
 

LADIES IN LAVENDER by WILLIAM J. LOCKE 2 
THE FALSE RHYME. By Mary Shelley 61 
LITTLE SELVES - BY MARY LERNER 72 
BLUE REEFERS - BY ELIZABETH ASHE 110



LADIES IN LAVENDER by WILLIAM J. LOCKE 
  
As soon as the sun rose out of the sea 
its light streamed through a white-
curtained casement window into the 
whitest and most spotless room you can 
imagine. It shone upon two little white 
beds, separated by the width of the floor 
covered with straw-coloured matting; on 
white garments neatly folded which lay 
on white chairs by the side of each bed; 
on a white enamelled bedroom suite; on 
the one picture (over the mantel-piece) 
which adorned the white walls, the 
enlarged photograph of a white-
whiskered, elderly gentleman in naval 
uniform; and on the white, placid faces 
of the sleepers. 



It awakened Miss Ursula Widdington, 
who sat up in bed, greeted it with a 
smile, and forthwith aroused her sister. 
"Janet, here's the sun." 
Miss Widdington awoke and smiled too. 
Now to awake at daybreak with a smile 
and a childlike delight at the sun when 
you are over forty-five is a sign of an 
unruffled conscience and a sweet 
disposition. 
"The first glimpse of it for a week," said 
Miss Widdington. 
"Isn't it strange," said Miss Ursula, "that 
when we went to sleep the storm was 
still raging?" 
"And now̶the sea hasn't gone down 
yet. Listen." 



"The tide's coming in. Let us go out and 
look at it," cried Miss Ursula, delicately 
getting out of bed. 
"You're so impulsive, Ursula," said Miss 
Widdington. 
She was forty-eight, and three years 
older than her sister. She could, 
therefore, smile indulgently at the 
impetuosity of youth. But she rose and 
dressed, and presently the two ladies 
stole out of the silent house. 
They had lived there for many years, 
perched away on top of a projecting cliff 
on the Cornish coast, midway between 
sea and sky, like two fairy princesses in 
an enchanted bit of the world's end, 
who had grown grey with waiting for 
the prince who never came. Theirs was 
the only house on the wind-swept 



height. Below in the bay on the right of 
their small headland nestled the tiny 
fishing village of Trevannic; below, 
sheer down to the left, lay a little sandy 
cove, accessible farther on by a narrow 
gorge that split the majestic stretch of 
bastioned cliffs. To that little stone 
weatherbeaten house their father, the 
white-whiskered gentleman of the 
portrait, had brought them quite young 
when he had retired from the navy with 
a pens ion and a gr ievance̶an 
ungrateful country had not made him an 
admiral̶and there, after his death, 
they had continued to lead their remote 
and gentle lives, untouched by the 
happenings of the great world. 



The salt-laden wind buffeted them, 
dashed strands of hair stingingly across 
their faces and swirled their skirts 
around them as they leaned over the 
stout stone parapet their father had built 
along the edge of the cliff, and drank in 
the beauty of the morning. The eastern 
sky was clear of clouds and the eastern 
sea tossed a fierce silver under the sun 
and gradually deepened into frosted 
green, which changed in the west into 
the deep ocean blue; and the Atlantic 
heaved and sobbed after its turmoil of 
the day before. Miss Ursula pointed to 
the gilt-edged clouds in the west and 
likened them to angels' thrones, which 
was a pretty conceit. Miss Widdington 
derived a suggestion of Pentecostal 
flames from the golden flashes of the 



sea-gulls' wings. Then she referred to 
the appetite they would have for 
breakfast. To this last observation Miss 
Ursula did not reply, as she was leaning 
over the parapet intent on something in 
the cove below. Presently she clutched 
her sister's arm. 
"Janet, look down there̶that black 
thing̶what is it?" 
Miss Widdington's gaze followed the 
pointing finger. 
At the foot of the rocks that edged the 
gorge sprawled a thing checkered black 
and white. 
"I do believe it's a man!" 
"A drowned man! Oh, poor fellow! Oh, 
Janet, how dreadful!" 



She turned brown, compassionate eyes 
on her sister, who continued to peer 
keenly at the helpless figure below. 
"Do you think he's dead, Janet?" 
"The sensible thing would be to go 
d ow n a n d s e e , " r e p l i e d M i s s 
Widdington. 
It was by no means the first dead man 
cast up by the waves that they had 
stumbled upon during their long sojourn 
on this wild coast, where wrecks and 
foundering and loss of men's lives at sea 
were commonplace happenings. They 
were dealing with the sadly familiar; 
and though their gentle hearts throbbed 
hard as they made for the gorge and 
sped quickly down the ragged, rocky 
path, they set about their task as a 
matter of course. 



Miss Ursula reached the sand first, and 
walked over to the body which lay on a 
low shelf of rock. Then she turned with 
a glad cry. 
"Janet. He's alive. He's moaning. Come 
quickly." And, as Janet joined her: "Did 
you ever see such a beautiful face in 
your life?" 
"We should have brought some brandy," 
said Miss Widdington. 
But, as she bent over the unconscious 
form, a foolish moisture gathered in her 
eyes which had nothing to do with 
forgetfulness of alcohol. For indeed 
there lay sprawling anyhow in catlike 
grace beneath them the most romantic 
figure of a youth that the sight of 
maiden ladies ever rested on. He had 
long black hair, a perfectly chiselled 



face, a preposterously feminine mouth 
which, partly open, showed white young 
teeth, and the most delicate, long-
fingered hands in the world. Miss Ursula 
murmured that he was like a young 
Greek god. Miss Widdington sighed. The 
fellow was ridiculous. He was also dank 
with sea water, and moaned as if he 
were in pain. But as gazing wrapt in 
wonder and admiration at young Greek 
gods is not much good to them when 
they are half-drowned, Miss Widdington 
despatched her sister in search of help. 
"The tide is still low enough for you to 
get round the cliff to the village. Mrs. 
Pendered will give you some brandy, 
and her husband and Luke will bring a 
stretcher. You might also send Joe 
Gullow on his bicycle for Dr. Mead." 



Miss Widdington, as behoved one who 
has the charge of an orphaned younger 
sister, did not allow the sentimental to 
weaken the practical. Miss Ursula, 
though she would have preferred to stay 
by the side of the beautiful youth, was 
docile, and went forthwith on her 
errand. Miss Widdington, left alone with 
him, rolled up her jacket and pillowed 
his head on it, brought his limbs into an 
attitude suggestive of comfort, and tried 
by chafing to restore him to animation. 
Being unsuccessful in this, she at last 
desisted, and sat on the rocks near by 
and wondered who on earth he was and 
where in the world he came from. His 
garments consisted in a nondescript pair 
of trousers and a flannel shirt with a 



collar, which was fastened at the neck, 
not by button or stud, but by a tasselled 
cord; and he was barefoot. Miss 
Widdington glanced modestly at his 
feet, which were shapely; and the soles 
were soft and pink like the palms of his 
hands. Now, had he been the coarsest 
and most callosity-stricken shell-back 
half-alive, Janet Widdington would have 
tended him with the same devotion; but 
the lingering though unoffending Eve in 
her rejoiced that hands and feet 
betokened gentler avocations than that 
of sailor or fisherman. And why? 
Heaven knows, save that the stranded 
creature had a pretty face and that his 
long black hair was flung over his 
forehead in a most interesting manner. 
She wished he would open his eyes. But 



as he kept them shut and gave no sign 
of returning consciousness, she sat there 
waiting patiently; in front of her the 
rough, sun-kissed Atlantic, at her feet 
the semicircular patch of golden sand, 
behind her the sheer white cliffs, and by 
her side on the slab of rock this good-
looking piece of jetsam. 
At length Miss Ursula appeared round 
the corner of the headland, followed by 
Jan Pendered and his son Luke carrying 
a stretcher. While Miss Widdington 
administered brandy without any 
obvious result, the men looked at the 
castaway, scratched their heads, and 
guessed him to be a foreigner; but how 
he managed to be there alone with 
never a bit of wreckage to supply a clue 
surpassed their powers of imagination. 



In lifting him the right foot hung down 
through the trouser-leg, and his ankle 
was seen to be horribly black and 
swollen. Old Jan examined it carefully. 
"Broken," said he. 
"Oh, poor boy, that's why he's moaning 
so," cried the compassionate Miss 
Ursula. 
The men grasped the handles of the 
stretcher. 
"I'd better take him home to my old 
w o m a n , " s a i d J a n P e n d e r e d 
thoughtfully. 
"He can have my bed, father," said 
Luke. 
Miss Widdington looked at Miss Ursula 
and Miss Ursula looked at Miss 
Widdington, and the eyes of each lady 



were wistful. Then Miss Widdington 
spoke. 
"You can carry him up to the house, 
Pendered. We have a comfortable spare 
room, and Dorcas will help us to look 
after him." 
The men obeyed, for in Trevannic Miss 
Widdington's gentle word was law. 

It was early afternoon. Miss Widdington 
had retired to take her customary after-
luncheon s ies ta , an indulgence 
permitted to her seniority, but not 
granted, except on rare occasions, to 
the young. Miss Ursula, therefore, kept 
watch in the sick chamber, just such a 
little white spotless room as their own, 



but containing only one little white bed 
in which the youth lay dry and warm 
and comfortably asleep. He was 
exhausted from cold and exposure, said 
the doctor who had driven in from St. 
Madoc, eight miles off, and his ankle 
was broken. The doctor had done what 
was necessary, had swathed him in one 
of old Dorcas's flannel nightgowns, and 
had departed. Miss Ursula had the 
patient all to herself. A bright fire 
burned in the grate, and the strong 
Atlantic breeze came in through the 
open window where she sat, her 
knitting in her hand. Now and then she 
glanced at the sleeper, longing, in a 
most feminine manner, for him to 
awake and render an account of 
himself. Miss Ursula's heart fluttered 



mildly. For beautiful youths, baffling 
curiosity, are not washed up alive by the 
sea at an old maid's feet every day in 
the week. It was indeed an adventure, a 
bit of a fairy tale suddenly gleaming and 
dancing in the grey atmosphere of an 
eventless life. She glanced at him again, 
and wondered whether he had a 
mother. Presently Dorcas came in, stout 
and matronly, and cast a maternal eye 
on the boy and smoothed his pillow. 
She had sons herself, and two of them 
had been claimed by the pitiless sea. 
"It's lucky I had a sensible nightgown to 
give him," she remarked. "If we had had 
only the flimsy things that you and Miss 
Janet wear̶̶" 
"Sh!" said Miss Ursula, colouring faintly; 
"he might hear you." 



