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By Katherine Mansfield
AND then, after six years, she saw him again. He semated at one of those little bam|
tables decorated with a Japanese vase of papeddaffThere was a tall plate of fruit
front of him, and very carefully, in a way she rgnized immediately as his "speci:
way, he was peeling an oran:
He must have felt that shock of recognition in f@rhe looked up and met her ey
Incredible! He didn't know her! She smiled; he frmd. She came towards him.
closed his eyes an i@t, but opening them his face lit up as thoughh&e struck :
match in a dark room. He laid down the orange amhed back his chair, and she t
her little warm hand out of her muff and gave ihto.

"Vera!" he exclaimed. "How strange. Really, a moment | didn't know you. Won't y«
sit down? You've had lunch? Won't you have somiee@f

She hesitated, but of course she mear
"Yes, I'd like some coffee." And she sat down ojedsim.

"You've changed. You've changed very much,"” he,staring at her with that eage
lighted look. "You look so well. I've never seeruylook so well before.

"Really?" She raised her veil and unbuttoned hgh ffiir collar. "I don't feel very well.
can't bear this weather, you knoy

"Ah, no. You hatelte cold. . . .

"Loathe it." She shuddered. "And the worst of ithat the older one grows . .

He interrupted her. "Excuse me," and tapped ortahke for the waitress. "Please bri
some coffee and cream." To her: "You are sure you'tweat anthing? Some fruit,
perhaps. The fruit here is very goo

"No, thanks. Nothing."

"Then that's settled.” And smiling just a hint tbmadly he took up the orange age
"You were sayingthe older one grov-"

"The colder,"” she laughed. But she was ting how well she remembered that trick
his-the trick of interrupting h—and of how it used to exasperate her six years Sige
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used to feel then as though he, quite suddeniharmiddle of what she was saying,
his hand over her lips, turned fr her, attended to something different, and then tos
hand away, and with just the same slightly too dremile, gave her his attention agai
.. Now we are ready. That is settl

"The colder!" He echoed her words, laughing tooh,"ah. You stil say the same thing
And there is another thing about you that is n@nged at a-your beautiful voic—your
beautiful way of speaking." Now he was very gralke;leaned towards her, and ¢
smelled the warm, stinging scent of the orange. p¥elu hav¢ only to say one word ar
I would know your voice among all other voices.dntt know what it i—I've often
wonderedthat makes your voice suckHhaunting memory. . . . Do you remember |
first afternoon we spent together at Kew Gardens@ Were so siprised because | d
not know the names of any flowers. | am still jastignorant for all your telling me. B
whenever it is very fine and warm, and | see songhbcolour—it's awfully strang-I
hear your voice saying: '‘Geranium, marigold, andeka.' And | feel those three wor
are all | recall of some forgotten, heavenly larggua . . You remember that afternoo

"Oh, yes, very well." She drew a long, soft breaihthough the paper daffodils betw:
them were almost too sweet to bear. ‘what had remained in her mind of that partici
afternoon was an absurd scene over the tea tabige® many people taking tea ir
Chinese pagoda, and he behaving like a maniac dhewvasp-waving them away
flapping at them with his straw hat, sous and infuriated out of all proportion to 1
occasion. How delighted the sniggering tea drinkexd been. And how she had suffel

But now, as he spoke, that memory faded. His wadrtler. Yes, it had been a wondel
afternoon, full of geranium d marigold and verbena, andarm sunshine. Her thougt
lingered over the last two words as though she dzmm.

In the warmth, as it were, another memory unfoldgiie saw herself sitting on a lav
He lay beside her, and suddenly, after a long &d he rolled over and put his head
her lap.

"l wish," he said, in a low, troubled voice, "I wishat | had taken poison and were at
to die—here now!"

At that moment a little girl in a white dress, hialgl a long, dripping water lily, dodge
from behnd a bush, stared at them, and dodged back aBainhe did not see. Si
leaned over him.

"Ah, why do you say that? | could not say thi

But he gave a kind of soft moan, and taking hedhamheld it to his chee

"Because | know | am going to Ic you too muchfar too much. And | shall suffer ¢
terribly, Vera, because you never, never will love."

