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SOMETHING CHILDISH BUT VERY NATURAL (1914)
By Katherine Mansfield

Whetherhe had forgotten what it felt like, or his head madlly grown bigger since tf
summer before, Henry could not decide. But hiswstheat hurt him: it pinched h
forehead and started a dull ache in two bones just over the temples. So he chc
corner seat in a thirdlass “smoker,” took off his hat and put it in ttaek with his large
black cardboard portfolio and his Aunt B's Chris¢-present gloves. The carriage sn
horribly of wet indiarubbe and soot. There were ten minutes to spare beferdéram
went, so Henry decided to go and have a look abtw-stall. Sunlight darted throug
the glass roof of the station in long beams of land gold; a little boy ran up and do
carrying a tray bprimroses; there was something about the p—about the women
especially—something idle and yet eager. The most thrilling dathe year, the firs
real day of Spring had unclosed its warm delicibeauty even to London eyes. It F
put a spangle irvery colour and a new tone in every voice, ang fatks walked as
though they carried real live bodies under thesthets with real live hearts pumping f
stiff blood through.

Henry was a great fellow for books. He did not reshy nor did he posss above half-
a-dozen. He looked at all in the Charing Cross Raathd luncl-time and at any od
time in London; the quantity with which he was ardding terms was amazing. By |
clean neat handling of them and by his nice chofgehrase when discung them with
one or another bookseller you would have thought tle had taken his pap with a to
propped before his nurse's bosom. But you woulct Heaen quite wrong. That was ol
Henry's way with everything he touched or said.tTafgernoon it wasn anthology of
English poetry, and he turned over the pages @ntitle struck his ey—Something

Childish but very Natural

Had | but two little wings

And were a little feathery bir

To you I'd fly, my dea

But thoughts like these are idle thir
And | stay her¢

But in my sleep to you | fI

I'm always with you in my slee
The world is all one's ow

But then one wakes and where ai
All, all alone

Sleep stays not though a monarch |
So | love to wake at break of d
For though my skep be gone,
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Yet while' tis dark one shuts one's |
And so, dreams @

He could not have done with the little poem. It waa$ the words so much as the wh
air of it that charmed him! He might have writtenlying in bed, very early in th
morning,and watching the sun dance on the ceiling. “still like that,” thought Henry
“I am sure he wrote it when he was Fawake some time, for it's got a smile of a dre
on it.” He stared at the poem and then looked amray repeated it by heart, missa
word in the third verse and looked again, and agaitii he became conscious
shouting and shuffling, and he looked up to sedrtiie moving slowly

“God's thunder!” Henry dashed forward. A man witfley and a whistle had his hand
a door. He altched Henry somehow ... Henry was inside with therddammed, in .
carriage that wasn't a “smoker,” that had not eetraf his straw hat or the black portfo
or his Aunt B's Christmi-present gloves. Instead, in the opposite cornesechgains
the wall, there sat a girl. Henry did not dare to lodkhar, but he felt certain she w
staring at him. “She must think I'm mad,” he thoygtashing into a train without ever
hat, and in the evening, too.” He felt so funny. dién't know how to sit orprawl. He
put his hands in his pockets and tried to appede gudifferent and frown at a lar¢
photograph of Bolton Abbey. But feeling her eyestom he gave her just the tinie
glance. Quick she looked away out of the window, and thesniy, carefulof her
slightest movement, went on looking. She sat preagainst the window, her cheek ¢
shoulder half hidden by a long wave of mari¢-coloured hair. One little hand in a gr
cotton glove held a leather case on her lap wighftials E. M. on . The other hand st
had slipped through the wind-strap, and Henry noticed a silver bangle on thest
with a Swiss cowiell and a silver shoe and a fish. She wore a ggeahand a hat with
wreath round it. All this Henry saw while the tittd the new poem persisted in
brain—Something Childish but very Natural. “I suppose she goes to some schoc
London,” thought Henry. “She might be in an offi€é&h, no, she is too young. Besic
she'd have her hair up if she was. It isn't evemrdioer bacl’ He could not keep his ey
off that beautiful waving ha “My eyes are like two drunken bees. ..." Now, | wonie
| read that or made it up

