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JE NE PARLE PAS FRANCAIS (1918)
By Katherine Mansfield

| do not know why | have such a fancy for this littldédt's dirty and sad, sad. It's not
if it had anything to distinguish it from a hundrether—it hasn't; or as if the san
strange types came here every day, w one could watch from one's corner ¢
recognize and more or less (with a strong acceth@ihess) get the hang «

But pray don't imagine that those brackets arerdession of my humility before tt
mystery of the human soul. Not at all; | don't eve in the human soul. | never hav
believe that people are like portmante—packed with certain things, started goi
thrown about, tossed away, dumped down, lost anddohalf emptied suddenly,
squeezed fatter than ever, until finally the Uate Porter swings them on to the Ultim
Train and away they rattle.

Not but what these portmanteaux can be very fasomaOh, but very! | see myse
standing in front of them, don't you know, like astoms official.

"Have you anything to dewre? Any wines, spirits, cigars, perfumes, silk

And the moment of hesitation as to whether | ammgado be fooled just before | che
that squiggle, and then the other moment of hésitgtst after, as to whether | ha
been, are perhaps the mosilling instants in life. Yes, they are, to v

But before | started that long and rathe-fetched and not frightfully original digressic
what | meant to say quite simply was that therenar@ortmanteaux to be examined h
because the clientele tifis café, ladies and gentlemen, does not sit ddlenit stands a
the counter, and it consists of a handful of workmého come up from the river, ¢
powdered over with white flour, lime or somethiramd a few soldiers, bringing wi
them thin, dark gls with silver rings in their ears and market kets on their arms

Madame is thin and dark, too, with white cheeks wahdte hands. In certain lights s
looks quite transparent, shining out of her blatkve with an extraordinary effect. Wh
she isnot serving she sits on a stool with her face wyradways, to the window. Hi
dark+inged eyes search among and follow after the gepassing, but not as if she v
looking for somebody. Perhaps, fifteen years agge,vgas; but now the pose has bee
a habit. You can tell from her air of fatigue anopblessness that she must have g
them up for the last ten years, at least.

And then there is the waiter. Not path—decidedly not comic. Never making one

those perfectly insignificant rearks which amaze you so coming from a waiter
though the poor wretch were a sort of ca-pot and a wine bottle and not expecte:
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hold so much as a drop of anything else). He ig,dlat-footed, and withered, with lon
brittle nails that set younerves on edge while he scrapes up your two sobgnWie is
not smearing over the table or flicking at a ddgdf two, he stands with one hand
the back of a chair, in his far too long apron, andr his other arm the thi-cornered
dip of dirty nagin, waiting to be photographed in connexion withmg wretchet
murder. "Interior of Café where Body was Found.'U¥e seen him hundreds of tim

Do you believe that every place has its hour ofdag when it really does come aliv
That's not exactlyhat | mean. It's more like this. There does seetreta moment whe
you realize that, quite by accident, you happematee come on to the stage at exactly
moment you were expected. Everything is arrangegdc—waiting for you. Ah, maste
of the stuation ! You fill with important breath. And atdtsame time you smile, secrel
slyly, because Life seems to be opposed to gragtmghese entrances, seems indee
be engaged in snatching them from you and makiegntimpossible, keeping you ine
wings until it is too late, in fact. . . . Just fmnce you've beaten the old h

| enjoyed one of these moments the first time Iresaame in here. That's why | ke
coming back, | suppose. Revisiting the scene oftmoynph, or the scene of the cie
where | had the old bitch by the throat for once did what | pleased with he

Query: Why am | so bitter against Life? And why ldeee her as a r-picker on the
American cinema, shuffling along wrapped in a filghawl with her old claws crooke
over a stick?

Answer: The direct result of the American cinem@n@cupon a weak minc

Anyhow, the "short winter afternoon was drawingata@lose,” as they say, and | v
drifting along, either going home or not going homeéhen | found myself in her
walking over to this seat in the corn

I hung up my English overcoat and grey felt hatlmat same peg behind me, and aft
had allowed the waiter time for at least twenty tplgoaphers to snap their fill of him.
ordered a coffee.

He poured me ouh glass of the familiar, purplish stuff with a gneeandering ligh
playing over it, and shuffled off, and | sat pregsmy hands against the glass becau
was bitterly cold outside.

Suddenly I realized that quite apart from myselkas smiling. Sowly | raised my hea
and saw myself in the mirror opposite. Yes, thesat| leaning on the table, smiling 1
deep, sly smile, the glass of coffee with its vagluene of steam before me and besic
the ring of white saucer with two pieces of su

| opened my eyes very wide. There | had been fatathity, as it were, and now at la:
was coming to life. . . .

It was very quiet in the café. Outside, one coulst jsee through the dusk that it |
begun to snow. One could just see the shape:worses and carts and people, soft
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white, moving through the feathery air. The wadesappeared and reappeared witr
armful of straw. He strewed it over the floor fréine door to the counter and round at
the stove with humble, almost adoring wres. One would not have been surprised if
door had opened and the Virgin Mary had come ding upon an ass, her meek ha
folded over her big belly. . .

That's rather nice, don't you think, that bit abthg Virgin? It comes from the pen
gently; it has such a "dying fall." | thought so hettime and decided to make a note ¢
One never knows when a little tag like that may eamuseful to round off a paragraj
So, taking care to move as little as possible bexdlie "spell’ was sl unbroken (you
know that?), | reached over to the next table fariting pad.

No paper or envelopes, of course. Only a morseif blottinc-paper, incredibly so'
and limp and almost moist, like the tongue of telilead kitten, which I've neveelt.

| sat-but always underneath, in this state of expectatioling the little dead kitten'
tongue round my finger and rolling the soft phremend my mind while my eyes took
the girls' names and dirty jokes and drawings dfié® and cups thavould not sit in the
saucers, scattered over the writing

They are always the same, you know. The girls adnzgve the same names, the ¢
never sit in the saucers; all the hearts are sindktied up with ribbon:

But then, quite suddenly, at - bottom of the page, written in green ink, | fell nthat
stupid, stale little phrasde ne parle pafrancais.