He was certainly far better looking now than he ha&en then. He had lost all tt
dreamy vagueness and indecision. Now he had tha& airman whchas found his plac
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in life, and fills it with a confidence and an asmwce which was, to say the lec
impressive. He must have made money, too. His efotiere admirable, and at tl
moment he pulled a Russian cigarette case ousqgidtket

"Won't you smoke?"

"Yes, | will." She hovered over them. "They lookygood."

"l think they are. | get them made for me by dditinan in St. James's Street. | di
smoke very much. I'm not like y-but when | do, they must be delicious, very fr
cigaretes. Smoking isn't a habit with me; it's a luxlike perfume. Are you still so fon
of perfumes? Ah, when | was in Russia .

She broke in: "You've really been to Russi

"Oh, yes. | was there for over a year. Have yogdtien how we used to k of going
there?"

"No, I've not forgotten."

He gave a strange half laugh and leaned back ioHas. "Isn't it curious. | have real
carried out all those journeys that we planned., Yaave been to all those places that

talked of, and stayed ithem long enough —as you used to say, 'air oneself' in therr
fact, | have spent the last three years of mytliéelling all the time. Spain, Corsic
Siberia, Russia, Egypt. The only country left igr@h and | mean to go there, too, wt
the war is over."

As he spoke, so lightly, tapping the end of hisaoiite against the &-tray, she felt the
strange beast that had slumbered so long withilbbgom stir, stretch itself, yawn, pri

up its ears, and suddenly bound to its feet, andgilonging, hungry stare upon those

away places. But aihe sid was, smiling gently: "How | envy you."

He accepted that. "It has been," he said, "verydedunl-especially Russia. Russia w
all that we had imagined, and far, far more. | espant somdays on a river boat on tl
Volga. Do you remember that boatman's song thatuged to play?

"Yes." It began to play in her mind as she spu

"Do you ever play it now?

"No, I've no piano.”

He was amazed at that. "But what has become oflyeautiul piano?"

She made a little grimace. "Sold. Ages a¢

"But you were so fond of music," he wonder
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"I've no time for it now," said shi

He let it go at that. "That river life," he went,dils something quite special. After a c
or two you cannotealize that you have ever known another. And itas necessary t
know the languagehke life of the boat creates a bond between youtla@geople that
more than sufficient. You eat with them, pass thg @ith them, and in the evening the
is that endless singing."

She shivered, hearing the boatman's song breakgain loud and tragic, and seeing
boat floating on the darkening river with melanghtiees on either side. . . . "Yes
should like that," said she, stroking her m

"You'd like almost everything about Russian life," he said wrtit's so informal, sc
impulsive, so free without question. And then tleagants are so splendid. They are ¢
human beingsyes, that is it. Even the man who drives your egeiha—has some real
patt in what is happening. | remember the eveningréypa us, two friends of mine ar
the wife of one of them, went for a picnic by théadk Sea. We took supper a
champagne and ate and drank on the grass. And wihilevere eating the coachm
came up.Have a dill pickle,' he said. He wanted to sharhws. That seemed to me
right, soyou know what | mean”

And she seemed at that moment to be sitting omgythes beside the mysteriously Ble
Sea, black as velvet, and rippling against the banisilent, velvet waves. She saw f
carriage drawn up to one side of the road, andittteegroup on the grass, their faces ¢
hands white in the moonlight. She saw the palesdoéthe woman outspread and

folded parasol, lying on the grass like ege pearl crochet hook. Apart from them, w
his supper in a cloth on his knees, sat the coachtibave a dill pickle," said he, ar
although she was not certain what a dill pickle v&® saw the greenish glass jar wi
red chili like a parrot's beeglimmering through. She sucked in her cheeks; ilheidkle
was terribly sour. . . .