That moment the girl turned round and, catchingghéce, she blushed. She bent
head to hide the red cwr that flew in her cheeks, and Henry, terribly ambassed
blushed too. “I shall have to spe—have to—have to!” He started putting up his hanc
raise the hat that wasn't there. He thought thatyuit gave him confidenc

“I'm—I'm most awfully soty,” he said, smiling at the girl's hat. “But | cagb on sittinc
in the same carriage with you and not explaininy Widashed in like that, without rr
hat even. I'm sure | gave you a fright, and just havas staring at yc—but that's only
an awful falt of mine; I'm a terrible starer! If you'd like nte explai—how | got in
here—not about the staring, of cours—he gave a little laugh=+will.”

For a minute she said nothing, then in a low, shige—*It doesn't matter.

The train had flung behind t roofs and chimneys. They were swinging into thentouy
past little black woods and fading fields and poolswater shining under an apric
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evening sky. Henry's heart began to thump and tioetdte beat of the train. He could
leave it like that. Sheat so quiet, hidden in her fallen hair. He fe#ittit was absolutel
necessary that she should look up and understar— understand him at least. He le.
forward and clasped his hands round his ki

“You see I'd just put all my thin—a portfolio—into a thirdelass ‘smoker’ and we
having a look at the boestall,” he explained.

As he told the story she raised her head. He sawgreg eyes under the shadow of
hat and her eyebrows like two gold feathers. Hps lwere faintly parted. Almo:
unaonsciously he seemed to absorb the fact that skewearing a bunch of primros
and that her throat was wk—the shape of her face wonderfully delicate agafighat
burning hair."How beautiful she is! How simply beautiful she”isang Henry's het,
and swelled with the words, bigger and bigger aamhbling like a marvellous bubl—
so that he was afraid to breathe for fear of bregki

“I hope there was nothing valuable in the portfdlsaid she, very grav

“Oh, only some silly drawings tF | was taking back from the office,” answered Hel
airily. “And—I was rather glad to lose my hat. It had been hgnthe all day.

“Yes,” she said, “it's left a mark,” and she neanhyiled

Why on earth should those words have made Henfysteé&ee sddenly and so hapy
and so madly excited? What was happening betwesm2hThey said nothing, but
Henry their silence was alive and warm. It covelngd from his head to his feet in
trembling wave. Her marvellous words, “It's madenark,” had in somr mysterious
fashion established a bond between them. They cmtlthe utter strangers to each ot
if she spoke so simply and so naturally. And now slas really smiling. The smi
danced in her eyes, crept over her cheeks to peahd stayed therHe leant back. Th
words flew from him.—Isn't life wonderful!”

At that moment the train dashed into a tunnel. Blarth her voice raised against the nc
She leant forward.

“I don't think so. But then I've been a fatalist olong time now—a paus— “months.”
They were shattering through the dark. “Why?” chliéenry

“Oh. ...”

Then she shrugged, and smiled and shook her hesahing she could not speak aga
the noise. He nodded and leant back. They camefdhe tunnel into a sprinkle of ligh
and houses. He waited for her to explain. But sheugoaind buttoned her coat and

her hands to her hat, swaying a little. “I get bete,” she said. That seemed q
impossible to Henry.
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The train slowed down and the lights outside gremghber. Shemoved towards his er
of the carriage.

“Look here!” he stammered. “Shan't | see you agaih got up, too, and leant agail
the rack with one hand. must see you again.” The train was stopp

She said breathlessly, “I come down from Londomrgesering.”

“You—you—you do—eally?” His eagerness frightened her. He was qtuckurb it.
Shall we or shall we not shake hands? raced thrbiggbrain. One hand was on the -
handle, the other held the little bag. The trampped. Without another word glance
she was gone.

Then came Saturdaya—half day at the offi—and Sunday between. By Mond
evening Henry was quite exhausted. He was at #i®stfar too early, with a pack
silly thoughts at his heels as it were driving himand down. “Sr didn't say she carmr
by this train!” “And supposing | go up and she cots.” “There may be somebody w
her.” “Why do you suppose she's ever thought of ggain?” “What are you going to s
if you do see her?” He even prayed, “Lord if ity will, let us meet.

