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I

The week after was one of the busiest weeks off lives. Even when they went to bec
was only their bodies that lay down and restedy tinénds went on, thinking things ot
talking things over, wonderindeciding, trying to remember where...

Constantia lay like a statue, her hands by herssider feet just overlapping each ott
the sheet up to her chin. She stared at the ce

"Do you think father would mind if we gave his -hat to the porter?
"The porter?" snapped Josephine. "Why ever theegdbitvhat a very extraordinary idei

"Because," said Constantia slowly, "he must oftawehto go to funerals. And | notic
at—at the cemetery that he only had a bowler." Shesggau'l thought then hc very
much he'd appreciate a -hat. We ought to give him a present, too. He was\gs very
nice to father.”

"But," cried Josephine, flouncing on her pillow astdring across the dark at Constar
"father's head!" And suddenly, for one awful momshe nearly giggled. Not, of cour
that she felt in the least like giggling. It mustvie been habit. Years ago, when they
stayed awake at night talking, their beds had simhplved. And now the porter's he
disappearing, popped out, like a car under father's hat... The giggle mount
mounted; she clenched her hands; she fought it detwa frowned fiercely at the ds
and said "Remember" terribly stern

"We can decide tororrow," she saic

Constantia had noticed nothing; she sigl

"Do you think we ought to have our dress-gowns dyed as well?"
"Black?" almost shrieked Josephi

"Well, what else?" said Constantia. "I was thinl—it doesn't seem quite sincere, il
way, to wear black out of doors and when we'reyfdilessed, and th when we're at
home—"

"But nobody sees us," said Josephine. She gaveeti@othes such a twitch that both
feet became uncovered, and she had to creep yyillthves to get them well under aga

"Kate does," said Constantia. "And the postman well might."
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Josephine thought of her d-red slippers, which matched her dres-gown, and of
Constantia's favourite indefinite green ones whigmt with hers. Black! Two blac
dressinggowns and two pairs of black woolly slippers, ciagmff to thebathroom like
black cats.

"l don't think it's absolutely necessary," said.¢

Silence. Then Constantia said, "We shall have &1 fhee papers with the notice in thi
to-morrow to catch the Ceylon mail... How many lettease we had up till now"

"Twenty-three."

Josephine had replied to them all, and tw-three times when she came to "We miss
dear father so much” she had broken down and hadeder handkerchief, and on sc
of them even to soak up a very li-blue tear with an edge of bling-paper. Strange!
She couldn't have put it —but twentythree times. Even now, though, when she
over to herself sadly "We miss our dear father smwmi' she could have cried if shi
wanted to.

"Have you got enough stamps?" came from Conste

"Oh, how can | tell?" said Josephine crossly. "Vgh&e good of asking me that nov
"l was just wondering," said Constantia milc

Silence again. There came a little rustle, a s¢@rhyop.

"A mouse," said Constanti

"It can't be a mouse becauhere aren't any crumbs," said Josephine.

"But it doesn't know there aren't,” said Constat

A spasm of pity squeezed her heart. Poor littleghBhe wished she'd left a tiny piece
biscuit on the dressin@ble. It was awful to think of it not fiing anything. What woul:
it do?

"l can't think how they manage to live at all,” sad slowly.
"Who?" demanded Josephit
And Constantia said more loudly than she meantMae."

Josephine was furious. "Oh, what nonsense, Com"said. "What hay mice got to do
with it? You're asleep.”

"l don't think I am,” said Constantia. She shutéyes to make sure. She w

Josephine arched her spine, pulled up her kneleledfdner arms so that her fists ca
under her ears, and pressed her cheek hainst the pillow.

Another thing which complicated matters was thegt Nairse Andrews staying on wi
them that week. It was their own fault; they hakiealsher. It was Josephine's idea. On

http://www.katherinemansfieldsociety.org



morning—well, on the last morning, when the doctor had i, Josephine had said
Constantia, "Don't you think it would be rathereni€ we asked Nurse Andrews to s
on for a week as our gues’

"Very nice," said Constanti:

"l thought,” went on Josephine quickly, "I shouldgt say this afternoon, aftere paid
her, 'My sister and | would be very pleased, atkyou've done for us, Nurse Andrev
if you would stay on for a week as our guest.hBgte to put that in about being our gt
in case—"

"Oh, but she could hardly expect to be paid!" c@atstantia.
"One never knows," said Josephine sac