There! it had comaéhke momer—thegesteland although | was so ready, it caught m
tumbled me over; | was simply overwhelmed. Andghysical feeling was so curious,
particular. It was as if all of me, except my headl arms, all of me that was under
table, had simply dissolved, melted, turned intdgernalust my head remained and f
sticks of arms pressing on to the table. ah! the agony of that moment! How ca
describe it? | didn't think of anything. | didnites cry out to myself. Just for one mom
| was not. | was Agony, Agony, Agon

Then it passed, and the very second after | waxkitia: "Good God! Am | capablof
feeling as strongly as that? But | was absolutelgomscious! | hadn't a phrase to me:
with! | was overcome! | was swept off my feet! ddit even try, in the dimmest way,
put it down!"

And up | puffed and puffed, blowing off finally vt "After all | must be fir-rate. No
secondrate mind could have experienced such an inten$itgeling so . . . purely.

The waiter has touched a spill at the red stove lggided a bubble of gas undel
spreading shade. It is no use looking out of tindow, Madame; it is quite dark no
Your white hands hover over your dark shawl. They l&ke two birds that have con
home to roost. They are restless, restless. .ou. tMck them, finally, under your war
little armpits.
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Now the waiter has taken ong pole and dashed the curtains together. "Allegoas
children say.

And besides, I've no patience with people who danfjo of things, who will follow afte
and cry out. When a thing's gone, it's gone. it&y @and done with. Let it go then ! Icre
it, and comfort yourself, if you do want comfortingith the thought that you never

recover the same thing that you lose. It's alwagewa thing. The moment it leaves y
it's changed. Why, that's even true of a hat yoasehafter; and | don't rrn

superficially4 mean profoundly speaking . . . | have made itla of my life never tc
regret and never to look back. Regret is an apgplivaste of energy, and no one v
intends to be a writer can afford to indulge inYibu can't get it into sha; you can't
build on it; it's only good for wallowing in. Lookg back, of course, is equally fatal
Art. It's keeping yourself poor. Art can't and watand poverty

Je ne parle pas francaise ne parle pafrancais.All the while | wrote that laspage my
other self has been chasing up and down out iddhlethere. It left me just when | beg
to analyse my grand moment, dashed off distraditezla lost dog who thinks at last,
last, he hears the familiar step agi

"Mouse! Mouse! Where aryou? Are you near? Is that you leaning from thehl
window and stretching out your arms for the wingghe shutters? Are you this s
bundle moving towards me through the feathery sndwe?you this little girl pressin
through the swingloors of the estaurant? Is that your dark shadow bending fonira
the cab? Where are you? Where are you? Which way Inburn? Which way shall | rur
And every moment | stand here hesitating you atbdaaway again. Mouse! Mouse¢

Now the poor dog has come bénto the café, his tail between his legs, quiteaested
"ltwas a . . . false . .. alarm. She's nowhereto . . . be seen

"Lie down then! Lie down! Lie down!

My name is Raoul Duquette. | am twe-six years old and a Parisian, a true Pan.
About my family- really doesn't matter. | have no family; | dondnt any. | never thin
about my childhood. I've forgotten it. In fact, tls only one memory that stands ou
all. That is rather interesting because it seemsi@onow so very gnificant as regarc
myself from the literary point of view. It is thi

When | was about ten our laundress was an Africaman, very big, very dark, with
check handkerchief over her frizzy hair. When same to our house she always t
particular ndice of me, and after the clothes had been takémfotne basket she wou
lift me up into it and give me a rock while | height to the handles and screamed for
and fright. | was tiny for my age, and pale, witloeely little haltopen mout-I feel sure
of that.

One day when | was standing at the door, watchiag do, she turned round a
beckoned to me, nodding and smiling in a strangeesavay. | never thought of n
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following. She took me into a little outhouse a¢ #nd of the passage,ught me up in
her arms and began kissing me. Ah, those kissgediadly those kisses inside my e
that nearly deafened me.

When she set me down she took from her pocketla taund fried cake covered wi
sugar, and | reeled along the passage to our door.

As this performance was repeated once a weeknbisvonder that | remember it
vividly. Besides, from that very first afternoon,ynehildhood was, to put it prettil
"kissed away." | became very languid, very caregsamd greedy beyo measure. And
so quickened, so sharpened, | seemed to understangbody and be able to do wh:
liked with everybody.

| suppose | was in a state of more or less physixeatement, and that was what appei
to them. For all Parisians are more thialf—oh, well, enough of that. And enough of |
childhood, too. Bury it under a laundry basket@ast of a shower of roses apassons
oultre.

| date myself from the moment that | became tharieof a small bachelor flat on t
fifth floor of a tall, rot too shabby house, in a street that might or tmgh be discree
Very useful, that. . . . There | emerged, cameimtat the light, and put out my two hor
with a study and a bedroom and a kitchen on my .banK real furniture planted in tt
rooms.In the bedroom a wardrobe with a long glass, ableid covered with a yello
puffed-up quilt, a bed table with a marbled top, and Eetaiet sprinkled with tiny apple
In my study-English writing table with drawers, writing chairittv leather cushion:
books, armehair, side table with pag-knife and lamp on it, and some nude studie:
the walls. | didn't use the kitchen except to thad/ papers intc

Ah, | can see myself that first evening, after fimmiture men had gone and I'd mana
to get rd of my atrocious old concier-walking about on tigee, arranging and standil
in front of the glass with my hands in my pockeisd saying to that radiant vision: "l ¢
a young man who has his own flat. | write for twewspapers. | am going in for ious
literature. | am starting a career. The book thsdll bring out will simply stagger tt
critics. | am going to write about things that hanever been touched before. | am gc
to make a name for myself as a writer about thensubged world. Bunot as others have
done before me. Oh, no! Very naively, with a sdrtemder humour and from the insic
as though it were all quite simple, quite naturaee my way quite perfectly. Nobody f
ever done it as | shall do it because none of thershave lived my experiences. |
rich—I'm rich."