But nothing helped. White smoke floated againstrtw of the statio—dissolved and
came again in swaying wreaths. Of a sudden, asatehed it, so delicate and so sile
moving with such mysterious grace above the crond the scuffle, k grew calm. He
felt very tired—he only wanted to sit down and shut his —she was not comir—a
forlorn relief breathed in the words. And then lavsher quite near to him walkir
towards the train with the same little leather cimsber hand. Henry wied. He knew,
somehow, that she had seen him, but he did not motieshe came close to him a
said in her low, shy voiee“Did you get them again?”

“Oh, yes, thank you, | got them again,” and witfuany half gesture he showed her
portfolio and thegloves. They walked side by side to the train amd an empty carriag
They sat down opposite to each other, smiling tiyniit not speaking, while the tra
moved slowly, and slowly gathered speed and smestirHenry spoke fir:

“It's so silly,” hesaid, “not knowing your name.” She put back a bege of hair that ha

fallen on her shoulder, and he saw how her hanblargrey glove was shaking. Then

noticed that she was sitting very stiffly with harees pressed toget—and he was,
too—bothof them trying not to tremble so. She said “My namEdna.

“And mine is Henry.”

In the pause they took possession of each othense® and turned them over and
them away, a shade less frightened after

“I want to ask you something else nowaid Henry. He looked at Edna, his head a |
on one side. “How old are yot
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“Over sixteen,” she said, “and yol

“I'm nearly eighteen. ...”

“Isn't it hot?” she said suddenly, and pulled céf lgrey gloves and put her hands to
cheeks and kept themette. Their eyes were not frighter—they looked at each oth
with a sort of desperate calmness. If only thetties would not tremble so stupidly! S
half hidden by her hair, Edna st

“Have you ever been in love befor:

“No, never! Have you?”

“Oh, never in all my life.” She shook her head. “I neggen thought it possible

His next words came in a rush. “Whatever have yeenbdoing since last Fridi
evening? Whatever did you do all Saturday and atiday and t-day?’

But she did not answerenly shook her head and smiled and said, “No, youme.”

“I?” cried Henry—and then he found he couldn't tell her either. biddn't climb back t
those mountains of days, and he had to shake a hao

“But it's been agony,” he said, smiling brilliar—"agony.” At that she took away h
hands and started laughing, and Henry joined Hezy Taughed until they were tire

“It's so—so0 extraordinary,” she said. “So suddenly, you knamd | feel as if I'd know
you for years.”

“So do | ...” said Henry. “I blieve it must be the Spring. | believe I've swaléalva
butterfly—and it's fanning its wings just here.” He put hésti on his hea

“And the really extraordinary thing is,” said Edrithat | had made up my mind tha
didn't care for—men at all. | mee all the girls at College—=

“Were you at College?”
She nodded. “A training college, learning to beerstary.” She sounded scorn

“I'm in an office,” said Henry. “An architect's ade—such a funny little place up ol
hundred and thirty stairs. We ght to be building nests instead of houses, | abthink

“Do you like it?”
“No, of course | don't. | don't want to do anythijig you?
“No, | hate it. ... And,” she said, “my mother is aikaria—I believe that makes n

hate it even more.”
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That seemetb Henry quite natural. “It would,” he sa

“Mother and | are exactly alike. | haven't a thingcommon with my father; he's just..
little man in the City—but mother has got wild blood in her and she'srgivéo me. She
hates our life just as much | do.” She paused and frowned. “All the same, we'tdget
on a bit together-that's funny— isn't it? But I'm absolutely alone at hon

Henry was listening-+1 a way he was listening, but there was somethlag he wante
to ask her. He said, very shy“Would you—would you take off your hat

She looked startled. “Take off my ha
“Yes—it's your hair. I'd give anything to see your haioperly.’
She protested. “It isn't really.

“Oh, it is,” cried Henry, and then, as she took off the mat gave her ead a little toss,
“Oh, Ednal! it's the loveliest thing in the worl

“Do you like it?” she said, smiling and very pleds&he pulled it round her should
like a cape of gold. “People generally laugh ait. such an absurd colour.” But Her
would rot believe that. She leaned her elbows on her kardscupped her chin in h
hands. “That's how | often sit when I'm angry dmeht| feel it burning me up. ... Silly

“No, no, not a bit,” said Henry. “I knew you did'sl your sort of weapon against the
dull horrid things.”

