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"Good-evening," said the Herr Profes, squeezing my hand; "wonderweather! | have
just returned from garty in the wood. | have beemaking music for them on

trombone. Youknow, these pir-trees providemost suitable accomniment for a

trombone! They are sighing delicaagainst sustained strength, as | arked once in a
lecture on windinstruments in Frankfort. May | be peitted to sit beside you on tr

bench, gnadige Frau?"

He sat down, tugging atvehite paper packaga the tail pocket of hicoat.

"Cherries,” he said, nodding and smilir'There is nothing like cherriefor producing
free saliva after trombone aying, especially after Grieg'sch Liebe Dich." Thos
sustained blasts on 'liebe' ke my throat as drysaa railway tunnel. Have some?"
shook the bag at me.

"l prefer watching you eat then

"Ah, ha!" He crossed his legs, stickince cherry bag between his kneto leave both
hands free. "Psychologically | understood your safut is your innate fennine delicacy
in preferrng etherealised sensati. . . . Orperhaps you do not care to eat the ws. All
cherries contain worms. Once | made a \interesting experimemnwith a colleague ©
mine at theuniversity. We bit into four pounds of 1 best tierries and did not finone
specimen without a worm. But whwould you? As | remarked to hiafterwards — dear
friend, it amounts to tki if one wishes to satisfy tldesires of nature one must be sg
enough to ignore the facts nature. . . . Theanversation is not out ofour depth? | have
so seldom thé@me or opportunity to open my heart to a womar tlzan apt to forget

| looked at him brightly.

"See what a fat one!" cried the Herr Prisor. "That is almost a mouthfin itself; it is
beautiful enough to hanfjom a watch-chain." He chewatlup and spat the stone
incredible distance ever the garden path inthe flower bed. He was proud of treat. |
saw it. "The quantity ofruit | have eaten on this bench,"” he sighed; ‘cots, peaches
andcherries. One day that garden bed become an orchard grove, anshall allow
you to pick as much as you please, without payiegamything.

| was grateful, without showing undue excitem

"Which reminds me" -he hit the side of h nose with one finger “the manager of the
pension handed me my weeklill after dinner this eveninglt is almost impossible t
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credit. | do @t expect you to believe 1 — hehas charged me extra for a miserable |
glass of milk | drink in bed énight to prevent insomnia. Naturallydid not pay. But th
tragedy ofthe story is this: | cannot expect milk to produce somnolence alonger;
my peaceful attitude of mind towss it is completely destroyed.khow | shall throw
myself into a fever inttemgting to plumb this want ofenerosity in so wealthy a man
the manager of a pension. Think of nto-night." —he ground the empty bag unchis
heel —"think that the worsis happening to me as your head drops asleep amimw."

Two ladies came othe front steps of tt pension and stood, arm in arlooking over the
garden. The one, old ancraggy, dressed almost entirétyblack bead trimming and
satin reticule the other, young and thin, ia white gown, her yellow hair tastefu
garnished wth mauve sweet pe:

The Professor drew in his feet arat up sharply, pulling down higaistcoat

"The Godowskas," he murmured. "Do yonow them? A mother and daughffrom
Vienna. The mother has an internomplaint and the daughter is actress. Fraulein
Sonia is a very moderrosl. | think you would find hemost sympathetic. She is forc
to be n attendance on her mother jnnow. But what a temperament! | have ¢
described her in her autograalbum as a tigress with a flower in their. Will you
excuse me? Perhapsan persuade them to be introduced to \

| said, "I am going up to my room." E the Professor rose and shooplayful finger at
me. "Na," he said, "ware friends, and, thereforeshall speak quite frankly to you.
think they would consider it a littl'marked’ if you immediately retired to ' house at
their approach, aftesitting here alone with me in the twilic. You know this world. Yes
you know it as | do.”

| shrugged my shoulders, remarki‘with one eye’ that whi the Professchad been
talking the Godowskas had tied across the lawn towards uBhey confronted the He
Professor as he stood up.