"Yes, | know perfectly what you mean," she s

In the pause that followed they looked at eachrotimethe past when they had lookec
each other like that they d felt such a boundless understanding between thatitheir
souls had, as it were, put their arms round eabbradnd dropped into the same ¢
content to be drowned, like mournful lovers. Butmthe surprising thing was that it w
he who held backde who said

"What a marvellous listener you are. When you labkne with those wild eyes | fe
that | could tell you things that | would never &ifee to another human bein

Was there just a hint of mockery in his voice oswéher fancy? She cld not be sure.
"Before | met you," he said, "I had never spokennofself to anybody. How well
remember one night, the night that | brought yaailitile Christmas tree, telling you

about my childhood. And of how | was so miserabiat i ran awa and lived under a
cart in our yard for two days without being disc@te And you listened, and your ey
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shone, and | felt that you had even made the [@tieistmas tree listen too, as in a fe
story."

But of that evening she had remembered a pot of caviare. It had cost seven ¢
sixpence. He could not get over it. Think c—a tiny jar like that costing seven a
sixpence. While she ate it he watched her, deltyatel shockec

"No, really, that is eating money. You could not geven shlings into a little pot tha
size. Only think of the profit they must make...".And he had begun some immens
complicated calculations. . . . But now g-bye to the caviare. The Christmas tree
on the table, and the little boy lay under the with his head pillowed on the yard dc

"The dog was called Bosun," she cried delighte
But he did not follow. "Which dog? Had you a dogfoh't remember a dog at al

"No, no. | meant the yard dog when you were eelitiby." He laughed and snad the
cigarette case to.

"Was he? Do you know | had forgotten that. It sesoeh ages ago. | cannot believe
it is only six years. After | had recognized youdldg—| had to take such a le-Il had to
take a leap over my whole life to get back to ttime. | was such a kid then." +
drummed on the table. "I've often thought how | thave bored you. And now
understand so perfectly why you wrote to me as did—although at the time that lett
nearly finished my life. | found it again the othgay and | couldn't help laughing as
read it. It was so clevesdch a true picture of me." He glanced up. "Yonotgoing?"

She had buttoned her collar again and drawn downdike

"Yes, | am afraid | must,” she said, and managsuhige. Now she kneithat he had been
mocking.

"Ah, no, please," he pleaded. "Don't go just fan@ment,” and he caught up one of
gloves from the table and clutched at it as if thatld hold her. "I see so few people
talk to nowadays, that | have turned into a <f barbarian,"” he said. "Have | s¢
something to hurt you?"

"Not a bit," she lied. But as she watched him dhrew glove through his fingers, gent
gently, her anger really did die down, and besigéshe moment he looked more li
himself of six yees ago. . .

"What | really wanted then," he said softly, "washte a sort of carp—to make myself
into a sort of carpet for you to walk on so thatiyeed not be hurt by the sharp stc
and mud that you hated so. It was nothing moretigesthan tlat-nothing more selfist
Only | did desire, eventually, to turn into a magarpet and carry you away to all the
lands you longed to see."
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As he spoke she lifted her head as though she diamiething; the strange beast in
bosom began to purr . ..

"l felt that you were more lonely than anybody dls¢he world,” he went on, "and v«
perhaps, that you were the only person in the weHd was really, truly alive. Born o
of your time," he murmured, stroking the glove téth"

Ah, God! What hadghe done! How had she dared to throw away her hapgilike this
This was the only man who had ever understood \Wass it too late? Could it be t
late?She was that glove that he held in his fingers.

"And then the fact that you had no frierand never had made friends with people. t
| understood that, for neither had I. Is it just #ame now?

"Yes," she breathed. "Just the same. | am as alemeeer.'

"So am |," he laughed gently, "just the same." ®milgdwith a quick gesture he had
her back the glove and scraped his chair on ther.fltBut what seemed to me

mysterious then is perfectly plain to me now. Andybu, too, of course. . . . It simg
was that we were such egoists, so-engrossed, so wrapped up in ourselves tle
hadn't a corner in our hearts for anybody elsey@oknow," he cried, naive and heal
and dreadfully like another side of that old sgéia, "I began studying a Mind Syste
when | was in Russia, and | found that we werepeauliar at all. It's cite a well-known
formof..."

She had gone. He sat there, thu-struck, astounded beyond words. . . . And the
asked the waitress for his b

"But the cream has not been touched," he saida%eldo not charge me for i
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