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EPILOGUE I: PENSION SEGUIN (1913)
By Katherine Mansfield

The servant who opened the door was twin sistéhdb efficient and hideous creatt
bearing a soup tureen into tFirst French Picture Her round red face shone like fres
washed china. She had a pair of immense arms to match, and a quantity of mott
hair arranged in a sort of bow. | stammered indaulous, breathless fashion, as tho
a pack of Russian wolves were behind me, rather filka flights of beautifully polishe
French stairs‘Have you a room” The servant girl did not know. She would :
Madame. Madame was at dinr “Will you come in, please?Through the dark hal
guarded by a large black stove that had the appeauaf a headless cat with one re+

seeing eye in the middle of its stom, | followed her into the salc “Please to sit
down,” said the servant girl, closing the door nehiner. | heard her list slippers shui
along the corridor, the sound of another door apg—a little clamou—instantly
suppressed. Silence follow Thesalon was long and narrow, with a yellow floor ddi
with white mats. White muslin curtains hid the womes: the walls were white, decorat
with pictures of pale ladies drifting down cypresgenues to forsaken temples, :
moons rising over boundlesseans. You would have thought that all the long yed
Madame's virginity had been devoted to the makihgvioite mat—that her childish
voice had lisped its numbers in cro-work stitches. | did not dare to begin count
them. They rained upon me frcevery possible place, like impossible snowflakesert
the piano stool was buttoned into one embroidergd ®.F | had been looking for

resting place all the morning. At the start | fleyp innumerable stairs as though ti
were major scalesthe mosicheerful things in the worldbut after repeated failures t
scales had resolved into the minor, and my hednigiwwas quite cast down by this tin
leapt up again at these signs and tokens of vamwakesobriety. “A woman with such sot
passions,” thoght I, “is bound to be quiet and clean, with fevbies and a much abse
husband. Mats are not the sort of things that teedselves in their making to cheer
singing. Mats are essentially the fruits of piowditsde. | shall certainly take a roc
here.” And | began to dream of unpacking my clothes ilittle white room, and gettir
into a kimono and lying on a white bed, watching tlurtains float out from the windov
in the delicious autumn air that smelled of appled honey ... until the door cned and
a tall thin woman in a lilac pinafore came in, snglin a vague fashio “Madame
Seguin?™*Yes, Madame. | repeated the familiar story. A quiet room, remdb¥®m any
church bells, or crowing cocks, or little boys' sals, or railway station “There are
none of such things anywhere near here,” said Magd&uking very surprised. “I have
very beautiful room to let, and quite unexpectediyhas been occupied by a yoL
gentleman from Buenos Ayres whose father died, tunfately, and implore him to

return home immediately. Quite natural, inde “Oh, very!” said |, hoping that th
Hamletlike apparition was at rest again and would notades my solitude to mat
certain of his son's obedien “If Madame will follow me.”Down a dark corrido round

a corner | felt my way. | wanted to ask Madamehittwas where Buenos Ayrpere
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appeared unto his son, but | did not dare “Here—you see. Quite away fro
everything,” said Madam

| have always viewed with a proper amount of resped abhoence those penetratil
spirits who are not susceptible to appearances.tWhahere to believe in exce
appearances? | have nearly always found that treetha only things worth enjoying
all, and if ever an innocent child lays its headmpy kneeand begs for the truth of ti
matter, | shall tell it the story of my one and ymlurse, who, knowing my horror

gooseberry jam, spread a coat of apricot overdphet the jam jar. As long as | believ
it apricot | was happy, and learning wisdomontrived to eat the apricot and leave
gooseberry behind. “So, you see, my little innoazatture,” | shall end, “the great thi
to learn in this life is to be content with appewes, and shun the vulgarities of

grocer and philosopher.”

Bright sunlight streamed through the windows of the ddélighroom. There was a
alcove for the bed, a writing table was placed reggaihe window, a couch against
wall. And outside the window | looked down uponaarenue of gold and red trees anc
at a rage of mountains white with fresh fallen sn “One hundred and eighty francs
month,” murmured Madame, smiling at nothing, bugrsimng to imply by her manne
“Of course this has nothing to do with the mattdrsaid, “That is too much. | cann
afford more than one hundred and fifty frani “But,” explained Madame, “the size! tl
alcove! And the extreme rarity of being overlook®gd so many mountains “Yes,” |
said.“And then the food. There are four meals a day, lamékfast in your room if yo
wish it.” “Yes,” | said, more feebl “And my husband a Professor at the Conserve—
that again is so rareCourage is like a disobedient dog, once it startgiing away i
flies all the faster for your attempts to reca “One hundred and sixty,” | <d. “If you
agree to take it for two months | will accept,”"ddadame, very quickly. | agres

Marie helped to unstrap my boxes. She knelt orfltiog, grinning and scratching her k
red arms.