Nurse Andrews had, of course, jumped at the ide&itBvas a bother. It meant they
to have regular sidown meals at the proper times, whereas if thegehbalone the
could just have asked Katf she wouldn't have minded bringing them a tray neler
they were. And medimes now that the strain was over were ratheiah

Nurse Andrews was simply fearful about butter. Retiley couldn't help feeling thi
about butter, at least, she took antage of their kindness. And she had that madde
habit of asking for just an inch more of bread itosh what she had on her plate, ¢
then, at the last mouthful, abs-mindedly—of course it wasn't abs¢-mindedly—taking
another helping. Josephinot very red when this happened, and she fastenesininl,
beadlike eyes on the tablecloth as if she saw a mistrenge insect creeping through
web of it. But Constantia's long, pale face lengdwe and set, and she gazed e—
away—far over the dest, to where that line of camels unwound likerala of wool..

"When | was with Lady Tukes,” said Nurse Andrewshée had such a dainty litl
contrayvance for the buttah. It was a silvah Cumathnced on tt—on the bordah of a
glass dish, holding tayny fork. And when you wanted some buttah youp$mpressec
his foot and he bent down and speared you a pies@s quite a gayme

Josephine could hardly bear that. But "l think htlsings are very extravagant” was
she said.

"But whey?" askedNurse Andrews, beaming through her eyeglasses.diNdg surely
would take more buttah than one war—would one?"

"Ring, Con," cried Josephine. She couldn't trusséléto reply.

And proud young Kate, the enchanted princess, cante see what theld tabbies
wanted now. She snatched away their plates of nsockething or other and slapg
down a white, terrified blancmanc

"Jam, please, Kate," said Josephine kin

Kate knelt and burst open the sideboard, liftedlith@f the jan-pot, saw it ws empty,
put it on the table, and stalked ¢

"I'm afraid," said Nurse Andrews a moment latengte isn't any.
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"Oh, what a bother!" said Josephine. She bit lper'iivhat had we better do
Constantia looked dubious. "We can't disturb Kgf@im" e said softly

Nurse Andrews waited, smiling at them both. Hersewandered, spying at everythi
behind her eyeglasses. Constantia in despair vaaht o her camels. Josephine frowi
heavily—concentrated. If it hadn't been for this idiotic men sheand Con would, o
course, have eaten their blancmange without. Sugltlenidea came

"I know," she said. "Marmalade. There's some maad®in the sideboard. Get it, Co

"l hope," laughed Nurse Andre—and her laugh was like a spoon tinkling agaa
medicine-glass— hope it's not very bittah marmalayd:

But, after all, it was not long now, and then shesdgone for good. And there was
getting over the fact that she had been very kinthther. She had nursed him day
night at the endindeed, both Constantia and Josephine felt mliyashe had rathe
overdone the not leaving him at the very last.\Wben they had gone in to say g-bye
Nurse Andrews had sat beside his bed the whole tiding his wrist and pretending
look at her watch. It couldn't have been necessary. It seasactless, too. Supposi
father had wanted to say sometl—something private to them. Not that he had. Oh
from it! He lay there, purple, a dark, angry purpieghe face, and never even lookec
them when they came in. Then, as they were starttierg, wondering what to do,

had suddenly opened one eye. Oh, what a differéneeould have made, what
difference to their memory of him, how much easietell people about it, if he had or
opened both! But no-ene eye only. It glared at them a moment and thenent out.

v

It had made it very awkward for them when Mr. Fa®l of St. John's, called the sa
afternoon.

"The end was quite peaceful, | trust?" were thst fivords he said ase glided towards
them through the dark drawi-room.

"Quite,"” said Josephine faintly. They both hungrtheads. Both of them felt certain tt
eye wasn't at all a peaceful e

"Won't you sit down?" said Josephil

"Thank you, Miss Pinner," said Mrarolles gratefully. He folded his c+tails and began
to lower himself into father's archair, but just as he touched it he almost spragngna
slid into the next chair instea

He coughed. Josephine clasped her hands; Condtaoikted vague
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"l want you to feel, Miss Pinner," said Mr. Farolles, "ayal, Miss Constantia, that I'
trying to be helpful. | want to be helpful to yowth, if you will let me. These are tl
times," said Mr Farolles, very simply and earnestiynen God means us to be hul to
one another.”