All the same | had no more money than | have néow.ektraordinary how one can li
without money. . . . | have quantities of good leks, silk underwear, two evening su
four pairs of patent leather ots with light uppers, all sorts of little thinggke gloves
and powder boxes and a manicure set, perfumes geeny soap, and nothing is paid f
If 1 find myself in need of rigl-down cashwell, there's always an African laundress
an outhouse, @l am very frank anbon enfantabout plenty of sugar on the little fri
cake afterwards. . . .
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And here | should like to put something on recdddt from any strutting conceit, b
rather with a mild sense of wonder. I've neverrgate the first adnces to any womai
It isn't as though I've known only one class of vao—not by any means. But from litt
prostitutes and kept women and elderly widows dmap girls and wives of respectal
men, and even advanced modern literary ladiesantist selet dinners and soirées (1"
been there), I've met invariably with not only te@me readiness, but with the se
positive invitation. It surprised me at first. lagsto look across the table and think
that very distinguished young lady, discussle Kipling with the gentleman with tr
brown beard, really pressing my foot?" And | waseraeally certain until | had press
hers.

Curious, isn't it? | don't look at all like a mamdedream. . .

I am little and light with an olive skin, black ey&ith long lashes, black silky hair c
short, tiny square teeth that show when | smile.Hdgds are supple and small. A won
in a bread shop once said to me: "You have the shéordmaking fine little pastries."
confess, without my clothes | am rathharming. Plump, almost like a girl, with smoc
shoulders, and | wear a thin gold bracelet abovéefhglbow.

But, wait! Isn't it strange | should have writtdhthat about my body and so on? It's
result of my bad life, my submerged life. | ame a little woman in a café who has
introduce herself with a handful of photographs.e"mM my chemise, coming out of
eggshell. . . . Me upside down in a swing, withrilyfbehind like a cauliflower. . . .
You know the things.

If you think whatl've written is merely superficial and impudent ameap you're wrong
I'll admit it does sound so, but then it is not #lit were, how could | have experienc
what | did when | read that stale little phrasetten in green ink, in the writir-pad?
That proves there's more in me and that | reallyimportant, doesn't it? Anything
fraction less than that moment of anguish | mightéhput on. But no! That was re

"Waiter, a whisky."

| hate whisky. Every time | take it into my mouthyetomach ises against it, and tt
stuff they keep here is sure to be particularlg.vilonly ordered it because | am going
write about an Englishman. We French are increditd-fashioned and out of date s
in some ways. | wonder | didn't ask him at theme time for a pair of twee
knickerbockers, a pipe, some long teeth, and afgghger whiskers

"Thanks,mon vieuxYou haven't got perhaps a set of ginger whiske

"No, monsieur," he answers sadly. "We don't sellefican drinks.'

And having smea&d a corner of the table he goes back to have anotiuple of doze
taken by artificial light.

Ugh! The smell of it! And the sickly sensation whame's throat contract
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"It's bad stuff to get drunk on," says Dick Harmturning his little glass inis fingers
and smiling his slow, dreaming smile. So he getskion it slowly and dreamily and a
certain moment begins to sing very low, very looat a man who walks up and do
trying to find a place where he can get some dir

Ah! how I loved hat song, and how | loved the way he sang it, sipglbwly, in a dark
soft voice:

There was a man
Walked up and down
To get a dinner in the town . . .

It seemed to hold, in its gravity and muffled measall those tall grey buildings, tho
fogs, thee endless streets, those sharp shadows of pohdaemean Englan:

And then-the subject! The lean, starved creature walkingmug down with every hous
barred against him because he had no "home." Honacelinarily English that is. . . .
remembethat it ended where he did at last "find a pleayed ordered a little cake of fis
but when he asked for bread the waiter cried copteously, in a loud voice: "We dol
serve bread with one fish bal

What more do you want? How profound those s are ! There is the whole psycholo
of a people; and how uRrencl—how un-French!

"Once more, Dick, once more!" | would plead, clagpmy hands and making a pre
mouth at him. He was perfectly content to singitdver.

There again. Even with Di. It was he who made the first advances.

I met him at an evening party given by the editbamew review. It was a very sele
very fashionable affair. One or two of the olderrmeere there and the ladies w
extremelycomme il fautThey sat on culst sofas in full evening dress and allowed u
hand them thimbles of cherry brandy and to talthem about their poetry. For, as far
| can remember, they were all poetes

It was impossible not to notice Dick. He was thé/dftnglishman presenand instead of
circulating gracefully round the room as we all,ché stayed in one place leaning aga
the wall, his hands in his pockets, that dreamy &ile on his lips, and replying
excellent French in his low, soft voice to anybedy spoketo him.

"Who is he?"

"An Englishman. From London. A writer. And he is kivy a special study of mode
French literature."

That was enough for me. My little bocFalse Coins had just been published. | wa:
young serious writer who was making a spl study of modern English literatur
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But | really had not time to fling my line before Isaid, giving himself a soft shal
coming right out of the water after the bait, agvére: "Won't you come and see me
my hotel? Come about five o'clock and can have a talk before going out to dinn

"Enchanted!"

| was so deeply, deeply flattered that | had teddlaim then and there to preen and pi
myself before the cubist sofas. What a catch! AgliEhman, reserved, serious, makin
special study bFrench literature. . .

That same night a copy False Coinswith a carefully cordial inscription was posted, ¢
and a day or two later we did dine together andtsihe evening talking

Talking-but not only of literature. | discovered to my eé that it wasn't necessary
keep to theéendency of the modern novel, the need of a nem,for the reason why ol
young men appeared to be just missing it. Now ayaina as if by accident, | threw in
card that seemed to have nothing to do with trme, just to see how he'd take it. [
each time he gathered it into his hands with hisadry look and smile unchange
Perhaps he murmured: "That's very curious." Butasat it were curious at a

That calm acceptance went to my head at laststinated me. It led me on and on til
threw every card that | possessed at him and st &xad watched him arrange therr
his hand.

