arms rounther. Don't keep them stiff like that. You'll drorii' Isabel
would say sternly.

Now they were standing on the veranda and holdaxk [Snooker, who wanted to
into the house but wasn't allowed to because Aundd_hated decent dog
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"We came overn the bus with mum,” they said, "and we're goinggend the afternoc
with you. We brought over a batch of our gingerdréa Aunt Linda. Our Minnie mad
it. It's all over nuts."

"l skinned the almonds," said Pip. "l just stuck hand into a saucepiof boiling water
and grabbed them out and gave them a kind of pamchthe nuts flew out of the skir
some of them as high as the ceiling. Didn't theggd?"

Rags nodded. "When they make cakes at our plaae]'Rp, "we always stay in tf
kitchen, Rgs and me, and | get the bowl and he gets the spodnthe ec-beater.
Sponge cake's the best. It's all frothy stuff, th

He ran down the veranda steps to the lawn, plamtetdands on the grass, bent forw:
and just did not stand on his he

"That lawn's all bumpy," he said. "You have to haviat place for standing on yo!
head. | can walk round the monkey tree on my héadrplace. Can't I, Rags

"Nearly," said Rags faintly
"Stand on your head on the veranda. That's quit¢ Baid kezia.

"No, smarty," said Pip. "You have to do it on sommeg soft. Because if you give a je
and fall over, something in your neck goes clicld & breaks off. Dad told me

"Oh, do let's play something," said Kez

"Very well," said Isabel quick, "we'll play hospitals. | will be the nurse angRian be
the doctor and you and Lottie and Rags can beitkepeople."

Lottie didn't want to play that, because last tiRip had squeezed something down
throat and it hurt awfully

"Pooh," scoffedPip. "It was only the juice out of a bit of mandwapeel.”

"Well, let's play ladies," said Isabel. "Pip canthe father and you can be all our d
little children.”

"l hate playing ladies," said Kezia. "You alwayskmais go to church hand in harnd
come home and go to bel

Suddenly Pip took a filthy handkerchief out of packet. "Snooker! Here, sir," he calle
But Snooker, as usual, tried to sneak away, his&ween his legs. Pip leapt on top
him, and pressed him between his kn

"Keep his head firm, Rags," he said, and he tiechémelkerchief round Snooker's he
with a funny knot sticking up at the tc
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"Whatever is that for?" asked Lott

"It's to train his ears to grow more close to hesd-see?" said Pip. "All fighting do
have ears that lie back. But Snooker's ears aitet@obsoft."”

"l know," said Kezia. "They are always turning thsiout. | hate that.

Snooker lay down, made one feeble effort with las/go get the handkerchief off, k
finding he could not, traid after the children, shivering with misery.

IX
Pat came swinging along; in his hand he heldla iimahawk that winked in the st

"Come with me," he said to the children, "and dtiow you how the kings of Irelat
chop the head off a duck

They drew backihey didn't believe him, and besides, the Troutsblogd never seen F
before.

"Come on now," he coaxed, smiling and holding asthand to Kezis
"Is it a real duck’'s head? One from the paddo

"It is," said Pat. She put her hand in hard dry one, and he stuck the tomahawk in
belt and held out the other to Rags. He lovectlithildren.

"I'd better keep hold of Snooker's head if thegeig to be any blood about,” said F
"because the sight of blood makes him awfully Wilde ran ahead dragging Snooker
the handkerchief.

"Do you think we ought to go?" whispered Isabel.e'Waven't asked or anything. He
we?"

At the bottom of the orchard a gate was set inptleng fence. On the other side a st
bank led down to a bridgthat spanned the creek, and once up the bartkeasther sidr
you were on the fringe of the paddocks. A littld stable in the first paddock had be
turned into a fowhouse. The fowls had strayed far away across tddguk down to
dumping groundn a hollow, but the ducks kept close to that pathe creek that flowe
under the bridge.

