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By Katherine Mansfield

She is like St. Anne. Yes, the concierge is thegenaf St. Anne, with that black clo
over her head, the wisps of grey hair hanging, thiedtiny smoking lamp in her har
Really very beautiful, | thought, smiling at St. ne, who said severely: “Six o'cloc
You have only just got time. There is a bowl ofkroh the writing table.” | jumped ol
of my pyjamas and into a basin of cold water likg &nglish lady in any French nov
The concierge, persuaded that | was onway to prison cells and death by bayon
opened the shutters and the cold clear light cénmmugh. A little steamer hooted on 1
river; a cart with two horses at a gallop flungtpd$e rapid swirling water; the tall bla
trees on the far side, grced together like negroes conversing. Sinister, ,vietigought,
as | buttoned on my ag#d Burberry. (That Burberry was very significaitt.did not
belong to me. | had borrowed it from a friend. Mpgdighted upon it hanging in her litt
dark hall. Thevery thing! The perfect and adequate disc—an old Burberry. Lion:
have been faced in a Burberry. Ladies have beengedsrom open boats in mountainc
seas wrapped in nothing else. An old Burberry setenmse the sign and the token of -
undisputedvenerable traveller, | decided, leaving my purpée-top with the real se:
collar and cuffs in exchang

“You will never get there,” said the concierge, @rahg me turn up the collar. “Neve
Never!” | ran down the echoing ste—strange they soundeltike a piano flicked by
sleepy housemaidand on to the Quai. “Why so fama mignonne?said a lovely little
boy in coloured socks, dancing in front of the #leclotus buds that curve over t
entrance to the Métro. Alas! there was not ever tistlow him a kiss. When | arrive
at the big station I had only four minutes to sparel the platform entrance was crow:
and packed with soldiers, their yellow papers ie twland and big untidy bundles. T
Commissaire of Police stood on one side, a Ness Official on the other. Will he let n
pass? Will he? He was an old man with a fat swdlee covered with big warts. Hec-
rimmed spectacles squatted on his nose. TremHdlingde an effort. | conjured up n
sweetest earlyaorning smile and handed with the papers. But the delicate thi
fluttered against the horn spectacles and fell.dibeless, he let me pass, and | ran,
in and out among the soldiers and up the high stepghe yellov-painted carriag

“Does one go direct to X?” | askehe collector who dug at my ticket with a pair
forceps and handed it back again. “No, Mademoisgtia must change at X.Y .z

HAt_?H
XY.Z”

Again | had not heard. “At what time do we arribere if you please’
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“One o'clock.” But that was no goodme. | hadn't a watch. Oh, weHater.

Ah! the train had begun to move. The train was gnside. It swung out of the static
and soon we were passing the vegetable gardersingabe tall blind houses to I
passing the servants beating carpets. Leady and walking in the fields, rosy from f
rivers and the reflinged pools, the sun lighted upon the swingiragntrand stroked m
muff and told me to take off that Burberry. | wast alone in the carriage. An old wom
sat opposite, her skirt turnback over her knees, a bonnet of black lace orhéad. In
her fat hands, adorned with a wedding and two mogrnngs, she held a letter. Slow
slowly she sipped a sentence, and then looked dpoam of the window, her lig
trembling a little, and tn another sentence, and again the old face tum#te light,
tasting it ... Two soldiers leaned out of the windakeir heads nearly touchi—one of
them was whistling, the other had his coat fastemiéud some rusty safe-pins. And now
there were soldrs everywhere working on the railway line, leanimgainst trucks c
standing hands on hips, eyes fixed on the traithaagh they expected at least ¢
camera at every window. And now we were passingwmgden sheds like rigg up
dancing halls or seale pavilions, each flying a flag. In and out leémn walked the Re
Cross men; the wounded sat against the walls sgrihemselves. At all the bridges, 1
crossings, the stations, petit soldat all boots and bayonet. Forlorn and desolatt
looked,—lke a little comic picture waiting for the joke @ written underneath. Is the
really such a thing as war? Are all these laughioiges really going to the war? The
dark woods lighted so mysteriously by the whitarsteof the birch and the «—these
watery fields with the big birds flying ov—these rivers green and blue in the |—
have battles been fought in places like th