Dorcas laughed and went out. Miss 
Ursula's needles clicked rapidly. When 
she glanced at the bed again she 
became conscious of two great dark 
eyes regarding her in utter wonder. She 
rose quickly and went over to the bed. 
"Don't be afraid," she said, though what 
there was to terrify him in her mild 
demeanour and the spotless room she 
could not have explained; "don't be 
afraid, you're among friends." 
He murmured some words which she 
did not catch. 
"What do you say?" she asked sweetly. 
He repeated them in a stronger voice. 
Then she realised that he spoke in a 
foreign tongue. A queer dismay filled 
her. 



"Don't you speak English?" 
He looked at her for a moment, puzzled. 
Then the echo of the last word seemed 
to reach his intelligence. He shook his 
head. A memory rose from schoolgirl 
days. 
" Parlez-vous français?" she faltered; 
and when he shook his head again she 
almost felt relieved. Then he began to 
talk, regarding her earnestly, as if 
seeking by his mere intentness to make 
her understand. But it was a strange 
language which she had not heard 
before. 
In one mighty effort Miss Ursula 
gathered together her whole stock of 
German. 
" Sprechen Sie deutsch?" 



ja! Einige Worte," he replied, and his 
face lit up with a smile so radiant that 
Miss Ursula wondered how Providence 
could have neglected to inspire a being 
so beautiful with a knowledge of the 
English language, "Ich kann mich auf 
deutsch verständlich machen, aber ich 
bin polnisch." 
But not a word of the halting sentence 
could Miss Ursula make out; even the 
last was swallowed up in guttural 
unintelligibility. She only recognised the 
speech as German and different from 
that which he used at first, and which 
seemed to be his native tongue. 
"Oh, dear, I must give it up," she sighed. 
The patient moved slightly and uttered 
a sudden cry of pain. It occurred to 
Miss Ursula that he had not had time to 



realise the fractured ankle. That he 
realised it now was obvious, for he lay 
back with closed eyes and white lips 
until the spasm had passed. After that 
Miss Ursula did her best to explain in 
pantomime what had happened. She 
made a gesture of swimming, then laid 
her cheek on her hand and simulated 
fainting, acted her discovery of his body 
on the beach, broke a wooden match in 
two and pointed to his ankle, exhibited 
the medicine bottles by the bedside, 
smoothed his pillow, and smiled so as to 
assure him of kind treatment. He 
understood, more or less, murmured 
thanks in his own language, took her 
hand, and to her English woman's 
astonishment, pressed it to his lips. Miss 



Widdington, entering softly, found the 
pair in this romantic situation. 
When it dawned on him a while later 
that he owed his deliverance equally to 
both of the gentle ladies, he kissed Miss 
Widdington's hand too. Whereupon Miss 
Ursula coloured and turned away. She 
did not like to see him kiss her sister's 
hand. Why, she could not tell, but she 
felt as if she had received a tiny stab in 
the heart. 

Providence has showered many 
blessings on Trevannic, but among them 
is not the gift of tongues. Dr. Mead, who 
came over every day from St. Madoc, 
knew less German than the ladies. It 
was impossible to communicate with the 



boy except by signs. Old Jan Pendered, 
who had served in the navy in the 
China seas, felt confident that he could 
make him understand, and tried him 
with pidgin-English. But the youth only 
smiled sweetly and shook hands with 
him, whereupon old Jan scratched his 
head and acknowledged himself 
jiggered. To Miss Widdington, at last, 
came the inspiration that the oft-
repeated word "Polnisch" meant Polish. 
"You come from Poland?" 
"Aus Polen, ya," laughed the boy. 
"Kosciusko," murmured Miss Ursula. 
He laughed again, delighted, and looked 
at her eagerly for more; but there Miss 
Ursula's conversation about Poland 
ended. If the discovery of his nationality 
lay to the credit of her sister, she it was 



who found out his name, Andrea 
Marowski, and taught him to say: "Miss 
Ursula." She also taught him the English 
names of the various objects around 
him. And here the innocent rivalry of 
the two ladies began to take definite 
form. Miss Widdington, without taking 
counsel of Miss Ursula, borrowed an old 
Otto's German grammar from the girls' 
school at St. Madoc, and, by means of 
patient research, put to him such 
questions as: "Have you a mother?" 
"How old are you?" and, collating his 
written replies with the information 
vouchsafed by the grammar, succeeded 
i n d i s c o v e r i n g , a m o n g o t h e r 
biographical facts, that he was alone in 
the world, save for an old uncle who 
lived in Cracow, and that he was twenty 



years of age. So that when Miss Ursula 
boasted that she had taught him to say: 
"Good morning. How do you do?" Miss 
Widdington could cry with an air of 
triumph: "He told me that he doesn't 
suffer from toothache." 
It was one of the curious features of the 
ministrations which they afforded Mr. 
Andrea Marowski alternately, that Miss 
Ursula would have nothing whatever to 
do with Otto's German grammar and 
Miss Widdington scorned the use of 
English and made as little use of sign 
language as possible. 
"I don't think it becoming, Ursula," she 
said, "to indicate hunger by opening 
your mouth and rubbing the front of 
your waist, like a cannibal." 



Miss Ursula accepted the rebuke 
meekly, for she never returned a pert 
answer to her senior; but reflecting that 
Janet's disapproval might possibly arise 
from her want of skill in the art of 
pantomime, she went away comforted 
and cont inued her unbecoming 
practices. The conversations, however, 
that the ladies, each in her own way, 
managed to have with the invalid, were 
sadly limited in scope. No means that 
they could devise could bring them 
enlightenment on many interesting 
points. Who he was, whether noble or 
peasant, how he came to be lying like a 
jellyfish on the slab of rock in their 
cove, coatless and barefoot, remained 
as great a puzzle as ever. Of course he 
informed them, especially the grammar-



equipped Miss Widdington, over and 
over again in his execrable German; but 
they grew no wiser, and at last they 
abandoned in despair their attempts to 
solve these mysteries. They contented 
themselves with the actual, which 
indeed was enough to absorb their 
simple minds. There he was cast up by 
the sea or fallen from the moon, young, 
gay, and helpless, a veritable gift of the 
gods. The very mystery of his adventure 
invested him with a curious charm; and 
then the prodigious appetite with which 
he began to devour fish and eggs and 
chickens formed of itself a joy hitherto 
undreamed of in their philosophy. 
"When he gets up he must have some 
clothes," said Miss Widdington. 



Miss Ursula agreed; but did not say that 
she was knitting him socks in secret. 
Andrea's interest in the progress of 
these garments was one of her chief 
delights. 
"There's the trunk upstairs with our dear 
father's things," said Miss Widdington 
with more diffidence than usual. "They 
are so sacred to us that I was wondering
̶̶ 
"Our dear father would be the first to 
wish it," said Miss Ursula. 
"It's a Christian's duty to clothe the 
naked," said Miss Widdington. 
"And so we must clothe him in what 
we've got," said Miss Ursula. Then with 
a slight flush she added: "It's so many 
years since our great loss that I've 
almost forgotten what a man wears." 



"I haven't," said Miss Widdington. "I 
think I ought to tell you, Ursula," she 
continued, after pausing to put sugar 
and milk into the cup of tea which she 
handed to her sister̶they were at the 
breakfast table, at the head of which 
she formally presided, as she had done 
since her emancipation from the 
schoolroom̶"I think I ought to tell you 
that I have decided to devote my 
twenty-five pounds to buying him an 
outfit. Our dear father's things can only 
be a makeshift̶and the poor boy hasn't 
a penny in the pockets he came ashore 
in." 
Now, some three years before, an aunt 
had bequeathed Miss Widdington a tiny 
legacy, the disposal of which had been a 
continuous subject of grave discussion 



between the sisters. She always alluded 
to it as "my twenty-five pounds." 
"Is that quite fair, dear?" said Miss 
Ursula impulsively. 
"Fair? Do you mind explaining?" 
Miss Ursula regretted her impetuosity. 
"Don't you think, dear Janet," she said 
with some nervousness, "that it would 
lay him under too great an obligation to 
you personally? I should prefer to take 
the money our of out joint income. We 
both are responsible for him and," she 
added with a timid smile, "I found him 
first." 
"I don't see what that has to do with it," 
Miss Widdington retorted with a quite 
unusual touch of acidity. "But if you feel 
strongly about it, I am willing to 
withdraw my five-and-twenty pounds." 



"You're not angry with me, Janet?" 
" An g r y ? O f c o u r s e n o t , " M i s s 
Widdington replied freezingly. "Don't be 
silly. And why aren't you eating your 
bacon?" 
This was the first shadow of dissension 
that had arisen between them since 
their childhood. On the way to the sick-
room, Miss Ursula shed a few tears over 
Janet's hectoring ways, and Miss 
W idd i ng t on , i n pu r s u i t o f h e r 
housekeeping duties, made Dorcas the 
s c a p e g o a t f o r U r s u l a ' s 
unreasonableness. Before luncheon time 
they kissed with mutual apologies; but 
the spirit of rivalry was by no means 
quenched. 



One afternoon Miss Janet had an 
inspiration. 
"If I played the piano in the drawing-
room with the windows open you could 
hear it in the spare room quite plainly." 
"If you think it would disturb Mr. 
Andrea," said Miss Ursula, "you might 
shut the windows." 
"I was proposing to offer him a 
distraction, dear," said Miss Widdington. 
"These foreign gentlemen are generally 
fond of music." 
Miss Ursula could raise no objection, 
but her heart sank. She could not play 
the piano. 
She took her seat cheerfully, however, 
by the bed, which had been wheeled up 
to the window, so that the patient could 



look out on the glory of sky and sea, 
took her knitting from a drawer and 
began to turn the heel of one of the 
sacred socks. Andrea watched her lazily 
and contentedly. Perhaps he had never 
seen two such soft-treaded, soft-fingered 
ladies in lavender in his life. He often 
tried to give some expression to his 
gratitude, and the hand-kissing had 
become a thrice daily custom. For Miss 
Widdington he had written the word 
"Engel," which the vocabulary at the 
end of Ot to ' s German grammar 
rendered as "Angel"; whereat she had 
blushed quite prettily. For Miss Ursula 
he had drawn, very badly, but still 
unmistakably, the picture of a winged 
denizen of Paradise, and she, too, had 
treasured the compliment; she also 



treasured the drawing. Now, Miss 
Ursula held up the knitting, which 
began distinctly to indicate the shape of 
a sock, and smiled. Andrea smiled, too, 
and blew her a kiss with his fingers. He 
had many graceful foreign gestures. The 
doctor, who was a plain, bullet-headed 
Briton, disapproved of Andrea and 
expressed to Dorcas his opinion that the 
next things to be washed ashore would 
be the young man's monkey and organ. 
This was sheer prejudice, for Andrea's 
manners were unexceptionable, and his 
smile, in the eyes of his hostesses, the 
most attractive thing in the world. 
"Heel," said Miss Ursula. 
"'Eel," repeated Andrea. 
"Wool," said Miss Ursula. 
"Vool," said Andrea. 