"Thank you very much, Mr. Farolles," said Joseplaind Constantic

"Not at all,"” said Mr. Farolles gently. He drew higl gloves through his fingers a
leaned forward. "And if either of you would likelitle Communion, either oboth of
you, here and now, you have only to tell me. Adittommunion is often very he—a
great comfort,” he added tendel

But the idea of a little Communion terrified theM/hat! In the drawin-room by
themselves—with no-ro altar or anything! The ano would be much too high, thou
Constantia, and Mr. Farolles could not possiblynleser it with the chalice. And Ka
would be sure to come bursting in and interruptrthéhought Josephine. And suppos
the bell rang in the middle? It might be sdody important—about their mourning
Would they get up reverently and go out, or wohlelythave to wait... in torture

"Perhaps you will send round a note by your gooteKaiyou would care for it later
said Mr. Farolles.

"Oh yes, thank you very mu!" they both said.
Mr. Farolles got up and took his black straw hatrfrthe round table

"And about the funeral,” he said softly. "I mayarge the—as your dear father's o
friend and yours, Miss Pinr—and Miss Constantia?"

Josephine and Constangat up too.

"l should like it to be quite simple,” said Joseghfirmly, "and not too expensive. At t
same time, | should like-"

"A good one that will last," thought dreamy Consi@nas if Josephine were buying
nightgown. But, of course, Josepe didn't say that. "One suitable to our fath
position." She was very nervol

"I'll run round to our good friend Mr. Knight,” shiMr. Farolles soothingly. "I will as
him to come and see you. | am sure you will fineh iery helpful indeed.

Vv

Well, at any rate, all that part of it was over, thougther of them could possib
believe that father was never coming back. Josephad had a moment of absol
terror at the cemetery, while the coffin was loveer® think that she and Constantia |
done this thing without asking his permission. Whiatlld father say when he found o
For he was bound to find out sooner or later. heag$ did. "Buried. You two girls he
me buried!" She heard his stick thumping. Oh, wivauld they say? What possi
excuse could they make? It sounded such an apggllireartless thing to do. Suct
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wicked advantage to take of a person because hgehag to be helpless at the mom
The other people seemed to treat it all as a mafteourse. They were strangt they
couldn't be expected to understand that fatherth@sery last person for such a thing
happen to. No, the entire blame for it all wouldl fan her and Constantia. And t
expense, she thought, stepping into the -buttoned cab. When she hto show him the
bills. What would he say thel

She heard him absolutely roaring. "And do you ekpme to pay for this gimcrac
excursion of yours?"

"Oh," groaned poor Josephine aloud, "we shouldveldone it, Con!

And Constantia, pale as a lemol all that blackness, said in a frightened whispBQnie
what, Jug?"

"Let them bubury father like that,” said Josephine, breakingvml@nd crying into he
new, queessmelling mourning handkerchie

"But what else could we have done?" asked Constavinderingly. "We couldn't hav
kept him, Jug-we couldn't have kept him unburied. At any ratd,ina flat that size.

Josephine blew her nose; the cab was dreadfultfys

"l don't know," she said forlornly. "It is all saehdful. | feel we ought toave tried to,
just for a time at least. To make perfectly suree@ing's certai—and her tears sprai
out again—father will never forgive us for th—never!"

VI

Father would never forgive them. That was what tfedyy more than ever when, tv
mornings later, they went into his room to go throughthisags. They had discussec
quite calmly. It was even down on Josephine'sdfsthings to be done. "Go throu
father's things and settle about them.” But thad wavery different matter from sayil
after breakfast:

"Well, are you ready, Con’
"Yes, Jug—when you are.
"Then | think we'd better get it ovel

It was dark in the hall. It had been a rule forrge@ever to disturb father in the mornii
whatever happened. And now they were going fen the door without knocking ever
Constantia's eyes were enormous at the idea; Josefelt weak in the knee

"You—you go first,” she gasped, pushing Constal

But Constantia said, as she always had said or thosasions, "No, Jug, that's nair.
You're the eldest."
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Josephine was just going to —what at other times she wouldn't have owned tdlfe
world—what she kept for her very last weapon, "But yottre tallest,” when the
noticed that the kitchen door was open, and themKate..

"Very stiff," said Josephine, grasping the doortHarahd doing her best to turn it. As
anything ever deceived Kat

It couldn't be helped. That girl was... Then therdeas shut behind them, —but they
weren't in father's room at all. They mt have suddenly walked through the wall
mistake into a different flat altogether. Was tlwodjust behind them? They were 1
frightened to look. Josephine knew that if it waswias holding itself tight shu
Constantia felt that, like the doors ineams, it hadn't any handle at all. It was
coldness which made it so awful. Or the white—which? Everything was covere
The blinds were down, a cloth hung over the mireosheet hid the bed; a huge far
white paper filled the fireplace. Constia timidly put out her hand; she almost expe«
a snowflake to fall. Josephine felt a queer tirgyiim her nose, as if her nose was freez
Then a cab klopdopped over the cobbles below, and the quiet sdemshake into little
pieces.