Tall bushes overhung the stream with red leavesyefidw flowers and clusters
blackberries. At some places the stream was wideshallow, but at others tumbled
into deep little pools with foam at the edges antveying bubbles. It was in these po
that the big white ducks had made themselves aehewimming and guzzling along t
weedy banks.
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Up and down they swam, preening their dazzlingdisgand other ducks with the sar
dazzling breasts and yellow bills swam upside daxth them.

"There is the little Irish navy," said Pat, "an@koat the old admiral there with the gre
neck and the grand little flagstaff on his ta

He pulled a handfwf grain from his pocket and began to walk toveatide fow-house,
lazy, his straw hat with the broken crown pulle@okis eyes

"Lid. Lid—lid—lid—lid—" he called.

"Qua. Qua—qua—qua—qdaanswered the ducks, making for land, and flappamgl
scrambling up the bank they streamed after him in a londdiag line. He coaxed ther
pretending to throw the grain, shaking it in hisittg and calling to them until they sw
round him in a white rini

From far away the fowls heard the clamour and ttey came running across tt
paddock, their heads thrust forward, their wingseag, turning in their feet in the sil
way fowls run and scolding as they cal

Then Pat scattered the grain and the greedy dwsganbto gobble. Quickly he stoopr
seized two, ne under each arm, and strode across to the ahil@iheir darting heads at
round eyes frightened the child—all except Pip.

"Come on, sillies," he cried, "they can't bite. yHeven't any teeth. They've only ¢
those two little holes in their bee for breathing through.”

"Will you hold one while | finish with the other?sked Pat. Pip let go of Snook
"Won't I? Won't I? Give us one. | don't mind howchihe kicks.'

He nearly sobbed with delight when Pat gave théeanthimp into his arms

There was an old stump beside the door of the -house. Pat grabbed the duck by
legs, laid it flat across the stump, and almoghatsame moment down came the i
tomahawk and the duck’s head flew off the stumpthdpblood spurted over the wh
feathers and over his har

When the children saw the blood they were frightiene longer. They crowded roul
him and began to scream. Even Isabel leaped abgngc"The blood! The blood!" Pi
forgot all about his duck. He simply threw it awlagm him and shouted, "l saw it. | sa
it,"” and jumped round the wood bloc

Rags, with cheeks as white as paper, ran up tdittleehead, put out a finger as if |
wanted to touch it, shrank back again and thennagai out a finger. He was shiveri
all over.

Even Lottie, frightened little Lottie, began to ¢duand pointed at the duck and shriek
"Look, Kezia, look."
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"Watch it!" shouted Pat. He put down the body anokegan to wadd—with only a long
spurt of blood where the head had been; it beggad away without a sound towat
the steep bank that led to the stream . . . . Waatthe crowning wonde

"Do you see that? Do you see that?" yelled Piprateamong the little girls tugging
their pinafores.

"It's like a little engine. It's like funny little railway engine," squealed Isak

But Kezia suddenly rushed at Pat and flung her aousd his legs and butted her he
as hard as she could against his kn

"Put head back! Put head back!" she screa

When he stooped to move her skould not let go or take her head away. She helds
hard as she could and sobbed: "Head back! Head"backl it sounded like a lou
strange hiccup.

"It's stopped. It's tumbled over. It's dead," il

Pat dragged Kezia up into his arms. Her-bonnet had fallen back, but she would no
him look at her face. No, she pressed her faceartione in his shoulder and clasped
arms round his neck.

The children stopped screaming as suddenly as hhdybegun. They stood round -
dead duck. Ragwas not frightened of the head any more. He ld@kin and stroked

now.

"l don't think the head is quite dead yet," he séiib you think it would keep alive if
gave it something to drink’

But Pip got very cross: "Bah! You baby." He whidtte Snooker and went of

When Isabel went up to Lottie, Lottie snatched av

"What are you always touching me for, Isabe

"There now," said Pat to Kezia. "There's the gratid girl."

