Katherine
Mansfield
Society

MR AND MRS DOVE (1921)
By Katherine Mansfield

Of course he knew-ro man bette—that he hadn't a ghost of a chance, he hadr
earthly. The very idea of such a thing was prepose So preposterous that h
perfectly understand it if her fat—well, whatever her father chose do he'd perfectl
understand. In fact, nothing short of desperatimthing short of the fact that this w
positively his last day in England for God knowsslong, would have screwed him

to it. And even now... He chose a tie out of thestlofdrawers, a blue and cream chi
tie, and sat on the side of his bed. Supposingegpleed, "What impertinence!" would |
be surprised? Not in the least, he decided, turomdis soft collar and turning it dov
over the tie. He expected her to say soiing like that. He didn't see, if he looked at
affair dead soberly, what else she could

Here he was! And nervously he tied a bow in fronthe mirror, jammed his hair dov
with both hands, pulled out the flaps of his jagketkets. Making betven 500 and 600
pounds a year on a fruit farm—of all places—Rhodesia. No capital. Not a pen
coming to him. No chance of his income increasiogdit least four years. As for loo
and all that sort of thing, he was completely duthe running. He cddn't even boast of
top-hole health, for the East Africa business had kaddkim out so thoroughly that he
had to take six months' leave. He was still felyrfphle—worse even than usual tt
afternoon, he thought, bending forward and pedntgthemirror. Good heavens! Wh
had happened? His hair looked almost bright grBeash it all, he hadn't green hair at
events. That was a bit too steep. And then thengigkt trembled in the glass; it was t
shadow from the tree outside. Reggie turlaway, took out his cigarette case,
remembering how the mater hated him to smoke irbadroom, put it back again a
drifted over to the chest of drawers. No, he waghdd if he could think of one bless
thing in his favour, while she... Ah!... Htopped dead, folded his arms, and leaned
against the chest of drawe

And in spite of her position, her father's weallig fact that she was an only child and
and away the most popular girl in the neighbourhdodspite of her beauty and +
cleverness—clevernessit was a great deal more than that, there wasyraathing she
couldn't do; he fully believed, had it been necegsshe would have been a genius
anything—n spite of the fact that her parents adored hed, she them, and th'd as
soon let her go all that way as... In spite of gw&ngle thing you could think of, ¢
terrific was his love that he couldn't help hopiigell, was it hope? Or was this que
timid longing to have the chance of looking after,iof making it hi job to see that she
had everything she wanted, and that nothing caraeher that wasn't perfe—just love?
How he loved her! He squeezed hard against the ofiesawers and murmured to it,
love her, | love her!" And just for the moment hasmwvithher on the way to Umtali.
was night. She sat in a corner asleep. Her soft wlais tucked into her soft collar, f
gold-brown lashes lay on her cheeks. He doted on haradiellittle nose, her perfect lig
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her ear like a baby's, and the ¢-brown cul that half covered it. They were pass
through the jungle. It was warm and dark and faayawlhen she woke up and se
"Have | been asleep?" and he answered, "Yes. Auealjaight? Here, let n—" And he
leaned forward to... He bent over her. Thas such bliss that he could dream no furt
But it gave him the courage to bound downstairssrtatch his straw hat from the hi
and to say as he closed the front door, "Wellnl @aly try my luck, that's all.

But his luck gave him a nasty jar, say the least, almost immediately. Promenadin
and down the garden path with Chinny and Biddy,aheient Pekes, was the mater.
course Reginald was fond of the mater and all that—she meant well, she had no ¢
of grit, and so on. But there w no denying it, she was rather a grim parent. Arede
had been moments, many of them, in Reggie's ld#&rb Uncle Alick died and left hi
the fruit farm, when he was convinced that to lwadow's only son was about the wo
punishment a chap coulcave. And what made it rougher than ever was thatveas
positively all that he had. She wasn't only a careti parent, as it were, but she |
quarrelled with all her own and the governor'stiefes before Reggie had won his fi
trouser pockets. So thashenever Reggie was homesick out there, sittinghis dark
veranda by starlight, while the gramophone cri&@gdr, what is Life but Love?" his on
vision was of the mater, tall and stout, rustlirgva the garden path, with Chinny a
Biddy at her heels...