"Very curious and interesting . .

By that time we were both fairly drunk, and he begasing his song very softery low,
about the man who walked up and down seeking hisedi

But | was quite breathless at the thought of whaad done. | had shown somebody
sides of my life. Told him everything as sincerelgd truthfully as | could. Take
immense pains texplain things about my submerged life that realgre disgusting an
never could possibly see the light of literary day the whole | had made myself out
worse than | wagsnore boastful, more cynical, more calculati

And there sat the man | haonfided in, singing to himself and smiling. . t moved me
so that real tears came into my eyes. | saw thetterghg on my long silky lash—so
charming.

After that I took Dick about with me everywhereddame came to my flat, and sat in-
armchai, very indolent, playing with the paj-knife. I cannot think why his indolenc
and dreaminess always gave me the impression hededto sea. And all his leisure
slow ways seemed to be allowing for the movemenhefship. This impression was

strong that often when we were together and he ganapleft a little woman just whe
she did not expect him to get up and leave herghité the contrary, | would explai

"He can't help it, Baby. He has to go back to hip.§ And | believed it far mee than she
did.
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All the while we were together Dick never went wéghwoman. | sometimes wondet
whether he wasn't completely innocent. Why didrask him? Because | never did :
him anything about himself. But late one night leekt out his pock-book and a
photograph dropped out of it. | picked it up andngled at it before | gave it to him.
was of a woman. Not quite young. Dark, handsomég-looking, but so full in ever
line of a kind of haggard pride that even if Dickdhnot stretched otso quickly |
wouldn't have looked longe

"Out of my sight, you little perfumed f-terrier of a Frenchman," said sl

(In my very worst moments my nose reminds me aix-terrier's.)

"That is my Mother," said Dick, putting up the pet-book.

But if he had not been Dick | should have been temptetbss myself, just for fur
This is how we parted. As we stood outside hislhmte night waiting for the concierg
to release the catch of the outer door, he savkjrig up at the sky: "I hope it vl be fine
tomorrow. | am leaving for England in the mornin

"You're not serious."

"Perfectly. | have to get back. I've some work éctloat | can't manage hert

"But—but have you made all your preparation

"Preparations?" He almost grinned. "Inone to make."

"But—enfin, Dick, England is not the other side of the boaleV'

"It isn't much farther off," said he. "Only a fewours, you know." The door crack
open.

"Ah, 1 wish I'd known at the beginning of the evegi’
| felt hurt. | felt asa woman must feel when a man takes out his watdhremembers a
appointment that cannot possibly concern her, extbeg its claim is the stronger. "WI

didn't you tell me?"

He put out his hand and stood, lightly swaying ugmon step as though the vie hotel
were his ship, and the anchor weigh

"l forgot. Truly I did. But you'll write, won't yo& Good night, old chap. I'll be over ag.
one of these days."

And then | stood on the shore alone, more likétle liox-terrier than ever. . .
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"But dfter all it was you who whistled to me, you who edkme to come! What
spectacle I've cut wagging my tail and leaping tbyau, only to be left like this whil
the boat sails off in its slow, dreamy way. . ur€e these English! No, this is too innt
altogether. Who do you imagine | am? A little pgidde to the night pleasures of Pari:
.. No, monsieur. | am a young writer, very sericarsd extremely interested in mod:
English literature. And | have been insu—insulted.”

Two days aftecame a long, charming letter from him, written rech that was a sha
too French, but saying how he missed me and cowntealr friendship, on keeping
touch.

| read it standing in front of the (unpaid for) \wesbe mirror. It was early morning.
wore a blue kimono embroidered with white birds amgdhair was still wet; it lay on m
forehead, wet and gleamir

"Portrait of Madame Bultterfly,"” said I, "on hearinfithe arrival oice cher Pinkertol "

According to the books | should have felt imrsely relieved and delighted. " . . . Goi
over to the window he drew apart the curtains auked out at the Paris trees, |
breaking into buds and green. . . . Dick! Dick! Egglish friend!"

[ didn't. | merely felt a little sick. Having beeip formy first ride in an aeroplane | didi
want to go up again, just no

That passed, and months after, in the winter, Riakte that he was coming back to P
to stay indefinitely. Would | take rooms for him2 kvas bringing a woman friend wi
him.

Of course | would. Away the little fc-terrier flew. It happened most usefully, too; fc
owed much money at the hotel where | took my mesald,two English people requirit
rooms for an indefinite time was an excellent sunaccount

Perhaps | did ratlmewonder, as | stood in the larger of the two roomth Madame
saying "Admirable,” what the woman friend would e, but only vaguely. Either st
would be very severe, flat back and front, or slald be tall, fair, dressed in mignone
green, namedaisy, and smelling of rather sweetish lavendeew

You see, by this time, according to my rule of loaking back, | had almost forgott
Dick. | even got the tune of his song about theottohate man a little bit wrong wher
tried to humiit. . . .

| very nearly did not turn up at the station afir | had arranged to, and had, in fe
dressed with particular care for the occasion.Ikotended to take a new line with Di
this time. No more confidences and tears on eyefas\io, thank yol
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"Since you left Paris," said |, knotting my blagk/er-spotted tie in the (also unpaid f
mirror over the mantgbiece, "l have been very successful, you know.viehavo more
books in preparation, and then | have written @akstory, Wrong Door;, which is just
on the point of publication and will bring me ida of money. And then my little boc
of poems," | cried, seizing the clotl-brush and brushing the velvet collar of my r
indigo-blue overcoat, "my little boLeft Umbrellas—really didcreate,” and | laughe
and waved the brush, "an immense sensat

It was impossible not to believe this of the peradro surveyed himself finally, from tc
to toe, drawing on his soft grey gloves. He wasilog the part; he was the pe

That gave man idea. | took out my notebook, and still in fuikw, jotted down a note ¢
two. . . . How can one look the part and not bephe? Or be the part and not look
Isn't looking-being? Or beir—looking? At any rate who is to say that it is not*