What beautiful cemeteries we are passing! Theyhfigsy in the sun. They seem to
full of cornflowers and poppies anaisies. How can there be so many flowers at
time of the year? But they are not flowers ai They are bunches of ribbons tied or
the soldiers' graves

I glanced up and caught the old woman's eye. Sliledsand folded the letter. “It is frol
my son—the first we have had since October. | am taking my daughtein-law.”

u. . '?H

“Yes, very good,” said the old woman, shaking dokear skirt and putting her ar
through the handle of her basket. “He wants meetw sim some handkerchieves ar
piece of stout string.”

What is the name of the station where | have tmgha Perhaps | shall never know. |
up and leaned my arms across the window rail, ray deossed. One cheek burned a
infancy on the way to the s-side. When the war is over hall have a barge and dr
along these rivers with a white cat and a pot @fimanette to bear me compe

Down the side of the hill filed the troops, winkingd and blue in the light. Far away, |
plainly to be seen, some more flew by on bicyckst really, ma France adorg, this
uniform is ridiculous. Your soldiers are stampesmuyour bosom like bright irrevere
transfers.

http://www.katherinemansfieldsociety.org



The train slowed down, stopped ... Everybody wasrgetiut except me. A big boy,
sabots tied to his back with a piece tring, the inside of his tin wine cup stainet
lovely impossible pink, looked very friendly. Doese change here perhaps for
Another whose képi had come out of a wet paperkeraswung my su-case to earth.
What darlings soldiers are! “Merci bien,onsieur, vous étes tout a fait aimable “Not
this way,” said a bayonet. “Nor this,” said anoth8o | followed the crowd. “You
passport, Mademoiselle ..."We, Sir Edward Grey..” | ran through the muddy squa
and into the buffet.

A green room with a st@ jutting out and tables on each side. On the teoubeautifu
with coloured bottles, a woman leans, her breastser folded arms. Through an of
door | can see a kitchen, and the cook in a whots treaking eggs into a bowl a
tossing the shellmto a corner. The blue and red coats of the meo are eating han
upon the walls. Their short swords and belts aledpupon chairs. Heavens! wha
noise. The sunny air seemed all broken up and tregntwith it. A little boy, very pale
swung from thle to table, taking the orders, and poured meaaglass of purple coffe
Sssspcame from the eggs. They were in a pan. The wormahed from behind tr
counter and began to help the bToute de suite, tout' suitshe chirruped to the lot
impatient voicesThere came a clatter of plates and the poppoprékdeeing drawi

Suddenly in the doorway | saw someone with a plaflst—brown speckled fish, lik
the fish one sees in a glass case, swimming thréargbkts of beautiful pressed -weed.
He was an old man in a tattered jacket, standing humixjting for someone to attend
him. A thin beard fell over his chest, his eyesemithe tufted eyebrows were bent on
pail he carried. He looked as though he had eschped some holy picture, a was
entreating the soldiers' pardon for being theialat.

But what could | have done? | could not arrive alvi¥h two fishes hanging on a stra
and | am sure it is a penal offence in France towthfish out of railwa-carriage
windows, | thought, nserably climbing into a smaller, shabbier trainth@es | migh
have taken them toah, mon Die—I had forgotten the name of my uncle and ¢
again! Buffard, Buffon—what was it? Again | read the unfamiliar lettertie familiar
handwriting.

“My dear niece,

“Now that the weather is more settled, your uneid bwould be charmed if you wou
pay us a little visit. Telegraph me when you arenicg. | shall meet you outside t
station if I am free. Otherwise our good friend,dane Gringon, who lives in t little

toll-house by the bridgguste en face de la ge, will conduct you to our homde vous
embrasse bien tendrem, Julie Boiffard.”