"No̶wo-o," said Miss Ursula, puffing 
out her lips so as to accentuate the "w." 
"Wo-o," said Andrea, doing the same. 
And then they both burst out laughing. 
They were enjoying themselves mightily. 
Then, from the drawing-room below, 
came the tinkling sound of the old 
untuned piano which had remained 
unopened for many years. It was the 
"Spring Song" of Mendelssohn, played, 
schoolgirl fashion, with uncertain 
fingers that now and then struck false 
notes. The light died away from 
And r e a ' s f a c e , a nd h e l o o k ed 
inquiringly, if not wonderingly, at Miss 
Ursula. She smiled encouragement, 
pointed first at the floor, and then at 
him, thereby indicating that the music 
was for his benefit. For awhile he 



remained quite patient. At last he 
clapped his hands on his ears, and, his 
features distorted with pain, cried out: 
"Nein, nein, nein, das lieb' ich nicht! Es 
ist hässlich!" 
In eager pantomime he besought her to 
stop the entertainment. Miss Ursula 
went downstairs, hating to hurt her 
sister's feelings, yet unable to crush a 
wicked, unregenerate feel ing of 
pleasure. 
"I am so sorry, dear Janet," she said, 
laying her hand on her sister's arm, "but 
he doesn't like music. It's astonishing, 
his dislike. It makes him quite violent." 
Miss Widdington ceased playing and 
accompanied her sister upstairs. 
Andrea, with an expressive shrug of the 
shoulders, reached out his two hands to 



the musician and, taking hers, kissed 
her finger-t ips. Miss Widdington 
consulted Otto. 
"Lieben Sie nicht Musik?" 
"Ja wohl," he cried, and, laughing, 
played an imaginary fiddle. 
"He does like music," cried Miss 
Widdington. "How can you make such 
silly mistakes, Ursula? Only he prefers 
the violin." 
Miss Ursula grew downcast for a 
moment; then she brightened. A 
brilliant idea occurred to her. 
"Adam Penruddocke. He has a fiddle. 
We can ask him to come up after tea 
and play to us." 
She reassured Andrea in her queer sign-
language, and later in the afternoon 
Adam Penruddocke, a sheepish giant of 



a fisherman, was shown into the room. 
He bowed to the ladies, shook the long 
white hand proffered him by the 
beautiful youth, tuned up, and played 
"The Carnival of Venice" from start to 
finish. Andrea regarded him with 
mischievous, laughing eyes, and at the 
end he applauded vigorously. 
Miss Widdington turned to her sister. 
"I knew he liked music," she said. 
"Shall I play something else, sir?" asked 
Penruddocke. 

Andrea , gues s ing h i s mean ing , 
beckoned him to approach the bed, and 
took the violin and bow from his hands. 
He looked at the instrument critically, 
smiled to himself, tuned it afresh, and 



with an air of intense happiness drew 
the bow across the strings. 
"Why, he can play it!" cried Miss Ursula. 
Andrea laughed and nodded, and 
played a bit of "The Carnival of Venice" 
as it ought to be played, with gaiety and 
mischief. Then he broke off, and after 
two or three tearing chords that made 
his hearers start, plunged into a wild 
czardas. The ladies looked at him in 
open-mouthed astonishment as the mad 
music such as they had never heard in 
their lives before filled the little room 
with its riot and devilry. Penruddocke 
stood and panted, his eyes staring out of 
his head. When Andrea had finished 
there was a bewildered silence. He 
nodded pleasantly at his audience, 
delighted at the effect he had produced. 



Then, with an artist's malice, he went to 
the other extreme of emotion. He 
played a sobbing folk-song, rending the 
heart with cries of woe and desolation 
and broken hopes. It clutched at the 
heart -s tr ings, turning them into 
vibrating chords; it pierced the soul 
with its poignant despair; it ended in a 
long-drawn-out note high up in the 
treble, whose pain became intolerable; 
and the end was greeted with a sharp 
gasp of relief. The white lips of the 
ruddy giant quivered. Tears streamed 
down the cheeks of Miss Widdington 
and Miss Ursula. Again there was 
silence, but this time it was broken by a 
clear, shrill voice outside. 
"Encore! Encore!" 



The sisters looked at one another. Who 
had dared intrude at such a moment? 
Miss Widdington went to the window to 
see. 
In the garden stood a young woman of 
independent bearing, with a palette and 
brushes in her hand. An easel was 
pitched a few yards beyond the gate. 
Miss Widdington regarded this young 
woman with marked disfavour. The girl 
calmly raised her eyes. 
"I apologise for trespassing like this," she 
said, "but I simply couldn't resist coming 
nearer to this marvellous violin-playing
̶and my exclamation came out almost 
unconsciously." 
"You are quite welcome to listen," said 
Miss Widdington stiffly. 
"May I ask who is playing it?" 



Miss Widdington almost gasped at the 
girl's impertinence. The latter laughed 
frankly. 
"I ask because it seems as if it could 
only be one of the big, well-known 
people." 
"It's a young friend who is staying with 
us," said Miss Widdington. 
"I beg your pardon," said the girl. "But, 
you see my brother is Boris Danilof, the 
violinist, so I've that excuse for being 
interested." 
"I don't think Mr. Andrea can play any 
more to-day," said Miss Ursula from her 
seat by the bed. "He's tired." 
M i s s Widd ing ton repea ted th i s 
information to Miss Danilof, who bade 
her good afternoon and withdrew to her 
easel. 



"A most forward, objectionable girl," 
exclaimed Miss Widdington. "And who 
is Boris Danilof, I should like to know?" 
If she had but understood German, 
Andrea could have told her. He caught 
at the name of the world-famous 
violinist and bent eagerly forward in 
great excitement. 
"Boris Danilof? Ist er unten?" 
"Nicht̶I mean Nein," replied Miss 
Widdington, proud at not having to 
consult Otto. 
Andrea sank back disappointed, on his 
pillow. 

However much Miss Widdington 
disapproved of the young woman, and 
however little the sisters knew of Boris 



Danilof, it was obvious that they were 
harbouring a remarkable violinist. That 
even the bullet-headed doctor, who had 
played the double bass in his Hospital 
Orchestral Society and was, therefore, 
an authority, freely admitted. It gave the 
romantic youth a new and somewhat 
awe-inspiring value in the eyes of the 
ladies. He was a genius, said Miss 
Ursula̶and her imagination became 
touched by the magic of the word. As 
he grew stronger he played more. His 
fame spread through the village and he 
gave recitals to crowded audiences̶as 
many fisher-folk as could be squeezed 
into the little bedroom, and more 
standing in the garden below. Miss 
Danilof did not come again. The ladies 
learned that she was staying in the next 



village, Polwern, two or three miles off. 
In their joy at Andrea's recovery they 
forgot her existence. 
Happy days came when he could rise 
from bed and hobble about on a crutch, 
attired in the quaint garments of 
Captain Widdington, R.N., who had 
died twenty years before, at the age of 
seventy-three. They added to his 
romantic appearance, giving him the air 
of the jeune premier in costume drama. 
There was a blue waistcoat with gilt 
buttons, calculated to win any feminine 
approval. The ladies admired him 
vastly. Conversation was still difficult, as 
Miss Ursula had succeeded in teaching 
him very little English, and Miss 
Widdington, after a desperate grapple 
with Otto on her own account, had 



given up the German language in 
despair. But what matters the tongue 
when the heart speaks? And the hearts 
of Miss Widdington and Miss Ursula 
spoke; delicately, timidly, tremulously, 
in the whisper of an evening breeze, in 
undertones, it is true̶yet they spoke all 
the same. The first walks on the heather 
of their cliff in the pure spring sunshine 
were rare joys. As they had done with 
their watches by his bedside, they took 
it in turns to walk with him; and each in 
her turn of solitude felt little prickling of 
jealousy. But as each had instituted with 
him her own particular dainty relations 
and confidences̶Miss Widdington 
more maternal, Miss Ursula more 
sisterly̶to which his artistic nature 
responded involuntarily, each felt sure 



that she was the one who had gained 
his especial affection. 
Thus they wove their gossamer webs of 
romance in the secret recess of their 
souls. What they hoped for was as dim 
and vague as their concept of heaven, 
and as pure. They looked only at the 
n e a r f u t u r e̶a c i r c l e o f l i g h t 
encompassed by mists; but in the circle 
stood ever the beloved figure. They 
could not imagine him out of it. He 
would stay with them, irradiating their 
lives with his youth and his gaiety, 
playing to them his divine music, kissing 
their hands, until he grew quite strong 
and well again. And that was a long, 
long way off. Meanwhile life was a 
perpetual spring. Why should it ever 
end? 



One afternoon they sat in the sunny 
g a r d e n , t h e l a d i e s b u s y w i t h 
needlework, and Andrea playing 
snatches of dreamy things on the violin. 
The dainty remains of tea stood on a 
table, and the young man's crutch 
rested against it. Presently he began to 
play Tschaikowsky's "Chanson Triste." 
Miss Ursula, looking up, saw a girl of 
plain face and independent bearing 
standing by the gate. 
"Who is that, Janet?" she whispered. 
Miss Janet glanced round. 
"It is the impertinent young woman who 
was listening the other day." 
Andrea followed their glances, and, 
perceiving a third l istener, half 
consciously played to her. When the 



piece was finished the girl slowly 
walked away. 
"I know it's wrong and unchristian-like," 
said Miss Widdington, "but I dislike that 
girl intensely." 
"So do I," said Miss Ursula. Then she 
laughed. "She looks like the wicked fairy 
in a story-book." 

The time came when he threw aside his 
crutch and flew, laughing, away beyond 
their control. This they did not mind, 
f o r h e a lway s c ame ba ck and 
accompanied them on their wild 
rambles. He now resembled the 
ordinary young man of the day as 
nearly as the St. Madoc tailors and 
hosiers could contrive; and the 



astonishing fellow, with his cameo face 
and his hyacinthine locks, still looked 
picturesque. 

One morning he took Pendruddocke's 
fiddle and went off, in high spirits, and 
when he returned in the late afternoon 
his face was flushed and a new light 
burned in his eyes. He explained his 
adventures volubly. They had a vague 
impression that, Orion-like, he had been 
playing his stringed instrument to 
dolphins and waves and things some 
miles off along the coast. To please him 
they said "Ja" at every pause in his 
narrat ion, and he thought they 
understood. Finally he kissed their 
hands. 



Two mornings later he started, without 
his fiddle, immediately after breakfast. 
To Miss Ursula, who accompanied him 
down the road to the village, he 
announced Polwern as his destination. 
Unsuspecting and happy, she bade him 
good-bye and lovingly watched his lithe 
young figure disappear behind the 
bounding cliff of the little bay. 

Miss Olga Danilof sat reading a novel by 
the door of the cottage where she 
lodged when the beautiful youth came 
up. He raised his hat̶she nodded. 
"Well," she said in German, "have you 
told the funny old maids?" 
"Arr," said he, "they are dear, gracious 
ladies̶but I have told them." 



