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THE SISTER OF THE BARONESS (1910)
By Katherine Mansfield

"There are two new guests arriving this rnoon," said the manager of tlpension,
placing a chair for me ate breakfast table. "I have ontgceived the letter acquaintii
me with the fact this morning. ThBaroness von Galt sending her little daught— the
poor child it
dumb —to make the ‘cure.' She is toy with us a month, and then tBaroness herself is
coming."

"Baroness von Gall," cried the Frawoktor, coming into the room arpositively scenting
the name. "Comingdre? There was a picture of lonly last week irSort and Salon.

She s a friend of the court: | havheard that the Kaiserin says 'du’ to her. But ith
delightful! I shal

take my doctor's advice and spend an extra six sveee. There $ nothing like young
society."

"But the child is dumb,"” ventured the manager agetically
"Bah! What does that matter? Afflicted children éauch pretty ways

Each guest who came into the breastroom was bombarded with tiwonderful news.
"The Baroness von Gals sending her little daughtdrere; the Baroness herself
coming in amonth's time." Coffee and roltook on the nature of an orgy. We pcvely
scintillated. Anecdotes cthe High Born were poured out, sweetened and sippe
gorged on scandatd High Birth generously buttere

"They are to have the room next to yoursaid the manager, addressing r'l was
wondering if you would permit meo take down the portrait of tFKaiserin Elizabeth
from above your bed to hang over theira."

"Yes, indeed, something homelik— the Fau Oberregierungsrat patted my h&~ "and
of no possible significance to yo

| felt a little crushed. Not at theospect of losing that vision diamonds and be velvet
bust, but at the tonepladng me outside the palebranding me as a foreign

We dissipated the day in valid specwons. Decided it was too warm to walk in
afternoon, so lay down on ¢ beds, mustering in great foré& afternoon coffee. And
carriage drew up at the dodA tall younggirl got out, leading a child by the nd. They
entered the hall, wergreeted and shown to their room. Ten mres later she came dov
with thechild to sign the visitors' book. She wea black, closely fitting dress, touchec
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throat and wristsvith white frilling. Her brown hair, braided, was tied with adkdow—
unusually palewith a small mole on her lecheek.

"l am the Baroness von Gall's sister," said, trying the pen on a pieof blotting-paper,
and smiling at us deprecatiy. Even for the mosjaded of us life holds its thrillir
moments. Two Baronesses in timonths! The manager immediately left the roon
find a new nib.

To my plebeian eyes that afflicted chilcas singularly unattractive. Sthad the air of
having been perpeally washed with a blue bag, and hair like grey w— dressed, too,
in a pinafwe so stiffly starched that slcould only peer at us over thell of it — a social
barrier of a pinafore and perhaps it was too much to expect a nobletawattend t the
menial consideration of her ne's ears. But a dumb niece withwashed ears struck r
as a most depressing obj

They were given places at the hea(the table. For a moment we looked at one
another with an eendeeni-dina-do expression. Then the Fi@berregierungsre

"l hope you are not tired after your journe

"No," said the sister of the Baroness, smiling imo cug

"l hope the dear child is not tired," said the Fixktor.

"Not at all."

"l expect, | hope you will sleep well-night," the Herr Oberlehrer sareverently.
"Yes."

The poet from Munich never took his eydf the pair. He allowed his tito absorb most
of his coffee while he gazed at them exceedinglffally.

Unyoking Pegasus, thought I. Death spe of his Odes to Sdude! Therewere
possibilities in that young woman fon inspiration, not to mention dedication, and
from that moment his suffing temperament took up its badd walkec

They retired after the meal, leaving us to dis¢hes at leisurt

"There is alikeness,” mused the Frau ktor. "Quite. What a manner sthas. Such
reserve, such a tender way with the ch

"Pity she has the child to attend to," eaimed the student from Bonn. thad hitherto
relied upon three scars andibbon to produce an effect, btite sister of a Barone
demanded more than the

Absorbing days followed. Had she beete whit less beautifully born wcould not have
endured the continual corrsation about her, the songshier praise, the detailed acco!
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of her movementsBut she gracioushsuffered our worship and we were more t
content.