A visiting card was encloseM. Paul Boiffard
Boiffard—of course that was the nanMa tante Julie et mon oncleaBl—suddenly they
were there with me, more real, more solid than @egtions | had ever known. | s¢

tante Juliebridling, with the sou-tureen in her hands, amhcle Paulsitting at the table,
with a red and white napkin tied round his neckiffead—Boiffard—I must remember
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the name. Supposing the Commissaire Militaire sthhask me who the relations wer
was going to and | muddled the ne—Oh, how fatal! Buffard—ro, Boiffard. And ther
for the first time, folding Aunt Julie's lettershw scrawledn a corner of the empty ba
page:Venez vite, viteéStrange impulsive woman! My heart began to be

“Ah, we are not far off now,” said the lady oppesit“You are going to X
Mademoiselle?”

“Oui, Madame.”

“l also ... You have been there befor

“No, Madame. This is the first time

“Really, it is a strange time for a visi

| smiled faintly, and tried to keep my eyes off lat. She was quite an ordinary lit
woman, but she wore a black velvet toque, withremeidibly surprised looking s-gull
campel on the very top of it. Its round eyes, fixed oa so inquiringly, were almost t
much to bear. | had a dreadful impulse to showéya or to lean forward and inform h

of its presence ...

“Excusez-moi, madamleut perhaps you have not remarked ths anespéce dsea-gull
coucbé sur votre chapedu

Could the bird be there on purpose? | must notHaugl must not laugh. Had she e\
looked at herself in a glass with that bird on head’

“It is very difficult to get into X at present, f@ass the ation,” she said, and she shc
her head with the segull at me. “Ah, such an affair. One must sign sm&me and sta
one's business.”

“Really, is it as bad as all tha

“But naturally. You see the whole place is in thentis of the military, an—she
shrugged—they have to be strict. Many people do not getdmelythe station at all. The
arrive. They are put in the waiti-room, and there they remain.”

Did I or did | not detect in her voice a strangesulting relish

“l suppose such strictness issolutely necessary,” | said coldly, stroking my fr
“Necessary,” she cried. “I should think so. Wmademoiselleyou cannot imagine wh
it would be like otherwise! You know what women &ke about soldier—she raised a
final hand—mad, completely rad. But— and she gave a little laugh of trium—*"they
could not get into XMon Diet, no! There is no question about that.”

“I don't suppose they even try,” sai
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“Don't you?” said the segull.

Madame said nothing for a moment. “Of course theaities are very hard on the me
It means instant imprisonment, and t—off to the firingine without a word.

“What areyougoing to X for?” said the s-gull. “What on earth argoL doing here?”
“Are you making a long stay in >mademoiselle?

She had worshe had won. | was terrified. A la-post swam past the train with the fe
name upon it. | could hardly brea—the train had stopped. | smiled gaily at Madz
and danced down the steps to the platfor|

It was a hot little room completely furnished h two colonels seated at two tables. T
were large grewhiskered men with a touch of burnt red on themelts. Sumptuous at
omnipotent they looked. One smoked what ladies toveall a heavy Egyptian cigaret
with a long creamy ash, the other to with a gilded pen. Their heads rolled on tt
tight collars, like big overipe fruits. | had a terrible feeling, as | handey passport an
ticket, that a soldier would step forward and teél to kneel. | would have knelt withc
question.

“What's ths?” said God I., querulously. He did not like mgg@ort at all. The very sig

of it seemed to annoy him. He waved a dissentimgl s it, with a Non, je ne peux pe

manger caair.

“But it won't do. It won't do at all, you know. L&—read for yoursd,” and he glanced
with extreme distaste at my photograph, and theh ewven greater distaste his pet

eyes looked at me.

