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BEING A TRUTHFUL ADVENTURE (1911)
By Katherine Mansfield

“The little town lies spread before the gaze of dager traveller like a faded tapes
threaded with the silver of its canals, made mudgathe great chiming belfry. Life
long since asleep in Bruges; fantasticams alone breathe over tower and media
house front, enchanting the eye, inspiring the sod filling the mind with the grei
beauty of contemplation.”

| read this sentence from a giL-book while waiting for Madame in the hotel sitt-
room. It soundd extremely comforting, and my tired heart, tucleasday under
thousand and one grey city wrappings, woke andeduwlithin me... | wondered if | he
enough clothes with me to last for at least a mofitehall dream away whole days,’
thought, “take @oat and float up and down the canals, or tethéo ik green bus
tangling the water side, and absorb mediaeval htvasés. At evensong | shall lie in tl
long grass of the Béguinage meadow and look upeaelm tree—their leaves touche
with gold light and quivering in the blue —listening the while to the voices of nuns
prayer in the little chapel, and growing full enbugf grace to last me the whole wint

While | soared magnificently upon these very neattiers Madame came in and told
that there was no room at all for me in the —not a bed, not a corner. She v
extremely friendly and seemed to find a fund ofrseamusement in the fact; she lool
at me as though expecting me to break into deligkdaghter. “T-morrow,” she s,
“there may be. | am expecting a young gentleman iwlsoddenly taken ill to move fro
number eleven. He is at present at the cher—perhaps you would care to see
room?”

“Not at all,” said I. “Neither shall I wish -morrow to sleep in the bedrm of an
indisposed young gentlema

“But he will be gone,” cried Madame, opening harebkeyes wide and laughing with tl
French cordiality so enchanting to English hearingias too tired and hungry to fe
either appreciative or argumentative. “Peis you can recommend me another ho

“Impossible!” She shook her head and turned updyers, mentally counting over t
blue bows painted on the ceiling. “You see, ithie season in Bruges, and people do
care to let their rooms for a very shome”—not a glance at my little suit case lyi
between us, but | looked at it gloomily, and it reee to dwindle before my desper.
gaze—become small enough to hold nothing but a colldediiding toott-brush.

“My large box is at the station,” | said dly, buttoning my gloves.
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Madame started. “You have more luggage. ... Thenigtend to make a long stay
Bruges, perhaps?”

“At least a fortnight—perhaps a month.” | shrugged my shoulc

“One moment,” said Madame. “I shall see what | darf She disageared, | am sure ni
further than the other side of the door, for sheppeared immediately and told m
might have a room at her private hc—"just round the corner and kept by an
servant who, although she has a wall eye, has ipeear family fol fifteen years. The
porter will take you there, and you can have suppeéore you go.

| was the only guest in the dini-room. A tired waiter provided me with an omelettel

a pot of coffee, then leaned against a sideboaddvaatched me while | ate,e limp

table napkin over his arm seeming to symbolisevérg man. The room was hung w

mirrors reflecting unlimited empty tables and wéitthvaiters and solitary ladies findir
sad comfort in omelettes, and sipping coffee torkiyghm of Mendelssohs Spring Song
played over three times by the great chiming be

“Are you ready, Madame?” asked the waiter. “It w8Ho carry your luggage
“Quite ready.”

He heaved the suit case on to his shoulder andestrefore m—past the little pavemel
cafés wiere men and women, scenting our approach, laid dbeinbeer and their pc-
cards to stare after us, down a narrow street oftested houses, through the Place
Eyck, to a redarick house. The door was opened by the-eyed family treasure, wt
held a candle like a minature fryi-pan in her hand. She refused to admit us until st
both told the whole story.

“C'est ¢a, c'est ¢a,” said stJean, number five!”