The poet she took into her confidence. carried her books when we wewalking, he
jumped the afflicted one on hknee — poetic licence, this — aoade morning brought h
notebookinto the salon and read to

"The sister of the Baroness has assured he is going into a convent," tsaid. (That
made the student from Bonn up.) "l have written these feilines last night from m
window in the sweet nig air—"

"Oh, yourdelicate chest," commented the Frau Dok
He fixed a stony eye on her, and she blus
"l have written these line

"Ah, will you to a convent fly,
So young, so fresh, so fair?
Spring like a doe upon the fields
And find your beauty there."

Nine verses equigllovely commanded heto equally violent action. | aicertain that had
she followed his advice r even the remainder of her lifie a convent would have give
her time to recover her bree

"I have presented her with a copy,” hed. "And to-day we & going to ook for wild
flowers in the wood."

The student from Bonn got up and the room. | begged the poetrepeat the verses
once more. At the end tlfie sixth verse | saw from tlwindow the sister of the Barone
and tle scarred youth disappeng through the front gate, which enabled to thank the
poet so charminglthat he offered to write me out a cc

But we were living at too high pressun those days. Swinging from chumble pension
to the high walls of palas, how could we help but fall2ate one afternoon the Fr:
Doktor cameupon me in the writin-room and took me to her bosom.

"She has been telling me all about hfe,” whispered the Frau Doktc'She came to my
bedroom and offered to massage my arrou know, | am thegreatest martyr to
rheumatism. And, faay now, she has already had ¢proposals of marriage. Su

beautiful offes that | assure you | we — andevery one of noble birth. My dear, the«ost

beautiful was in the woodNot that | do not think a proposal shouake place in a
drawing-room — it is rare fitting to have four wall— but ths was a private wood. F

said,the young officer, she was like a younce whose branches had never btouched

by the ruthless hand of man. Such delice She sighed and turnegh her eye:
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"Of course it is dificult for you Endish to understand when you salways exposing
your legs on crickefields, and breeding dogs in your bagérdens. The pity of it! Yout

should belike a wild rose. For myself do not understand how your women ever

married at all.”

She shook her head so violently that | <k mine too, and a gloom settlround my
heart. It seemed we wereally in a very bad way. Did thgpirit of romance spread h
rose wings only over aristocratic Germa

| went to my room, bound a pink scarfout my hair, and took a volume of Mori's
lyrics into the garden. A greaush of purple lilac grew behirthe summe-house. There
| sat down, finding a sad significance in tidelicate suggestion of half mourning. | be¢
to write a poem myself.

"They sway and languish dreamily,
And we, close pressed, are kissing the

It ended! "Close pressed" did not soiat all fascinating. Savoured wardrobes. Did
my wild rose then already trail in the dust? | ckdw leaf and hugged my knees. Tr—

magic moment 4 heard voices from thsummerhouse, the sister of the Baroness

the student from Bonn.

Secondhand was better than nothing; | pricked up my

"What small hands you have," said thudent from Bonn. "They are likwhite lilies

lying in the pool of yar black dress." This certainsounded the real thing. Her h-

born reply was what interested nSympathetic murmur only.

"May | hold one?"

| heard two sighs presumed they hel- he ha rifled those dark waters of noble
blossom.

"Look at my geat fingers beside your

"But they are beautifully kept,” said the sistetlod Baroness shy

The minx! Was love then a question of manic

"How | should adore to kiss you," murmurthe student. "But you know | asuffering
from severe nasal cathr and Idare not risk giving it to you. Six@a times last night di
| count mysdlsneezing. And three differehandkerchiefs.”

| threw Mdrike into the lilac bush, anwent back to the house. A greautomobile
snorted at the front door. the salon great commotion. THaroness was paying

surprise visit tcher little daughter. Clad in yellow mackintosh she stood in the mid
of the roomquestioning themanager. And every guest the pension cned was
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grouped about her, evehe Frau Doktor, psumably examining dmetable, as near
the augusskirts as possibl

"But where is my maid?" asked the Baron
"There was no maid," replied the mana "save for your gracious sistand daughter."

"Sister!" she cried sharply. "Fool, | Fe no sister. My child travelledith the daughter c
my dressmaker."

Tableau grandissimo!
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