“Of course the photograph is deplorable,” | saichrsely breathing with terror, “but
has been viséd and visé

He raised hidig bulk and went over to Gdll.

“Courage!” | said to my muff and held it firmly, ‘@irage”

God Il. held up a finger to me, and | produced Aunt Juletter and her card. But he «
not seem to feel the slightest interest in her.skéenped my passp idly, scribbled a

word on my ticket, and | was on the platform ag

“That way—you pass out that way

Terribly pale, with a faint smile on his lips, hand at salute, stood the little corpore
gave no sign, | am sure | gave no sign. He stepptind me.

“And then follow me as though you do not see méaéard him half whisper, half sit
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How fast he went, through the slippery mud towardsidge. He had a postman's bac
his back, a paper parcel and Matin in his hand. We seemed to dodgrough a maze
of policemen, and | could not keep up at all with tittle corporal who began to whist
From the tollhouse “our good friend, Madame Gringon,” her handspped in a shaw
watched our coming, and against the-house there leaned a tifigded cabMontez
vite, vite!said the little corporal, hurling my s-case, the postman's bag, the paper p
and theMatin on to the flool

“A-ie! A-ie! Do not be so mad. Do not ride yourself. Youl wé seen,” wailed “our goc
friend, Madame Gringa”

“Ah, je m'en f ...” said the little corpor:

The driver jerked into activity. He lashed the bdrorse and away we flew, both doc
which were the complete sides of the cab, flappimg) bangin

“Bon jour, mon amie.”
“Bon jour, mon ami.”

And then weswooped down and clutched at the banging doorsy Waild not keef
shut. They were fools of doa

“Lean back, let me do it!” | crie “Policemen are as thick as violets everywhe

At the barracks the horse reared up and stoppemtovd of laughing fees blotted the
window.

“Prends ¢a, mon vieux,” said the little corporantding the paper parc
“It's all right,” called someon

We waved, we were off again. By a river, down argge white street, with little hous
on either side, gay in the latenlight.

“Jump out as soon as he stops again. The dootbwitbpen. Run straight inside. | w
follow. The man is already paid. | know you wiké¢ the house. It is quite whitend the
room is white, too, and the people—"

“White as snow.”

We lookedat each other. We began to laugh. “Now,” said ittle kcorporal

Out | flew and in at the door. There stood, presalgnamy aunt Julie. There in tt
background hovered, | supposed, my uncle

“Bon jour, madame!” “Bon jour, monsieul
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“It is all right, you are safe,” said my aunt Julie. Heavens, hdavéd her! And sh
opened the door of the white room and shut it upenDown went the si-case, the
postman's bag, th®latin. | threw my passport up into the air, and thdelittorporal
caught it.

What an extraordinary thing. We had been therenoh and to dinner each day; but n
in the dusk and alone | could not find it. | c-clopped in my borrowesabotsthrough
the greasy mud, right to the end of the village] #rere was not a sign it. | could not
even remember what it looked like, or if there v@aasame painted on the outside, or
bottles or tables showing at the window. Already thilage houses were sealed for
night behind big wooden shutters. Strange and mygste they ooked in the ragge
drifting light and thin rain, like a company of lgsgs perched on the I-side, their
bosoms full of rich unlawful gold. There was nobatyout but the soldiers. A group
wounded stood under a la-post, petting a mangy, shiveringg Up the street can
four big boys singing:

Dodo, mon homme, fais vit' dodo ...

and swung off down the hill to their sheds behinhd tailway station. They seemed
take the last breath of the day with them. | betgamalk slowly back

“It must have beeone of these houses. | remember it stood far back the roa—and
there were no steps, not even a p—one seemed to walk right through the windc
And then quite suddenly the wait-boy came out of just such a place. He saw me
grinned cheerfullyand began to whistle through his te

“Bon soir, mon petit.”