She put up her hands and touched his ears. Sheof@kthing. ‘owly she raised he
quivering face and looked. Pat wore little rounddgea-rings. She never knew that m
wore earrings. She was very much surpris

"Do they come on and off?" she asked husl

X
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Up in the house, in the warm tidy kitchen, Alicke servant girl, was getting tl
afternoon tea. She was "dressed.” She had on & btaff dress that smelt under t
arms, a white apron like a large sheet of papet,aalace bow pinned on to her hair w
two jetty pins. Also her comfortable carpetppers were changed for a pair of bl
leather ones that pinched her corn on her litdestomething dreadful. .

It was warm in the kitchen. A blc-fly buzzed, a fan of whity steam came out of
kettle, and the lid kept up a rattling jig as thaler bubbled. The clock ticked in the wa
air, slow and deliberate, like the click of an eldman's knitting needle, and someti—
for no reason at all, for there wasn't any br—the blind swung out and back, tapping
window.

Alice was making watecress sandwiches. She had a lump of butter on thie,ta
barracouta loaf, and the cresses tumbled in a wlith.

But propped against the butter dish there wastg, djreasy little book, half unstitche
with curled edges, and while she mashed tltter she read:

"To dream of blaclbeetles drawing a hearse is bad. Signifies deatimefyou hold nec
or dear, either father, husband, brother, sonntanded. If beetles crawl backwards
you watch them it means death from fire or fromagreeightsuch as flight of stair:
scaffolding, etc.

"Spiders. To dream of spiders creeping over yagoixd. Signifies large sum of money
near future. Should party be in family way an easgfinement may be expected. [
care should be taken in sixth mont avoid eating of probable present of shell fish."

How many thousand birds | see.

Oh, life. There was Miss Beryl. Alice dropped thaf& and slipped thiDream Book
under the butter dish. But she hadn't time to idgiite, for Beryl ran into thkitchen
and up to the table, and the first thing her egbtéd on were those greasy edges. A
saw Miss Beryl's meaning little smile and the whyg saised her eyebrows and scre\
up her eyes as though she were not quite sure tiéiatould be. Sheecided to answer
if Miss Beryl should ask her: "Nothing as belongsybu, Miss." But she knew Mi¢
Beryl would not ask her.

Alice was a mild creature in reality, but she hhd tmost marvellous retorts ready
questions that she knew would never be to her. The composing of them and

turning of them over and over in her mind comfortext just as much as if they'd be
expressed. Really, they kept her alive in placesre/she'd been that chivvied she'd k
afraid to go to bed at night with a k of matches on the chair in case she bit the toip
in her sleep, as you might s

"Oh, Alice," said Miss Beryl. "There's one extratea, so heat a plate of yesterd:
scones, please. And put on the Victoria sandwictvels as the coffee cake. Ardon't
forget to put little doyleys under the ple—will you? You did yesterday, you know, a
the tea looked so ugly and common. And, Alice, dpat on that dreadful old pink au
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green cosy on the afternoon teapot again. Thatlisfor the mornings. eally, | think it
ought to be kept for the kitch-t's so shabby, and quite smelly. Put on the Jag@ore
You quite understand, don't you

Miss Beryl had finished.
That sing aloud from every tree . . .
she sang as she left the kitchen, very ple with her firm handling of Alice

Oh, Alice was wild. She wasn't one to mind beinig,tbut there was something in t
way Miss Beryl had of speaking to her that she @wotistand. Oh, that she couldn't
made her curl up inside, as you might say, she fair trembled. But what Alice rea
hated Miss Beryl for was that she made her feel I8he talked to Alice in a spec
voice as though she wasn't quite all there; andnsker lost her temper with -never.
Even when Alice dropped anything otrgot anything important Miss Beryl seemed
have expected it to happe

"If you please, Mrs. Burnell," said an imaginaryio®, as she buttered the scones,
rather not take my orders from Miss Beryl. | may drdy a common servant girl .
doesn't knar how to play the guitar, but . . .

This last thrust pleased her so much that she ceot@vered her tempe

"The only thing to do," she heard, as she openeddthin¢-room door, "is to cut th
sleeves out entirely and just have a broad bardack velvet over the shoulders inste:

XI

The white duck did not look as if it had ever haddead when Alice placed it in front
Stanley Burnell that night. It lay, in beautifulbasted resignation, on a blue «its legs
tied together with a pice of string and a wreath of little balls of studfround it.