“However did you know that? Yes, that's just itt Bowever did you know’

“Just knew,” smiled Henry. “My God!” he cried, “whéools people are! All the littl
pollies that you know and that | know. Just lookyati and me. Herwe are—that's all
there is to be said. | know about you and you kraibeut m—we've just found eac
other—quite simply—ust by being natural. That's all life—something childish an
very natural. Isn't it?”

“Yes—yes,” she said eagerly. “That's what lalways thought.”

“It's people that make things—silly. As long as you can keep away from them y&
safe and you're happy.”

“Oh, I've thought that for a long time

“Then you're just like me,” said Henry. The wondérthat was so great that he alm
wanted to cry. Instead he said very solemnly: ‘lidve we're the only two people ali
who think as we do. In fact, I'm sure of it. Nobaglyderstands me. | feel as thoug
were living in a world of strange beir—do you?”

“Always.”
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“We'll be in that l@athsome tunnel again in a minute,” said Henry. ‘®@dran —just
touch your hair?”

She drew back quickly. “Oh, no, please don't,” asdhey were going into the dark ¢
moved a little away from hir

“Edna! I've bought the tickets. The man at thncert hall didn't seem at all surprised t
| had the money. Meet me outside the gallery dabtbree, and wear that cream blo
and the corals-will you? | love you. | don't like sending thesdtées to the shop.
always feel those people with ‘Lers received’ in their window keep a kettle in tF
back parlour that would steam open an elephant'efesn envelope. But it rea doesn't
matter, does it, darling? Can you get away on Syh&aetend you are going to spend
day with one of the gisl from the office, and let's meet at some littiacpel and walk o
find a field where we can watch the daisies unogrli do love you, Edna. But Sunde
without you are simply impossible. Don't get runep\efore Saturday, and don't
anything out of tin or drink anything from a public fountain. Tisaall, darling.

“My dearest, yes, I'll be there on Satur—and I've arranged about Sunday, too. Th
one great blessing. I'm quite free at home. | hasecome in from the garden. It's suc
lovely evening. Oh, Henry, | could sit and cry, | loyeu so tenight. Silly—isn't it? |
either feel so happy | can hardly stop laughinglee so sad | can hardly stop crying
both for the same reason. But we are so youngwe faund each other, are we? | am

sending you a violet. It is quite warm. | wish yaare here now, just for a minute ev
Goodnight, darling. | am Ednga

“Safe,” said Edna, “safe! And excellent placesndréney, Henry?

She stood up to take off her coat and Henry r a movement to help her. “F—no—it's
off.” She tucked it under the seat. She sat dowaideehim. “Oh, Henry, what have y:
got there? Flowers?”

“Only two tiny little roses.” He laid them in heap

“Did you get my letter all right?” asked Edna, umpinc the paper.

“Yes,” he said, “and the violet is growing beaultliyuYou should see my room. | plant
a little piece of it in every corner and one on pijow and one in the pocket of n
pyjama jacket.”

She shook her hair at him. “Henry, give me the famme.”

“Here it is—you can read it with me. I'll hold it for yot

“No, let me have it.”
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“Well, then, I'll read it for you.

“No, you can have it aftel

“Edna,” he whispered.

‘Oh, please don't,” she pleaded. “Not t—the people.”

Why did he want to toucher so much and why did she mind? Whenever he whasher
he wanted to hold her hand or take her arm whey weadked together, or lean agail
her—not hard—ust lean lightly so that his shoulder should tohehn shoulde—and she
wouldn't even have thafll the time that he was away from her he was hynge
craved the nearness of her. There seemed to bextanti warmth breathing from Ed
that he needed to keep him calm. Yes, that waéeitcouldn't get calm with her becat
she wouldn't let him tach her. But she loved him. He knew that. Why did feel sc
curiously about it? Every time he tried to or ewasked for her hand she shrank back
looked at him with pleading frightened eyes as gtohe wanted to hurt her. They col
say anything toeach other. And there wasn't any question of thelonging to eac
other. And yet he couldn't touch her. Why, he cotildven help her off with her coi
Her voice dropped into his thougt

“Henry!” He leaned to listen, setting his lips.Wiant to exllain something to you. | wil
— | will — | promise —after the concert

“All right.” He was still hurt

“You're not sad, are you?” he s

He shook his head.

