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It seemed to the little crowd on the wharf that alzs never going to move again. Th
she lay, immense, motionless on the grey crinklatery a loop of smoke above her,
immense flock of gulls screaming and diving after galley droppings at the stern. Y
could just see little couples parac—little flies walking up and down the dish on 1
grey crinkled tablecloth. Other flies clustered awhrmed at the edge. Now there we
gleam of white on the lower de—the cook's aprowr the stewardess perhaps. No
tiny black spider raced up the ladder on to thdd®i

In the front of the crowd a stro-looking, middleaged man, dressed very well, v
snugly in a grey overcoat, grey silk scarf, thitkvgs and dark felt hat, mihed up and
down, twirling his folded umbrella. He seemed totloe leader of the little crowd on tl
wharf and at the same time to keep them togethemwés something between the st-
dog and the shepherd.

But what a fool-what a fool he had been notbring any glasses! There wasn't a pai
glasses between the whole lot of the

"Curious thing, Mr. Scott, that none of us thoughglasses. We might have been abl
stir 'em up a bit. We might he managed a little signallindpon't hesitate to lan
Natives harmles®Or: A welcome awaits you. All is forgiv. What? Eh?'

Mr. Hammond's quick, eager glance, so nervous anay friendly and confiding, toc
in everybody on the wharf, roped in even thosecblaps lounging against the gangwe
They knew, every majack of them, that Mrs. Hammond was on that boatl that he
was so tremendously excited it never entered hasl Im@t to believe that this marvellc
fact meant something to them too. It warmed hisrtheavards them. They were,

decidedas decent a crowd of peo—Those old chaps over by the gangways—fine,
solid old chaps. What che—by Jove! And he squared his own, plunged his -
gloved hands into his pockets, rocked from he#béo

"Yes, my wife's been in Europe for thet ten months. On a visit to our eldest girl, w
was married last year. | brought her up here, aadeSalisbury, myself. So | thought

better come and fetch her back. Yes, yes, yes."'shhewd grey eyes narrowed again

searched anxiously, quicl, the motionless liner. Again his overcoat was utuned.
Out came the thin, buttgellow watch again, and for the twentietfiftieth—hundredth
time he made the calculatic

"Let me see now. It was two fifteen when the ddstaunch went off. Two fieen. It is
now exactly twentyeight minutes past four. That is to say, the d¢etbeen gone tw
hours and thirteen minutes. Two hours and thirtegnutes! Whe-ooh!" He gave a
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queer little halfwhistle and snapped his watch to again. "But Ikhue shwld have been
told if there was anything +—don't you, Mr. Gaven?"

"Oh, yes, Mr. Hammond! | don't think there's angthitc—anything to worry about,
said Mr. Gaven, knocking out his pipe against tbel lof his shoe. "At the same ti—"

"Quite so! Quiteso!" cried Mr. Hammond. "Dashed annoying!" He pagacakly up anc
down and came back again to his stand betweenrdrMas. Scott and Mr. Gaven. "I
getting quite dark, too," and he waved his foldedbtella as though the dusk at le
might have hadhe decency to keep off for a bit. But the dusk eastowly, spreadin
like a slow stain over the water. Little Jean Sdo¢tgged at her mother's ha

"l wan' my tea, mammy!" she waile

"l expect you do," said Mr. Hammond. "l expectthlkkse ladies ant their tea." And hi
kind, flushed, almost pitiful glance roped themiallagain. He wondered whether Jai
was having a final cup of tea in the saloon outeéhéle hoped so; he thought not
would be just like her not to leave the deck. lattbae perhaps the deck steward wo
bring her up a cup. If he'd been there he'd haveitgor he—somehow. And for .
moment he was on deck, standing over her, watdmendjttle hand fold round the cup
the way she had, while she drank the only cupa to be got on board... But now he v
back here, and the Lord only knew when that cu@agtain would stop hanging about
the stream. He took another turn, up and down,ngpdown. He walked as far as i
cabstand to make sure his driver hadn't dpeared; back he swerved again to the |
flock huddled in the shelter of the banana crdtée Jean Scott was still wanting h
tea. Poor little beggar! He wished he had a bahafcolate on hirr

"Here, Jean!" he said. "Like a lift up?" And ea, gently, he swung the little girl on tc
higher barrel. The movement of holding her, steaghyher, relieved him wonderfull
lightened his heart.

"Hold on," he said, keeping an arm round |
"Oh, don't worry aboulear, Mr. Hammond!" said Mrs. Scott.

