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By Katherine Mansfield

Children are unaccountable little creatures. Whyustha small boy like Dicky, good
gold as a rule, sensitive, affectionate, obediant marvellously sensible for his a
have moods when, without the slightest warningshedenly wnt “mad dog,” as hi
sisters called it, and there was no doing anytiitly him?

“Dicky, come here! Come here, sir, at once! Do ywmar your mother calling yot
Dicky!”

But Dicky wouldn't come. Oh, he heard right enouggitlear, ringing little laugh we his
only reply. And away he flew; hiding, running thghu the uncut hay on the law
dashing past the woodshed, making a rush for ttehém garden, and there dodgi
peering at his mother from behind the mossy appleks, and leaping up and down |
a wild Indian.

It had begun at teime. While Dicky's mother and Mrs. Spears, who wpsnding the
afternoon with her, were quietly sitting over thegwing in the drawir-room, this,
according to the servant girl, was what had happeaiethe childreis tea. They were
eating their first bread and butter as nicely angty as you please, and the servant
had just poured out the milk and water, when Dicky suddenly seized the bread pl
put it upside down on his head, and clutched teadkiife.

“Look at me!” he shoute

His startled sisters looked, and before the sergahtcould get there, the bread pl
wobbled, slid, flew to the floor, and broke intawrs. At this awful point the little girl
lifted up their voices and shrieked tr loudest.

“Mother, come and look what he's dor

“Dicky's broke a great big plate

“Come and stop him, mothe

You can imagine how mother came flying. But she waslate. Dicky had leapt out
his chair, run through the French windows on to veendah, and, we—there she
stood—popping her thimble on and off, helpless. What dafle do? She couldn't chs

after the child. She couldn't stalk Dicky among #pples and damsons. That would
too undignified. It was more than annoying, it wassprating. Especially as Mr:
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Spears, Mrs. Spears of all people, whose two b@® \wo exemplary, was waiting 1
her in the drawing-room.

“Very well, Dicky,” she cried, “I shall have to thk of some way of punishing yo

“l don't care,” sounded the higittle voice, and again there came that ringing hauihe
child was quite beside himself

“Oh, Mrs. Spears, | don't know how to apologisel&aving you by yourself like this

“It's quite all right, Mrs. Bendall,” said Mrs. Saes, in her soft, sugaryoice, and raising
her eyebrows in the way she had. She seemed te smiherself as she stroked -
gathers. “These little things will happen from titeetime. | only hope it was nothir
serious.”

“It was Dicky,” said Mrs. Bendall, looking ratheelplesly for her only fine needle. Ar
she explained the whole affair to Mrs. Spe

“And the worst of it is, | don't know how to curéh Nothing when he's in that mo
seems to have the slightest effect on h

Mrs. Spears opened her pale eyes. “Not e whipping?” said she.

But Mrs. Bendall, threading her needle, pursed emplips. “We never have whipped t
children,” she said. “The girls never seem to hageded it. And Dicky is such a bal
and the only boy. Somehow .

“Oh, my dear,” said Mrs. Spes, and she laid her sewing down. “I don't wondeskip
has these little outbreaks. You don't mind my sgyga? But I'm sure you make a gr
mistake in trying to bring up children without wpipg them. Nothing really takes

place. And | speak from eerience, my dear. | used to try gentler measu— Mrs.
Spears drew in her breath with a little hissingre—“soaping the boys' tongues, 1
instance, with yellow soap, or making them standhentable for the whole of Saturd
afternoon. But no, beli@yme,” said Mrs. Spears, “there is nothing, theraathing like
handing them over to their fathe

Mrs. Bendall in her heart of hearts was dreadfahpcked to hear of that yellow so.
But Mrs. Spears seemed to take it so much for gcanhat she d too

“Their father,” she said. “Then you don't whip thgourself?’
“Never.” Mrs. Spears seemed quite shocked at tha.itl don't think it's the mothel
place to whip the children. It's the duty of théh&. And, besides, he impresses ther

much more.”

“Yes, | can imagine that,” said Mrs. Bendall, fén
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“Now my two boys,” Mrs. Spears smiled kindly, encagingly, at Mrs. Bendall, “woul
behave just like Dicky if they were not afraid &s it is ...”

“Oh, your boys are perfect little models,” «d Mrs. Bendall.

They were. Quieter, bet-behaved little boys, in the presence of gr-ups, could not be
found. In fact, Mrs. Spears' callers often made rdraark that you never would ha
known that there was a child in the house. Thersni—very often.

In the front hall, under a large picture of fateehy old monks fishing by the riversic
there was a thick, dark horsewhip that had belorigédr. Spears' father. And for sor
reason the boys preferred to play out of sighhdf, behind the dc-kennel or in the to-
house, or round about the dust

“It's such a mistake,” sighed Mrs. Spears; breatlsioftly, as she folded her work, “to
weak with children when they are little. It's sueclsad mistake, and one so easy to m
It's so unfair tahe child. That is what one has to remember. Noek{Ds little escapad
this afternoon seemed to me as though he'd dayrepurpose. It was the child's way
showing you that he needed a whippi

“Do you really think so?” Mrs. Bendall was a wedltle thing, and this impressed F
very much.

“I do; | feel sure of it. And a sharp reminder nawd then,” cried Mrs. Spears in quit
professional manner, “administered by the fathel, save you so much trouble in tl
future. Believe me, my dear.” S put her dry, cold hand over Mrs. Bende

“I shall speak to Edward the moment he comes iid Bicky's mother firmly

The children had gone to bed before the gardenlgatged, and Dicky's father stagge
up the steep concrete steps carrying rcycle. It had been a bad day at the office.
was hot, dusty, tired out.