“Yes, you are, Henry.”

“No, really not.” He looked at the roses lying iarthands

“Well, are you happy?”

“Yes. Here comes the orchesti

It was twilight when they came out of the hall. Aud net of light hung over the stre:
and houses, and pink clouds floated in a pale Akythey walked away from the hi
Henry felt they were very little aralone. For the first time since he had known Edg:

heart was heavy.

“Henry!” She stopped suddenly and stared at hinmeriity, I'm not coming to the stati
with you. Don't—eon't wait for me. Please, please leave

“My God!” cried Henry, and startedwhat's the matter—Ednadarlinc—Edna, what
have | done?”
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“Oh, nothing—go away,” and she turned and ran across the strgeta square an
leaned up against the square rail—and hid her face in her hands.

“Edna—Edna—y little love—you're crying. Edna, my baby girl!”
She leaned her arms along the railings and sobisadaedly

“Edna—stop—it's all my fault. I'm a foc—I'm a thundering idiot. I've spoiled yo
afternoon. I've tortured you with my idiotic madobty clumsiness. That's it. Isn't
Edna? For God's sake.”

“Oh,” she sobbed, “I do hate hurting you so. Evime you ask me to |—let you hold
my hand or—er kiss me | could kill myself for not doinc—for not letting you. | don'
know why | don't even.” She said wildly. “It's nttat I'm frigitened of yo—it's not

that—it's only a feeling, Henry, that | can't understamgself even. Give me yol
handkerchief, darling.” He pulled it from his potk&All through the concert I've bee
haunted by this, and every time we meet | knowbit'snd to ome up. Somehow | feel

once we did thatyou know—held each other's hands and kissed it would b
changed-and | feel we wouldn't be free like we —we'd be doing something sect
We wouldn't be children any more silly, isn't it@ feel awkward wh you, Henry, and
I'd feel shy, and | do so feel that just because aied | are you and |, we don't need |
sort of thing.” She turned and looked at him, preg$fier hands to her cheeks in the \
he knew so well, and behind her as in a dream Wwethe sky and half a white moon a

the trees of the square with their unbroken buds.kept twisting, twisting up in h

hands the concert programme. “Henry! You do undacstne—don't you?

“Yes, | think | do. But you're not going to be fhiggned any mo, are you?” He tried t
smile. “We'll forget, Edna. I'll never mention igan. We'll bury the bogy in this sque
— now — you and | —won't we?

“But,” she said, searching his f—"will it make you love me less?”

“Oh, no,” he said. “Nothing cou—nothing on earth could do that.”

* * *

London became their pl-ground. On Saturday afternoons they explored. Toepnd

their own shops where they bought cigarettes areewsaMor Edn—and their own tea-
shop with their own table-their own streets—and one nighhen Edna was supposed

be at a lecture at the Polytechnic they found tbein village. It was the name that me

them go there. “There's white geese in that nasad Henry, telling it to Edna. “And

river and little low houses with old men sittiroutside them-eld sea captains wit

wooden legs winding up their watches, and therelitte shops with lamps in tr

windows.”

It was too late for them to see the geese or ter@n, but the river was there and
houses and even the shops with larin one a woman sat working a sew-machine on
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the counter. They heard the whirring hum and treay Ber big shadow filling the sho
“Too full for a single customer,” said Henry. “& a perfect place

The houses were small and covered with creeper ivy. Some of them had woi
wooden steps leading up to the doors. You had tdogm a little flight of steps to ent
some of the others; and just across the —to be seen from every wind—was the
river, with a walk beside it and some high popteet.

“This is the place for us to live in,” said Henff¥here's a house to let, too. | wonder i
would wait if we asked it. I'm sure it wouls

“Yes, | would like to live there,” said Edr

They crossed the road and she leaned againstuhlke of a tre and looked up at th
empty house, with a dreamy s

“There is a little garden at the back, dear,” dd&hry, “a lawn with one tree on it al
some daisy bushes round the wall. At night thesssaine in the tree like tiny candl
And inside there arevo rooms downstairs and a big room with foldingpdoupstair:
and above that an attic. And there are eight staithe kitche—very dark, Edna. Yo
are rather frightened of them, you know. ‘Henryamenould you mind bringing th
lamp? | just want tanake sure that Euphemia has raked out the firerdbefe@ go tc
bed.”