"That's all right, Mrs. Scott. No trouble. It's Ee@sure. Jean's a little pal of mine, ar
you, Jean?"

"Yes, Mr. Hammond," said Jean, and she ran heefidgwn the dent of his felt h:

But suddenly she caught him by the ear and gaeecddcram. "Lo-ok, Mr. Hammond
She's moving! Look, she's coming i

By Jove! So she was. At last! She was slowly, sjoiwrning round. A bell sounded f
over the water and a great spout of steam gushedtie air. The gulls rose; thi
fluttered away like lts of white paper. And whether that deep throbwas her engine
or his heart Mr. Hammond couldn't say. He had twedimself to bear it, whatever
was. At that moment old Captain Johnson, the ha-master, came striding down t
wharf, a leatheportfolio under his arrr

"Jean'll be all right," said Mr. Scott. "I'll holder.” He was just in time. Mr. Hammo
had forgotten about Jean. He sprang away to glé&aptain Johnsol
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"Well, Captain," the eager, nervous voice rangagdin, "you've ken pity on us at last

"It's no good blaming me, Mr. Hammond," wheezed @aptain Johnson, staring at
liner. "You got Mrs. Hammond on board, ain't ye

"Yes, yes!" said Hammond, and he kept by the ha-master's side. "Mrs. Hammon
there. Hullo! We shan't be long now

With her telephone ringnging, the thrum of her screw filling the airgetloig liner bore
down on them, cutting sharp through the dark wstethat big white shavings curled
either side. Hammond and the hart-master kgt in front of the rest. Hammond took «
his hat; he raked the de—they were crammed with passengers; he waved hiartd
bawled a loud, strange "F-lo!" across the water; and then turned round amngthbout
laughing and said someth—nothing—to old Captain Johnson.

"Seen her?" asked the hark-master.

"No, not yet. Steady-wait a bit!" And suddenly, between two great clundipt=—"Get
out of the way there!" he signed with his umbr—he saw a hand rais—a white glove
shaking a handkerchief. Arher moment, and-thank God, thank Go—there she was.
There was Janey. There was Mrs. Hammond, yes,yge—standing by the rail an
smiling and nodding and waving her handkerct

"Well that's first class-first class! Well, well, well'" He positively amped. Like
lightning he drew out his cig-case and offered it to old Captain Johnson. "Havigar,
Captain! They're pretty good. Have a couple! H—and he pressed all the cigars in
case on the harbownaste—"I've a couple of boxes up at the hotel."

"Thenks, Mr. Hammond!" wheezed old Captain John

Hammond stuffed the cig-case back. His hands were shaking, but he'd gat bt
himself again. He was able to face Janey. Therensise leaning on the rail, talking
some woman and at the satime watching him, ready for him. It struck him,tag gulf
of water closed, how small she looked on that ekge. His heart was wrung with sucl
spasm that he could have cried out. How little Islo&ed to have come all that long w
and back by her#fé Just like her, though. Just like Janey. She thedcourage of—And
now the crew had come forward and parted the pgssenthey had lowered the rails
the gangways.

The voices on shore and the voices on board flegvaet each othe
"All well?"

"All well."

"How's mother?"

"Much better."

"Hullo, Jean!"

"Hillo, Aun' Emily!"

"Had a good voyage?"
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"Splendid!"

"Shan't be long now!"

"Not long now."

The engines stopped. Slowly she edged to the vside.

"Make way there-make wa—make way!"And the wharf hands brought the he:
gangways along at a sweeping run. Hammond signédrtey to stay where she was.
old harboumaster stepped forward; he followed. As to "ladies,” or any rot like that
it never entered his head.

"After you, Captain!" he cried genially. And, treading on theé man's heels, he strode
the gangway on to the deck in a -line to Janey, and Janey was clasped in his ¢

"Well, well, well! Yes, yes! Here we are at lashi& stammered. It was all he could.
And Janey emerged, and her cool little v—the only voice in the world for hi—said,

"Well, darling! Have you been waiting long

No; not long. Or, at any rate, it didn't matterwts over now. But the point was, he he
cab waiting at the end ¢iie wharf. Was she ready to go off. Was her luggagdy? Ir
that case they could cut off sharp with her cabgghge and let the rest go hang un-
morrow. He bent over her and she looked up withfaeriliar haltsmile. She was jus
the same. Not day changed. Just as he'd always known her. Sthédaismall hand o
his sleeve.