This seemed to me extraordinarily profound at iime t and quite new. But | confess tl
something did whisper as, smiling, | put up theebobk: "You literary? you look ¢
though you've taken down a bet on a racehorse!"l Bidn't listen. | went o1, shutting
the door of the flat with a soft, quick pull sorast to warn the concierge of my departt
and ran down the stairs quick as a rabbit for #mesreasor

But ah! the old spider. She was too quick for mee &t me run down the last liti
ladder of the web and then she pounced. "One mor@em# little moment, Monsieur
she whispered, odiously confidential. "Come in. @om." And she beckoned with
dripping soup ladle. | went to the door, but thaswot good enough. Right inside ¢
thedoor shut before she would spe

There are two ways of managing your concierge d fiaven't any money. One-to
take the high hand, make her your enemy, blustééuse to discuss anything; the ot
is—to keep in with her, butter her up to the twnots of the black rag tying up her jav
pretend to confide in her, and rely on her to ageawith the gas man and to put off
landlord.

| had tried the second. But both are equally dabdstand successful. At any ri
whichever you're trying is tl worse, the impossible one.

It was the landlord this time. . . . Imitation bktlandlord by the concierge threatening
toss me out. . . . Imitation of the concierge bg ttoncierge taming the wild bu
Imitation of the landlord rampant again, brdng in the concierge's face. | was -
concierge. No, it was too nauseous. And all thelevthe black pot on the gas ri
bubbling away, stewing out the hearts and liversvalry tenant in the plac

"Ah!" | cried, staring at the clock on the manteke, and then, realizing that it didn't ¢
striking my forehead as though the idea had nothindo with it. "Madame, | have

very important appointment with the director of mgwspaper at nir-thirty. Perhaps
tomorrow | shall be able to give you . .

http://www.katherinemansfieldsociety.org



Out, out. And down the metro and squeezed intollacéuriage. The more the bett
Everybody was one bolster the more between melendancierge. | was radiai

"Ah! pardon, Monsieur!" said the tall charming drga in black with a big full bosol
and a great bunch of violets dropping from it. Ae tinain swayed it thrust the bouq!
right into my eyes. "Ah! pardon, Monsieu

But | looked up at her, smiling mischievous
"There is nothing | love more, Madame, than flonansa balcony.

At the very moment of speaking | caught sight of the hogmn in a fur coat again
whom my charmer was leaning. He poked his head lo@eshoulder and went white
the nose; in fact his nose stood out a sort ofstgecen

"What was that you said to my w?"

Gare Saint Lazare saved me. But you'll own thahea® the author cFalse Coins
Wrong Doors Left Umbrella, and two in preparation, it was not too easy taogamy
triumphant way.

At length, after countless trains had steamed nmfgamind, and cuntless Dick Harmon
had come rolling towards me, the real train cantee Tittle knot of us waiting at tr
barrier moved up close, craned forward, and broke cries as though we were so
kind of manyheaded monster, and Paris behind us nothing breat trap we had set
catch these sleepy innocer

Into the trap they walked and were snatched anehtakf to be devoured. Where was
prey?

"Good God!" My smile and my lifted hand fell togeth For one terrible moment
thought this was the wom of the photograph, Dick's mother, walking towards m

Dick's coat and hat. In the eff-and you saw what an effort it w—to smile, his lips
curled in just the same way and he made for megdradgand wild and prout

What had happened? What could I changed him like this? Should | mention

| waited for him and was even conscious of ventudrfo>-terrier wag or two to see if t
could possibly respond, in the way | said: "Goodremg, Dick! How are you, old cha|
All right?"

"All right. All rig ht." He almost gasped. "You've got the roon

Twenty times, good God! | saw it all. Light broke the dark waters and my sailor hac
been drowned. | almost turned a somersault withsement
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It was nervousness, of course. It was embarrassnienwas the famous Englis
seriousness. What fun | was going to have! | coabde hugged hin

"Yes, I've got the rooms," | nearly shouted. "Butene is Madame?
"She's been looking after the luggage," he paritéere she comes, now

Not this baby walkingbeside the old porter as though he were her nurdehad jus
lifted her out of her ugly perambulator while hertdled the boxes on

"And she's not Madame," said Dick, drawling sudge

At that moment she caught sight of him and hailiea Wwith hel minute muff. She brok
away from her nurse and ran up and said somethieiy, quick, in English; but h
replied in French: "Oh, very well. I'll manag:

But before he turned to the porter he indicatedwité a vague wave and mutter
something. We werentroduced. She held out her hand in that stranggsh way
Englishwomen do, and standing very straight in tfrohme with her chin raised ai
making—she todhe effort of her life to control her preposteraitement, she sai
wringing my hand (I'nsure she didn't know it was minJe ne parleas franais.

"But I'm sure you do," | answered, so tender, sssaring, | might have been a der
about to draw her first little milk tootl

"Of course she does." Dick swerved back to us. 8Hean't ve get a cab or taxi «
something? We don't want to stay in this cursetiostall night. Do we?'

This was so rude that it took me a moment to recaed he must have noticed, for

flung his arm round my shoulder in the old way,isgy"Ah, forgive ne, old chap. But
we've had such a loathsome, hideous journey. Waken years to come. Haven't wi

To her. But she did not answer. She bent her heddagan stroking her grey muff; <

walked beside us stroking her grey muff all the v

"Have | beenwrong?" thought I. "Is this simply a case of frestzimpatience on the
part? Are they merely 'in need of a bed," as we $tgve they been suffering agonies
the journey? Sitting, perhaps, very close and wamder the same travelling rug?" anc
onand so on while the driver strapped on the boxkat don—

"Look here, Dick. | go home by metro. Here is tligl@ss of your hotel. Everything
arranged. Come and see me as soon as you

Upon my life | thought he was going to faint. Henwevhite to the lips
"But you're coming back with us," he cried. "I tlybwi it was all settled. Of course you

coming back. You're not going to leave us." Noalg it up. It was too difficult, to
English for me.
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"Certainly, certainly. Delighted. | only ought, perhaps . . . "

"You must come!" said Dick to the little f-terrier. And again he made that big awkw
turn towards her.