The mater, with her scissors outspread to snahélae of a dead something or ott
stopped at the sight of Regg

"You are not going out, Reginald?" she asked, geibiat he was

"Il be back for tea, mater," said Reggie weaktinging hi: hands into his jacke
pockets.

Snip. Off came a head. Reggie almost jum|
"l should have thought you could have spared yoather your last afternoon,” said s

Silence. The Pekes stared. They understood everg ofothe mater's. Biddy lay dov
with her tongue poked out; she was so fat and glskeylooked like a lump of he
melted toffee. But Chinny's porcelain eyes glooraeReginald, and he sniffed faintly,
though the whole world were one unpleasant smeip,Svent the scissors again.or
little beggars; they were getting

"And where are you going, if your mother may ask8Ked the mate

It was over at last, but Reggie did not slow dowvatilthe was out of sight of the hou
and halfway to Colonel Proctor's. Then only he notiwhat a tophole afternoon it was
It had been raining all the morning, late summanm, revarm, heavy, quick, and now t
sky was clear, except for a long tail of little wtts, like duckings, sailing over the fore
There was just enough wind to shake last drops off the trees; one warm star spla:
on his hand. Ping!-another drummed on his hat. The empty road gleathedhedge
smelled of briar, and how big and bright the hablgks glowed in the cottage garde
And here was Colonel Proct—here t was already. His hand was on the gate,
elbow jogged the syringa bushes, and petals ardrpstattered over his coat sleeve.
wait a bit. This was too quick altogether. He'd nmda think the whole thing out aga
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Here, steady. But he was wig up the path, with the huge rose bushes on esttier It
can't be done like this. But his hand had graspedbell, given it a pull, and startec
pealing wildly, as if he'd come to say the house wa fire. The housemaid must he
been in the halltoo, for the front door flashed open, and Reggise slaut in the empt
drawingfoom before that confounded bell had stopped ropgBtrangely enough, whi
it did, the big room, shadowy, with some one's galréying on top of the grand pian
bucked him up-er rather, excited him. It was so quiet, and yebme moment the dot
would open, and his fate be decided. The feeling mat unlike that of being at tl
dentist's; he was almost reckless. But at the dame to his immense surprise, Reg
heard mself saying, "Lord, Thou knowest, Thou hast nohe much for me... " Thi
pulled him up; that made him realize again how deadbus it was. Too late. The dc
handle turned. Anne came in, crossed the shadoagespetween them, gave him
hand, andsaid, in her small, soft voice, "I'm so sorry, fatlis out. And mother is havir
a day in town, hatunting. There's only me to entertain you, Regc

Reggie gasped, pressed his own hat to his jackeébris) and stammered out, "As
matter of fact, Ve only come... to say go-bye."

"Oh!" cried Anne softly—she stepped back from him and her grey eyes d—"what a
very short visit!"

Then, watching him, her chin tilted, she laughettight, a long, soft peal, and walk
away from him over to the [no, and leaned against it, playing with the tasdehe
parasol.

“I'm so sorry," she said, "to be laughing like tHiglon't know why | do. It's just a bi
ha—habit." And suddenly she stamped her grey shoetaoida pocke-handkerchief out
of her whte woolly jacket. "I really must conquer it, itsotabsurd,"” said sh

"Good heavens, Anne," cried Reggie, "l love to hgan laughing! | can't imagin
anything more—"

But the truth was, and they both knew it, she wasdways laughing; it wasn't rlly a
habit. Only ever since the day they'd met, evecesithat very first moment, for sor
strange reason that Reggie wished to God he understnne had laughed at him. Wr
It didn't matter where they were or what they wil&ing about. They migkbegin by
being as serious as possible, dead se—at any rate, as far as he was conce—but
then suddenly, in the middle of a sentence, Anneldvglance at him, and a little qui
quiver passed over her face. Her lips parted, s danced, and sbegan laughinc

Another queer thing about it was, Reggie had aa &le didn't herself know why s
laughed. He had seen her turn away, frown, sudlerrcheeks, press her hands toget
But it was no use. The long, soft peal soundedn evigle she ded, "I don't know why
I'm laughing." It was a mystery

Now she tucked the handkerchief aw

"Do sit down," said she. "And smoke, won't you? fEhare cigarettes in that little b
beside you. I'll have one too." He lighted a mdtmhher, and as s| bent forward he sa
the tiny flame glow in the pearl ring she wore.i8ltc-morrow that you're going, isn't it’
said Anne.
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"Yes, tomorrow as ever was," said Reggie, and he blewtla fan of smoke. Why o
earth was he so nervous? Nervous wasr word for it.