"Good-evening," quavered Frau GodowskWonderful weather! It has giveme quite a
touch of hay fever!" Frdain Gocowska said nothing. Shevooped over a rose growil
in the embryoorchard then stretched out thand with a magnificent gesture to the F
Professor. He presented |

"This is my little English friend cwhom | have spoken. She is tsteanger in our mist.
We have been eating cherries togetl

"How delightful,” sighed Frau Godowsl| "My daughter and | have ofteobserved you
through the bedroom window. Haven't we, Sor

Sonia absorbed my outward and visible form withiramard and spiritu: glance, then
repeated the magnificent gure for my benefit. The four afs sat on the bench, with tf
faint air of excitement of passengeestablished in a railway carriage on tlui vive for
the train whistle. Frau Godowska sneezed. "l wonder is hay feer," she remarkec
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worrying the satin reticule for her handkhief, "or would it be the dewSonia, dear, is
the dew falling?"

Fraulein Sonia raised her face to the and half closed her eyes. "Nmamma, my face
Is quite warm. Oh, look, Hr Professor, there are swallowsflight; they are like a Itle
flock of Japanese thougl— nicht wahr?"

"Where?" cried the Herr Professor. "Oh yl see, by the kitchen chimne\But why do
you say 'Japanese'? Colyou not compare them with equaracity toa little flock of
German thaghts in flight?" He rounded cme. "Have you swallows in Englanc

"l believe there are some at certain sns. But doubtless they have nthe same
symbolical valie for the English. In Germar"

"l have never been to Engd," interrupted Frélein Sonia, "but | havimany English
acquaintances. They are so cold!" She shiv

"Fish-blooded," snapped Frau Godow. "Without soul, without heartwithout grace.
But you cannot equal thedress materials. | spent a week in Btaghtwenty years agt
and the travdihg cape | bought there is nyet worn out -the one you wrap the I-
watea bottle in, Sonia. My lamented husband, your fgtSonia, knew a greaieal about
England. But the mor&e knew about it the oftener he reked to me, 'England
merely anisland of beef flesh swimming inwarm gulf sea of gravy.' Suchbrilliant
way of putting things. Do you remember, Son

"l forget nothing, mamma," answered So
Said the Herr Professor: "That is the proof our calling, gndiges Fraulein. Now |
wonder — and this is aevwy interesting speculati — ismemory a blessing « excuse the

word — a curse?"

Frau Godowska looked into the dista, then the corners of her mowdropped and her
skin puckered. She began tod tears.

"Ach Gott! Gracious lady, what have | said?" extlad the Herr Profess

Sonia took her mother's hand. "Do ycow," she said, "tavght it isstewed carrots and
nut tart for supperSuppose we go in and take cplaces," her sidelong, tragitare
aacusing the Professor and me while.

| followed them across the lawn aup the steps. Frau Godowska vmurmuring, "Such

a wonderful, belovednan”; with her disengaged haFraulen Sonia was arranging tl
sweet-pea "garniture.”
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"A concertfor the benefit of afflicted Caolic infants will take place irthe salon at
eight-thirty P.M. Artists Fréulein Sonia Godowska, fronVienna; Herr Professc
Windberg and his timbone; Frau Oberlehrer Weidand others."

This notice was tied round the Ik of the melancholy stag's head in idining-room. It
graced him like a red andhite dinner bib for days befoithe event, causing the He
Professoto bow before it and say "go@ppetite” until we sickened of his pleasantry
left the smiling to belone by the waiter, who was paid to be pleasirtbequest:

On the appointed day the married ladiailed about the pension dresdike upholstered
chairs, and the unm@ed ladies like draped muslidressingtiable covers. Fra
Godowska pinned a rose the centre of hereticule; another blossom was ted in the
mazy folds of a whitantimacassar thrown across her breThe gentlemen wore blac
coatswhite silk ties and ferny buttonholes tickling tti@n.

The floor of the salon was freshly poled, chairs and benches arrangand a row of
little flags strung across e ceiling — they flew and jiggenh the draught with all th
enthusiasm ofamily washing. It was arrangethat | should sit beside Frau Godows
and that the Herr Professor aSmia should join us when their share of the conaad
over.