“Bon soir, madame.And he followed me up the café to our special tatigt at the fa
end by the window, and marked by a bunch of viothtd | had left in a glass the
yesterday.

“You are two?” asked the waiti-boy, flicking the table with a red and white clotfis

long swinging steps echoed over the bare floordidappeared into the kitchen and ce
back to light the lamp that hung from the ceilingdar a spreading shade, like
haymaker's hat. Warm light shone on the empty plaaewas really a barn, set out w
dilapidated tables and chairs. Into the middléhefrioom a black stove jutted. At one s
of it there was a table with a row of bottles qrb#hind which Madame t and took the
money and made entries in a red book. Oppositeésk a door led into the kitchen. T
walls were covered with a creamy paper patternédadr with green and swolle
trees—hundreds and hundreds of trees reared their mushioeads to tF ceiling. |

began to wonder who had chosen the paper and wHywBdame think it was beautift
or that it was a gay and lovely thing to eat od@wer at all seasons in the middle ¢
forest... On either side of the clock there hungciupe: one, a yung gentleman in blac
tights wooing a peashaped lady in yellow over the back of a gardert, Premier

Rencontretwo, the black and yellow in amorous confusiTriomphe d'Amot.
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The clock ticked to a soothing lilC'est ¢a, c'est ¢cdn the kitchenhe waitin-boy was
washing up. | heard the ghostly chatter of theeh

And years passed. Perhaps the war is long sina—there is no village outside at—
the streets are quiet under the grass. | haveeantids is the sort of thing one will do
the very last day of all-sit in an empty café and listen to a clock tickingil—.

Madame came through the kitchen door, nodded tamdeook her seat behind the tal
her plump hands folded on the red b« Pingwent the door. A handful of soldiersme
in, took off their coats and began to play cardgfiftng and poking fun at the pret
waiting-boy, who threw up his little round head, rubbed thisk fringe out of his eye
and cheeked them back in his broken voice. Somstine voice boomed up Im his
throat, deep and harsh, and then in the middle sérdence it broke and scattered |
funny squeaking. He seemed to enjoy it himself. Mmwld not have been surprised if
had walked into the kitchen on his hands and brodgitk your dinner tining a
catherine-wheel.

Ping went the door again. Two more men came in. Thegitstite table nearest Madar
and she leaned to them with a birdlike movementhiead on one side. Oh, they ha
grievance! The Lieutenant was a +—nosing about—springingut at ther—and they'd
only been sewing on buttons. Yes, that wa—sewing on buttons, and up comes
young spark. “Now then, what are you up to?' Thayicked the idiotic voice. Madarn
drew down her mouth, nodding sympathy. The wa-boy served team with glasses. H
took a bottle of some orangecoloured stuff anditpor the tabl-edge. A shout from th
cardplayers made him turn sharply, and crash! over wenbottle, spilling on the tabl
the floor—smash! to tinkling atoms. An amazed sile Through it the dri-drip of the
wine from the table on to the floor. It looked vestyange dropping so slowly, as thot
the table were crying. Then there came a roar fitwarcar-players. “You'll catch it, m
lad! That's the style! Now you've done... Sept, huit, neuf.” They started playing agi
The waitingboy never said a word. He stood, his head benth#igls spread out, a
then he knelt and gathered up the glass, piecadne pand soaked the wine up wit|
cloth. Only when Madame cried clrfully, “You wait until hefinds out,” did he raise hi
head.