"It's—it's frightfully hard to believe," he adde

"Yes—isn't it?" said Anne softly, and she leaned forwardl rolled the point of he
cigarette round the green «-tray. How beautiful she looked like th—simply
beautiful—and she was ssmall in that immense chair. Reginald's heart weilith
tenderness, but it was her voice, her soft volt, made him tremble. "I feel you've be
here for years," she said.

Reginald took a deep breath of his cigarette. Ytiastly, this idea of (ng back," he
said.

" C00-ro0-co0-coo-coo,"” sounded from the quie

"But you're fond of being out there, aren't youaidsAnne. She hooked her fing
through her pearl necklace. "Father was saying tr@yother night how lucky he thouc
you were to ha® a life of your own." And she looked up at him.giRald's smile wa
rather wan. "I don't feel fearfully lucky," he sdightly.

"R00-Cc00-c00-c00," came again. And Anne murmured, "You mean itelg."

"Oh, it isn't the loneliness | care about,” sReginald, and he stumped his cigar
savagely on the green «tray. "I could stand any amount of it, used to likeven. It's
the idea of— Suddenly, to his horror, he felt himself blushi

"Roo-coo-coo-coo! Roo-coo-coo-coo!”

Anne jumped up. "Comand say goc-bye to my doves," she said. "They've been mc
to the side veranda. You do like doves, don't Reggie?'

"Awfully," said Reggie, so fervently that as he opd the French window for her a
stood to one side, Anne ran forward and lauglt the doves instead.

To and fro, to and fro over the fine red sand anftbor of the dove house, walked f
two doves. One was always in front of the othere @ forward, uttering a little cr
and the other followed, solemnly bowing and bowifipu see,” explained Anne, "tt
one in front, she's Mrs. Dove. She looks at Mr. ®and gives that little laugh and rt
forward, and he follows her, bowing and bowing. Ahdt makes her laugh again. Aw
she runs, and after her,” cried Anne, and she ak on her heels, "comes poor N
Dove, bowing and bowing... and that's their whdke [They never do anything else, y
know." She got up and took some yellow grains dua doag on the roof of the do
house. "When you think of them, out in Rhodesiaggie, you can be sure that is wil
they will be doing... "

Reggie gave no sign of having seen the doves bawhg heard a word. For the mom
he was conscious only of the immense effort it ttmkear his secret out of himself a
offer it to Anne. "Ane, do you think you could ever care for me?" disvdone. It wa
over. And in the little pause that followed Regthabhw the garden open to the light,
blue quivering sky, the flutter of leaves on theavela poles, and Anne turning over
grains & maize on her palm with one finger. Then slowlg siut her hand, and the n
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world faded as she murmured slowly, "No, neverhat tvay." But he had scarcely tir
to feel anything before she walked quickly awayd &e followed her down the stej
alongthe garden path, under the pink rose arches, atimesswn. There, with the g:
herbaceous border behind her, Anne faced Regitialidn't that I'm not awfully fond o
you," she said. "I am. Bi—her eyes widened—"not in the waya-guiver passed ov
her face—one ought to be fond —" Her lips parted, and she couldn't stop hersdié
began laughing. "There, you see, you see," shd,cligs your check-tie. Even at this
moment, when one would think one really would béemm, your tie reminds
fearfully of the bowtie that cats wear in pictures! Oh, please forgive for being st
horrid, please!"