“That will make you feel quite one the performers,” said the HeProfessor genially.
"It is a great p¥ that the English nation is unmusical. Never mind! T-night you shall
hear something we havediscovered a nest of talent during the rehear:

"What do you intend to recite, Fraulein Son

She shook back her hair. "I never knowil the last moment. When | conon the stage
| wait for one moment and then | have the sensati®rthwugh something struck m
here," — sh@laced her hand upon her colbrooch —"and . .words come!

"Bend down a moment,"” whispered heother. "Sonia, love, your skiisafety-pin is
showing at the back. Slh& come outside and fastenproperly for yw, or will you do it
yourself?"

"Oh, mamma, please don't say such ts," Sonia flushed and grew veangry. "You
know how sensitive | arto the slightest unsympatheimpression at a time like th . . .
| would rather my skirt dropped off my bo« "

"Sonia — my heart!"

A bell tinkled.

The waiter came in and opened the pieln the heated excitement of tmoment he
entirely forgot what was fittir, and flicked the keys with thgrimy table napkin h
carried over his arm. The Frau Oberlehrer trippn the platform followed by a ver

young getleman, who blew his nose twidbefore he hurled his handkerchief into
bosom of the piano.
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"Yes, | know you have no love for n
And no forget-me-not.
No love, no heart, and no for-me-not."

sang the Frau @lehrer, in a voie that seemed to issue from lhergotten thimble ani
have nothing to do with he

"Ach, how sweet, how delicate,” we «, clapping her soothingly. Slbowed as though
to say, "Yes, isn'tt?" and retired, the very yourgentleman docing her train and
scowling.

The piano was closed, an &chair was placed in the centre of tiplatform. Fraulein
Sonia drifted towarsl it. A breathless pause. Thepresumably, the winged shaft strt
her colar brooch. She implored us rto go into thewoods in trained dressebut rather
as lightly draped agossible, and bed with her among tline needles. Her loud, slight
harsh voice filled the salon. She drod her arms over the back of tchair, moving her
lean hands from the wrists. We werrilled and silent.The Herr Professor, beside n
abnormally seous, his eyes bulging, pulleat his moustache ends. Frau Godow
adopted that peculiarly detacheattitude of the proud parent. The only | who

remained untouched by happeal was the waiter, who leaned idlpiagt the wall of th
salon and clead his nails with the edge of programme. He was "off duty" ar
intended to show it.

"What did | say?" shouted the Herr Fessor under cover of tumultuoapplause, "tem-
per-ament! There you kait. She is a flame in the heant a lily. | know | am going tc

play well. It is my turn now. | aninspired. Fraulein Sonia" as that lady rurned to us,
pde and draped in a large she— "you are my inspiration. Toight you shall be the so

of my trombone. Wait only

To right and left of us people bent « and whispered admiration dovFraulein Sonia's
neck. She bowed in the grand st

"l am always successful,” she said to. "You see, when | actdm. In Vienna, in the
plays of Ibsen we hadsnany bouquets that the cook hiadee in the kitchen. But it
difficult here. There is so little magic.Do you not feel it? There is none of tl
mysterious perfume which floaalmost as a visible thing from the ss of the Viennese
audiences. My gpt starves for want of that." ‘e leaned forward, chin on har
"Starves," she repeated.

The Professor appeared with his trombdlew into it, held it up to oneye, tucked back
his shirt cuffs ad wallowed in the soul of SoniGodowska. Such a sen:on did he

createthat he was recalled to playBavarian dance, which he acknowled was to be
taken as a breathingxercise rather than an artistic achieent. Frau Godowska ke

time to it with a fan.

Followed the very young gentleman who piped innor voice that he lovesomebody,

"with blood in his heart and thousand pains.” Fraulein Soraated a poison scene w
the assistance dfer mother's pill vial and trarm-chair replaced by a "chaise longue
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young girl scratched a lullaton a youngdfiddle; and the Herr Profes: performed the
last sacrificiakites on the altar of the afflictetildren by playing the NationiAnthem.