She shuffled up the stairs, unlocked a door andnid@ther minature fryir-pan upon the
bedtable. The room was papered in pink, having a foeld, a pink door and a pil
chair. On pink mats on the mantelpiece obese yatiegubs burst out of pink eggshe
with trumpets in their mouths. | was brought a cérnot water; | shut and lockede
door. “Bruges at last,” | thought as | climbed irstded so slippery with fine linen tr
one felt like a fish endeavouring to swim over ea pond, and this quiet house with
old “typical” servant,—the Place van Eyck, with the white statue surred by those
dark and heavy treesthere was almost a touch of Verlaine in tha

Bang! went a door. | started up in terror and fettthe fryin¢-pan, but it was the rool
next to mine suddenly invaded. “Ah! home at lastjéd a female voice. “Mon Die my
feet! Would you go down to Marie, mon cher, and sk for the tin bath and some |
water?”

“No, that is too much,” boomed the answer. “You énavashed them three times-day
already.”
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“But you do not know the pain | suffer; they aretgunflamed Look only!”
“I have looked three times already; | am tiredeglof you come to bec

“It would be useless; | could not sleeMon Dieu, mon Dieu, how a woman sufferA
masculine snort accompanied by the sounds of usidg

“Then, if | wait until themorning will you promise not to drag me to a pietgallery?
“Yes, yes, | promise.”

“But truly?”

“I have said so.”

“Now can | believe you?”

A long groan.

“It is absurd to make that noise, for you know ysmlf the same thing happened |
evening and tls morning.’

... There was only one thing to be done. | coughed @eared my throat in th

unpleasant and obtrusive way of strange peopleskt door bedrooms. It acted like
charm, their conversation sifted into a whisperféanale voice only! | felasleep.

“Barquettes for hire. Visit the Venice of the Notil boat. Explore the little known al
fascinating byways.” With the memory of the guide book clingirigpat me | went int
the shop and demanded a boat. “Have you a smailk@?

“No, Mademoisdk, but a little boe——very suitable.”

“I wish to go alone and return when | lik

“Then you have been here befor

“NO.”

The boatman looked puzzled. “It is not safe for Bladiselle to go without a guide f
the first time.”

“Then | will take one on thcondition that he is silent and points out no bieaub me.

“But the names of the bridges? “cried the boat—"the famous house fronts
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| ran down to the landing stage. “Pierre, Pierredlled the waterman. A burly youl
Belgian, his arms full of caet strips and red velvet pillows, appeared andetbdss
spoil into an immense craft. On the bridge abowe linding stage a crowd collect:
watching the proceedings, and just as | took my adat couple who had been hang
over the parapet rushewown the steps and declared they must come too.tdidsy,
certainly,” said Pierre, handing in the lady witlaeming grace. “Mademoiselle will n
mind at all.” They sat in the stern, the gentlerhatd the lady's hand, and we twis
among these “silveiibbons” while Pierre threw out his chest and chdrihe beauties «
Bruges with the exultant abandon of a Latin lov@iurn your head this we—to the
left—to the right—how, wait one mome—Iook up at the bridge-ebserve this hous
front. Mademoiselle dgou wish to see the Lac d’Amou

| looked vague; the fat couple answered for
“Then we shall disembark

We rowed close into a little parapet. We caughtihadla bush and | jumped out. “No
Monsieur,” who successfully followed, and, kneeliog the lank, gave Madame tf
crook of his walkingstick for support. She stood up, smiling and vigsroclutched th
walking-stick, strained against the boat side, and the mexhent had fallen flat into tt
water. “Ah! what has happer—what has happened!” semmed Monsieur, clutching h
arm, for the water was not deep, reaching onlyeiowaist mark. Somehow or other
fished her up on to the bank where she sat andcedaspinging her black alpaca sk

“It is all over—a little accident!” said she, amazly cheerful.

But Pierre was furious. “It is the fault of Maderselle for wishing to see the L
d'Amour,” said he. “Madame had better walk throtigh meadow and drink somethi
hot at the little café oppositt

“No, no,” said she, but Monsieur seconderre.