It was hard to say which of the two, Alice or thecl, looked the better basted; they w
both such a rich colour and they both had the saimef gloss and strain. But Alice w
fiery red and the duck a Spanish mahog:

Burnell ran his eye along the edge of the carvingek He prided himself very muc
upon his carving, upon making a f-class job of it. He hated seeing a woman ce
they were always too slow and they never seero care what the meat looked li
afterwards. Now he did; he took a real pride irtingtdelicate shaves of cold beef, lit
wads of mutton, just the right thickness, and widihg a chicken or a duck with ni
precision . . ..

"Is this the first ofhe home products?" he asked, knowing perfectly thall it was

"Yes, the butcher did not come. We have found loatt he only calls twice a weel
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But there was no need to apologise. It was a supiedb It wasn't meat at all, but a kil
of very supebor jelly. "My father would say," said Burnell, 'isimust have been one
those birds whose mother played to it in infancgrughe German flute. And the swe
strains of the dulcet instrument acted with sudeotfupon the infant mind . . . Ha
some nore, Beryl? You and | are the only ones in thisdeowith a real feeling for foo
I'm perfectly willing to state, in a court of lawWnecessary, that | love good foou

Tea was served in the draw-room, and Beryl, who for some reason had been
charming to Stanley ever since he came home, swegb@sgame of crib. They sat a
little table near one of the open windows. Mrs.ritgd disappeared, and Linda lay ir
rocking-chair, her arms above her head, rocking to anc

"You don't want theight-do you, Linda?" said Beryl. She moved the tall lasopthat
she sat under its soft ligt

How remote they looked, those two, from where Lisdaand rocked. The green talt
the polished cards, Stanley's big hands and Beiyyones, all seemeio be part of one
mysterious movement. Stanley himself, big and safichis dark suit, took his ease, ¢
Beryl tossed her bright head and pouted. RoundHhneat she wore an unfamiliar vel
ribbon. It changed her, someh-altered the shape of her fabet it was charming
Linda decided. The room smelled of lilies; thereravéwo big jars of arums in tt
fireplace.

"Fifteen two—fifteen fourand a pair is six and a run of three is nine," Stiahley, sc
deliberately, he might have been counting sh

"I've nothing but two pairs,” said Beryl, exaggergther woe because she knew how
loved winning.

The cribbage pegs were like two little people gaupgthe road together, turning rou
the sharp corner, and coming down the road ag#iey Were puwing each other. The
did not so much want to get ahead as to keep meargé to tal-to keep near, perha
that was all.

But no, there was always one who was impatienthanpped away as the other came
and would not listen. Perhaps the white peg frightened of the red one, or perhaps
was cruel and would not give the red one a chamepdak. . .

In the front of her dress Beryl wore a bunch ofg@s, and once when the little pe
were side by side, she bent over and the pansa@ped oL and covered then

"What a shame,” said she, picking up the pansiksst“as they had a chance to fly i
each other's arms.”

"Farewell, my girl," laughed Stanley, and away itbe peg hoppec

The drawingroom was long and narrow with glass doors gave on to the veranda.
had a cream paper with a pattern of gilt roses,thadurniture, which had belonged
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old Mrs. Fairfield, was dark and plain. A littlegmio stood against the wall with yellc
pleated silk let into the carved front. Abovehung an oil painting by Beryl of a lar
cluster of surprisetboking clematis. Each flower was the size of alsseucer, with ¢
centre like an astonished eye fringed in black. tBatroom was not finished yet. Stan
had set his heart on a Chested and two decent chairs. Linda liked it best agas. . . .

Two big moths flew in through the window and rowdl round the circle of lampligt
"Fly away before it is too late. Fly out agai

Round and round flew; they seemed to bring thensdand the moonlight in with ther
on their silent wings. . . .

"I've two kings," said Stanley. "Any good

"Quite good," said Beryl.