"I've heard from my brother," she 
remarked, taking a letter from the book. 
"He trusts my judgment implicitly, as I 
said he would̶and you are to come 
with me to London at once." 
"To-day?" 
"By the midday train." 
He looked at her in amazement. "But 
the dear ladies̶̶" 
"You can write and explain. My 
brother's time is valuable̶he has 
already put off his journey to Paris one 
day in order to see you." 
"But I have no money," he objected 
weakly. 
"What does that matter? I have enough 
for the railway ticket, and when you see 
Boris he will give you an advance. Oh, 
don't be grateful," she added in her 



independent way. "In the first place, 
we're brother artists, and in the second 
it's a pure matter of business. It's much 
better to put yourself in the hands of 
Boris Danilof and make a fortune in 
Europe than to play in a restaurant 
orchestra in New York; don't you think 
so?" 

Andrea did think so, and he blessed the 
storm that drove the ship out of its 
course from Hamburg and terrified him 
out of his wits in his steerage quarters, 
so that he rushed on deck in shirt and 
trousers, grasping a life-belt, only to be 
cursed one moment by a sailor and the 
next to be swept by a wave clean over 
the taffrail into the sea. He blessed the 
storm and he blessed the wave and he 



blessed the life-belt which he lost just 
before consciousness left him; and he 
blessed the jag of rock on the sandy 
cove against which he must have 
broken his ankle; and he blessed the 
ladies and the sun and the sea and sky 
and Olga Danilof and the whole of this 
beautiful world that had suddenly laid 
itself at his feet. 

The village cart drew up by the door, 
and Miss Danilof's luggage that lay 
ready in the hall was lifted in. 
"Come," she said. "You can ask the old 
maids to send on your things." 
He laughed. "I have no things. I am as 
free as the wind." 
At St. Madoc, whence he intended to 
send a telegram to the dear, gracious 



ladies, they only had just time to catch 
the train. He sent no telegram; and as 
they approached London he thought 
less and less about it, his mind, after the 
manner of youth, full of the wonder that 
was to be. 

The ladies sat down to tea. Eggs were 
ready to be boiled as soon as he 
returned. Not having lunched, he would 
be hungry. But he did not come. By 
dinner-time they grew anxious. They 
postponed the meal. Dorcas came into 
the drawing-room periodically to report 
deterioration of cooked viands. But they 
could not eat the meal alone. At last 
they grew terrified lest some evil should 
have befallen him, and Miss Widdington 



went in to the village and despatched 
Jan Pendered, and Joe Gullow on his 
bicycle, in search. When she returned 
she found Miss Ursula looking as if she 
had seen a ghost. 
"Janet, that girl is living there." 
"Where?" 
"Polwern. He went there this morning." 
Miss Widdington felt as if a cold hand 
had touched her heart, but she knew 
that it behoved her as the elder to 
dismiss her sister's fears. 
"You're talking nonsense, Ursula; he has 
never met her." 
"How do we know?" urged Miss Ursula. 
"I don't consider it delicate," replied 
Miss Widdington, "to discuss the 
possibility." 



They said no more, and went out and 
stood by the gate, waiting for their 
messengers. The moon rose and 
silvered the sea, and the sea breeze 
sprang up; the surf broke in a 
melancholy rhythm on the sands 
beneath. 
"It sounds like the 'Chanson Triste,'" said 
Miss Ursula. And before them both rose 
the picture of the girl standing there like 
an Evil Fairy while Andrea played. 
At last Jan Pendered appeared on the 
cliff. The ladies went out to meet him. 
Then they learned what had happened. 
In a dignified way they thanked Jan 
Pendered and gave him a shilling for 
Joe Gullow, who had brought the news. 
They bade him good night in clear, 
brave voices, and walked back very 



silent and upright through the garden 
into the house. In the drawing-room 
they turned to each other, and, their 
arms about each other's necks, they 
broke down utterly. 
The stranger woman had come and had 
taken him away from them. Youth had 
flown magnetically to youth. They were 
left alone unheeded in the dry lavender 
of their lives. 

The moonlight streamed through the 
white-curtained casement window into 
the white, spotless room. It shone on 
the two little white beds, on the white 
garments, neatly folded on white chairs, 
on the white-whiskered gentleman over 
the mantle-piece, and on the white faces 



of the sisters. They slept little that night. 
Once Miss Widdington spoke. 
"Ursula, we must go to sleep and forget 
it all. We've been two old fools." 
Miss Ursula sobbed for answer. With the 
dawn came a certain quietude of spirit. 
She rose, put on her dressing-gown, 
and, leaving her sister asleep, stole out 
on tiptoe. The window was open and 
the curtains were undrawn in the boy's 
empty room. She leaned on the sill and 
looked out over the sea. Sooner or later, 
she knew, would come a letter of 
explanation. She hoped Janet would not 
force her to read it. She no longer 
wanted to know whence he came, 
whither he was going. It were better for 
her, she thought, not to know. It were 
better for her to cherish the most 



beautiful thing that had ever entered 
her life. For all those years she had 
waited for the prince who never came; 
and he had come at last out of 
fairyland, cast up by the sea. She had 
had with him her brief season of 
tremulous happiness. If he had been 
carried on, against his will, by the 
strange woman into the unknown 
whence he had emerged, it was only the 
inevitable ending of such a fairy tale. 
Thus wisdom came to her from sea and 
sky, and made her strong. She smiled 
through her tears, and she, the weaker, 
went forth for the first time in her life to 
comfort and direct her sister. 



THE FALSE RHYME. By Mary Shelley  

“Come, tell me where the maid is found 
Whose heart can love without deceit, 
And I will range the world around 
To sigh one moment at her feet.” 
̶Moore. 

On a fine July day, the fair Margaret, 
Queen of Navarre, then on a visit to her 
royal brother, had arranged a rural feast 
for the morning following, which 
Francis declined attending. He was 
melancholy; and the cause was said to 
be some lover’s quarrel with a favourite 
dame. The morrow came, and dark rain 
and murky clouds destroyed at once the 



schemes of the courtly throng. Margaret 
was very angry, and she grew weary: 
her only hope for amusement was in 
Francis, and he had shut himself up,̶
an excellent reason why she should the 
more desire to see him. She entered his 
apartment: he was standing at the 
casement, against which the noisy 
shower beat, writing with a diamond on 
the glass. Two beautiful dogs were his 
sole companions. As the Queen 
Margaret entered, he hastily let down 
the silken curtain before the window, 
and looked a little confused. 
“What treason is this, my liege,” said 
the queen, “which crimsons your 
cheek? I must see the same.” 



“It is treason,” replied the king, “and 
therefore, sweet sister, thou mayest not 
see it.” 

This the more excited Margaret’s 
curiosity, and a playful contest ensued. 
Francis at last yielded: he threw himself 
on a huge high-backed settee; and as 
the lady drew back the curtain with an 
arch smile, he grew grave and 
sentimental, as he reflected on the 
cause which had inspired his libel 
against all womankind. 
“What have we here?” cried Margaret; 
“nay, this is lêse majesty̶ 

“‘Souvent femme varie, 
Bien fou qui s’y fie!’ 



"'Often woman varies, 
 Crazy who relies on it! ' 

Very little change would greatly amend 
your couplet:̶would it not run better 
thus̶ 

“‘ Souvent homme varie, 
Bien folle qui s’y fie?’ 

‘Often man varies, How crazy is it? ' 

I could tell you twenty stories of man’s 
inconstancy.” 

“I will be content with one true tale of 
woman’s fidelity,” said Francis drily; 
“but do not provoke me. I would fain be 



at peace with the soft Mutabilities, for 
thy dear sake.” 
“I defy your grace,” replied Margaret 
rashly, “to instance the falsehood of one 
noble and well-reputed dame.” 
“Not even Emilie de Lagny?” asked the 
king. 
This was a sore subject for the queen. 
Emilie had been brought up in her own 
household, the most beautiful and the 
most virtuous of her maids of honour. 
She had long loved the Sire de Lagny, 
and their nuptials were celebrated with 
rejoicings but little ominous of the 
result. De Lagny was accused but a year 
after of traitorously yielding to the 
emperor a fortress under his command, 
and he was condemned to perpetual 
imprisonment. For some time Emilie 



seemed inconsolable, often visiting the 
miserable dungeon of her husband, and 
suffering on her return, from witnessing 
his wretchedness, such paroxysms of 
grief as threatened her life. Suddenly, in 
the midst of her sorrow, she 
disappeared; and inquiry only divulged 
the disgraceful fact, that she had 
escaped from France, bearing her jewels 
with her, and accompanied by her page, 
Robinet Leroux. It was whispered that, 
during their journey, the lady and the 
stripling often occupied one chamber; 
and Margaret, enraged at these 
discoveries, commanded that no further 
quest should be made for her lost 
favourite. 
Taunted now by her brother, she 
defended Emilie, declaring that she 



believed her to be guiltless, even going 
so far as to boast that within a month 
she would bring proof of her innocence. 
“Robinet was a pretty boy,” said 
Francis, laughing. 

“Let us make a bet,” cried Margaret: “if 
I lose, I will bear this vile rhyme of 
thine as a motto to my shame to my 
grave; if I win”̶ 
“I will break my window, and grant thee 
whatever boon thou askest.” 
The result of this bet was long sung by 
troubadour and minstrel. The queen 
employed a hundred emissaries,̶
published rewards for any intelligence 
of Emilie,̶all in vain. The month was 
expiring, and Margaret would have 
given many bright jewels to redeem her 



word. On the eve of the fatal day, the 
jailor of the prison in which the Sire de 
Lagny was confined sought an audience 
of the queen; he brought her a message 
from the knight to say, that if the Lady 
Margaret would ask his pardon as her 
boon, and obtain from her royal brother 
that he might be brought before him, 
her bet was won. Fair Margaret was 
very joyful, and readily made the 
desired promise. Francis was unwilling 
to see his false servant, but he was in 
high good-humour, for a cavalier had 
that morning brought intelligence of a 
victory over the Imperialists. The 
messenger himself was lauded in the 
despatches as the most fearless and 
bravest knight in France. The king 
loaded him with presents, only 



regretting that a vow prevented the 
soldier from raising his visor or 
declaring his name. 

That same evening as the setting sun 
shone on the lattice on which the 
ungallant rhyme was traced, Francis 
reposed on the same settee, and the 
beautiful Queen of Navarre, with 
triumph in her bright eyes, sat beside 
him. Attended by guards, the prisoner 
was brought in: his frame was 
attenuated by privation, and he walked 
with tottering steps. He knelt at the feet 
of Francis, and uncovered his head; a 
quantity of rich golden hair then 
escaping, fell over the sunken cheeks 
and pallid brow of the suppliant. 