"l had bettepull up a blind," said Josephine brave
"Yes, it might be a good idea," whispered Consta

They only gave the blind a touch, but it flew ugldhe cord flew after, rolling round tl
blind-stick, and the little tassel tapped as if tryingget free. That was too much fi
Constantia.

"Don't you think—don't you think we might put it off for another @dyshe whisperec

"Why?" snapped Josephine, feeling, as usual, meteronow that she knew for cert:
that Constantia was terrified. "It's got be done. But | do wish you wouldn't whisp
Con."

"l didn't know | was whispering," whispered Congiar

"And why do you keep staring at the bed?" said PJloise, raising her voice almc
defiantly. "There's nothing on the be

"Oh, Jug, don't say $osaid poor Connie. "At any rate, not so loudl|

Josephine felt herself that she had gone too fe.t8ok a wide swerve over to the cfr
of drawers, put out her hand, but quickly drewatk again

"Connie!" she gasped, and she wheeled round @aned with her back against the ct
of drawers.

"Oh, Jug—what?"

Josephine could only glare. She had the most exlirery feeling that she had ju
escaped something simply awful. But how could stpaén to Constantia that father w
in the chest oflrawers? He was in the top drawer with his handkefs and neckties, «
in the next with his shirts and pyjamas, or in tbeest of all with his suits. He wi
watching there, hidden aw—just behind the door-handleready to spring
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She pulled a funny oléashioned face at Constantia, just as she used tizei old day:
when she was going to ct

"l can't open," she nearly waile

"No, don't, Jug,” whispered Constantia earnesttis fuch better not to. Don't let's of
anything. At any rate, not f a long time."

"But—but it seems so weak," said Josephine, breakingc

"But why not be weak for once, Jug?" argued Conistawhispering quite fiercely. "If |
is weak." And her pale stare flew from the lockedting-table—so saf—to the huge
glittering wardrobe, and she began to breathe in a qpaating away. "Why shouldr
we be weak for once in our lives, Jug? It's quiteusable. Let's be we—be weak, Jug.
It's much nicer to be weak than to be stroi

And then she did one of those amazy bold things that she'd done about twice befol
their lives: she marched over to the wardrobe,edrie key, and took it out of the lo
Took it out of the lock and held it up to Josephistiowing Josephine by h
extraordinary smile that she knewhat she'd done-she'd risked deliberately father be
in there among his overcoa

If the huge wardrobe had lurched forward, had @dstiown on Constantia, Joseph
wouldn't have been surprised. On the contrary, whald have thought it the on
suitable thing to happen. But nothing happened. Ordyrtlom seemed quieter than e\
and the bigger flakes of cold air fell on Josepirghoulders and knees. She bega
shiver.

"Come, Jug," said Constantia, still with that awdallous smile, and Jcphine followed
just as she had that last time, when Constantigobalded Benny into the round pol

VII

But the strain told on them when they were badkedinin-room. They sat down, ve
shaky, and looked at each otfF

"l don't feel | can settléo anything,” said Josephine, "until I've had sdnmef. Do you
think we could ask Kate for two cups of hot wate

"l really don't see why we shouldn't,” said Constacarefully. She was quite norn
again. "l won't ring. I'll go to the kitchen doand ask her.”

"Yes, do,” said Josephine, sinking down into a rchdiell her, just two cups, Coi
nothing else—on a tray."

"She needn't even put the jug on, need she?" sadt@ntia, as though Kate might vi
well complain if the jug had been the

"Oh no, certainly not! The jug's not at all necess&lye can pour it direct out of t
kettle," cried Josephine, feeling that would bal@olu-saving indeed.
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Their cold lips quivered at the greenish brims.epbsne curved her small red har
round the ap; Constantia sat up and blew on the wavy steaaijng it flutter from one
side to the other.

"Speaking of Benny," said Josephi

And though Benny hadn't been mentioned Constantiaediately looked as though
had.

"He'll expect us to send him sothing of father's, of course. But it's so diffictdt know
what to send to Ceylon."