“Yes,” said Edna. “Our bedroom is at the very—that room with the two squa
windows. When it is quiet we can hear the rivewiloy and the sound of the poplar tre
far, far awayrustling and flowing in our dreams, darlin

“You're not cold—are you?” he said, sudder
“No—no, only happy.”

“The room with the folding doors is yours.” Henmgulghed. “It's a mixtu—it isn't a
room at all. It's full of your toys and there'sig blue chair in it where you sit curled 1
in front of the fire with the flames in your c.—because though we're married
refuse to put your hair up and only tuck it insigeir coat for the church service. A
there's a rug on the floor for me to lie decause I'm so lazy. Eupher—that's our
servant—enly comes in the day. After she's gone we go dawthe kitchen and sit ¢
the table and eat an apple, or perhaps we make w@ngist for the sake of hearing
kettle sing. That's not joking. If yousten to a kettle right through it's like an et
morning in Spring.”

“Yes, | know,” she said. “All the different kindg birds.”
A little cat came through the railings of the emptuse and into the road. Edna calle

and bent down and held out heands—Kitty! Kitty!” The little cat ran to her anc
rubbed against her knees.
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“If we're going for a walk just take the cat and gunside the front door,” said Henr
still pretending. “I've got the key

They walked across the road and Edna stood ng the cat in her arms while Her
went up the steps and pretended to open the

He came down again quickly. “Let's go away at ofitegoing to turn into a drean

The night was dark and warm. They did not wantadhgme. “What | feel so certain
is,” said Henry, “that we ought to be living therw. We oughtn't to wait for thing
What's age? You're as old as you'll ever be anainsd. You know,” he said, “I have
feeling often and often that it's dangerous to @itthings—that if you wai for things
they only go further and further awa

“But, Henry,—money! You see we haven't any mon

“Oh, well,—perhaps if | disguised myself as an old man wedcget a job as caretake
in some large housethat would be rather fun. I'd make up a fic history of the hous
if anyone came to look over it and you could drepsand be the ghost moaning ¢
wringing your hands in the deserted picture gallévyfrighten them off. Don't you ev
feel that money is more or less accide—that if one relly wants things it's either the
or it doesn't matter?”

She did not answer thatshe looked up at the sky and said, “Oh dear, Itdwant to gc
home.”

“Exactly—that's the whole trout—and we oughtn't to go home. We ought to be g
back to the house drfind an odd saucer to give the cat the dregdeiilk-jug in. I'm
not really laughing—#m not even happy. I'm lonely for you, E—I would give
anything to lie down and cry” and he added limplyith my head in your lap and yo
darling cheek in my &ir.”

“But, Henry,” she said, coming closer, “you havé&hahaven't you? | mean you &
absolutely certain that we shall have a house thie¢ and everything we we—aren't
you?”

“Not enough—that's not enough. | want to be sitting on thosey wtairs ind taking off
these very boots this very minute. Don't you? ihfanough for you®

“If only we weren't so young” she said miserabl&nd yet,” she sighed, “I'm sure | do
feel very young—feel twenty at least