"Now | must put mamma to bed," whispere@ulein Sonia. "But afterwardsmust take
a walk. It is imperative that free my spirit in the open afor a moment. Would yo
come with me afar as the railway station aiback?"

"Very well, then, knock on my door when you're ngd
Thus the modern soul and | found ourselves togethéer the star

"What a night!" she sd. "Do you know the poem of Sappho about her haiin the stars
.. .1 am curiously sapphic. Anthis is so remarkable — not ordyn | sapphic, | find in a
the woks of all the greatest writerespecially in their unedited letters, some touome
sign of myself — someesemblance, some part of myself, lit thousand reflections «
my ownhands in a dark mirrol

"But what a bother," said

"l do not know what you mean by 'bot’; is it rather the curse of mgenius . . . " She
paused suddenly,asing at me "Do you know my tragedy®he aske:

| shook my head.

"My tragedy is my mother. Living with er | live with the coffin of myunborn
aspirations. You heard that abithe safety-pin to-night. It mageem to you a little thing
but it ruined mythree firstgestures. They were —"

“Impaled on a safetpin,” | suggeste:

"Yes, exactly that. And when we are irienna | am the victim of moodyou know. |
long to do wild, passionathings. And mamma says, 'Plegs®ir out my mixture first
Once | remember | flg into a rage and threwwashstand jug out of the window. Do y
know what she said? 'Sonia, itnot so much throwing things oof windows, if only
you would —"

"Choose something smaller?" sai

"No..."tell me about it beforehand." Huliating! And | do not see angossible light out o
this darkness."

"Why don't you join a touring company and leaveryaother in Vienna“
"What! Leave my poor, little, sick, widoxd mother in Vienna! Sooner thithat | would
drown myself. | love my motlr as | love nobody else in thgorld — nobody and

nothing! Do you thinkt is impossible to love onetragedy? 'Out of my great sorrow
makemy little songs,' that is Heiror myself."
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"Oh, well, that's all right,” | said cheerful

"But it is not all right!"

| suggested we should turn back. We tur

"Sometimes | think the solution lies inarriage,” said Fraulein Sonii'If | find a simple,
peaceful man who ades me and will look after mami— a ma who would be for me
pillow — for genius canni hope to mate — | shall marry him. . You know the Her
Professor has paid me very markattentions."

"Oh, Fréaulein Sonia," | said, very pleasewith myself, "why not marry hinto your
mother?" We were passing therdresser's shop at the moment. ukgtin Sonia clutche
my arm.

"You, you," she stammered. "The cru. | am going to faint. Mamma tmarry again
before | marry -the indigniy. | am going to faint here and now."

| was frightened. "You can't," | said, shaking

"Come back to the pensi and faint as muctas you please. But you cafaint here. All
the shops are closetihere is nobody about. Pleedon't be so foolish

"Here and here only!" She indicatehe exact spot and dropped qtbeautifully, lying
motionless.

"Very well,” | sad, "faint away; but please hurry over

She did not move. | began to walk home, each time | looked behind mesaw the dark
form of the modern soul pronefore the hairdresser's windoviinally | ran, and roote
out the Herr Pri@ssor from his ram. "FrauleinSonia has fainted," | said cros:

"Du lieber Gott! Where? How

"QOutside the hairdresser's shop in the Station R

"Jesus and Maria! Has she no water her?" —he seized his cara— nobody beside
her?"

"Nothing."

"Where is my coat? Nmatter, | shalcatch a cold on the che$tlillingly, | shall catch
one...You are ready to come with m

"No," | said; "you can take the waite

"But she must have a woman. | cannc so indelicate as to attemptloosen her stays."
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"Modern souls ougdin't to wear then" said |I. He pushed past me éeclattered down the
stairs.

When | came down to breakfast next mornthere were two places vacanttable.
Fréulein Sonia and Herr Pfessor had gone off for a dagscursion in the wooc

| wondered.
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