"You mean things get unstuck so on the voyage, hmwed Constantic
"No, lost," said Josephine sharply. "You know tter® post. Only runners

Both paused to watch black man in white linen drawers running throtigg pale field:
for dear life, with a large brov-paper parcel in his hands. Josephine's black mar
tiny; he scurried along glistening like an ant. Bugre was something blind and tirel:
about Congintia's tall, thin fellow, which made him, she died, a very unpleasa
person indeed... On the veranda, dressed all itevemd wearing a cork helmet, stc
Benny. His right hand shook up and down, as fathdid when he was impatient. A
behind himnot in the least interested, sat Hilda, the unknsiste-in-law. She swung in
a cane rocker and flicked over the leaves of trelEF."

"I think his watch would be the most suitable preésesaid Josephin
Constantia looked up; she seemed surp.
"Oh, would you trust a gold watch to a nativ:

"But of course, I'd disguise it," said Josephiri¢o 'bne would know it was a watch." S
liked the idea of having to make a parcel suchraoua shape that no one could poss
guess what it was. Sheven thought for a moment of hiding the watch in arow
cardboard corsdiex that she'd kept by her for a long time, waitiogit to come in fol
something. It was such beautiful, firm cardboardt, Bio, it wouldn't be appropriate f
this occasion. Ihad lettering on it: "Medium Women's 28. Extra FiBusks." It woulc
be almost too much of a surprise for Benny to gpahand find father's watch insic

"And of course it isn't as though it would be g—ticking, | mean," said Constant|
who was stl thinking of the native love of jewellery. "At ést," she added, "it would |
very strange if after all that time it wa:

VI

Josephine made no reply. She had flown off on dnieeo tangents. She had sudde
thought of Cyril. Wasn't it more usufor the only grandson to have the watch? And 1
dear Cyril was so appreciative, and a gold watchrnmnheo much to a young man. Ben
in all probability, had quite got out of the halmt watches; men so seldom wt
waistcoats in those hot climates. Weas Cyril in London wore them from year's ent
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year's end. And it would be so nice for her andstamtia, when he came to tea, to kr
it was there. "l see you've got on grandfather'sciyaCyril." It would be somehow ¢
satisfactory.

Dear boy! What dlow his sweet, sympathetic little note had beeht@urse they quit
understood; but it was most unfortuns

"It would have been such a point, having him," skidephine
"And he would have enjoyed it so," said Constamiat,thinking what she wesaying.

However, as soon as he got back he was comin@twith his aunties. Cyril to tea w
one of their rare treats.

"Now, Cyril, you mustn't be frightened of our cak&®sur Auntie Con and | bought the
at Buszard's this morning. We know what a 's appetite is. So don't be ashame:
making a good tea."

Josephine cut recklessly into the rich dark calke #hood for her winter gloves or t
soling and heeling of Constantia's only respectabtees. But Cyril was most unmanli
in appetite.

"l say, Aunt Josephine, | simply can't. I've only juatHunch, you know.

"Oh, Cyril, that can't be true! It's after four,fied Josephine. Constantia sat with
knife poised over the chocol-roll.

"It is, all the same,"” said Cyril. "I had to meetan at Victoria, and he kept me hang
about till... there was only time to get lunch @odcome on here. And he gave —
phew"—Cyril put his hand to his forehe—"a terrific blow-out," he said

It was disappointing—talay of all days. But still he coul't be expected to knov

"But you'll have a meringue, won't you, Cyril?" @galunt Josephine. "These meringl
were bought specially for you. Your dear father wadond of them. We were sure y
are, too."

"l am, Aunt Josephine," cried Cyril ardentl'Do you mind if | take half to begin with’
"Not at all, dear boy; but we mustn't let you oftwthat.”

"Is your dear father still so fond of meringues®ked Auntie Con gently. She winc
faintly as she broke through the shell of h

"Well, | don'tquite know, Auntie Con," said Cyril breezil
At that they both looked uj

"Don't know?" almost snapped Josephine. "Don't kaothing like that about your ov
father, Cyril?"

"Surely," said Auntie Con softl

Cyril tried to laugh it off. "Oh, well,'he said, "it's such a long time si—" He faltered.
He stopped. Their faces were too much for t
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"Even so," said Josephir
And Auntie Con looked.

Cyril put down his teacup. "Wait a bit," he crié@vait a bit, Aunt Josephine. What ar
thinking of?"