Linda stopped rocking and got up. Stanley lookedss "Anything the matter, darling
"No, nothing. I'm going to find nther."

She went out of the room and standing at the fottestairs she called, but her moth
voice answered her from the veran

The moon that Lottie and Kezia had seen from tbeestan's wagon was full, and 1
house, the garden, the old wonand Linda-all were bathed in dazzling ligt

"l have been looking at the aloe," said Mrs. Faldi "l believe it is going to flower th
year. Look at the top there. Are those buds, d@rasly an effect of light?'

As they stood on the steps, theh grassy bank on which the aloe rested rose upal
wave, and the aloe seemed to ride upon it like ip shth the oars lifted. Brigh
moonlight hung upon the lifted oars like water, amcthe green wave glittered the de

"Do you feel it, too," said inda, and she spoke to her mother with the spgoiak that
women use at night to each other as though thelyespaheir sleep or from some hollc
cave-Don't you feel that it is coming towards us

She dreamed that she was caught up out of thenater into the ship with the lifted oz
and the budding mast. Now the oars fell strikingckjy, quickly. They rowed far awa
over the top of the garden trees, the paddockstadark bush beyond. Ah, she he
herself cry: "Faster! Faster!" to thoseo were rowing.

How much more real this dream was than that theylshgo back to the house where
sleeping children lay and where Stanley and Bdayex cribbage
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"l believe those are buds," said she. "Let us gerdmto the garden, mother. I li that
aloe. | like it more than anything here. And | ammesl| shall remember it long after I
forgotten all the other things

She put her hand on her mother's arm and they diake/n the steps, round the isle
and on to the main drive that led te front gates.

Looking at it from below she could see the longrghthorns that edged the aloe lea\
and at the sight of them her heart grew hard. She particularly liked the long she
thorns. . . . Nobody would dare to come near thg shto follow after.

"Not even my Newfoundland dog," thought she, "thatso fond of in the daytime

For she really was fond of him; she loved and addand respected him tremendou
Oh, better than anyone else in the world. She Kmewthrough and thrcgh. He was the
soul of truth and decency, and for all his pratteegperience he was awfully simp
easily pleased and easily hurt.

If only he wouldn't jump at her so, and bark sodlguand watch her with such eag
loving eyes. He was too sng for her; she had always hated things that ruslera from
a child. There were times when he was frighte-really frightening. When she just h
not screamed at the top of her voice: "You aranglime.” And at those times she t
longed to say theost coarse, hateful things. .

"You know I'm very delicate. You know as well add that my heart is affected, and
doctor has told you | may die any moment. | havd tlaee great lumps of childre
already. .. ."

Yes, yes, it was true. Lindinatched her hand from mother's arm. For all hee land
respect and admiration she hated him. And how tehdealways was after times li
those, how submissive, how thoughtful. He wouldadgthing for her; he longed to setr
her. . . . Linda heard hei§ saying in a weak voict

"Stanley, would you light a candle

And she heard his joyful voice answer: "Of coursell, my darling.” And he leapt ot
of bed as though he were going to leap at the niaoner.

It had never been so plain to her awas as this moment. There were all her feeling:
him, sharp and defined, one as true as the othet .there was this other, this hatred, |
as real as the rest. She could have done herdealim in little packets and given thernr
Stanley. She loregl to hand him that last one, for a surprise. Sivddcsee his eyes as
opened that. . . .

She hugged her folded arms and began to laughtlgilétow absurd life we-it was

laughable, simply laughable. And why this maniherfs to keep alive at alFor it really
was a mania, she thought, mocking and laugt
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"What am | guarding myself for so preciously? llslga on having children and Stanl
will go on making money and the children and thedgas will grow bigger and bigge
with whole fleets baloes in them for me to choose fror

She had been walking with her head bent, lookingagihing. Now she looked up a
about her. They were standing by the red and wdateellia trees. Beautiful were t
rich dark leaves spangled with light and tound flowers that perch among them like
and white birds. Linda pulled a piece of verbend amumpled it, and held her hands
her mother.