* * *

Henry lay on his back in thetle wood. When he moved the dead leaves rustleddbe
him, and above his head the new leaves quiveredditntains of green water steepe
sunlight. Somewhere out of sight Edna was gathguingroses. He had been so full
dreams that morning thhe could not keep pace with her delight in the 8osv “Yes,
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love, you go and come back for me. I'm too lazyhé ®iad thrown off her hat and kn
down beside him, and by and by her voice and hetsteps had grown faint Now the
wood was silent excegdor the leaves, but he knew that she was notaveay and h
moved so that the tips of his fingers touched hek jacket. Ever since waking he h
felt so strangely that he was not really awakellabat just dreaming. The time befo
Edna was a deem and now he and she were dreaming together anevdrere in som
dark place another dream waited for him. “No, tbam't be true because | can't e
imagine the world without us. | feel that we twgéther mean something that's got tc
there just asaturally as trees or birds or clouds.” He triedégmember what it had fe
like without Edna, but he could not get back tosthalays. They were hidden by
Edna, with the marigold hair and strange, dreamifesfiled him up to the brim. H
breathd her; he ate and drank her. He walked about wghiming ring of Edna keepir
the world away or touching whatever it lighted oithwits own beauty. “Long after yc
have stopped laughing,” he told her, “I can heaurylaugh running up and down r
veins—and yet-are we a dream?” And suddenly he saw himself anthEs two ver
small children walking through the streets, lookthgpugh windows, buying things al
playing with them, talking to each other, smi—he saw even their gestures and
way theystood, so often, quite still, face to f—and then he rolled over and pressec
face in the leaves4aint with longing. He wanted to kiss Edna, angbtid his arms roun
her and press her to him and feel her cheek hahstdais kiss and kiss her unhe'd no
breath left and so stifle the dre:

“No, | can't go on being hungry like this,” said g, and jumped up and began to rui
the direction she had gone. She had wandered awaggDown in a green hollow t
saw her kneeling, and when she saw she waved and said—=©Oh, Henr—such
beauties! I've never seen such beauties. Comeoakd By the time he had reached |
he would have cut off his hand rather than spail egpiness. How strange Edna \
that day! All the time she talked to Henry eyes laughed; they were sweet
mocking. Two little spots of colour like strawb@siglowed on her cheeks and “I wis
could feel tired,” she kept saying. “I want to waiker the whole world until 1 die
Henry—come along. Walk fast—Henry! If | stat flying suddenly, you'll promise 1
catch hold of my feet, won't you? Otherwise I'tvaecome down.” And “Oh,” she crie
“I am so happy. I'm so frightfully happy!” They camo a weird place, covered w
heather. It was early afternoon and the steamed down upon the purg

“Let's rest here a little,” said Edna, and she wiaihto the heather and lay do\ “Oh,
Henry, it's so lovely. | can't see anything exdéptlittle bells and the sky

Henry knelt down by her and took some primrosesdfuter basket and made a lo
chain to go round her throat. “I could almost &#leep,” said Edna. She crept over to
knees and lay hidden in her hair just beside “It's like being under the sea, isn't
dearest, so sweet and so st

“Yes,” said Henry, in a strange husky voi “Now I'll make you one of violets.” Bt
Edna sat up. “Let's go in,” she s
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They came back to the road and walked a long wdgaEaid, “No, | couldn't walk owvi
the world—'m tired now.” She trailed on the grass edgthe road. “You and | are tire
Henry! How much further is it’

“l don't know—not very far,” said Henry, peering into the distanthen they walked i
silence.

“Oh,” she said at last, “it really is too far, Hgni'm tired and I'm hungry. Carry my sil
basket of primroses.” He took them without lookatdher

At last they came to a village and a cottage wittotace “Teas Providec

“This is the place,” said Henry. “I've often beegré You sit on the little bench and
go and order the tea.” Shat down on the bench, in the pretty garden all eviaihd
yellow with spring flowers. A woman came to the demd leaned against it watchi
them eat. Henry was very nice to her, but Ednandidsay a word. “You haven't be
here for a long spell,” saihe woman.

“No—the garden's looking wonderft

“Fair,” said she. “Is the young lady your sisteFnry nodded Yes, and took some |
“There's a likeness,” said the woman. She came doterthe garden and picked a he
of white jonquils and handed it Edna. “I suppose you don't happen to know any
who wants a cottage,” said she. “My sister's takesnd she left me hers. | want to
it.”

“For a long time?” asked Henry, polite

“Oh,” said the woman vaguely, “that depen

Said Henry, “Well—=+ might know of somebody-eould we go and look at it

“Yes, it's just a step down the road, the littleeamith the apple trees in fr—I'll fetch
you the key.”

While she was away Henry turned to Edna and s&il| you come?” She nodde

They walked down theoad and in through the gate and up the grassyltieen the
pink and white trees. It was a tiny pl—two rooms downstairs and two rooms upst:
Edna leaned out of the top window, and Henry sttatie doorway. “Do you like it?”
asked.