"Get in, Mouse."

And Mouse got in the black hole and sat strokingis#oll and not saying a wot

Away we jolted and ratd like three little dice that life had decidedhtave a fling with

| had insisted on taking the flap seat facing tHenause | would not have missed
anything those occasional flashing glimpses | heagva broke through the white circl
of lamplight.

They revealed Dick, sitting far back in his cornleis coat collar turned up, his har
thrust in his pockets, and his broad dark hat stggldim as if it were a part of h—a sort
of wing he hid under. They showed her, sitting @oyvstraight, he lovely little face
more like a drawing than a real f—every line was so full of meaning and so sharp
against the swimming dar

For Mouse was beautiful. She was exquisite, bufragile and fine that each time
looked at her it was as if for tifirst time. She came upon you with the same kin
shock that you feel when you have been drinkingaetof a thin innocent cup ai
suddenly, at the bottom, you see a tiny creatua#, butterfly, half woman, bowing t
you with her hands in her slee.

As far as | could make out she had dark hair ané bf black eyes. Her long lashes .
the two little feathers traced above were most irgm.

She wore a long dark cloak such as one sees -fashioned pictures of Englishwom
abroad. Where herms came out of it there was grey—fur round her neck, too, ar
her closefitting cap was furry

"Carrying out the mouse idea," | decid

Ah, but how intriguing it we-how intriguing! Their excitement came nearer andrak
to me, while | ran out toneet it, bathed in it, flung myself far out of mgpih, until a
last | was as hard put to it to keep control ag.tBait what | wanted to do was to beh:
in the most extraordinary fashHike a clown. To start singing, with large extragag
gesturesto point out of the window and cry: "We are noasping, ladies and gentlem
one of the sights for whicnotre Parisis justly famous," to jump out of the taxi while
was going, climb over the roof, and dive in by &eotdoor; to hang out of the vdow
and look for the hotel through the wrong end ofrakbn telescope, which was alst
peculiarly earsplitting trumpet
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| watched myself do all this, you understand, anehemanaged to applaud in a priv
way by putting my gloved hands gently toge, while | said to Mouse: "And is this yo
first visit to Paris?"

"Yes, I've not been here befor

"Ah, then you have a great deal to s¢

And | was just going to touch lightly upon the atigeof interest and the museums w|
we wrenched to a stop.

Do you know+t's very absur-but as | pushed open the door for them and followg
the stairs to the bureau on the landing | felt doomethat this hotel was min

There was a vase of flowers on the window sillh&f bureau and | even went so faro
re-arrange a bud or two and to stand off and noteefifect while the managere
welcomed them. And when she turned to me and hanuethe keys (thgarconwas
hauling up the boxes) and said: "Monsieur Duguettieshow you your roomsI had a
longingto tap Dick on the arm with a key and say, veryficemtially: "Look here, olc

chap. As a friend of mine I'll be only too williig make a slight reduction . .

Up and up we climbed. Round and round. Past ansamta pair of boots (why is it or
never sees an attractive pair of boots outside g&XJodigher and highe

"I'm afraid they're rather high up,” I murmuredatically. "But | chose them because .

They so obviously did not care why | chose thent theent no further. They acceld
everything. They did not expect anything to beetiéht. This was just part of what th
were going throughhat was how | analysed

"Arrived at last." | ran from one side of the pagsdo the other, turning on the ligh
explaining.

"This one Ithought for you, Dick. The other is larger andasta little dressir-room in
the alcove.”

My "proprietary” eye noted the clean towels andereyand the bed linen embroiderec
red cotton. | thought them rather charming roortapisg, full of angle, just the sort of
rooms one would expect to find if one had not beeRaris before

Dick dashed his hat down on the b

"Oughtn't | to help that chap with the boxes?" sleeg—nobody.

"Yes, you ought,” replied Mouse, "they're dreadflieavy."
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And she turned to me with the first glimmer of a smilBooks, you know." Oh, h
darted such a strange look at her before he rushedAnd he not only helped, he mi
have torn the box off thgarcon'sback, for he staggered back, carrying one, dump
down, and then fetched in the oth

"That's yours, Dick," said sh

"Well, you don't mind it standing here for the et do you?" he asked, breathle
breathing hard (the box must have been tremendteslyy). He pulled out a handful
money. "l sppose | ought to pay this cha|

Thegarcon standing by, seemed to think so t

"And will you require anything further, Monsieur

"No! No! " said Dick impatiently

But at that Mouse stepped forward. She said, tdibetately, not looking at Dick, ith
her quaint clipped English, accent: "Yes, I'd [d@mne tea. Tea for three

And suddenly she raised her muff as though hers$amade clasped inside it, and she
telling the pale, sweatyarcor by that action that she was at the end of her rees, that
she cried out to him to save her with "Tea. Immisdy&’

This seemed to me so amazingly in the picture,xsotly the gesture and cry that ¢
would expect (though I couldn't have imagined atoe wrung out of an Englishwom
faced with a ggat crisis, that | was almost tempted to hold uphauyd and protes

"No! No! Enough. Enough. Let us leave off there.th¢ wortea. For really, really
you've filled your greediest subscriber so fullttit@ will burst if he has to swallo
another word."

It even pulled Dick up. Like someone who has besrpascious for a long long time

turned slowly to Mouse and slowly looked at herhwitis tired, haggard eyes, a
murmured with the echo of his dreamy voice: "Yesafls a good idea." And then: ou
must be tired, Mouse. Sit dowr

She sat down in a chair with lace tabs on the ahmsteaned against the bed, ar
established myself on a strai-backed chair, crossed my legs, and brushed :
imaginary dust off the knees of my trousers. (Thiisian at his ease

There came a tiny pause. Then he said: "Won't ghe off your coat, Mouse’

"No, thanks. Not just now.