“He can't say anything, if | pay for it,” he muttel, his face jerking, and he marched
into the kitchen with the soaking clc

“II pleure de colérg said Madame delightedly, patting heair with her plump hand
The café slowly filled. It grew very warm. Blue skeomounted from the tables and ht
about the haymaker's hat in misty wreaths. Therg avauffocating smell of onion so
and boots and damp cloth. In the din the door sedrain. It opened to let in a weed
a fellow, who stood with his back against it, om@th shading his eyt

“Hullo! you've got the bandage oft

“How does it feelmon vieux”
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“Let's have a look at then

But he made no reply. He shrugged and walked udily to a table, sat down and le:
against the wall. Slowly his hand fell. In his whitace his eyes showed, pink a
rabbit's. They brimmed and spilled, brimmed andleshi He dragged a white cloth out
his pocket and wiped the

“It's the smoke,” aid someone. “It's the smoke tickles them up far.3

His comrades watched him a bit, watched his eykeadain, again brim over. The wat
ran down his face, off his chin on to the table.rdiebed the place with his c-sleeve,
and then, as thoughrigetful, went on rubbing, rubbing with his hand aax the table
staring in front of him. And then he started shgkims head to the movement of his hg
He gave a loud strange groan and dragged out olie &yjair

“Huit, neuf, dix’ said the car-players.

“P'tit, some more bread.”

“Two coffees.”

“Un Picon!

The waitingboy, quite recovered, but with scarlet cheeks,tocaand fro. A tremendot
quarrel flared up among the c-players, raged for two minutes, and died in flickg!
laughter. “Ooof!” groaed the man with the eyes, rocking and mopping.r®bibdy paic
any attention to him except Madame. She madela djtimace at her two soldie

“Mais vous savez, c'est un peu dégodtar,” she said severely.

“Ah, oui, Madamg answered the soldiers,atching her bent head and pretty hands
she arranged for the hundredth time a frill of laoeher lifted bosor

“V'la monsieur! cawed the waitin-boy over his shoulder to me. For some silly reds
pretended not to hear, and | leaned over the tsmelling the violets, until the littl
corporal's hand closed over mi

“Shall we haveun peu de charcutel to begin with?” he asked tende

* * *

“In England,” said the bli-eyed soldier, “you drink whiskey with your meaN'est-ce
pas, mademoiselleR little glass of whiskey neat before eating. Wieigkand soda wit
your bifteks and after, more whiskey with hot water and lerh

“Is it true, that?” asked his great friend who egposite, a big re-faced chap with a

black beard and large moist eyand hair that looked as though it had been cut &
sewingmachine.
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“Well, not quite true,” said

“Si, si” cried the bluesyed soldier. “I ought to know. I'm in businessghksh travellers
come to my place, and it's always the same th

“Bah, | cartt stand whiskey,” said the little corporal. “Itso disgusting the mornir
after. Do you remembema fille, the whiskey in that little bar at Montmartr:

“Souvenir tendrg sighed Blackbeard, putting two fingers in thedwst of his coat ar
letting hs head fall. He was very drut

“But | know something that you've never tasted,idshe blu-eyed soldier pointing
finger at me; “something really goo Cluck he went with his tongue E-pa-tant And
the curious thing is that you'd hardly know itm whiskey except that it—he felt with
his hand for the word-finer, sweeter perhaps, not so sharp, and it legwa feelinc
gay as a rabbit next mornin

“What is it called?”

“Mirabelle!” He rolled the word round his mouth, der his tongue. “A-ha, that's the
stuff.”

“l could eat another mushroom,” said Blackbeardwdiuld like another mushroom ve
much. | am sure | could eat another mushroom if &faciselle gave it to me out of t
hand.”

“You ought to try it,” said the bli-eyed soldier, leaningdbh hands on the table a
speaking so seriously that | began to wonder howchmmore sober he was th
Blackbeard. “You ought to try it, and-night. | would like you to tell me if you dor
think it's like whiskey.”

“Perhaps they've got it here,” saihe little corporal, and he called the wairboy.
“Pit!”