Reggie caught hold of her little warm hand. "Them question of forgiving you," I
said quickly. "How could there be? And | do beliddamow whyl make you laugh. It'
because you're so far above me in every way that somehow ridiculous. | see th
Anne. But if | were to—

"No, no." Anne squeezed his hand hard. "It's nat.tfhat's all wrong. I'm not far abo
you at all. You're much bet than | am. You're marvellously unselfish and... &t
and simple. I'm none of those things. You don'tvkmoe. I'm the most awful characte
said Anne. "Please don't interrupt. And besideat'smot the point. The point —she
shook her head—"I cédn't possibly marry a man | laughed at. Surely gee that. Th
man | marry— breathed Anne softly. She broke off. She drew ha&nd away, an
looking at Reggie she smiled strangely, dreamilyné'man | mar—"

And it seemed to Reggie that a tall, hsome, brilliant stranger stepped in front of |
and took his placethe kind of man that Anne and he had seen oftethetheatre
walking on to the stage from nowhere, without advoatching the heroine in his arr
and after one long, tremendous locarrying her off to anywhere...

Reggie bowed to his vision. "Yes, | see," he saiskily.

"Do you?" said Anne. "Oh, | do hope you do. Becaugeel so horrid about it. It's ¢
hard to explain. You know I've nev—" She stopped. Reggie looked at here was
smiling. "Isn't it funny?" she said. "I can say #ngg to you. | always have been able
from the very beginning.

He tried to smile, to say "I'm glad." She went 8fve never known any one | like .
much as | like you. I've never felt so ha with any one. But I'm sure it's not wt
people and what books mean when they talk aboet IDo you understand? Oh, if y
only knew how horrid | feel. But we'd be like.kéi Mr. and Mrs. Dove.

That did it. That seemed to Reginald final, andestibly true that he could hardly be
it. "Don't drive it home," he said, and he turnedag from Anne and looked across -
lawn. There was the gardener's cottage, with thk dex-tree beside it. A wet, blL
thumb of transparent smoke hung above the ney. It didn't look real. How his thro
ached! Could he speak? He had a shot. "I must tiemge@long home," he croaked, a
he began walking across the lawn. But Anne rarm &fta. "No, don't. You can't go yetl
she said imploringly. "You can't possy go away feeling like that." And she stared u
him frowning, biting her lip
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"Oh, that's all right," said Reggie, giving himsalshake. "I'll... I'—" And he waved hi:
hand as much to say "get over

"But this is awful," said Anne. She claspher hands and stood in front of him. "Sur
you do see how fatal it would be for us to margn'tdyou?"

"Oh, quite, quite,"” said Reggie, looking at herhwliaggard eye:

"How wrong, how wicked, feeling as | do. | mears &ll very well for Mr. ancMrs.
Dove. But imagine that in real |—imagine it!"

"Oh, absolutely," said Reggie, and he started tlk wa. But again Anne stopped hi
She tugged at his sleeve, and to his astonishri@sttime, instead of laughing, s
looked like a little girl wio was going to cry

“Then why, if you understand, are you sc-unhappy?" she wailed. "Why do you mi
so fearfully? Why do you look so ~awful?"

Reggie gulped, and again he waved something awagan help it," he said, "I've had
blow. If I cut off now, I'll be able t—"

"How can you talk of cutting off now?" said Anneosafully. She stamped her foot
Reggie; she was crimson. "How can you be so cruedh't let you go until | know fc
certain that you are just as happy as you wererdgfouasked me to marry you. Sure
you must see that, it's so simpl

But it did not seem at all simple to Reginald.désed impossibly difficuli

"Even if | can't marry you, how can | know that yreuall that way away, with only th
awful mother to wrié to, and that you're miserable, and that it'swglfault?"

"It's not your fault. Don't think that. It's jusitt.” Reggie took her hand off his sleeve
kissed it. "Don't pity me, dear little Anne," heicsgently. And this time he nearly re
underthe pink arches, along the garden p

"Ro0-c00-co0-coo! Roo-coo-coo-coo!” sounded from the veranda. "Reggie, Reg¢
from the garden.

He stopped, he turned. But when she saw his tipugzled look, she gave a little laug

"Come back, Mr. Dove," id Anne. And Reginald came slowly across the I
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