“Yes,” she called, and then made a place for him at the evindCome and look. It's s
sweet.”
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He came and leant out of the window. Below themewtbe apple trees tossing in a fe
wind that blew a long piece of Edna's hair acrasselyes. They did not move. was
evening—the pale green sky was sprinkled with stars. “Ldskle sai— “stars, Henry.”

“There will be a moon in two T's,” said Her

She did not seem to move and yet she was lean@mgsigHenry's shoulder; he put !
arm round her—Are all those rees down there-apple?” she asked in a shaky vc

‘No, darling,” said Henry. “Some of them are fuflangels and some of them are full
sugar almonds-but evening light is awfully deceptive.” She sighddenry—we mustn't
stay here any longer.”

He lether go and she stood up in the dusky room and &mlbler hair. “What has be:
the matter with you all day?” she s—and then did not wait for an answer but rai
him and put her arms round his neck, and pressechéad into the hollow of hi
shoulder*Oh, she breathed, “I do love you. Hold me, Heniyé put his arms round he
and she leaned against him and looked into his. “Hasn't it been terrible, all -day?”
said Edna. “I knew what was the matter and I'vedtevery way | could to tell yohat |
wanted you to kiss methat I'd quite got over the feelini

“You're perfect, perfect, perfect,” said Her

* * *

“The thing is,” said Henry, “how am | going to waihtil evening?” He took his watc
out of his pocket, went into the cottage and pd it into a china jar on the mantelpie
He'd looked at it seven times in one hour, and hewcouldn't remember what time
was. Well, he'd look once again. Fpast four. Her train arrived at seven. He'd hav
start for the station at hepast six.Two hours more to wait. He went through the cott
again—downstairs and upstairs. “It looks lovely,” he sditt went into the garden a
picked a round bunch of white pinks and put thera wase on the little table by Edn
bed. “l don't believe thisthought Henry. “I don't believe this for a minutés too much
She'll be here in two hours and we'll walk homeg Hren I'll take that white jug off tr
kitchen table and go across to Mrs. Biddie's artdtlge milk, and then come back, &
when | cone back she'll have lighted the lamp in the kitclaed I'll look through th
window and see her moving about in the pool of leghp. And then we shall hay
supper, and after supper (Bags | washing up!) ll plod some wood on the fire and we
sit on the heartlug and watch it burning. There won't be a sountepkthe wood an
perhaps the wind will creep round the house once then we shall change our canc
and she will go up first with her shadow on the Iviaside her, and she will call ol
Good-night, Henry—and | shall answ—Goodhight, Edna. And then | shall da
upstairs and jump into bed and watch the tiny bdigbt from her room brush my doc
and the moment it disappears will shut my eyessdeep until morning. Then we'll har
all to-morrow and tanorrow and t-morrow night. Is she thinking all this, too? Ed
come quickly!
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Had | two little wings
And were a little feathery bir
To you I'd fly, my dee—

No, no, dearest. . .Because the waiting is a sort of Heaven, too, wg If you can
understand that. Did you ever know a cottage cetddd on ti-toe. This one is doing
now.”

He was downstairs and sat on the doorstep witlhdmsls clasped round his knees. 1
night when they found the villa—and Edna said, “Haven't ydaith, Henry?” | hadn"
then. Now | have,” he said, “I feel just like Go

He leaned his head against the lintel. He couldlfzd&eep his eyes open, not that he
sleepy, but for some reason and a long time pe

Henry thought he saw a big white th flying down the road. It perched on the gate,
it wasn't a moth. It was a little girl in a pinaéoiWhat a nice little girl, and he smiled
his sleep, and she smiled, too, and turned in d®s &s she walked. “But she can't
living here,” thoudpt Henry. “Because this is ours. Here she cor

When she was quite close to him she took her hamd éinder her pinafore and gave t
a telegram and smiled and went away. There's ayfprasent! thought Henry, staring
it. “Perhaps it's only a ma-believe one, and it's got one of those snakes insitiat fly
up at you.” He laughed gently in the dream and egeih very carefully. “It's just
folded paper.” He took it out and spread it o

The garden became full of shad—they span a web of daress over the cottage a
the trees and Henry and the telegram. But Henrydidnove
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