Were they going to ask me? Or should | hold up mydhand call out in a baby voic
"It's my turn to be asked
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No, I shouldrt. They didn't ask me
The pause became a silence. A real sile

" ... Come, my Parisian f-terrier! Amuse these sad English! It's no wondewythre
such a nation for dogs."

But, after allrwhy should 1? It was not my “job," as they woulgy.sdevertheless, | made
a vivacious little bound at Mous

"What a pity it is that you did not arrive by daghi. There is such a charming view fre
these two windows. You know, the hotel is on a eornd each window looks down
immensely long, straightreet.”

"Yes," said she.

"Not that that sounds very charming,” | laughedut'Bhere is so much animat—so
many absurd little boys on bicycles and people mangut of windows ar—oh, well,
you'll see for yourself in the morning. . . . Vamusing. Vry animated.’

"Oh, yes," said she.

If the pale, sweatgarcor had not come in at that moment, carrying thetray high on
one hand as if the cups were car-balls and he a heavy weight lifter on the cinema

He managed to lower it on to a routable.

"Bring the table over here,” said Mouse. The wasieemed to be the only person
cared to speak to. She took her hands out of h#ft drew off her gloves, and flung ba
the old-fashioned cape.

"Do you take milk and sugar’

"No milk, thankyou, and no sugar

| went over for mine like a little gentleman. Sheupad out another cu

"That's for Dick."

And the faithful foxterrier carried it across to him and laid it at fast, as it were

"Oh, thanks," said Dick.

And then | went backotmy chair and she sank back in hi

But Dick was off again. He stared wildly at the aofptea for a moment, glanced rou

him, put it down on the b«table, caught up his hat, and stammered at fulbgal'Oh,
by the way, do you mind posting a letfor me? | want to get it off by tonight's pos!
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must. It's very urgent. . . ." Feeling her eyesion, he flung: "It's to my mother.”" To m
"l won't be long. I've got everything | want. Buust go off tonight. You don't mind?
... it won't takeany time."

"Of course I'll post it. Delighted.

"Won't you drink your tea first?" suggested Moustlg.

... Tea? Tea? Yes, of course. Tea. . . . A cugabn the betable . . . . In his racin
dream he flashed the brightest, most charming : at his little hostes:

"No, thanks. Not just now.
And still hoping it would not be any trouble to me went out of the room and closed

door, and we heard him cross the pass

| scalded myself with mine in my hurry to take the back to theable and to say as
stood there: "You must forgive me if | am impertibe . . if | am too frank. But Dic
hasn't tried to disguise itas he? There is something the matter. Can | h

(Soft music. Mouse gets up, walks the stage fooaent or so bore she returns to h
chair and pours him out, oh, such a brimming, sublirning cup that the tears come i
the friend's eyes while he s—while he drains it to the bitter dregs. . .

I had time to do all this before she replied. Fats¢ looke in the teapot, filled it with hc
water, and stirred it with a spoc

"Yes, there is something the matter. No, I'm afsad can't help, thank you." Again | ¢
that glimmer of a smile. "I'm awfully sorry. It muse horrid for you.'

Horrid, indeed! Ah why couldn't | tell her that it was months andntis since | ha
been so entertained?

"But you are suffering,” | ventured softly, as tigbuthat was what | could not bear to ¢
She didn't deny it. She nodded and bit her t-lip and | thought I sa her chin tremble.
"And there is really nothing | can do?" More sofiyll.

She shook her head, pushing back the table, angiejdimp.

"Oh, it will be all right soon,” she breathed, wall over to the dressi-table and
standing with her back towal me. "It will be all right. It can't go on like thls

"But of course it can't," | agreed, wondering wlestit would look heartless if | lit
cigarette; | had a sudden longing to smc
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In some way she saw my hand move to my breast pokk# draw ot my cigarette
case, and put it back again, for the next thing shid was: "Matches . . . in .
candestick. | noticed thermr

And | heard from her voice that she was cryi

"Ah! thank you. Yes. Yes. I've found them." | ligkit my cigarette and weed up and
down, smoking.

It was so quiet it might have been two o'clockhe tmorning. It was so quiet you hei
the boards creak and pop as one does in a hou$e ioountry. | smoked the whc
cigarette and stabbed the end into my saucer b&foteseturned round and came ba
to the table.

"Isn't Dick being rather a long time

"You are very tired. | expect you want to go to Bddsaid kindly. (And pray don't min
me if you do, said my mind

"But isn't he being a very long time?" she insis
| shrugged. "He is, rather
Then | saw she looked at me strangely. She wasligg.

"He's been gone ages,"” she said, and she wentitiéHight steps to the door, opened
and crossed the passage into his rc

| waited. | listened too, now.couldn't have borne to miss a word. She had leftditor
open. | stole across the room and looked afterbiek's door was open, too. E-there
wasn't a word to miss.

You know | had the mad idea that they were kissimgthat quiet roor—a long
comfortdle kiss. One of those kisses that not only putssogrief to bed, but nurses
and warms it and tucks it up and keeps it fastldetbuntil it is sleeping sound. Ah! hc
good that is.

It was over at last. | heard someone move andetip&vay

It was Mouse. She came back. She felt her way intoabi rcarrying a letter for me. B
it wasn't in an envelope; it was just a sheet gfepaand she held it by the corner
though it was still wet.

Her head was bent so leso tucked in her furry collar # | hadn't a notic—until she let
the paper fall and almost fell herself on to theofl by the side of the bed, leaned
cheek against it, flung out her hands as thoughasteof her poor little weapons w
gone and now she let herself be carriedy, washed out into the deep wai
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Flash! went my mind. Dick has shot himself, andntlaesuccession of flashes whils
rushed in, saw the body, head unharmed, small hhle over temple, roused hot
arranged funeral, attended funeral, closed cab,morning coat. . . .

| stooped down and picked up the paper and would baieve so ingrained is m
Parisian sense @abmme il faL —I murmured "pardon" before | read

"MOUSE, MY LITTLE MOUSE,

It's no good. It's impossible. | can't see it tlgh. Oh, | do love you. | do love yo
Mouse, but | can't hurt her. People have beenrwter all her life. | simply dare n
give her this final blow. You see, though she'srager than both of us, she's so frail
proud. It would kill herkill her, Mouse. And, oh God, | can't kill my mother! Not e\
for you. Not even for us. You do see —don't you.