“You will await our return,” said Pierre, loathinge. | nodded and turned my back,
the sight of Madame flopping about on the meadasglike a large, ungainly duck, w
too much. One cannot expect to travel in upholgtdieats with people vo are
enlightened enough to understand laughter thatiteasellspring in sympathy. Whe
they were out of sight | ran as fast as | couldrdakie meadow, crawled through a fen
and never went near the Lac d'Amour again. “They think me as drowned ¢hey
please,” thought I, “I have had quite enough ofatato last me a lifetime

In the Béguinage meadow at evensong little grodpsamters are dotted about in 1
grass with spindléegged easles which seem to possess a separav@uradity, and
stand rudely defying their efforts and returningitHong, long gaze with an unfinish
stare. English girls wearing flon-wreathed hats and the promise of young Amer
manhood, give expression to their souls with atgaa@ad “camaraderie,” a sort “the
world is our shining playground” spi—theoretically delightful. They call to or
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another, and throw cigarettes and fruit and chaesleith youthful naiveté, while parti
of tourists who have escaped the clutches of arwoltian lying in wait fc them in the
shadow of the chapel door, pause thoughtfully amtfrof the easels to “see and remi
and say whose?”

| was lying under a tree with the guilty conscioess of no sketch bo—watching the
swifts wheel and dip in the bright air, and wondg if all the brown dogs resting in tl
grass belonged to the young painters, when twolpg@ssed me, a man and a girl, tl
heads bent over a book. There was something vadaeiyiar in their walk. Suddenl
they looked down at mewe stared—opened ounouths. She swooped down upon |
and he took off his immaculate straw hat and placcedder his left arn

“Katherine! How extraordinary! How incredible aftall these years!” cried she. Turni
to the man: “Guy, can you believe —It's Katherine, inBruges of all places in tt
world!”

“Why not?” said I, looking very bright and trying temember her nan

“But, my dear, the last time we met was in New Zae—only think of the miles!

Of course, she was Betty Sinclair; I'd been to sthath her

“Where are you staying; have you been here long¥@hhaven't changed a (—not a
day. I'd have known you anywher

She beckoned to the young man, and said, blustirigaugh she were ashamed of
fact, but it had to be faced, “This is my husband/é shook hands. He sat down &
chewed a grass twig. Silence fell while Betty rezred breath and squeezed my h

“l didn't know you were married,” | said stupic

“Oh, my dear—got a baby!” said Betty. “We live in England nowelié frightfully keer
on the Suffrage, you know

Guy removed the straw. “Are you with us?” he asketnsely

| shook my head. He put the straw back again andwad his eye

“Then here's the opportunity,” said Betty. “My delaow long are you going to stay? \
must go aboutogether and have long talks. Guy and | aren'treejamoon couple, yo
know. We love to have other people with us somedit

The belfry clashed int8ee the Conquering Hero Comes!

“Unfortunately | have to go home quite soon. I"agllan urgent lettel

http://www.katherinemansfieldsociety.org



“How disappointing! You know Bruges is simply packeith treasures and churches ¢
pictures. There's an odbor concert tonight in the Grand' Place, and apstition of
bell ringers tomorrow to go on for a whole wee

“Go | must,” | said so firmly tht my soul felt imperative marching orders, stimethby
the belfry.

“But the quaint streets and the Continental smaltsl the lace make—if we could just
wander about—we threeand absorb it all.” | sighed and bit my unde

“What's your objection tthe vote?” asked Guy, watching the nuns wending thay in
sweet procession among the tr

“l always had the idea you were so frightfully kemmthe future of women,” said Bet
“Come to dinner with us -night. Let's thrash the whole subject outu know, after the
strenuous life in London, one does seem to segshmsuch a different light in this ©
world city.”

“Oh, a very different light indeed,” | answeredaking my head at the familiar gui
book emerging from Guy's pock
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