He looked up. They were beginning to brighten. ICstapped his knet

"Of course,” he said, "it was meringues. How coulthave forgotten? Yes, Aul
Josephine, you're perfectly right. Father's maghtfully keen on meringues

They didn't only beamAunt Josephine went scarlet with pleasure; Aufii gave :
deep, deep sigh.

"And now, Cyril, you must come and see father,dsisephine. "He knows you we
coming to-day."

"Right," said Cyril, very firmly and heartily. Heog up from his chair; «ddenly he
glanced at the clock.

"l say, Auntie Con, isn't your clock a bit slow?d'got to meet a man—at Paddington
just after five. I'm afraid | shan't be able toystary long with grandfather

"Oh, he won't expect you to stay very long!" saunt Josephine.

Constantia was still gazing at the clock. She adtilchake up her mind if it was fast
slow. It was one or the other, she felt almostaterdf that. At any rate, it had be¢

Cyril still lingered. "Aren't you coming along, Atia Con™

"Of course," said Josephine, "we shall all go. CameCon."

IX

They knocked at the door, and Cyril followed hiswtguinto grandfather's hot, sweet
room.

"Come on," said Grandfather Pinner. "Don't hanguébd&/hat is it? What've you been
to?"

He was sitting in front of a roaring fire, claspihg stick. He had a thick rug over |
knees. On his lap there lay a beautiful pale yebdiwhandkerchief

"It's Cyril, father," said Josephine shyly. And shek Cyril's hand and led him forwal

"Good afternoon, grandfather,” said Cyril, tryirmgtéke his hand out of Aunt Josephin
Grandfather Pinner shot his eyes at Cyril in the/ Wwa was famous for. Where w
Auntie Con? She stood on the other side of Aunedloise; her long arms hung dn in
front of her; her hands were clasped. She nevérieoeyes off grandfathe

"Well," said Grandfather Pinner, beginning to thyriyshat have you got to tell me
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What had he, what had he got to tell him? Cyrit t@mself smiling like a perfec
imbecile. The room was stifling, to

But Aunt Josephine came to his rescue. She crigtitly, "Cyril says his father is sti
very fond of meringues, father dez

"Eh?" said Grandfather Pinner, curving his haneé ik purple meringi-shell over one
ear.

Josephine repeated, "Cyril says his father is\&ity fond of meringues

"Can't hear,"” said old Colonel Pinner. And he wa¥esephine away with his stick, th
pointed with his stick to Cyril. "Tell me what skefying to say," he sai

(My God!) "Must I?" said Cyril, blushing and staring at @uwosephine

"Do, dear," she smiled. "It will please him so mtic

"Come on, out with it!" cried Colonel Pinner tegtibeginning to thump agai

And Cyril leaned forward and yelled, "Father'sl stery fond of meringues

At that Grandfather Pinner jumped as though heldesoh shot

"Don't shout!" he cried. "What's the matter witle thoy? Meringues! What about 'en
"Oh, Aunt Josephine, must we go on?" groaned @gsbperately

"It's quite allright, dear boy," said Aunt Josephine, as thougtaid she were at ti
dentist's together. "He'll understand in a minut&rdd she whispered to Cyril, "He
getting a bit deaf, you know." Then she leaned &diand really bawled at Grandfatl
Pinner, "Gril only wanted to tell you, father dear, that Hether is still very fond o
meringues."

Colonel Pinner heard that time, heard and broolde#jng Cyril up and dowr

"What an esstrordinary thing!" said old GrandfatRerner. "What an esstrordingthing
to come all this way here to tell me

And Cyril felt it was.
"Yes, | shall send Cyril the watch," said Joseph

"That would be very nice," said Constantia. "l sdéememember last time he came th
was some little trouble about the tim

X

They were interrupted by Kate bursting throughdber in her usual fashion, as thot
she had discovered some secret panel in the

"Fried or boiled?" asked the bold voir
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Fried or boiled? Josephine and Constantia were dpgtvildered for the nment. They
could hardly take it in.

"Fried or boiled what, Kate?" asked Josephinengyo begin to concentrat
Kate gave a loud sniff. "Fish

"Well, why didn't you say so immediately?" Joseghieproached her gently. "Hc
could you expect us to derstand, Kate? There are a great many thingsswibrid you
know, which are fried or boiled." And after suchd&play of courage she said gL
brightly to Constantia, "Which do you prefer, Coil

"I think it might be nice to have it fried,” saido@<tantia. "On the other hand, of cour
boiled fish is very nice. | think | prefer both edly well... Unless you... In that ce—"

"l shall fry it," said Kate, and she bounced bdelaving their door open and slammi
the door of her kitchen.

