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"Do you think we might & her to come with us," said Fui&in Elsa, retying her pin
sash ribbon before my mirror. "You know, althoudie $s so intellectual, | cannot he
feeling convinced that she has some secret so#kad Lisa told me this morning, as s
was turning out my room, that she remains hourshamds by herself, writing; in fa
Lisa says she is writing a book! | suppose thathy she never cares to mingle with
and has so little time for her husband anachild.”

"Well, you ask her," said I. "I have never spoken to the la

Elsa blushed faintly. "I have only spoken to heceh she confessed. "l took her a bu
of wild flowers, to her room, and she came to tberdn a white gown, with her he
loose Never shall | forget that moment. She jusok the flowers, and | heard h—
because the door was not quite properly —I heard her, as | walked down the pass:
saying 'Purity, fragrance, the fragrance of pusatyd the purity of fragrance! It as
wonderful!"

At that moment Frau Kellermann knocked at the d

"Are you ready?" she said, coming into the room aadding to us very genially. "Tf
gentlemen are waiting on the steps, and | havedagiee Advanced Lady to come w
US."

"Na, how exraordinary!" cried Elsa. "But this moment the giggdFrau and | were
debating whether — "

"Yes, | met her coming out of her room and she sh&lwas charmed with the idea. L
all of us, she has never been to Schlingen. Shdovenstairs now, talkingto Herr
Erchardt. | think we shall have a delightful afteon.”

"Is Fritzi waiting too?" asked Els

"Of course he is, dear ch —as impatient as a hungry man listening for the elirbell.
Run along!"

Elsa ran, and Frau Kellermann smiled at me ficantly. In the past she and | h
seldom spoken to each other, owing to thct that her "one remaining joy— her
charming little Karl —had never succeeded in kindling into flame thoserksp of
maternity which are supposed to glow in great nusibgon the altar of ever
respectable female heart; but, in view of a pretaeeli journey together, we beca
delightfully cordial.

"For us," she said, "there will be a double joy. B¥all be able to watch the happines
these two dear children, Elsa aFritz. They only received the letters of blessingnt
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their parents yesterday morning. It is a very geathing, but whenever | am in t
company of newlyengaged couples | blossom. Ne-engaged couples, mothers w
first babies, and normal deathbéhave precisely the same effect on me. Shall wetfa
others?"

| was longing to ask her why normal deathbeds shoalise anyone to burst into flow
and said, "Yes, do let us

We were greeted by the little party of "cure gueststhe pension ste, with those cries
of joy and excitement which herald so pleasantly thildest German excursion. Hi
Erchardt and | had not met before that day, sactoordance with strict pension custc
we asked each other how long we had slept duriagnight, ha we dreamed agreeab
what time we had got up, was the coffee fresh wilierhad appeared at breakfast,
how had we passed the morning. Having toiled upsehstairs of almost nation
politeness we landed, triumphant and smiling, aagspd to recovebreath.

"And now," said Herr Erchardt, "l have a pleasuretore for you. The Frau Professo
going to be one of us for the afternoon. Yes," mogdraciously to the Advanced Lac
"Allow me to introduce you to each othe

We bowed very formally, nd looked each other over with that eye which ievkm as
"eagle" but is far more the property of the ferthlan that most unoffending of birds.
think you are English?" she said. | acknowledgeal fdct. "I am reading a eat many
English books just now rather, | am studying them

"Nu," cried Herr Erchardt. "Fancy that! What a baiceady! | have made up my mind
know Shakespeare in his mother tongue before Iodiethat you, Frau Professor, sho
be already immersed in those wells of Engthought!"

"From what | have read," she said, "l do not thim&y are very deep wells
He nodded sympatheticall

"No," he answered, "so | have hei. . But do not let us embitter our excursion for
little English friend. We will speak of this other time."

"Nu, are we ready?" cried Fritz, who stood, suppgrElsa’s elbow in his hand, at t
foot of the steps. It was immediately discovereat #arl was lost

"Ka-rl, Karl-chen!" we cried. No respons

"But he was here one moment ago," saerr Langen, a tired, pale youth, who v
recovering from a nervous breakdown due to muclopbphy and little nourishmer
"He was sitting here, picking out the works of wistch with a hairpin!'