It all seemed so possible when we talked and ptinbet the very moment the tre
started it was all over. | felt her drag me backi&—calling. 1 can hear her now as
write. And she's alone and she doesn't know. A wiamd have to be a devil to tell h
and I'm not a devil, Mouse. She mustn't know. Oloub&, somewhere, somewhere
you don't you agree? It's all so unspeakably attfat | don't Inow if | want to go or noi
Do I? Or is Mother just dragging me? | don't kndy head is too tired. Mouse, Mol—
what will you do? But | can't think of that, eithémare not. I'd break down. And | mt
not break down. All I've got to do—just to tellyou this and go. | couldn't have gone
without telling you. You'd have been frightened.dAyou must not be frightened. Yi
won't-will you? | can't beebut no more of that. And don't write. | should hatve the
courage to answer your letters andsight of your spidery handwriti—

Forgive me. Don't love me any more. Yes. Love nwd.me. Dick.’
What do you think of that? Wasn't that a rare fiM§ relief at his not having sh
himself was mixed with a wonderful sense of elatibwas eve—more than even with

my "that's very curious and interesting” Englishman

She wept so strangely. With her eyes shut, with faee quite calm except for tl
quivering eyelids. The tears pearled down her chaekl she let them fa

But feeling my glane upon her she opened her eyes and saw me hotdiriegtter.
"You've read it?"

Her voice was quite calm, but it was not her vaog more. It was like the voice yt
might imagine coming out of a tiny, cold -shell swept high and dry at last by thit
tide. . ..

I nodded, quite overcome, you understand, andieidetter down

"It's incredible! incredible! " | whispere:
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At that she got up from the floor, walked over e tvashstand, dipped her handkerc
into the jug, and sponged her eysaying: "Oh, no. It's not incredible at all." Antlls
pressing the wet ball to her eyes she came bagletdo her chair with the lace tabs, ¢
sank into it.

"l knew all along, of course,” said the cold, sditiye voice. "From the very moment th
we started. | felt it all through me, but I stillewt on hopinc-and here she took tt
handkerchief down and gave me a final glim-"as one so stupidly does, you kno
"As one does."

Silence.

"But what will you do? You'll go back? You'll seen?”

That made her sit right up and stare across a

"What an extraordinary idea!" she said, more colttign ever. "Of course | shall r
dream of seeing him. As for going b—that is quite out of the question. | can't go ba

"But..."

"It's impossble. For one thing all my friends think | am madgkie
| put out my hand-Ah, my poor little friend."

But she shrank away. (False mo\

Of course there was one question that had bedmedback of my mind all this time.
hated it.

"Have you any money?"

"Yes, | have twenty poun-here," and she put her hand on her breast. | bolveas a
great deal more than | had expec

"And what are your plans’

Yes, | know. My question was the most clumsy, thesmdiotic one | could have pt
She had beeso tame, so confiding, letting me, at any rateitsiailly speaking, hold he
tiny quivering body in one hand and stroke henyfimea—and now, I'd thrown her awa
Oh, I could have kicked myse

She stood up. "I have no plans. —it's very late. Younust go now, please

How could | get her back? | wanted her back. | sweeas not acting thetr
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"Do you feel that | am your friend," | cried. "Yaull let me come tomorrow, early? Yc
will let me look after you a litttake care of you a little? Ydluise me just as you thir
fit?"

| succeeded. She came out of her hole . . . timidut she came ot

"Yes, you're very kind. Yes. Do come tomorrow. aklbe glad. It makes things ratt
difficult because"and again | clasped her boyish h-"je ne parle pafrancais."”

Not until | was halfway down the boulevard did it come over-the full force of it.
Why, they were suffering . . . those two . . . galffering. | have seen two people suf
as | don't suppose | ever shall again.

Of course you know what to expect. You anticipatdlyf what | am going to write. |
wouldn't be me, otherwis

| never went near the place age

Yes, | still owe that considerable amount for luestand dinners, but that's beside
mark. It's vulgarto mention it in the same breath with the fact thaever saw Mous

again.

Naturally, | intended to. Started ~got to the doomrote and tore up lette—did all
those things. But | simply could not make the fiefibrt.

Even now | don't fully undstand why. Of course | knew that | couldn't havptkeup.
That had a great deal to do with it. But you woléve thought, putting it at its lowe
curiosity couldn't have kept my f-terrier nose away . . .

Je ne parle pas francai$hat was her swasong for me.

But how she makes me break my rule. Oh, you've &@eyourself, but | could give yo
countless examples.

. . . Evenings, when 1| sit in some gloomy café, andautomatic piano starts playing

"mouse” tune (there are dozens of tunesevoke just her) | begin to dream things lik

A little house on the edge of the sea, somewherddaaway. A girl outside in a froc
rather like Red Indian women wear, hailing a lighdyefoot boy who runs up from t
beach.

"What have you got?"

"A fish." | smile and give it to he

http://www.katherinemansfieldsociety.org

22



. . . The same girl, the same boy, different costsitting at an open window, eatil
fruit and leaning out and laughin

"All the wild strawberries are for you, Mouse. | wibtouch one.'
. .. A wet night. The are going home together under an umbrella. Thgy en the doo

to press their wet cheeks togetf

And so on and so on until some dirty old gallanines up to my table and sits oppo:
and begins to grimace and yap. Until | hear mysalfing: "Bu I've got the little girl for
you, mon vieuxSo little . . . so tiny." | kiss the tips of my gars

and lay them upon my heart. "I give you my wordhohour as a gentleman, a writ
serious, young, and extremely interested in mo&awglish literatur.”

| must go. | must go. | reach down my coat and Retdame knows me. "You have

dined yet?" she smiles.

"No, not yet, Madame."
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