“Non, monsieuf said the boy, who never stopped smiling. He sdrus with desse
plates painted with blue parrots and horned be

“What is the name for this in English?” said Blaekid, pinting. | told him “Parrot.
“Ah, mon Diel ... Pairrot...” He put his arms round his plate. “I love yanma petite
pair+ot. You are sweet, you are blonde, you are Englisiu do not know the differenc

between whiskey and mirabell

The little corporal ad | looked at each other, laughing. He squeezéhtisipyes when h
laughed, so that you saw nothing but the long dadies
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“Well, | know a place where they do keep it,” stie blu-eyed soldier. Café des Amis
We'll go there—I'll pay-I'll pay for the whole lot of us.” His gesture embrac
thousands of pounds.

But with a loud whirring noise the clock on the W&ttuck hal-past eight; and no soldi
is allowed in a café after eight o'clock at ni

“Itis fast,” said the blueyed soldier. The tle corporal's watch said the same. So dic
immense turnip that Blackbeard produced, and chyedeposited on the head of one
the horned beetles.

“Ah, well, we'll take the risk,” said the bl-eyed soldier, and he thrust his arms into
immense ardboard coat. “It's worth it,” he said. “It's wioit. You just wait.

Outside, stars shone between wispy clouds, andnthen fluttered like a candle flan
over a pointed spire. The shadows of the dark p-like trees waved on the whi
houses. Not aasil to be seen. No sound to be heard buHsh! HsH of a far-away train,
like a big beast shuffling in its sle:

“You are cold,” whispered the little corporal. “Y@ue cold ma fille.”

“No, really not.”

“But you are trembling.”

“Yes, but I'm not cold.”

“What are the women like in England?” asked Blaekle “After the war is over | she
go to England. | shall find a little English womand marry he—and her pa-rot.” He

gave a loud choking lauc

“Fool!” said the blueeyed soldier, shaking him; alhe leant over to me. “It is only aft
the second glass that you really taste it,” he pérsd. “The second little glass a
then—ah!—then you know.

Café des Amigleamed in the moonlight. We glanced quickly up dodn the road. W
ran up the four woodesteps, and opened the ringing glass door intavadom lightec
with a hanging lamp, where about ten people weningi They were seated on t\
benches at a narrow table.

“Soldiers!” screamed a woman, leaping up from bélamwhite sou-tureer—a scrag of a
woman in a black shawl. “Soldiers! At this hour!dloat that clock, look at it.” And st
pointed to the clock with the dripping lac

“It's fast,” said the blueyed soldier. It's fast, madame. And don't makemsoh noise,
beg of you. We will dnk and we will go.
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“Will you?” she cried, running round the table goldnting herself in front of us. “Tha
just what you won't do. Coming into an honest woshdwouse this hour of the ni—
making a scene-getting the police after you. Ah, no! Ah, | It's a disgrace, that's wh
itis.”

“Sh! “said the little corporal, holding up his haridead silence. In the silence we he
steps passing.

“The police,” whispered Blackbeard, winking at @&ty girl with rings in her ears, wt
smiled back at him, say. “Sh!”

The faces lifted, listening. “How beautiful theye#rl thought. “They are like a famil
party having supper in the New Testament. ...” Tkepstdied awa

“Serve you very well right if you had been cauglsgblded the angry woman. “I'm sol
onyour account that the police didn't come. You desé—you deserve it

“A little glass of mirabelle and we will go,” pested the blu-eyed soldie

Still scolding and muttering she took four glassem the cupboard and a big bot
“But you're notgoing to drink in here. Don't you believe it.” Thitle corporal ran intc
the kitchen. “Not there! Not ther¢ Idiot!” she cried. “Can't you see there's a winc
there, and a wall opposite where the police conegyesvening to. ...

“Sh!” Another scare.

“You are mad and you will end in pris—all four of you,” said the woman. Sl
flounced out of the room. We tiptoed after her iatdark smelling scullery, full of pau
of greasy water, of salad leaves and rbones.

“There now,” she said, putting dowhe glasses. “Drink and go!”

“Ah, at last!” The blueeyed soldier's happy voice trickled through thekdéwhat do
you think? Isn't it just as | said? Hasn't it gdaste of excelle—ex-cellen whiskey?”
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