But by this time Mrs. Bendall had become quite &diover the new plan, and <
opened the door to him hers

“Oh, Edward, I'm so thankful you have come homgg sried

“Why, what's happened?” Edward lowered the bicycle ankl odbhis hat. A red angr
pucker showed where the brim had pressed. “Whp?¥

“Come—come into the drawir-room,” said Mrs. Bendall, speaking very fast. ‘iinply
can't tell you how naughty Dicky hasen. You have no ideayeu can't have at tr
office all day—how a child of that age can behave. He's been gidngladful. | have n
control over him—Aone. I've tried everything, Edward, but it's aluse. The only thin
to do,” she finished breathless"is to whip him —is for you to whip him, Edward
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In the corner of the drawi-room there was a whaist, and on the top shelf stooc
brown china bear with a painted tongue. It seenmethé shadow to be grinning
Dicky's father, to be saying, “Hoorithis is what you've come home t

“But why on earth should | start whipping him?”&¢&dward, staring at the bear. “We
never done it before.”

“Because,” said his wife, “don't you see, it's tmdy thing to do. | can't control the ch
...” Her wordsflew from her lips. They beat round him, beat rodmsl tired head. “Wi
can't possibly afford a nurse. The servant girl hewe than enough to do. And |
naughtiness is beyond words. You don't underst&uldvard; you can't, you're at t
office all day.”

The bear poked out his tongue. The scolding voieetwn. Edward sank into a ch
“What am | to beat him with?” he said weal

“Your slipper, of course,” said his wife. And sheek down to untie his dusty shc

“Oh, Edward,” she wailed, “you've Il got your cycling clips on in the drawi-room.
No, really—"

“Here, that's enough,” Edward nearly pushed herya@ive me that slipper.” He wel
up the stairs. He felt like a man in a dark netdAw he wanted to beat Dicky. Yt
damn it, he wantetb beat something. My God, what a life! The dusswdll in his hoi
eyes, his arms felt heavy.

He pushed open the door of Dicky's slip of a robicky was standing in the middle
the floor in his nighshirt. At the sight of him Edward's heart gawarm throb of rag

“Well, Dicky, you know what I've come for,” said &drd

Dicky made no reply.

“I've come to give you a whipping

No answer.

“Lift up your nightshirt.”

At that Dicky looked up. He flushed a deep pink.u$tl1?” he whispere

“Come on, ow. Be quick about it,” said Edward, and, graspihg slipper, he gav
Dicky three hard slaps.

“There, that'll teach you to behave properly torymother.’

Dicky stood there, hanging his he
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“Look sharp and get into bed,” said his fat
Still he didnot move. But a shaking voice said, “I've not daneteeth yet, Daddy
“Eh, what's that?”

Dicky looked up. His lips were quivering, but higee were dry. He hadn't made a so
or shed a tear. Only he swallowed and said, huskilyaven't done my teh, Daddy.”

But at the sight of that little face Edward turnadd, not knowing what he was doing,

bolted from the room, down the stairs, and out th® garden. Good God! What had

done? He strode along and hid in the shadow op#e tree by thhedge. Whipped
Dicky—whipped his little man with a slipr—and what the devil for? He didn't ev

know. Suddenly he barged into his r—and there was the little chap in his nightst

Dicky's father groaned and held on to the hedgel Bendidn't cry. Nver a tear. If only
he'd cried or got angry. But that “Daddy”! And agdie heard the quivering whisp

Forgiving like that without a word. But he'd nevergive himsel— never. Coward!
Fool! Brute! And suddenly he remembered the timenvbicky had faen off his knee
and sprained his wrist while they were playing tbge He hadn't cried then, either. A

that was the little hero he had just whipj

Something's got to be done about this, thought Edlwde strode back to the house,
the stairs, intdicky's room. The little boy was lying in bed. Inet half light his darl
head, with the square fringe, showed plain agdimstpale pillow. He was lying qui
still, and even now he wasn't crying. Edward shatdoor and leaned against it. Whai
wanted to do was to kneel down by Dicky's bed and amysklf and beg to be forgive
But, of course, one can't do that sort of thingféleawkward, and his heart was wrt
“Not asleep yet, Dicky?” he said light

“No, Daddy.”

Edward came over and sat his boy's bed, and Dicky looked at him through lbisg
lashes.

“Nothing the matter, little chap, is there?” saidviard, half whisperini

“No-o, Daddy,” came from Dick

Edward put out his hand, and carefully he took Pkot little paw

“You—you mush't think any more of what happened just now,ditthan,” he sai
huskily. “See? That's all over now. That's forgott€hat's never going to happen ag

See?”

“Yes, Daddy.”
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“So the thing to do now is to buck up, little cHagaid Edward, “and to sm.” And he
tried himself an extraordinary trembling apology gosmile. “To forget all about —
to—eh? Little man ... Old boy ..

Dicky lay as before. This was terrible. Dicky'shiat sprang up and went over to
window. It was nearly dark in the gardeThe servant girl had run out, and she '
snatching, twitching some white clothes off thelmssand piling them over her arm. [
in the boundless sky the evening star shone, and gum tree, black against the p
glow, moved its long leaves softlyll this he saw, while he felt in his trouser poctat
his moneyBringing it out, he chose a new sixpence and waok!to Dicky

“Here you are, little chap. Buy yourself somethingaid Edward softly, laying th
sixpence on Dicky's pillov

But could even that-eould even a whole sixper—blot out what had bee
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