"How are the children, John?" she ask

(Hang the children!) "Perfectly well. Never bettertheir lives."

"Haven't they sent me letters

"Yes, yes—of course! I've Ift them at the hotel for you to digest later c

"We can't go quite so fast," said she. "I've gobpgbe to say goc-bye to—and then
there's the Captain." As his face fell she gaveams a small understanding squeeze
the Captain comes off the bge | want you to thank him for having looked afyeur
wife so beautifully." Well, he'd got her. If she mtad another ten minut—As he gave
way she was surrounded. The whole -class seemed to want to say g-bye to Janey.

"Good-bye dearMrs. Hamnond! And next time you're in Sydney Hkpec you."
"Darling Mrs. Hammond! You won't forget to write toe, will you?"
"Well, Mrs. Hammond, what this boat would have begthout you!"

It was as plain as a pikestaff that she was byhfamost popur woman on board. An
she took it allHust as usual. Absolutely composed. Just her lgdd—just Janey all
over; standing there with her veil thrown back. Haomd never noticed what his wi
had on. It was all the same to him whatever sheewBut t-day he did notice that st
wore a black "costume=didn't they call it?—with white frills, trimmings he suppost
they were, at the neck and sleeves. All this whéleey handed him roun

http://www.katherinemansfieldsociety.org



"John, dear!" And then: "l want to introduce yo—"

Finally they dd escape, and she led the way to her-room. To follow Janey down tt
passage that she knew so —that was so strange to him; to part the green icsrtter
her and to step into the cabin that had been hmrse fim exquisite happiness. —
confound it'—the stewardess was there on the floor, strappirtheipugs

"That's the last, Mrs. Hammond," said the stewardeésing and pulling down her cuff

He was introduced again, and then Janey and theustess disappeared into the pass
He head whisperings. She was getting the tipping busirme&s, he supposed. He :
down on the striped sofa and took his hat off. €heere the rugs she had taken with |
they looked good as new. All her luggage lookedHregerfect. The labels were writ
in her beautiful little clear ha—"Mrs. John Hammond."

"Mrs. John Hammond!" He gave a long sigh of contmd leaned back, crossing

arms. The strain was over. He felt he could havéheme for ever sighing his reli—the
relief at being rid of tht horrible tug, pull, grip on his heart. The dang@as over. Tha
was the feeling. They were on dry land ag

But at that moment Janey's head came round therc

"Darling—do you mind? | just want to go and say ¢g-bye to the doctor.
Hammond stded up. "I'll come with you.

"No, no!" she said. "Don't bother. I'd rather ndknot be a minute.

And before he could answer she was gone. He hddahalind to run after her; bi
instead he sat down aga

Would she really not be long? What wthe time now? Out came the watch; he stare
nothing. That was rather queer of Janey, wasn'Wt®/ couldn't she have told tl
stewardess to say gote for her? Why did she have to go chasing aftership's
doctor? She could have sent a note froe hotel even if the affair had been urge
Urgent? Did it—eould it mean that she had been ill on the vo—she was keeping
something from him? That was it! He seized his Katwas going off to find that fello
and to wring the truth out of him at aosts. He thought he'd noticed just something.
was just a touch too calmtoo steady. From the very first moment—

The curtains rang. Janey was back. He jumped tfeébts
"Janey, have you been ill on this voyage? You Ha

“II?" Her airy little voice mocked him. She stepped over the rugs, and cagnutose
touched his breast, and looked up at |

"Darling,” she said, "don't frighten me. Of coutdgaven't! Whatever makes you thin
have? Do | look ill?"

But Hammond didn't see her. He only that she was looking at him and that there
no need to worry about anything. She was here d& Bfter things. It was all righ
Everything was.
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The gentle pressure of her hand was so calminghhaut his over hers to hold it the
And she said:

"Stand still. 1 want to look at you. | haven't segou yet. You've had your bea
beautifully trimmed, and you lo—younger, | think, and decidedly thinner! Bache
life agrees with you."