“We have treason here!” cried the king. 
“Sir jailor, where is your prisoner!” 
“Sire, blame him not,” said the soft 
faltering voice of Emilie; “wiser men 
than he have been deceived by woman. 
My dear lord was guiltless of the crime 
for which he suffered. There was but 
one mode to save him:̶I assumed his 
chains̶he escaped with poor Robinet 
Leroux in my attire̶he joined your 
army: the young and gallant cavalier 
who delivered the despatches to your 
grace, whom you overwhelmed with 
honours and reward, is my own 
Enguerrard de Lagny. I waited but for 
his arrival with testimonials of his 
innocence, to declare myself to my lady, 
the queen. Has she not won her bet! 
And the boon she asks”̶ 



“Is de Lagny’s pardon,” said Margaret, 
as she also knelt to the king. “Spare 
your faithful vassal, sire, and reward 
this lady’s truth.” 
Francis first broke the false-speaking 
window, then he raised the ladies from 
their supplicatory posture. 

In the tournament given to celebrate 
this “Triumph of Ladies,” the Sire de 
Lagny bore off every prize; and surely 
there was more loveliness in Emilie’s 
faded cheek̶more grace in her 
emaciated form, type as they were of 
truest affection̶than in the prouder 
bearing and fresher complexion of the 
most brilliant beauty in attendance on 
the courtly festival. 



LITTLE SELVES - BY MARY LERNER 

MARGARET O'BRIEN, a great-aunt and 
seventy-five, knew she was near the 
end. She did not repine, for she had had 
a long, hard life and she was tired. The 
young priest who brought her 
communion had administered the last 
rites̶holy oils on her eyelids (Lord, 
forgive her the sins of seeing!); holy oils 
on her lips (Lord, forgive her the sins of 
speaking!), on her ears, on her knotted 
hands, on her weary feet. Now she was 
ready, though she knew the approach of 
the dread presence would mean greater 
suffering. So she folded quiet hands 
beneath her heart, there where no child 
had ever lain, yet where now something 
grew and fattened on her strength. And 



she seemed given over to pleasant 
revery. 

Neighbours came in to see her, and she 
roused herself and received them 
graciously, with a personal touch for 
each.̶'And has your Julia gone to New 
York, Mrs. Carty? Nothing would do her 
but she must be going, I suppose. ’Twas 
the selfsame way with me, when I was 
coming out here from the old country. 
Full of money the streets were, I used to 
be thinking. Well, well; the hills far 
away are green.' 
Or to Mrs. Devlin: 'Terence is at it 
again, I see by the look of you. Poor 
man! There's no holding him? Eh, 
woman dear! Thirst is the end of 
drinking and sorrow is the end of love.' 



If her visitors stayed longer than a few 
minutes, however, her attention 
wandered; her replies became cryptic. 
She would murmur something about 'all 
the seven parishes,' or the Wicklow 
hills, or 'the fair cove of Cork tippy-toe 
into the ocean'; then fall into silence, 
smiling, eyes closed, yet with a singular 
look of attention. At such times, her 
callers would whisper: 'Glory b't' God! 
she's so near it there's no fun in it,' and 
slip out soberly into the kitchen. 
Her niece, Anna Lennan, mother of a 
fine brood of children, would stop work 
for the space of a breath and enjoy a bit 
of conversation. 
'Ain't she failing, though, the poor 
afflicted creature!' Mrs. Hanley cried 



one day. 'Her mind is going back on her 
already.' 
'Are you of that opinion? I'm thinking 
she's mind enough yet, when she wants 
to attend; but mostly she's just drawn 
into herself, as busy as a bee about 
something, whatever it is that she's 
turning over in her head day in, day 
out. She sleeps scarce a wink for all she 
lies there so quiet, and, in the night, my 
man and I hear her talking to herself. 
"No, no," she'll say. "I've gone past. I 
must be getting back to the start." Or, 
another time, "This is it, now. If I could 
be stopping!"' 
'And what do you think she is 
colloguing about?' 
'There's no telling. Himself does be 
saying it's in an elevator she is, but 



that's because he puts in the day 
churning up and down in one of the 
same. What else can you expect? ’Tis 
nothing but "Going up! going down!" 
with him all night as it is. Between the 
two of them they have me fair destroyed 
with their traveling. "Are you lacking 
anything, Aunt Margaret?" I call out to 
her. "I am not," she answers, impatient-
like. "Don't be ever fussing and too-ing, 
will you?" 
'Tch! tch!' 
'And do you suppose the children are a 
comfort to her? Sorra bit. Just a look at 
them and she wants to be alone. "Take 
them away, let you," says she, shutting 
her eyes. "The others is realer."' 
'And you think she's in her right mind 
all the same?' 



'I do. ’Tis just something she likes to be 
thinking over̶something she's fair 
dotty about. Why, it's the same when 
Father Flint is here. Polite and 
reverential at the first, then impatient, 
and, if the poor man doesn't be taking 
the hint, she just closes up shop and off 
again into her whimsies. You'd swear 
she was in fear of missing something?' 
The visitor, being a young wife, had an 
explanation to hazard. 'If she was a 
widow woman, now, or married̶
perhaps she had a liking for somebody 
once. Perhaps she might be trying to 
imagine them young days over again. 
Do you think could it be that?' 

Anna shook her head. 'My mother used 
to say she was a born old maid. All she 



wanted was work and saving her bit of 
money, and to church every minute she 
could be sparing.' 
'Still, you can't be telling. ’Tis often that 
kind weeps sorest when 'tis too late. My 
own old aunt used to cry, "If I could be 
twenty-five again, wouldn't I do 
different!"' 
'Maybe, maybe, though I doubt could it 
be so.' 
Nor was it so. The old woman, lying 
back so quietly among her pillows, with 
closed eyes, yet with that look of 
singular intentness and concentration, 
was seeking no lover of her youth; 
though, indeed, she had had one once, 
and from time to time he did enter her 
revery, try as she would to prevent him. 
At that point, she always made the 



singular comment, 'Gone past! I must be 
getting back to the beginning,' and, 
pressing back into her earliest 
consciousness, she would remount the 
flooding current of the years. Each time, 
she hoped to get further,̶though 
remoter shapes were illusive, and, if 
approached too closely, vanished,̶for, 
once embarked on her river of 
memories, the descent was relentlessly 
swift. How tantalising that swiftness! 
However she yearned to linger, she was 
rushed along till, all too soon, she sailed 
into the common light of day. At that 
point, she always put about, and 
laboriously recommenced the ascent. 
To-day, something her niece had said 
about Donnybrook Fair̶for Anna, too, 
was a child of the old sod̶seemed to 



swell out with a fair wind the sails of 
her visionary bark. She closed her mind 
to all familiar shapes and strained back
̶way, way back, concentrating all her 
powers in an effort of will. For a bit she 
seemed to hover in populous space. 
This did not disturb her; she had 
experienced the same thing before. It 
simply meant that she had mounted 
pretty well up to the fountain-head. The 
figures, when they did come, would be 
the ones she most desired. 
At last, they began to take shape, 
tenuously at first, then of fuller body, 
each bringing its own setting, its own 
atmospheric suggestion̶whether of 
dove-feathered Irish cloud and fresh 
greensward, sudden downpour, or 
equally sudden clearing, with continual 



leafy drip, drip, drip, in the midst of 
brilliant sunshine. 
For Margaret O'Brien, ardent summer 
sunlight seemed suddenly to pervade 
the cool, orderly little bed-chamber. 
Then, 'Here she is!' and a wee girl of 
four danced into view, wearing a dress 
of pink print, very tight at the top and 
very full at the bottom. She led the way 
to a tiny new house whence issued the 
cheery voice of hammers. Lumber and 
tools were lying round; from within 
came men's voices. The small girl 
stamped up the steps and looked in. 
Then she made for the narrow stair. 
'Where's Margaret gone to?' said one of 
the men. 'The upper floor's not finished. 
It's falling through the young one will 
be.' 



'Peggy!' called the older man. 'Come 
down here with you.' 
There was a delighted squeal. The pink 
dress appeared at the head of the stairs. 
'Oh, the funny little man, daddy! Such a 
funny little old man with a high hat! 
Come quick, let you, and see him.' 
The two men ran to the stairs. 
'Where is he?' 
She turned back and pointed. Then her 
face fell. 'Gone! the little man is gone!' 
Her father laughed and picked her up in 
his arms. 'How big was he, Peg? As big 
as yourself, I wonder?' 
'No, no! Small.' 
'As big as the baby?' 
She considered a moment. 'Yes, just as 
big as that. But a man, da.' 



'Well, why aren't you after catching him 
and holding him for ransom? ’Tis pots 
and pots o' gold they've hidden away, 
the little people, and will be paying a 
body what he asks to let them go.' 
She pouted, on the verge of tears. 'I 
want him to come back.' 
'I mistrust he won't be doing that, the 
leprechaun. Once you take your eye 
away, it's off with him for good and all.' 
Margaret O'Brien hugged herself with 
delight. That was a new one; she had 
never got back that far before. Yet how 
well she remembered it all! She seemed 
to smell the woody pungency of the 
lumber, the limey odour of white-wash 
from the field-stone cellar. 
The old woman's dream went on. Out of 
the inexhaustible storehouse of the past, 



she summoned, one by one, her much-
loved memories. There was a pig-tailed 
Margaret in bonnet and shawl, trudging 
to school one wintry day. She had seen 
many wintry school-days, but this one 
stood out by reason of the tears she had 
shed by the way. She saw the long 
benches, the slates, the charts, the tall 
teacher at his desk. With a swelling of 
the throat, she saw the little girl sob out 
her declaration: 'I'm not for coming no 
more, Mr. Wilde.' 
'What's that, Margaret? And why not? 
Haven't I been good to you?' 
Tears choked the child. 'Oh, Mr. Wilde, 
it's just because you're so terrible good 
to me. They say you are trying to make 
a Protestant out of me. So I'll not be 
coming no more.' 



The tall man drew the little girl to his 
knee and reassured her. Margaret 
O'Brien could review that scene with 
tender delight now. She had not been 
forced to give up her beloved school. 
Mr. Wilde had explained to her that her 
brothers were merely teasing her 
because she was so quick and such a 
favourite. 