Frau Kellermann rounded on him. "Do you mean tq say cear Herr Langen, you d
not stop the child!"

"No," said Herr Langen; "I've tried stopping hinfdre now."

"Da, that child has such energy; never is his batipeace. If he is not doing one thi
he is doing another!"
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"Perhaps he has started on tdiningroom clock now," suggested Herr Lang
abominably hopeful.

The Advanced Lady suggested that we should go withon. "I never take my littl
daughter for walks," she said. "I have accustomedtd sitting quietly in my bedroo
from the time | goout until I return!”

"There he is there he is," piped Elsa, and Karl was observédesling down a chestr-
tree, very much the worse for twic

"I've been listening to what you said about me, mayi he confessed while Fr

Kellermann brushed him wn. "It was not true about the watch. | was onlykimg at it,

and the little girl never stays in the bedroom. 8id me herself she alws goes down
to the kitchen, and - "

"Da, that's enough!" said Frau Kellerma

We marcheden masse along the stion road. It was a very warm afternoon, :
continuous parties of "cure guests”, who were gvineir digestions a quiet airing
pension gardens, called after us, asked if we wengg for a walk, and cried "Herr G
—happy journey" with immense -concealed relish when we mentioned Schlin

"But that is eight kilometres,” shouted one old nwith a white beard, who lean:
against a fence, fanning himself with a yellow hHeerdhief.

"Seven and a half," answered Herr Erchardt shc

"Eight," bdlowed the sage

"Seven and a half!"

"Eight!"

"The man is mad," said Herr Erchar

"Well, please let him be mad in peace," said Iltipgtmy hands over my eal

"Such ignorance must not be allowed to go uncortdtad," said he, and turning his b
on us, too exhausted to cry out any longer, he tyglseven and a half finge

"Eight!" thundered the greybeard, with pristinesfiaess

We felt very sobered, and did not recover until ached a white signpost whi
entreated us to leave the rcand walk through the field pathwithout trampling dowr
more of the grass than was necessary. Being ietexqhrit meant "single file", which wi
distressing for Elsa and Fritz. Karl, like a hambyld, gambolled ahead, and cut dowr
many flowers as@ssible with the stick of his mother's parifollowed the three othe—
then myself -and the lovers in the rear. And above the conviersaff the advance par
| had the privilege of hearing these delicious \phrs.

Fritz: "Do you love me?" Elsa: "M — yes." Fritz passionately: "But how mh?" To
which Elsa never replied except with "How much dgou love me?"

Fritz escaped that truly Christian trap by saylih@sked you first.'
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It grew so confusing that | slipped in froof Frau Kellermann -and walked in the
peaceful knowledge that she was blossoming andsl waer no obligation to infori

even my nearest and dearest as to the preciseityaplacy affections. "What right hav

they to ask each other such questions the day #&dters of blesing have been
received?" | reflected. "What right have they evemuestion each other? Love wh

becomes engaged and married is a purely affirmait@ir — they are usurping tr

privileges of their betters and wiser:

The edges of the field frille over into an immense pine foresvery pleasant and cool
looked. Another signpost begged us to keep to thadopath for Schlingen and depc
waste paper and fruit peelings in wire receptaateched to the benches for the purp
We sat down orthe first bench, and Karl with great curiosity eoqeld the wire
receptacle.

"l love woods," said the Advanced Lady, smilingfpity into the air. "In a wood my ha
already seems to stir and remember something séitage origin.

"But speaking liteally,” said Frau Kellermann, after an appreciatpeuse, "there i
really nothing better than the air of p-trees for the scalp.”

"Oh, Frau Kellermann, please don't break the Spsdid Elsa

The Advanced Lady looked at her very sympathegicaliave you, too, found the mac
heart of Nature?" she sa

That was Herr Langen's cue. "Nature has no hesaid' he, very bitterly and readily,
people do who are overhilosophised and underfed. "She creates that styed®astroy
She eats that she magew up and she spews up that she may eat. Thétyisve, who
are forced to eke out an existence at her tramgket; consider the world mad, a
realise the deadly vulgarity of productiol

"Young man," interrupted Herr Erchardt, "you hawever lived and you have new
suffered!"