"Delicious," said the old woman. "Are you cold, Idfi Are you trembling? Yes, yol
hands are cold. We had lker go back to the house."

"What have you been thinking about?" said Lindall'fe."

"l haven't really been thinking of anything. | wandd as we passed the orchard wha
fruit trees were like and whether we should be &bimake much jam this amn. There
are splendid healthy currant bushes in the vegetgbtden. | noticed them-day. |
should like to see those pantry shelves thorougely stocked with our own jam. . . .

X1l
"My Darling Nan,

Don't think me a piggy wig because | haven'itten before. | haven't had a mome
dear, and even now | feel so exhausted that | aaiynhold a pen

Well, the dreadful deed is done. We have actuaftythe giddy whirl of town, and | car
see how we shall ever go back again, for my br-in-law has bought this house 'lo
stock and barrel,' to use his own wot

In a way, or course, it is an awful relief, for In@s been threatening to take a place ir
country ever since I've lived with th—and | must say the house and garden are a\
nice-a million times better than that awful cul-hole in town.

But buried, my dear. Buried isn't the wo

We have got neighbours, but they are only far-big louts of boys who seem to

milking all day, and two dreadful females with ralteeth wlo brought us some scon
when we were moving and said they would be pletséelp. But my sister who lives
mile away doesn't know a soul here, so | am surenexer shall. It's pretty certa
nobody will ever come out from town to see us, bheeathouh there is a bus it's ¢
awful old rattling thing with black leather siddsat any decent person would rather
than ride in for six miles.

Such a life. It's a sad ending for poor little B.det to be a most awful frump in a year

two and come ahsee you in a mackintosh and a sailor hat tieditma white china sill
motor veil. So pretty.
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Stanley says that now we are setfor after the most awful week of my life we rea
are settledre is going to bring out a couple of men from th#®r Saturday afternoor
for tennis. In fact, two are promised as a grestttc-day. But, my dear, if you could s
Stanley's men from the club . . . rather fattidie type who look frigtfully indecent
without waistcoatssdlways with toes that turn in her-so conspicuous when you ¢
walking about a court in white shoes. And they ptdling up their trousers eve
minute—don't you knowand whacking at imaginary things with their rack

| used to play with them at the club last summad ham sure ou will know the type
when | tell you that after I'd been there aboue¢htimes they all called me Miss Bel
It's a dreary world. Of course mother simply lovles place, but then | suppose whe
am mother's age | shall be content to sit in thead shell peas into a basin. But |
not—not—not.

What Linda thinks about the whole affair, per usualhaven't the slightest ide
Mysterious as ever. . . .

My dear, you know that white satin dress of minkave taken the sleeves out entir
put bangd of black velvet across the shoulders and tworbd) poppies off my de:
sister'schapeau. It is a great success, though when | shall wdatto not know."

Beryl sat writing this letter at a little table irer room. In a way, of course, it was
pefectly true, but in another way it was all the ajesst rubbish and she didn't believ
word of it. No, that wasn't true. She felt all teakings, but she didn't really feel the
like that.

It was her other self who had written that lettenot ony bored, it rather disgusted F
real self.

"Flippant and silly," said her real self. Yet sheelv that she'd send it and she'd alw
write that kind of twaddle to Nan Pym. In factyiés a very mild example of the kind
letter she generally wrot

Beryl leaned her elbows on the table and read dutljin again. The voice of the let
seemed to come up to her from the page. It was &#ieady, like a voice heard over 1
telephone, high, gushing, with something bittethia sound. Oh, she detesit to-day.

"You've always got so much animation," said Nan Pyhhat's why men are so keen

you." And she had added, rather mournfully, for naere not at all keen on Nan, w
was a solid kind of girl, with fat hips and a higblour"l can't undersind how you can
keep it up. But it is your nature, | suppos

What rot. What nonsense. It wasn't her naturelaGalod heavens, if she had ever b
her real self with Nan Pym, Nannie would have juchpat of the window with surpris
... My dear, yoknow that white satin of mine. . . . Beryl slamnikd lette-case to.