A little Margaret knelt on the cold stone 
floor at church and stared at the 
pictured saints or heard the budding 
branches rustle in the orchard outside. 
Another Margaret, a little taller, begged 
for a new sheet of ballads every time 
her father went to the fair.̶There were 
the long flimsy sheets, with closely 
printed verses. These you must adapt to 



familiar tunes. This Margaret, then, 
swept the hearth and stacked the turf 
and sang from her bench in the 
chimney-corner. Sometimes it was 
something about 'the little old red coat 
me father wore,' which was 'All buttons, 
buttons, buttons, buttons; all buttons 
down before'; or another beginning,̶ 

Then there was a picture of the time the 
fairies actually bewitched the churn, 
and, labor as you might, no butter 
would form, not the least tiny speck. 
Margaret and her mother took the churn 
apart and examined every part of it. 
Nothing out of the way. '’Tis the fairies 
is in it,' her mother said. 'All Souls' Day 
a-Friday. Put out a saucer of cream the 
night for the little people, let you.' A 



well-grown girl in a blue cotton frock, 
the long braids of her black hair 
whipping about her in the windy 
evening, set out the cream on the stone 
flags before the low doorway, wasting 
no time in getting in again. The next 
day, how the butter 'came'! Hardly 
started they were, when they could feel 
it forming. When Margaret washed the 
dasher, she 'kept an eye out' for the 
dark corners of the room, for the air 
seemed thronged and murmurous. 
After this picture, came always the same 
tall girl still in the same blue frock, this 
time with a shawl on her head. She 
brought in potatoes from the sheltered 
heaps that wintered out in the open. 
From one pailful she picked out a little 
flat stone, rectangular and smoother and 



more evenly proportioned than any 
stone she had ever seen. 
'What a funny stone!' she said to her 
mother. 
Her mother left carding her wool to 
look. 'You may well say so. ’Tis one of 
the fairies' tables. Look close and you'll 
be turning up their little chairs as well.' 
It was as her mother said. Margaret 
found four smaller stones of like 
appearance, which one might well 
imagine to be stools for tiny dolls. 
'Shall I be giving them to little Bee for 
playthings?' 

'You will not. You'll be putting them 
outside. In the morning, though you 
may be searching the countryside, no 



trace of them will you find, for the 
fairies will be taking them again.' 
So Margaret stacked the fairy table and 
chairs outside. Next morning, she ran 
out half reluctantly, for she was afraid 
she would find them and that would 
spoil the story. But, no! they were gone. 
She never saw them again, though she 
searched in all imaginable places. Nor 
was that the last potato heap to yield 
these mysterious stones. 
Margaret, growing from scene to scene, 
appeared again in a group of laughing 
boys and girls. 
'What'll we play now?' 
'Let's write the ivy test.' 
'Here's leaves.' 
Each wrote a name on a leaf and 
dropped it into a jar of water. Next 



morning, Margaret, who had misgivings, 
stole down early and searched for her 
leaf. Yes, the die was cast! At the sight 
of its bruised surface, ready tears 
flooded her eyes. She had written the 
name of her little grandmother, and the 
condition of the leaf foretold death 
within the year. The other leaves were 
unmarred. She quickly destroyed the ill-
omened bit of ivy and said nothing 
about it, though the children clamoured. 
'There's one leaf short. Whose is gone?' 
'Mine is there!' 'Is it yours, John?' 'Is it 
yours, Esther?' But Margaret kept her 
counsel, and, within the year, the little 
grandmother was dead. Of course, she 
was old, though vigorous; yet Margaret 
would never play that game again. It 
was like gambling with fate. 



And still the girls kept swinging past. 
Steadily, all too swiftly, Margaret shot 
up to a woman's stature; her skirts crept 
down, her braids ought to have been 
bobbed up behind. She let them hang, 
however, and still ran with the boys, 
questing the bogs, climbing the apple 
trees, storming the wind-swept hills. Her 
mother would point to her sister Mary, 
who, though younger, sat now by the 
fire with her 'sprigging’' [embroidery] for 
'the quality.' Mary could crochet, too, 
and had a fine range of 'sham-rogue' 
patterns. So the mother would chide 
Margaret. 
'What kind of a girl are you, at all, to be 
ever leaping and tearing like a 
redshanks [deer]? ’Tis high time for you 
to be getting sensible and learning 



something. Whistles and scouting-guns 
is all you're good for, and there's no 
silver in them things as far as I can see.' 
What fine whistles she contrived out of 
the pithy willow shoots in the spring! 
And the scouting-guns hollowed out of 
elder-stalks, which they charged with 
water from the brook by means of 
wadded sticks, working piston-wise! 
They would hide behind a hedge and 
bespatter enemies and friends alike. 
Many's the time they got their ears 
warmed in consequence or went 
supperless to bed, pretending not to see 
the table spread with baked potatoes,
̶'laughing potatoes,' they called them, 
because they were ever splitting their 
sides,̶besides delicious buttermilk, 
freshly-laid eggs, oat-cakes and fresh 



butter. 'A child without supper is two to 
breakfast,' their mother would say, 
smiling, when she saw them 'tackle' 
their stir-about the next day. 
How full of verve and life were all these 
figures! That glancing creature grow 
old? How could such things be! The 
sober pace of maturity even seemed out 
of her star. Yet here she was, growing 
up, for all her reluctance. An awkward 
boy leaned over the gate in the 
moonlight, though she was indoors, 
ready to hide. But nobody noticed her 
alarm. 
'There's that long-legged McMurray lad 
again; scouting after Mary, I'll be 
bound,' said her mother, all unawares. 
But it was not Mary that he came for, 
though she married him just the same, 



and came out to America with their 
children some years after her sister's 
lone pilgrimage. 
The intrusion of Jerry McMurray 
signalled the grounding of her dream-
bark on the shoals of reality. Who cared 
about the cut-and-dried life of a grown 
woman? Enchantment now lay behind 
her, and, if the intervals between 
periods of pain permitted, she again 
turned an expectant face toward the old 
childish visions. Sometimes she could 
make the trip twice over without being 
overtaken by suffering. But her intervals 
of comfort grew steadily shorter; 
frequently she was interrupted before 
she could get rightly launched on her 
delight. And always there seemed to be 
one vision more illusive than the rest 



which she particularly longed to 
recapture. At last, chance words of 
Anna's put her on its trail in this wise. 

When she was not, as her niece said, 'in 
her trance, wool-gathering' Anna did 
her best to distract her, sending the 
children in to ask 'would she have a sup 
of tea now,' or a taste of wine jelly. One 
day, after the invalid had spent a bad 
night, she brought in her new long silk 
coat for her aunt's inspection, for the 
old woman had always been 'tasty' and 
'dressy,' and had made many a fine 
gown in her day. The sharp old eyes 
lingered on the rich and truly striking 
braid ornament that secured the loose 
front of the garment. 



'What's that plaster?' she demanded, 
disparagingly. 
Anna, inclined to be wroth, retorted: 'I 
suppose you'd be preferring one o' them 
tight ganzy [sweater] things that fit the 
figger like a jersey, all buttoned down 
before.' 
A sudden light flamed in the old face. 'I 
have it!' she cried. ’Tis what I've been 
seeking this good while. ’Twill come 
now̶the red coat! I must be getting 
back to the beginning.' 
With that, she was off, relaxing and 
composing herself, as if surrendering to 
the spell of a hypnotist. 

To reach any desired picture in her 
gallery, she must start at the outset. 
Then they followed on, in due order̶



all that procession of little girls: pink 
clad, blue-print clad, bare-legged or 
brogan-shod; flirting their short skirts, 
plaiting their heavy braids. About half 
way along, a new figure asserted itself̶
a girl of nine or ten, who twisted this 
way and that before a blurred bit of 
mirror and frowned at the red coat that 
flapped about her heels,̶bought 
oversize, you may be sure, so that she 
shouldn't grow out of it too soon. The 
sleeves swallowed her little brown 
hands, the shoulders and back were 
grotesquely sack-like, the front had a 
puss [pout] on it. 
'’Tis the very fetch of Paddy the gander 
I am in it. I'll not be wearing it so.' She 
frowned with sudden intentness. 'Could 
I be fitting it a bit, I wonder, the way 



mother does cut down John's coats for 
Martin?' 
With needle, scissors and thread, she 
crept up to her little chamber under the 
eaves. It was early in the forenoon 
when she set to work ripping. The 
morning passed, and the dinner hour. 
'Peggy! Where's the girl gone to, I 
wonder?' 
'To Aunt Theresa's, I'm thinking.' 
'Well, it's glad I am she's out o' my sight, 
for my hands itched to be shaking her. 
Stand and twist herself inside out she 
did, fussing over the fit of the good coat 
I'm after buying her. The little fustherer!' 
For the small tailor under the roof, the 
afternoon sped on winged feet: pinning, 
basting, and stitching; trying on, ripping 
out again, and re-fitting. 'I'll be taking it 



in a wee bit more.' She had to crowd up 
to the window to catch the last of the 
daylight. At dusk, she swept her dark 
hair from her flushed cheeks and forced 
her sturdy body into the red coat. It was 
a 'fit,' believe you me! Modelled on the 
lines of the riding-habit of a full-figured 
lady she had seen hunting about the 
country-side, it buttoned up tight over 
her flat, boyish chest and bottled up her 
squarish little waist. About her narrow 
hips, it rippled out in a short 'frisk.' 
Beneath, her calico skirt, and bramble-
scratched brown legs. 
Warmed with triumph, she flew 
downstairs. Her mother and a 
neighbour were sitting in the glow of the 
peat fire. She tried to meet them with 
assurance, but at sight of their amazed 



faces, misgiving clutched her. She 
pivoted before the mirror. 
'Holy hour!' cried her mother. 'What 
sausage-skin is that you've got into?' 
Then, as comprehension grew: 'Glory b' 
t' God, Ellen! 'tis the remains of the fine 
new coat, I'm after buying her, large 
enough to last her the next five years!' 
'’Twas too large!' the child whimpered. 
'A gander I looked in it!' Then, 
cajolingly, 'I'm but after taking it in a bit, 
ma. ’Twill do grand now, and maybe I'll 
not be getting much fatter. Look at the 
fit of it, just!' 
'Fit! God save the mark!' cried her 
mother. 
'Is the child after making that jacket 
herself?' asked the neighbour. 



'I am,' Margaret spoke up, defiantly. 'I 
cut it and shaped it and put it together. 
It has even a frisk to the tail.' 
'Maggie,' said the neighbour to 
Margaret's mother. '’Tis as good a piece 
o' work for a child of her years as ever I 
see. You ought not to be faulting her, 
she's done that well. And,' bursting into 
irrepressible laughter, 'it's herself will 
have to be wearing it, woman dear! All 
she needs now is a horse and a side-
saddle to be an equeestrieen!' 
So the wanton destruction of the good 
red coat̶in that house where good 
coats were sadly infrequent̶ended 
with a laugh after all. How long she 
wore that tight jacket, and how grand 
she felt in it, let the other children laugh 
as they would! 



What joy the old woman took in this 
incident! With its fullness of detail, it 
achieved a delicious suggestion of 
permanence, in contrast to the 
illusiveness of other isolated moments. 
Margaret O'Brien saw all these other 
figures, but she really was the child with 
the red coat. In the long years between, 
she had fashioned many fine dresses̶
gowned gay girls for their conquests and 
robed fair brides for the altar. Of all 
these, nothing now remained; but she 
could feel the good stuff of the red 
kersey under her little needle-scratched 
fingers, and see the glow of its rich 
colour against her wind-kissed brown 
cheek. 
'To the life!' she exclaimed aloud, 
exultantly. 'To the very life!' 