"Oh, excuse me khow can you know?

"I know because you have told me, and there's an feihdGome back to this bench
ten years' time and repeat those words to me,"sa@d Kellermann, with an eye up
Fritz, who wa engaged in counting Elsa's fingers with passeofatou — "and bring
with you your young wife, Herr Langen, and watckrhaps, your little child playin
with — " She turned towards Karl, who had rooted an dldsttated paper out of tt
receptacle md was spelling over an advertisement for the gelaent of Beautifu
Breasts.

The sentence remained unfinished. We decided teermav As we plunged more dee|
into the wood our spirits ro —reaching a point where they burst into < — on the part
of the three men 2O Welt, wie bist du wunderbai — the lower part of which we
piercingly sustained by Herr Langen, who attempfeie unsuccessfully to infuse sat
into it in accordance with I "world outlook". They strode ahead and left usrtal after
them — hot and happy.
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"Now is the opportunity,” said Frau Kellermann. ‘dd-rau Professor, do tell us a lit
about your book."

"Ach, how did you know | was writing one?" she drigayfully.

"Elsa, here, had it from Lisa. And never befored | personally known a woman wt
was writing a book. How do you manage to find erotmwrite down?'

"That is never the trouble," said the Advanced | —she took Elsa's arm and leaned
it gently. "The trouble is to know where to stopy lrain has ben a hive for years, ar
about three months ago the f-up waters burst over my soul, and since then |
writing all day until late into the night, still ey finding fresh inspirations and thoug
which beat impatient wings about my hea

"Is it a novel?" asked Elsa shyl

"Of course it is a novel," said

"How can you be so positive?" said Frau Kellermayging me severel
"Because nothing but a novel could produce an elfitexthat."

"Ach, don't quarrel,” said the Advanced Lady sweetkes, it is a novi — upon the
Modern Woman. For this seems to me the woman's. Hbis mysterious and almo
prophetic, it is the symbol of the true advancednan: not one of those violent creatu
who deny their sex and smother their frail wingden.. under — "

"The English tailomade?" from Frau Kellerman
"l was not going to put it like that. Rather, untlee lying garb of false masculinity
"Such a subtle distinction!" | murmure

"Whom then," asked Fudein Elsa, looking adoringly at trAdvanced Lad — "whom
then do you consider the true woma

"She is the incarnation of comprehending Lo\

"But my dear Frau Professor," protested Frau Kelém, "you must remember that ¢
has so few opportunities for exhibiting Love withime famiy circle nowadays. One
husband is at business all day, and naturally eesw sleep when he returns he —
one's children are out of the lap and in at theensity before one can lavish anythinc
all upon them!"

"But Love is not a question of leshing,” said the Advanced Lady. "It is the lampriear
in the bosom touching with serenes all the heights and depths of —

"Darkest Africa,” | murmured flippantly
She did not hear.

"The mistake we have made in the |— as a sex," said she, fisnot realising that oL
gifts of giving are for the whole wor —we are the glad sacrifice of ourselve
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"Oh!" cried Elsa rapturously, and almost burstingpi gifts as she breatl — "how |
know that! You know ever since Fritz and | haverbeagage, | share the desire to gi'
to everybody, to share everything

"How extremely dangerous," saic

"It is only the beauty of danger, or the dangebeduty” said the Advanced Le — "and
there you have the ideal of my b(— that woman is nothing butggft.”

| smiled at her very sweetly. "Do you know," | sait] too, would like to write a bool
on the advisability of caring for daughters, arklrtg them for airings and keeping the
out of kitchens!"

| think the masculine element must have feese angry vibrations: they ceased fi
singing, and together we climbed out of the woodseée Schlingen below us, tucked i
circle of hills, the white houses shining in thenlgght, "for all the world like eggs in
bird's nest", as Herr Erchardt cared. We descended upon Schlingen and demse
sour milk with fresh cream and bread at the InthefGolden Stag, a most friendly pla
with tables in a rosgarden where hens and chickens rar — even flopping upon th
disused tables and pecking he red checks on the cloths. We broke the breadtird
bowls, added the cream, and stirred it round wahWwooden spoons, the landlord ¢
his wife standing by.