Josephingazed at Constantia; she raised her pale eyebrnotivghey rippled away int
her pale hair. She got up. She said in a very laftposing way, "Do you mind followin
me into the drawingeom, Constantia? I've got something of great irtgyare to discts
with you."

For it was always to the drawi-room they retired when they wanted to talk overeK

Josephine closed the door meaningly. "Sit down,s@ontia,” she said, still very grar
She might have been receiving Constantia for th& fime. AndCon looked round
vaguely for a chair, as though she felt indeedeqaiistrangel

"Now the question is,” said Josephine, bending éody "whether we shall keep her
not."

"That is the question,” agreed Constar
"And this time," said Josephine fily, "we must come to a definite decisio

Constantia looked for a moment as though she nigbin going over all the other time
but she pulled herself together and said, "Yes,".

"You see, Con," explained Josephine, "everythingpishanged now Constantia looked
up quickly. "I mean,"” went on Josephine, "we're dependent on Kate as we were." /
she blushed faintly. "There's not father to coak'f

"That is perfectly true,” agreed Constantia. "Fattertainly doesn't want any cooki
now, whatever else—"

Josephine broke in sharply, "You're not sleepyyare Con?'
"Sleepy, Jug?" Constantia was w-eyed.

"Well, concentrate more," said Josephine sharpiy, she returned to the subject. "W
it comes to is, if we did=and this she bargbreathed, glancing at the d—"give Kate
notice"—she raised her voice ag—"we could manage our own fooc
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"Why not?" cried Constantia. She couldn't help Bmgil The idea was so exciting. S
clasped her hands. "What should we live on, J

"Oh, egys in various forms!" said Jug, lofty again. "Amesides, there are all the cool
foods."

"But I've always heard," said Constantia, "they@esidered so very expensiv

"Not if one buys them in moderation,” said JosephBut she tore herself ay from this
fascinating bypath and dragged Constantia aftel

"What we've got to decide now, however, is whetherreally do trust Kate or not
Constantia leaned back. Her flat little laugh fieam her lips.

"Isn't it curious, Jug," said she, at just on this one subject I've never been abljuite
make up my mind?"

Xl

She never had. The whole difficulty was to provgthimg. How did one prove thing
how could one? Suppose Kate had stood in fronteofdmd deliberately made a fa
Mightn't she very well have been in pain? Wasn't it insgae, at any rate, to ask Kate
she was making a face at her? If Kate answered—and, of course, she would <
"No"—what a position! How undignified! Then again Comsi@ suspected, she w
almost ertain that Kate went to her chest of drawers wétem and Josephine were ¢
not to take things but to spy. Many times she ladecback to find her amethyst cros:
the most unlikely places, under her lace ties otapnof her evening Bertha. More n
once she had laid a trap for Kate. She had arratigeds in a special order and tr
called Josephine to witne:

"You see, Jug?"
"Quite, Con."
"Now we shall be able to tell

But, oh dear, when she did go to look, she wasiasff from a proof s ever! If anything
was displaced, it might so very well have happessedhe closed the drawer; a jolt mi
have done it so easily.

"You come, Jug, and decide. | really can't. It ddficult.”

But after a pause and a long glare Josephine wagh, "Now you've put the doubt in
my mind, Con, I'm sure | can't tell mysel

"Well, we can't postpone it again," said JosepHhiteve postpone it this tin—"

X1l
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But at that moment in the street below a b-organ struck up. Josephine and Const
sprang to their feet togetht

"Run, Con," said Josephine. "Run quickly. TherXpence on th—"

Then they remembered. It didn't matter. They wadder have to stop the or¢-grinder
again. Never again would she and Constantia betdotdake that ionkey take his nois
somewhere else. Never would sound that loud, stréwefjow when father thought th
were not hurrying enough. The or~grinder might play there all day and the stick vec
not thump.

"It never will thump again,
It never will thump again,

played the barrel-organ.

What was Constantia thinking? She had such a #trangle; she looked different. S
couldn't be going to cry.

"Jug, Jug," said Constantia softly, pressing hadsdogether. "Do you know what da
is? It's &turday. It's a week -day, a whole week."