'What life, Aunt Margaret?' asked Anna, 
with gentle solicitude. 'Is it afraid of the 
end you are, darling?' 
'No, no, asthore. I've resigned myself 
long since, though 'twas bitter 
knowledge at the outset. Well, well, God 
is good and we can't live forever.' 
Her eyes, opening to the two flaring 
patent gas-burners, winked as if she had 
dwelt long in a milder light. 'What's all 
this glare about?' she asked, playfully. 'I 
guess the chandler's wife is dead. Snuff 
out the whole of them staring candles, 
let you. ’Tis daylight yet; just the time o' 
day I always did like the best.' 
Anna obeyed and sat down beside the 
bed in the soft spring dusk. A little wind 
crept in under the floating white 
curtains, bringing with it the sweetness 



of new grass and pear-blossoms from 
the trim yard. It seemed an interval set 
apart from the hurrying hours of the 
busy day for rest and thought and 
confidences̶an open moment. The old 
woman must have felt its invitation, for 
she turned her head and held out a shy 
hand to her niece. 

'Anna, my girl, you imagine 'tis the full 
o' the moon with me, I'm thinking. But, 
no, never woman was more in her right 
mind than I. Do you want I should be 
telling you what I've been hatching 
these many long days and nights? ’Twill 
be a good laugh for you, I'll go bail.' 
And, as best she could, she gave the 
trend of her imaginings. 



Anna did not laugh, however. Instead̶
with the ever-ready sympathy and 
comprehension of the Celt̶she showed 
brimming eyes. '’Tis a thought I've often 
myself, let me tell you,' she admitted. 
'Of all the little girls that were me, and 
now can be living no longer.' 
'You've said it!' cried the old woman, 
delighted at her unexpected 
responsiveness. 'Only with me, 'tis fair 
pit'yus. There's all those poor dear 
lasses there's nobody but me left to 
remember, and soon there'll not be even 
that. Sometimes they seem to be 
pleading just not to be forgotten, so I 
have to be keeping them alive in my 
head. I'm succeeding, too, and, if you'll 
believe me, 'tis them little whips seem to 
be the real ones, and the live children 



here the shadders.' Her voice choked 
with sudden tears. 'They're all the 
children ever I had. My grief! that I'll 
have to be leaving them! They'll die 
now, for no man lives who can 
remember them any more.' 
Anna's beauty, already fading with the 
cares of house and children, seemed to 
put on all its former fresh charm. She 
leaned forward with girlish eagerness. 
'Auntie Margaret,' she breathed, with 
new tenderness, 'there's many a day left 
you yet. I'll be sitting here aside of you 
every evening at twilight just, and you 
can be showing me the lasses you have 
in mind. Many's the time my mother 
told me of the old place, and I can 
remember it well enough myself, though 
I was the youngest of the lot. So you 



can be filling it with all of our people̶
Mary and Margaret, John, Martin and 
Esther, Uncle Sheamus and the rest. I'll 
see them just as clear as yourself, for 
I've a place in my head where pictures 
come as thick and sharp as stars on a 
frosty night, when I get thinking. Then, 
with me ever calling them up, they'll be 
dancing and stravaging about till 
doomsday.' 

So the old woman had her heart's 
desire. She re-created her earlier selves 
and passed them on, happy in the 
thought that she was saving them from 
oblivion. 'Do you mind that bold lass 
clouting her pet bull, now?' she would 
ask, with delight, speaking more and 
more as if of a third person. 'And that 



other hussy that's after making a ganzy 
out of her good coat? I'd admire to have 
the leathering of that one.' 
Still the old woman lingered, a good 
month beyond her allotted time. As 
spring ripened, the days grew long. In 
the slow-fading twilights, the two 
women set their stage, gave cues for 
entrances and exits. Over the white 
counterpane danced the joyous figures, 
so radiant, so incredibly young, the 
whole cycle of a woman's girlhood. 
Grown familiar now, they came of their 
own accord, soothing her hours of pain 
with their laughing beauty, or, suddenly 
contemplative, assisting with seemly 
decorum at her devotional ecstasies. 
'A saintly woman,' the young priest told 
Anna on one of the last days. 'She will 



make a holy end. Her meditations must 
be beautiful, for she has the true light of 
Heaven on her face. She looks as if she 
heard already the choiring of the 
angels.' 

And Anna, respectfully agreeing, kept 
her counsel. He was a good and 
sympathetic man and a priest of God, 
but, American-born, he was, like her 
stolid, kindly husband, outside the 
magic circle of comprehension. 'He sees 
nothing, poor man,' she thought, 
indulgently. 'But he does mean well.' So 
she set her husband to 'mind' the young 
ones, and, easily doffing the sordid 
preoccupations of every day, slipped 
back into the enchanted ring. 



BLUE REEFERS - BY ELIZABETH ASHE 

'THE child will have to have a new 
dress if she’s to take part in the 
Christmas entertainment.' 
My mother spoke very low, so as not to 
wake me, but I heard her. I had been 
too excited to fall asleep. 
'Of course,' said my father in his big 
voice that never could get down to a 
whisper. 
'S-sh,' warned my mother; and then 
added, 'But we shouldn’t get it, George. 
You know what the last doctor’s bill 
amounted to.' 
'Oh, let the little thing have it. It’s her 
first chance to show off.' 
'S-sh,' my mother warned again. After a 
moment I heard her say, 'Well, perhaps 



it won’t cost so very much, and as you 
say it’s the first time.' 
I turned over in bed and prayed, 'Dear 
Lord, please help my mother to get me 
a new dress.' For a new dress was one 
of the chief joys of taking part, and I 
had longed so to take part. 
Although I had been a member of our 
Sunday school in good and regular 
standing ever since I was three weeks 
old, and had been put on the Cradle 
Roll, that being in the eyes of my 
parents the nearest approach to 
dedication allowable to Baptists, I was 
taking part for the first time, and I was 
seven. There had been numerous 
occasions in these seven years for 
taking part: our Sunday school 
celebrated Easter, Children’s Day, 



Anniversary Day, Thanksgiving, and 
Christmas, with quite appropriate 
exercises. But it was a large school, and 
I had freckles and what Aunt Emma, my 
cousin Luella’s mother, called 'that 
child’s jaw.' Aunt Emma meant my front 
teeth, which were really most dreadfully 
prominent: in fact they stuck out to 
such an extent that Aunt Emma seldom 
failed to see them when she saw me. 
Aunt Emma wasn’t used to children 
with jaws. Her little Luella had the 
prettiest teeth imaginable: she was 
pretty all over, pretty golden hair, pretty 
blue eyes, pretty pink cheeks,̶not a 
freckle,̶and pretty arms very plump 
and white. She was just my age, and she 
was invariably asked to take part. It 
seemed reasonable that she should, and 



yet I felt that if they only knew that I 
had a mind,̶a mind was what an uncle 
once said I had, after hearing me recite 
the one hundred and third Psalm, the 
fifty-second chapter of Isaiah, and the 
thirteenth chapter of First Corinthians, 
with only one mistake,̶they would ask 
me too. A mind should count for 
something, I thought, but it didn’t seem 
to with Miss Miriam. 

Miss Miriam was the assistant 
superintendent. She was a tall, thin, 
youngish-looking woman, with fair hair 
and a sweet, rather white face. She 
always wore very black dresses and a 
little gold cross, which one of the Big 
Girls told us was left to her by her 
mother, who was an Episcopalian. Miss 



Miriam got up all the entertainments, 
and it was she who made out the list of 
the people who were to take part in 
them. Three or four Sundays before an 
entertainment was to be given, Miss 
Miriam would come from the Big Room 
to our Primary Department with a lot of 
little white slips in her hand and a pad 
and pencil. While we were having the 
closing exercises, she would walk very 
quietly from class to class distributing 
the little white slips. The slips said, 
'Please meet me after Sunday school in 
the Ladies' Parlor.' If you were given a 
slip, it meant you were chosen to take 
part. 
Once I confided my longing to my 
mother. 



'What makes you want to so much, 
Martha? You’re not a forward little girl, 
I hope.' 
Forwardness in my elders' opinion was 
the Eighth Deadly Sin, to be abhorred 
by all little girls, especially those who 
had heard it said that they had a mind. 
Little girls who had heard that might so 
easily, from sheer pride of intellect, 
become 'forward.' 
'I’m not forward,' I assured her. 'I̶I, oh, 
mother, it’s so nice to be in things.' 
And now at last I was in things. I could 
still feel the touch of the white slip 
which had been put into my hand only 
that afternoon; and I turned over in my 
bed on my other side and prayed with 
even more fervour. 



'O Lord, please help my mother to get 
me a new dress.' 
He did. A week later my mother went to 
town. She brought back white Persian 
lawn, the softest, sheerest stuff I had 
ever felt. I could see the pink of my skin 
through it when I laid it over my hand. 
'I’m going to have a new dress for the 
entertainment,' I told Luella on my way 
to rehearsal. 'Are you?' 
'Why, of course. I always do. Mine’s 
going to have five rows of lace insertion 
in the skirt and tiny tucks too.' 
'Mine’s to have tucks, but it won’t have 
but one row of lace in the skirt. Mother 
says little girls' dresses don’t need much 
lace.' 
'I like lots of lace,' said Luella; but her 
tone of finality did not disturb my 



happiness. I was disturbed only when, 
at another rehearsal, Luella told me that 
her mother was making a blue-silk slip 
to wear under her white dress. Almost 
everyone wore slips when they spoke 
pieces. 
I gave my mother this information. 
'Isn’t the white dress pretty enough, 
Martha?' 
I fingered the soft material she was 
sewing. 'It’s beautiful,' I said, hiding my 
face in her neck. Then I whispered, 'I 
don’t mind if Luella has a slip, mother.' 
I did mind, but I knew I oughtn’t. 
My mother raised my head and adjusted 
the bow on one of my skimpy little 
pigtails. She looked as she did 
sometimes after my Aunt Emma had just 
gone. 