"Splendid weather!" said Herr Erchardt, waving $p®on at the landlord, who shrug¢
his shoulders.

"What! you don't call it splendid!
"As you please,” said the landlord, obviously saagrus.

"Such a beautiful walk,” said fulein Elsa, making a free gift of her most charmr
smile to the landlady.

"l never walk," said the landladywhen | go to Mindelbau my man drives — I've
more important things to do with my legs than wiéikm through the dust

"l like these people," confessed Herr Langen to 'thike them very, very much. | thin
| shall take a room here for the whole suer."

"Why?"
"Oh, because they live close to the earth, anctther despise it.

He pushed away his bowl of sour milk and lit a oagie. We ate, solidly and serious
until those seven and a half kilometres to Mindelbarietched before us like aternity.
Even Karl's activity became so full fed that he ¢aythe ground and removed his leal
waistbelt. Elsa suddenly leaned over to Fritz amispered, who on hearing her to -
end and asking her if she loved him, got up andenzalittle speect

"We —we wish to celebrate our betrotha — by — @king you all to drive back with us
the landlord's cart — if # will hold us!"

http://www.katherinemansfieldsociety.org



"Oh, what a beautiful, noble idea!" said Frau Ketlann, heaving a sigh of relief tr
audibly burst two hooks.

"It is my little gift," said Elsa to the Advanced Ladyho by virtue of three portior
almost wept tears of gratituc

Squeezed into the peasant cart and driven by titkoliad, who showed his contempt
mother earth by spitting savagely every now andn, we jolted home again, and t
nearer we came to Mindelbau the more we loveddtare anothe

"We must have many excursions like this," said Hegohardt to me, "for one surely gt
to know a person in the simple surroundings ofdpen ai — oneshares the same joys —
one feels friendship. What is it your Shakespeangs? One moment, | have it. T
friends thou hast, and their adoption t —grapple them to thy soul with hoops of ste

"But,” said I, feeling very friendly towards himtheé bcdher about my soul is that
refuses to grapple anybody at —and | am sure that the dead weight of a friend w!
adoption it had tried would kill it immediately. Mer yet has it shown the slightest s
of a hoop!"

He bumped against my knees ancused himself and the cart.

"My dear little lady, you must not take the quatatiliterally. Naturally, one is nc
physically conscious of the hoops; but hoops thesein the soul of him or her who lov
his fellowsmen... Take this afternoon, for insce. How did we start out? As strang
you might almost say, and ' —all of us — how have we come home?"

"In a cart,” said the only remaining joy, who spbao his mother's lap and felt sic

We skirted the field that we had passed througlnggooundby the cemetery. He
Langen leaned over the edge of the seat and gréetaptaves. He wastting next to the
Advanced Lady -nside the shelter of her shoulder. | heard hemnuur "You look like a
little boy with your hair blowing about in the wiricHerr Langen, slightly less bitl —
watched the last graves disappear. And | heardnvemur: "Why are you scad? | too
am very sad sometimesbdt— you look young emugh for me to dare to say t | — too
— know of much joy!"

"What do you know?" sdihe.

| leaned over and touched the Advanced Lady's H&takn't it been a nice afternoon?
said questioningly. "But you know, that thy of yours about women and Lo- it's as
old as the hill -eh, older!"

From the road a sudden shout of triumples, there he was againwhite beard, silk
handkerchief and undaunted enthusie

"What did | say? Eight kilometr it — is!"
"Seven and a half!" shrieked Herr Ercha

"Why, then, do you return in carts? Eight kilometiemust be.'
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Herr Erchardt mde a cup of his hands and stood up in the joltiag while Frat
Kellermann clung to his knees. "Seven and a h

"Ignorance must not go uncontradicted!" | said® Advanced Lady
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