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By Katherine Mansfield
"Who is he?" | said. "And why does he always alone, with his back us, too?"
"Ah!" whispered the Frau Oberregierungsrat, "haBaron."

She looked at me very solemnly, eyet with the slightest possibt®ntemp — a "fancy-
not-recognising-that-atie-first-glance" expression.

"But, poor soul, he cannot help it," | s. "Surely that unfortunate fact ought not to de
him from the pleasures of intellectual intercour

If it had not been for her fork | think she wouldve crosse herself.

"Surely you cannot understand. He is one of thst Barons.

More than a little unnerved, she turned spoke to the Frau Doktor on fleft.
"My omelette is empty empty,” she protested'and this is the third | hatried!"

I looked at the-irst of the Barons. He as eating salad+aking a wholeettuce leaf on
his fork and absting it slowly, rabbi-wise — afascinating process to wat

Small and slight, with scanty blahair and beard and yellowsned complexion, h
invariably wore blak serce clothes, a rough linen shirt, blas&ndals, and the large
black rimmed spectacles that | had eseen.

The Herr Oberlehrer, who sat opposite me, smiledgoantly

"It must be very interestinfor you, gnadig Frau, to be able to watchof course this is
avery fine house. There was a lady from the SpanCourt here in the summer; she he
liver. We often spoke togethe

| looked gratified and humb

"Now, in England, in your 'boarding 'ce’, one does not find the FiSlass, as i
Germany."
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"No, indeed," | replied, still hypnotiseby the Baron, who looked like a little yellc
silkworm.

"The Baron comes every year," went on ther Oberlehrer, "for his nervesHe has
never spoken to any of the gu«—yet! A smile crossed his faceseemed to see h
visions of some splehd upheaval of that silen — adazzling exchange of courtesies i
dim future, a splendid sacrifice olnewspaper tthis Exalted One, a "danke sin" to be
handed down to futurgeneration:

At that moment th@ostman, looking lik a German army officer, camewith the mail.
He threw my letters into y milk pudding, and then turned a waitress and whispere
She retied hastily. The manager of tpension came in with a little tray. A fture post
card was deposited dat) and reverently bowing his head, thenager of the pensic
carried it to the Baron.

Myself, | felt disappointed that thewas not a salute of twenty—figgins

At the end of the meal we were serveith coffee. | noticed the Barctook three lumps
of sugar, putting two in Bicup and wrapping up the thin a corner of his pock-
handkerchief. ld was always the first to enthe dining-roomand the last to leave; ai
in a vacant chair beschim heplaced a little black leather bag.

In the afternoon, leaning from my windol saw him pass down the strewalking
tremulously and carrying the beEach time he passed a lampgst he shrank a little, :
though expecting it to strike him, or nbe thesense of plebeian contaminatic

| wondeed where he was going, and whe carried the bag. Never haseen him at the
Casino or the Bath Estasthment. He looked forlorn, hfeet slipped in his sandals
found myself pitying the Baro

That evening a party of us were gathere the salon dicussing the day"kur" with
feverish animation. Ther&u Oberregierungsrat sat by knitting ashawl for hel
youngest of nine daughters, who was in that 'interesting, frail condition..."But it i
bourd to be quite satisfactoryshe said to me. "Thdear married a bank — the desire of
her life."

There must have been eight or ten ¢ gathered together, we who wemarried
exchanging confidences a: the underclothing and peculiearacteristics of ot
husbands, the unmaed discussing the o\-clothingand peculiar fascinations
Possible Ones.

"I knit them myself," | heard the Frau Leer cry, "of thick grey wool. Hwears one a
month, with two soft collars
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"And then,"” whispered Fulein Lisa, "he saitib me, 'Indeed you please nl shall,
perhaps, write to your mothe

Small wonder that we were atle violently excited, a littlexpostulatory
Suddenly the door opened and admitted the B
Followed a complete and deathlike silel

He came in slowly, hesitated, took up a hpick from a dish on the top the piano, and
went out again.

When the door was closed we raised a trihant cry! It was the first timhe had ever
been known to enter the sal Who could tell what the Future held?

Days lengthened into weeks. Still we weogeher, and still the solitarlittle figure,
head bowed as though urr the weight of the spectacldgunted me. He entered w
the blackbag, he retired with the blabag — and that was all.

At last the manager of the pension tol the Baron was leavinthe nexday.

"Oh," | thought, "surely he cannot drinto obscurity -be lost withouone word! Surely
he will honour the Frna Oberregierungsrat of the FrFeldleutnantswitwonce before he
goes."

In the evening of that day it rained hily. | went to the post officeand as | stood on tf
steps, umbrellaleshgesitating before plunging inthe slushy road, a little, hesitati
voice seemed to come from under elbow.

I looked down. It was the First of thearons with the black bag and umbrella. Was |
mad? Was | sane? He wasking me to share the lattdBut | was exceedingly nice,
trifle diffident, appropriately reverenticTogether we walked through the mud and s

Now, there is something peculiarly intimate in shgan umbrelle

It is apt to put one on the same fing as brushing a man's coat fom — a little daring,
naive.

I longed to know why he sat alone, why larried the bag, what he did day. But he
himself volunteered some informati

"l fear," he said, "that my luggawill be damp. | invariably carry with me in this ba —
one requires so littlefer servants aruntrustworthy."
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"A wise idea," | answered. Anden: "Why have you denied us thkeasur —"

"l sit alone that | may eat more," saie Baron, peering intthe dusk"my stomach
requires a great deal of id. | order double portions, amét them in peace

Which sounded finely Baroni
"And what do you do all day

"l imbibe nourishment in my room," he ried, in a voice that closed ticonversation
and amost repented of the umbre

When we arrived at the pension there was very nearbpen rio
| ran half way up the stairs, and nked the Baron audibly from th&nding
He distinctly replied: "Not at all

It was very friendly of the Herr Oberleh to have sent me a bouquet tevening, and
the Frau Oberregierungsrat ad me for my pattern of a babysnnet

* * *

Next day the Baron was go

Sic transit gloria German mun
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