'We’ll see if you can have a slip. What 
color would you like̶supposing you 
can?' 
'Pink,' I answered promptly, 'like my 
best hair-ribbons.' 
Pink china silk was bought. When I tried 
it under the Persian lawn it matched the 
ribbons exactly. I jiggled up and down 
on my toes̶my only way of expressing 
great joy. 
The dress, when my mother was not 
working on it, lay in the spare room on 
the bed. I made countless pilgrimages to 
the spare room. Once I slipped the 
dress on by myself. I wanted to see how 
I looked. But the mirror of the spare-
room bureau was very small; so I 
inserted a hair-brush. With the mirror 
tipped I could see quite all of me̶only 



I didn’t see quite all. I didn’t see my 
freckles, or my jaw, or my very thin 
legs. I saw a glory of pink and white, 
and I grinned from sheer rapture. 
The spare room had no heat: there was 
a register, but unless we had company 
the register was closed. My mother 
found me one day kneeling by the bed, 
shivering, but in ecstatic contemplation 
of my dress, which I had not dared to 
try on a second time. She gave me 
ginger tea. I gulped it down meekly. I 
felt even then that as a punishment 
ginger tea is exquisitely relevant. It 
chastens the soul but at the same time it 
warms the stomach you’ve allowed to 
get cold. 
I had been very much afraid that before 
the night of the entertainment,̶it was 



to be given the twenty-third of 
December,̶something would surely 
happen to my dress or to me; but the 
night arrived and both were in a perfect 
state of preservation. To expedite 
matters, as the Sunday school was to 
assemble at a quarter past seven, my 
mother dressed me before supper. Just 
as the last button was fastened, we 
heard footsteps on the front porch. 
'There, Martha! Go show your father.' 
I ran down into the hall and took up my 
position in the centre of it; but when I 
heard the key turn in the latch of the 
inside door I wanted to run away and 
hide. I had never felt so beautiful. 
My father stopped short when he saw 
me. 'By the Lord!' he ejaculated. 
'Why, George!' 



My mother was on the stairs. 
'Well, by the Great Guns then̶you’re a
̶a vision, Marty.' I could only grin. 
'Here’s some more pinkness for you to 
wear,' he said, producing a long tissue-
paper package that he had been holding 
behind his back. He chuckled as he 
unwrapped it. 'Twelve, Marty; twelve 
solid pink carnations. What do you say 
to 'em? Show your mother.' 
I said nothing. I only jiggled on my toes. 
'George, dear, what made you? A little 
child like that can’t wear flowers̶and 
they’re seventy-five cents a dozen!' 
All the chuckle went out of my father’s 
eyes: he looked at me, then at the 
carnations, then at my mother, just like 
a little boy who finds that after all he’s 
done the wrong thing. I wanted to run 



and take his hand; but while I stood, 
wanting and not daring, my mother had 
crossed the hall and was putting her 
arms around his neck. 
'They’re beautiful, George dear. She can 
wear three or four of them, anyway. 
They will make her so happy, and the 
rest we’ll put in her room. Her room is 
pink too.' 
'So it is.' He kissed my mother and then 
me. 'Say your piece, Marty̶quick! 
Before we have supper.' 
I had learned my piece so thoroughly 
that the order was like turning on a 
spigot. Four verses, four lines in each, 
gushed forth. 
My father clapped. 'Now for something 
to eat,' he said. 



Immediately after supper my mother 
and I set out, leaving my father to shave 
and come later. It was a cold night with 
a great many bright stars. At the corner 
we met Luella and her mother. Luella’s 
mother was carrying over her arm 
Luella’s spring coat, her everyday one, a 
dark blue reefer. 
'Martha ought to have hers along, too,' 
said my Aunt Emma. 'If the church 
should be chilly they’ll catch their death 
sitting in thin dresses.' 
My mother thought it was probable we 
would. So I was sent back to hunt for 
my little reefer. It was like Luella’s, dark 
blue with tarnished gilt anchors on the 
corners of the sailor collar, and like hers 
it was second-best and outgrown. 



Luella and I parted with our mothers at 
the door of the Sunday school room. 
'Don’t forget to take your reefers when 
you march in,' admonished my Aunt 
Emma. 
'Must we carry them while we march?' I 
almost wailed. 

My mother came to the rescue. 'Hold 
them down between you and the little 
girl you march with. Then no one will 
see.' 
'Yes’m.' I was much relieved. 
The Sunday school was a hubbub of 
noise and pink and blue hair-ribbons. In 
among the ribbons, and responsible for 
some of the noise, were close-cropped 
heads and white collars and very new 
ties, but you didn’t notice them much. 



There were so many pink and blue 
ribbons. After a while the room quieted 
down and we formed in line. Miss 
Miriam, who even that night wore a 
black dress and her little gold cross, 
distributed among us the eight silk 
banners which, when we weren’t 
marching, always hung on the walls of 
the Sunday school rooms. There were 
subdued whispers and last printings. 
Then the piano, which had been moved 
into the church, gave the signal and we 
marched in. 
We marched with our banners and our 
pink and blue hair-ribbons up and down 
the aisles so that all the Mothers-and-
Fathers-and-Friends-of-the-School could 
see us. Whenever we recognised our 
own special mother or father, we 



beamed. The marching finally brought 
us to the pews assigned to our 
respective classes. Luella’s class and 
mine were to sit together that night. I 
turned round̶almost every little girl, 
after she was seated and had sufficiently 
smoothed out skirts and sash, turned 
round̶and saw that my mother and 
aunt were only two pews behind us. I 
grinned delightedly at them, and they 
both nodded back. Then I told Luella. 
After that I settled down. 
The church was decorated with ropes of 
green and with holly wreaths. At either 
side of the platform was a Christmas 
tree with bits of cotton-batting scattered 
over it to represent snow. I had heard 
that there were to be two Christmas 
trees, and I had looked forward to a 



dazzling glitter of coloured balls and 
tinsel and candles, maybe. The cotton-
batting was a little disappointing. It 
made you feel that it was not a real 
Christmas tree, but just a church 
Christmas tree. Church things were 
seldom real. The Boys Brigade of our 
church carried interesting-looking 
cartridge-boxes, that made them look 
like real soldiers; but when they drilled 
you found out that the cartridge-boxes 
were only make-believe. They held 
Bibles. Still, the cotton-batting did make 
you think of snow. 
After what seemed like a very long wait 
the entertainment began. The minister, 
of course, opened it with prayer. Then 
we all sang a carol. As we were sitting 
down I felt some one poke my shoulder. 



'Your mother says you must put on your 
jacket. She says you’ll take cold,' 
whispered the little girl behind me. 

I had not felt cold, but the command 
passed along over two church pews had 
the force of a Thus-saith-the-Lord. 
While I was slipping the jacket carefully 
over my ruffles, some one poked Luella 
and whispered to her. Luella looked at 
me, then put on her jacket. 
The superintendent was making a 
speech to the Fathers-and-Mothers-and-
Friends-of-the-School. When he 
finished, we rose to sing another carol, 
and as we rose, quite automatically 
Luella and I slipped off our jackets. I 
was very excited. After the carol there 
would be a piece by one of the Big 



Girls; then the Infant Class would do 
something; then I was to speak. I 
wondered if people would see the pink 
of my slip showing through my dress as 
I spoke my piece. I bent my head to get 
a whiff of carnation. 
We were just seated when there came 
another poke and another whisper. 
'Your mother says to keep on your 
jacket. 
I looked back at my mother. She smiled 
and nodded, and Aunt Emma pointed to 
Luella. We put on our jackets again. 
This time I buttoned it tight; so did 
Luella. I felt the carnations remonstrate, 
but when one is very excited one is very 
obedient: one obeys more than the 
letter of the law. 



The Big Girl was speaking her piece. I 
didn’t hear the words; the words of my 
own piece were saying themselves 
through my head; but I was aware that 
she stopped suddenly, that she looked 
as though she were trying to remember, 
that someone prompted her, that she 
went on. Suppose I should forget that 
way, before my father and mother and 
the friends of the school and Miss 
Miriam! It was a dreadful thought. I 
commenced again,̶with my eyes shut,
̶ 
'Some children think that Christmas day 
Should come two times a year.' 
I went through my verses five times, 
while the Infant Class individually and 
collectively were holding up gilt 



cardboard bells and singing about them. 
I was beginning the sixth time,̶ 
'Some children think,̶' 
when the superintendent read out,̶ 
'The next number on the programme 
will be a recitation by Martha Smith.' 
I had been expecting this 
announcement for four weeks, but now 
that it came, it gave me a queer feeling 
in my heart and stomach, half-fear, half-
joy. Conscious only that I was actually 
taking part, I rose from my seat and 
made my way over the little girls in the 
pew, who scrunched up themselves and 
their dresses into a small space so that I 
might pass. 
As I started down the aisle I thought I 
heard my name frantically called behind 
me; but not dreaming that any one 



would wish to have speech with a 
person about to speak a piece, I kept on 
down, way, way down to the platform, 
walking in a dim hot maze which 
smelled insistently of carnations. 
But the poor carnations warned in vain. 
I ascended the platform steps with my 
reefer still buttoned tightly over my 
chest. 
The reefer, as I have said, was dark 
blue, adorned with tarnished anchors, 
and outgrown. Being outgrown, it 
showed several inches of my thin little 
wrists, and being a reefer and tightly 
buttoned, it showed of my pink and 
white glory a little more than the hem. 
Still in that dim hot maze, I made my 
bow and gave the title of my piece, 
'Christmas Twice a Year,' and recited it 



from beginning to end, and heard them 
clap, all the teachers and scholars and 
Fathers-and-Mothers-and-Friends-of-the-
School. Then, quite dizzied with 
happiness, I hurried down off the 
platform and up the aisle. People smiled 
as I passed them and I smiled back, for 
once quite unconscious of my jaw. As I 
neared my seat I prepared to smile upon 
my mother, but for a moment she didn’t 
see me. Aunt Emma was saying 
something to her, something that I 
didn’t hear, something that made two 
red spots flame in my mother’s face. 
'Isn’t it just like Martha to be a little 
fool! She’s always doing things like that.' 
Aunt Emma was one of those people 
who assume that you always do the 



particular foolish thing you have just 
finished doing. 
The red spots died out when my mother 
saw me. She smiled as though she were 
very proud̶and I was proud too. But 
before I could settle down to enjoy my 
satisfaction, Luella’s name had been 
called and Luella was starting down the 
aisle. Luella’s golden curls bobbed as 
she walked: they bobbed over her blue 
reefer jacket which was buttoned snugly 
over her plump body. 

There was a suppressed exclamation 
from some one behind me, but Luella 
kept on. Luella’s jacket was not short in 
the sleeves, but it was very very tight. 
Only the hem of her blue and white 
glory peeped from beneath it, and a 



little piece of ruffle she had not quite 
tucked in peeped out from above it. 

Luella bowed and spoke her piece. All 
the teachers and scholars, all the 
Fathers-and-Mothers-and-Friends-of-the-
School applauded. 
A queer sound made me look round at 
my mother and aunt. Their heads were 
bowed upon the pew in front. Their 
shoulders were shaking. When I turned 
around again they were sitting up, 
wiping their eyes as if they had been 
crying. 
I could not understand then, nor did I 
understand late that night when my 
father’s laugh woke me up. 
'Poor Emma!' he chuckled. 'What did 
she say?' 



And my mother answered, her voice 
curiously smothered, 'Why, you see, she 
couldn’t very well say anything after 
what she had just said before.' 

'I suppose not. Poor Emma, I suppose 
not.' 
My father’s laugh broke out again. 
'S-sh, George̶you’ll wake Martha.' 
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