"Agrees with me!" He groaned for love and caughtdiese agai. And again, as alway
he had the feeling that he was holding somethireg thever was quite —his.
Something too delicate, too precious, that woutdafvay once he let g

"For God's sake let's get off to the hotel so Watcan be by ourselves!" d he rang the
bell hard for some one to look sharp with the lugg

Walking down the wharf together she took his arma.Hdd her on his arm again. And
difference it made to get into the cab after J—to throw the reeand-yellow striped
blanket round them bothto tell the driver to hurry because neither of theaad had an
tea. No more going without his tea or pouring ostdwn. She was back. He turnec
her, squeezed her hand, and said gently, teasiimgtiie "special” voice he had for h
"Glad to be home again, dearie?" She smiled; shét@iden bother to answer, but ger
she drew his hand away as they came to the brigtrests

"We've got the best room in the hotel,” he saidvduldn't be put off with another. Anc
asked the chmbermaid to put in a bit of a fire in case you feltilly. She's a nice
attentive girl. And | thought now we were here wewhn't bother to go home -
morrow, but spend the day looking round and leaeentorning after. Does that suit yc
There's no huy, is there? The children will have you soon agiou | thought a day
sightseeing might make a nice break in your jou—eh, Janey?"

"Have you taken the tickets for the day after?" aieed

"l should think | have!" He unbuttoned his overcaat took out his bulging pock-
book. "Here we are! | reserved a f-class carriage to Cooktown. There —'Mr. and
Mrs. John Hammond.' | thought we might as well deselves comfortably, and we do
want other people butting in, do we? But if youlke to stop here a bit lon¢—?"

"Oh, no!" said Janey quickly. "Not for the worldh& day after --morrow, then. And th
children—"

But they had reached the hotel. The manager wadistain the broad, brilliant-lighted
porch. He came down to greetm. A porter ran from the hall for their box

"Well, Mr. Arnold, here's Mrs. Hammond at las

The manager led them through the hall himself ardged the elevai-bell. Hammond
knew there were business pals of his sitting atittie hall tables hving a drink before
dinner. But he wasn't going to risk interruptior; lboked neither to the right nor the ¢
They could think what they pleased. If they didmitlerstand, the more fools t—and
he stepped out of the lift, unlocked the door &ir room, and shepherded Janey in. -
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door shut. Now, at last, they were alone togetHer.turned up the light. The curtai
were drawn; the fire blazed. He flung his hat oth®huge bed and went towards |

But—would you believe i—again they were terrupted. This time it was the porter w
the luggage. He made two journeys of it, leaving door open in between, taking
time, whistling through his teeth in the corridBlammond paced up and down the ro
tearing off his gloves, tearing off | scarf. Finally he flung his overcoat on to -
bedside.

At last the fool was gone. The door clicked. Nowtlwere alone. Said Hammond:
feel I'll never have you to myself again. Thesesedrpeople! Jane—and he bent his
flushed, eager gaze upon —"let's have dinner up here. If we go down to trstaeran
we'll be interrupted, and then there's the confednohusic” (the music he'd praised
highly, applauded so loudly last night!). "We sl able to hear each other speak. |
have somethingip here in front of the fire. It's too late for tdd order a little suppel
shall I? How does that idea strike yot

"Do, darling!" said Janey. "And while you're av—the children's lette—"
"Oh, later on will do!" said Hammon:
"But then we'd geit over,” said Janey. "And I'd first have time—"

"Oh, | needn't go down!" explained Hammond. "lUk{ ring and give the order... y
don't want to send me away, do yo!

Janey shook her head and smi

"But you're thinking of something else. Yre worrying about something," s
Hammond. "What is it? Come and sit —come and sit on my knee before the fil

“I'll just unpin my hat,” said Janey, and she wewver to the dressii-table. "A-ah!" She
gave a little cry.

"What is it?"

"Nothing, daling. I've just found the children's letters. Thaall right! They will keep
No hurry now!" She turned to him, clasping theme Shcked them into her frille
blouse. She cried quickly, gaily: "Oh, how typitlails dressin-table is of you!"

"Why? Whd's the matter with it?" said Hammor

"If it were floating in eternity | should say 'Jdhiraughed Janey, staring at the big bo
of hair tonic, the wicker bottle of e-de-Cologne, the two habrushes, and a dozen n
collars tied with pink tapes this all your luggage?"

"Hang my luggage!" said Hammond; but all the samdiked being laughed at by Jan
"Let's talk. Let's get down to things. Tell —and as Janey perched on his knee
leaned back and drew her into the deep, ugly —"tell me you're really glad to t
back, Janey."

"Yes, darling, I am glad," she sa
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But just as when he embraced her he felt she wlyldway, so Hammond nev
knew—never knew for dead certain that she was as gl&e ags. How could he knov
Would he everknow? Would he always have this crav—this pang like hunge
somehow, to make Janey so much part of him thaé thasn't any of her to escape?
wanted to blot out everybody, everything. He wishew he'd turned off the light. Th
might have broughher nearer. And now those letters from the childuestled in he
blouse. He could have chucked them into the

"Janey," he whispered.