She jumped up and half unconsciously, half constyoshe drifted over to the looki-
glass.
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There stood a slim girl in whi-a white serge skirt, a white silk blouse, and #le belt
drawn in very tightly at her tiny wais

Her face was headhaped, wide at the brows and with a pointed —but not too
pointed. Her eyes, her eyes were perhaps her batiré; they were such a strai
uncommon colourgreeny blue with little gd points in them.

She had fine black eyebrows and long la—so long, that when they lay on her che
you positively caught the light in them, someonethier had told he

Her mouth was rather large. Too large? No, notyeller underlip protrudea little; she
had a way of sucking it in that somebody else batilier was awfully fascinatin

Her nose was her least satisfactory feature. Nadtitlwas really ugly. But it was not hi
as fine as Linda's. Linda really had a perfeclelitiose. Hes spread rath—not badly.
And in all probability she exaggerated the spreasbnof it just because it was her nc
and she was so awfully critical of herself. Shecpad it with a thumb and first finger a
made a little face. . . .

Lovely, lovely hai. And such a mass of it. It had the colour of irésllen leaves, brow
and red with a glint of yellow. When she did itarlong plait she felt it on her backbc
like a long snake. She loved to feel the weight dfagging her head back, and she d
to feel it loose, covering her bare arms. "Yes, degr, there is no doubt about it,
really are a lovely little thing.

At the words her bosom lifted; she took a long tired delight, half closing her eye

But even as she looked the smile fafrom her lips and eyes. Oh, God, there she
back again, playing the same old game. [-alse as ever. False as when she'd wr
to Nan Pym. False even when she was alone witlelfiensw.

What had that creature in the glass to do with &ed, wly was she staring? She dropy
down to one side of her bed and buried her faterrarms

"Oh," she cried, "I am so misera—so frightfully miserable. | know that I'm silly ar
spiteful and vain; I'm always acting a part. I'nveremy real self for a oment." And
plainly, plainly, she saw her false self runningam@ down the stairs, laughing a spe
trilling laugh if they had visitors, standing undbe lamp if a man came to dinner, so-
he should see the light on her hair, pouting artdenmdirg to be a little girl when she w.
asked to play the guitar. Why? She even kept ifoufStanley's benefit. Only last nig
when he was reading the paper her false self lwadl $teside him and leaned against
shoulder on pumse. Hadn't she put hernd over his, pointing out something so that
should see how white her hand was beside his bomer

How despicable! Despicable! Her heart was cold wade. "It's marvellous how yc
keep it up," said she to the false self. But themais only becau: she was so miseral
so miserable. If she had been happy and leadingvetife, her false life would cease
be. She saw the real Be—a shadow . . . a shadow. Faint and unsubstantakkbne
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What was there of her except the radiance? Andvfa tiny moments she was rea
she. Beryl could almost remember every one of thnthose times she had felt: "Life
rich and mysterious and good, and | am rich andtenigais and good, too." Shall | ev
be that Beryl for ever? Shall 1? How can 1? Anas there ever a time when | did |
have a false self? . . . But just as she had gutfdn she heard the sound of little st
running along the passage; the door handle ratflezia came in

"Aunt Beryl, mother says will you please come dovi#?he is home with a man ar
lunch is ready."

Botheration! How she had crumpled her skirt, kmeeln that idiotic way
"Very well, Kezia." She went over to the dres«-table and powdered her no

Kezia crossed too, and unscrewed a little pot e&er an sniffed it. Under her arm st
carried a very dirty calico ce

When Aunt Beryl ran out of the room she sat theupabn the dressi-table and stuck
the top of the cream jar over its €

"Now look at yourself," she said stern
The calico cat was sovercome by the sight that it toppled over backwadd bumpe
and bumped on to the floor. And the top of the réar flew through the air and rolle

like a penny in a round on the linole—and did not break.

But for Kezia it had broken the momenflew through the air, and she picked it up,
all over, and put it back on the dresstable.

Then she tiptoed away, far too quickly and airily.

http://www.katherinemansfieldsociety.org

36