“Ah, how glad | am Madame has come, “she said. “Nesvshal have some life agail
Monsieur Arthur, who lived in this roc—he was a gay one. Singing all day :
sometimes dancing. Many a time Mademoiselle Amhmatigvould be playing and he
dance for an hour without stoppin “Who is Mademoiselle Ambatielos?” isked. “A

young lady studying at the Conservatoire,” saidiBlasniffing in a very friendly fashior
“But she gives lessons too. Ah, mon Dieu, sometimiben | am dusting in her roon
think her fingers will drop off. She plays all deyng. But | like tht—that's life, noise is.
That's what | say. You'll hear her soon. Up andmsive goes!” said Marie, with extrer
heartinessBut,” | cried, loathing Marie, “how many other pale are staying here

Marie shrugged. “Nobody to speak of. There's thesiu gentleman, a priest he is, a
Madame's three childrenand that's all. The children are lively enough,g slaid, filling
the washstand pitcher, “but then there's the t—the boy! Ah, you'll know about hin
poor little one, soon enough!” She was so stable | would not ask her anything furtl

| waited until she was gone, and leaned againsithdow sill, watching the sun deep

in the trees until they seemed full and tremblinthwold, and wondering what was t
matter with the mysterious ba
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All through the afternoon Mademoiselle Ambatielasd athe piano warred with tt
Appassionata Sonata. They shattered it to bitsye-made it to their heart's des—they
unpicked it—and tried it in various styles. They added a litticl—caught up
somehing. Finally they decided that the only thing wiportance was the loud pedal. 1
mysterious baby, hidden behind Heaven knows howyrdaors, cried with such curiol
persistence that | had to strain my ears, wondefiiigvas a baby or an engine ofar-
off whistle. At dusk Marie, accompanied by the tlitte girls, brought me a lamp. M
appearance disturbed these charming children to ancextent that they rushed up
down the corridor in a frenzied state for kan-hour afterwards, bumping tmselves
against the walls, and shrieking with derisive lateg At eight the gong sounded f
supper. | was hungry. The corridor was filled witle warm, strong smell of cook:
meat. “Well,” | thought, “at any rate, judging byet smell, the food must good.” And
feeling very frightened | entered the din-room.

Two rows of faces turned to watch me. Seguinintroduced me, rapped on the ta
with the soup spoon, and the two little girls, irdpat and scornful, cried: “Bon so
Madame,” while the bah half washed away by his afternoon's performaangtied his
cup of milk over his head while MadarSeguinshowed me my seat. In the confus
caused by this last episode, and by his beingethraway by Marie, screaming a
spitting with rage, |1 satown next to the Russian priest and opposite Madsegiie
Ambatielos. M. Seguitook a loaf of bread from a thi-legged basket at his elbow a
carved it against his che: Soup was servedwith vermicelli letters of the alphab
floating in it. These werkast straws to the littlSeguirs table mannetr

“Maman, Yvonne's got more letters than r “Maman, Hélene keeps taking my lett
out with her spoon.™Children! Children! Quiet, quiet!” said MadanrSeguin gently.
“No, don't do it.”"Hélene seized Yvore's plate and pulled it towards I “Stop,” said M.
Seguin who was like a rat, with spectacles all miste@rowith soup steam. “Hélén
leave the table. Go to Marie.” Exit Hélene, withr bpron over her hee

Soup was followed by chestnuts and Brus sprouts. All the time the Russian prie
who wore a pale blue tie with a buttoned frock caradl a moustache fierce as a Gc¢
novel, kept up a flow of conversation with Madenetlss Ambatielos. She looked ve
young. She was stout, with a high firm k decorated with a spray of artificial roses. !
never ceased touching the roses or her blouseigrdndooking at her han—with a
smile trembling on her mouth and her blue eyes vadd staring. She seemed
intoxicated with her fresh young bo

“l saw you this morning when you didn't see me,dghe pries “You didn't.” “l did.”
“He didn't, did he, Madame Madame Seguismiled, and carried away the chestn
bringing back a dish of pea

“I hope you will come into the salon after dinnesfe said to me. “We always cha

litle—we are such a family party.” | smiled, wondering ywpears should follov
chestnuts.
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“I must apologise for baby,” she went on. “He isrsovous. But he spends his day i
room at the other end of the apartment to. You will not be troubled. Only think of i
He passes whole days banging his little head ag#iesfloor and walls. The doctc
cannot understand it at a M. Seguinpushed back his chair, said grace. | follov
desperately into the salon. “I expeyou have been admiring my mats,” said Mad:
Seguin with more animation than she had hitherto shdweople always imagine the
are the product of my industry. But, alas, no! Tley all made by my friend, Madar
Kummer, who has the pension on the floor.”
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