"Yes, dear?" She lay on his breast, but so liglstyyemotely. Their breathing rose ¢
fell together.

"Janey!"
"What is it?"

“Turn to me,"” he whispered. A slow, deep flush fmlvinto his forehead. "Kiss m
Janey! You kiss me!"

It seemed to him there was a tiny pe—but long enough for him to suffer tort—
before her lips touched his, firmly, ligh—kissing them as she always kissed him.
though the kiss-how could he describe —confirmed what they were saying, sigr
the contract. But that wasn't what he wanted; ween't at all what he thirsted for. He {
suddenly, horrible tired.

"If you knew," e said, opening his eyes, "what it's been—waiting tc-day. | thought
the boat never would come in. There we were, hangoout. What kept you so lonc

She made no answer. She was looking away from hitmeafire. The flames hurri—
hurried over theoals, flickered, fell

"Not asleep, are you?" said Hammond, and he jurhpedp and dowr

"No," she said. And then: "Don't do that, dear. Nwas thinking. As a matter of fac
she said, "one of the passengers died last—a man. That's what td us up. We
brought him in—+ mean, he wasn't buried at sea. So, of coursesitipes doctor and tr
shore doctor—"

"What was it?" asked Hammond uneasily. He hateletar of death. He hated this
have happened. It was, in some queer way, as thoeignd Janey had met a funeral
their way to the hotel.

"Oh, it wasn't anything in the least infectiousHic Janey. She was speaking scar
above her breath. "It weheart” A pause. "Poor fellow!" she said. "Quite younéuid
she watched the fire flige and fall. "He died in my arms," said Jar

The blow was so sudden that Hammond thought hedvaiht. He couldn't move;
couldn't breathe. He felt all his strength flon—flowing into the big dark chair, and tl
big dark chair held him fast, gried him, forced him to bear it.

"What?" he said dully. "What's that you sa
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"The end was quite peaceful,” said the small vdiee. just—and Hammond saw her |
her gentle hand-breathed his life away at the end." And her hagid

"Who—else was the?" Hammond managed to a
"Nobody. | was alone with him

Ah, my God, what was she saying! What was she dirigm! This would kill him! And
all the while she spoke:

"l saw the change coming and | sent the stewardhierdoctor, but the doctor w too
late. He couldn't have done anything, anyw:

"But—why you, why you?" moaned Hammon
At that Janey turned quickly, quickly searchedface.

"You don'tmind John, do you?" she asked. "You d—It's nothing to do with you ar
me."

Somehow or ther he managed to shake some sort of smile aSoeanehow or other t
stammered: "No—go-en, go on! | want you to tell me

"But, John darling—"
"Tell me, Janey!"

"There's nothing to tell,” she said, wondering. 'i&s one of the fir-class passengers. |
saw he was very ill when he came on board... Buitdemed to be so much better u
yesterday. He had a severe attack in the afte—excitement—rervousness, | thinl
about arriving. And after that he never recover

"But why didn't the stewards—"

"Oh, my dear—the stewardess!" said Janey. "What would he hdt2 Aad besides... h
might have wanted to leave a message—"

"Didn't he?" muttered Hammond. "Didn't he say amgR"

"No, darling, not a word!" She shook her head gofihll the time | was with him he we
too weak... he was too weak even to move a finge

Janey was silent. But her words, so light, so saftchill, seemed to hover in the air,
rain into his breast like sno\

The fire had gone red. Now it fell in withsharp sound and the room was colder. (
crept up his arms. The room was huge, immensdermhg. It filled his whole world
There was the great blind bed, with his coat flangpss it like some headless man sa
his prayers. There was the luggaeady to be carried away again, anywhere, tosse
trains, carted on to boats.

... "He was too weak. He was too weak to move gefii And yet he died in Jane
arms. She—who'd nevemever once in all these yeargsever on one single solita
occasion—
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No; he mustn't think of it. Madness lay in thinkiof it. No, he wouldn't face it. H
couldn't stand it. It was too much to be

And now Janey touched his tie with her fingers. finehed the edges of the tie togetl

"You're not—sorry | told you,John darling? It hasn't made you sad? It hasnitt spo
evening—eur being alone together

But at that he had to hide his face. He put hig fato her bosom and his arms enfol
her.

Spoilt their evening! Spoilt their being alone ttga! They wold never be alone
together again.
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