" A week since father died,
A week since father died,"

cried the barrebrgan. And Josephine, too, forgot to be practiodl sensible; she smile
faintly, strangely. On the Indian carpet there tesquare of sunlight, pale red; it cal
and went and cameand stayed, deeper—until it shone almost golde

"The sun's out," said Josephine, as though ityeadittered

A perfect fountain of bubbling notes shook from there-organ, round, bright ncs,
carelessly scattered.

Constantia lifted her big, cold hands as if to bateem, and then her hands fell ag:
She walked over to the mantelpiece to her favoBiseldha. And the stone and ¢
image, whose smile always gave her such a queéinde@lmost a pain and yet
pleasant pain, seemed-day to be more than smiling. He knew somethinghhé a
secret. "I know something that you don't know,'dsaer Buddha. Oh, what was it, wi
could it be? And yet she had always felt there wasmethin.

The sunlight pressed through the windows, thievedvay in, flashed its light over ti
furniture and the photographs. Josephine watchedMhen it came to mothel
photograph, the enlargement over the piano, ielied as though puzzled to find ittle

remained of mother, except the earrings shapedifiggpagodas and a black feather t
Why did the photographs of dead people always safewondered Josephine. As si
as a person was dead their photograph died tog.d8uburse, this one of other was
very old. It was thirtyive years old. Josephine remembered standing cha& anc
pointing out that feather boa to Constantia antinteher that it was a snake that t
killed their mother in Ceylon... Would everythingue been different mother hadn't
died? She didn't see why. Aunt Florence had lived Wihem until they had left schoc
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and they had moved three times and had their ydaliglay and... and there'd be
changes of servants, of cour

Some little sparrows, young sparrc they sounded, chirped on the winc-ledge.
"Yeep—eyeep-yeep." But Josephine felt they were not sparrowes$,am the windoy-

ledge. It was inside her, that queer little crymgse. "Yee—eyeep—yeep." Ah, what
was it crying, so weak and forlor|

If mother had lived, might they have married? But there hadnbnobody for them 1
marry. There had been father's Ar-Indian friends before he quarrelled with them.

after that she and Constantia never met a single emaept clergymen. How did o
meet men?Or even if they'd met them, how could they have tgoknow men wel
enough to be more than strangers? One read ofgohaping adventures, being followe
and so on. But nobody had ever followed Constantthher. Oh yes, there had been
year at Eastourne a mysterious man at their boar-house who had put a note on

jug of hot water outside their bedroom door! Butthg time Connie had found it tl
steam had made the writing too faint to read; tbeyldn't even make out to which
them it wasaddressed. And he had left next day. And that vilaglae rest had bee
looking after father, and at the same time keepungof father's way. But now? But noy
The thieving sun touched Josephine gently. Shellifter face. She was drawn over to
window by gentle beams

Until the barrelergan stopped playing Constantia stayed befordtiaglha, wondering
but not as usual, not vaguely. This time her wondas like longing. She remembet
the times she had come in here, crept out of bdteimichtgown when the moon wi
full, and lain on the floor with her arms outstietd, as though she was crucified. W
The big, pale moon had made her do it. The hordblecing figures on the carved scrt
had leered at her and she hadn't minded. She reered too how, whenever they we
at the seaside, she had gone off by herself an@gyotose to the sea as she could,
sung something, something she had made up, wrelgabed all over that restless wa
There had been this other life, running dringing things home in bags, getting thir
on approval, discussing them with Jug, and takimgmt back to get more things

approval, and arranging father's trays and tryiogta annoy father. But it all seemed
have happened in a kind of tunne wasn't real. It was only when she came out of
tunnel into the moonlight or by the sea or intdnanderstorm that she really felt hers
What did it mean? What was it she was always wgftWhat did it all lead to? Nov
Now?

She turned away fromh¢ Buddha with one of her vague gestures. She waasst to
where Josephine was standing. She wanted to sagtlsom to Josephine, somethi
frightfully important, abor—about the future and what...

"Don't you think perhaps-" she began.

But Josephine ietrupted her. "I was wondering if n—" she murmured. They stoppe
they waited for each othe

"Go on, Con," said Josephir

"No, no, Jug; after you," said Constan
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"No, say what you were going to say. You begarnid 3asephine
"l... I'd rather lear what you were going to say first," said Corntsta
"Don't be absurd, Con."

"Really, Jug."

"Connie!"

"Oh, Jug!"

A pause. Then Constantia said faintly, "I can't eénat | was going to say, Jug, beca
I've forgotten what it was... that | was gg to say."”

Josephine was silent for a moment. She staredbég aloud where the sun had be
Then she replied shortly, "I've forgotten to
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