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ALTHOUGH Bertha Young was thirty she still had manteelike this when she want
to run instead of walk, to take dancing steps aha@hthe pavement, to bowl a hoop,
throw something up in the air and catch it agarrtpostand still andaugh a—nothing—at
nothing, simply.

What can you do if you are thirty and, turning tegner of your own street, you &
overcome, suddenly by a feeling of b-absolute blisslas though you'd sudder
swallowed a bright piece of that late afternoon and it burned in your bosom, send
out a little shower of sparks into every partichep every finger and toe? .

Oh, is there no way you can express it without gpeidrunk and disorderly” ? Ho
idiotic civilisation is! Why be given a body if u have to keep it shut up in a case lik
rare, rare fiddle?

"No, that about the fiddle is not quite what | mgaie thought, running up the steps
feeling in her bag for the k—she'd forgotten it, as usuahd rattling the lett-box. "It's
not what | mean, becausehank you, Mary"she went into the hall. "Is nurse bacl

"Yes, M'm."

"And has the fruit come”

"Yes, M'm. Everything's come

"Bring the fruit up to the dinir-room, will you? I'll arrange it before | go upstair

It was dusky inthe dinini-room and quite chilly. But all the same Bertha whiaf her
coat; she could not bear the tight clasp of it keotmoment, and the cold air fell on |
arms.

But in her bosom there was still that bright glogviplace—that shower of little spks
coming from it. It was almost unbearable. She haddired to breathe for fear of fanni
it higher, and yet she breathed deeply, deeply. I&hdly dared to look into the cao
mirror-but she did look, and it gave her back a womanaradwith smiling, trembling
lips, with big, dark eyes and an air of listenimggpiting for something . . . divine -
happen . . . that she knew must happen . . . iipifiall

Mary brought in the fruit on a tray and with it lgs bowl, and a blue dish, very love
with a strange sheen on it as though it had been dippadk.
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"Shall I turn on the light, M'm?
"No, thank you. | can see quite wel

There were tangerines and apples stained with k&naw pink. Some yellow peatr
smooth as silk, some white grapes «ed with a silver bloom and a big cluster of put
ones. These last she had bought to tone in withheéaedinini-room carpet. Yes, that d
sound rather fafetched and absurd, but it was really why she fagybt them. She he
thought in the shop: "I nst have some purple ones to bring the carpet upetdable.’
And it had seemed quite sense at the t

When she had finished with them and had made twanpgs of these bright rour
shapes, she stood away from the table to get teet-and it reallywas most curious. F¢
the dark table seemed to melt into the dusky lagid the glass dish and the blue bow
float in the air. This, of course, in her presemtooh, was so incredibly beautiful. . . . £
began to laugh.

"No, no. I'm getting hysteril." And she seized her bag and coat and ran updtaithe

nursery.

Nurse sat at a low table giving Little B her supgater her bath. The baby had on a w
flannel gown and a blue woollen jacket, and hekdhane hair was brushed up intc
funny little peak. She looked up when she saw her motigtbagan to jumg

"Now, my lovey, eat it up like a good girl," saidirse, setting her lips in a way tt
Bertha knew, and that meant she had come intoutsery at another wrong mome

"Has she beegood, Nanny?

"She's been a little sweet all the afternoon," whised Nanny. "We went to the park ar
sat down on a chair and took her out of the prathabig dog came along and put
head on my knee and she clutched its ear, tuggédhjtyou shuld have seen her
Bertha wanted to ask if it wasn't rather dangetougt her clutch at a strange dog's
But she did not dare to. She stood watching theanhlands by her side, like the pc
little girl in front of the rich girl with the doll

The baby looked up at her again, stared, and theledsmso charmingly that Bertt
couldn't help crying:

"Oh, Nanny, do let me finish giving her her supp#ile you put the bath things awe

"Well, M'm, she oughtn't to be changed hands wkhe's eatin," said Nanny, stil
whispering. "It unsettles her; it's very likelyupset her.'

How absurd it was. Why have a baby if it has tckbpt+not in a case like a rare, re
fiddle-but in another woman's arm
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"Oh, | must!" said she.
Very offended, Nannhanded her ove

"Now, don't excite her after her supper. You knaw ylo, M'm. And | have such a tir
with her after!"

Thank heaven! Nanny went out of the room with ththldowels

"Now I've got you to myself, my little precious,did Bertha, as thbaby leaned again
her.

She ate delightfully, holding up her lips for thpoen and then waving her han
Sometimes she wouldn't let the spoon go; and sorestijust as Bertha had filled it, <
waved it away to the four wind

When the soup was firhed Bertha turned round to the fire. "You're —you're very
nice!" said she, kissing her warm baby. "I'm foigau. | like you."

And indeed, she loved Little B so m—her neck as she bent forward, her exquisite
as they shone transparent in tirelight-that all her feeling of bliss came back again,
again she didn't know how to expre—what to do with it.

"You're wanted on the telephone,” said Nanny, cgniack in triumph and seizirher
Little B.

Down she flew. It was Harn

"Oh, isthat you, Ber? Look here. I'll be late. I'll takéa&i and come along as quickly a
can, but get dinner put back ten min—will you? All right?"

"Yes, perfectly. Oh, Harry!
"Yes?"

What had she to say? She'd nothing to say. Shenamjed to gein touch with him for &
moment. She couldn't absurdly cry: "Hasn't it baelivine day!"

"What is it?" rapped out the little voic
"Nothing. Entendy’ said Bertha, and hung up the receiver, thinkingg much more tha

idiotic civilisation was.

They had people coming to dinner. The Norman Kni—-a very sound coupg—he was
about to start a theatre, and she was awfully keemterior decoration, a young mz
Eddie Warren, who had just published a little boblpoems and whom everybody w
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asking to the, and a "find" of Bertha's called Pearl Fulté@hat Miss Fulton did, Berth
didn't know. They had met at the club and Berthd fadlen in love with her, as st
always did fall in love with beautiful women whochaomething strange about the

The pravoking thing was that, though they had been abmg#ther and met a number
times and really talked, Bertha couldn't make hdr bp to a certain point Miss Fultc
was rarely, wonderfully frank, but the certain goias there, and beyond that she \d
not go.

Was there anything beyond it? Harry said "No." \doteer dullish, and "cold like a
blonde women, with a touch, perhaps, of anaemithefbrain.” But Bertha wouldr
agree with him; not yet, at any ra

"No, the way she has of sitting witter head a little on one side, and smiling,
something behind it, Harry, and | must find out wieat something is.

"Most likely it's a good stomach," answered Ha

He made a point of catching Bertha's heels witliegpf that kind . . . "liverrozen, my
dear girl," or "pure flatulence,” or "kidney diseds. . . and so on. For some stral
reason Bertha liked this, and almost admired tim very much

She went into the drawirroom and lighted the fire; then, picking up thehsass, one
by one, that Mary had disposed so carefully, she thih@m back on to the chairs and
couches. That made all the difference; the roomecaline at once. As she was abou
throw the last one she surprised herself by sugdeafging it to her, passiotely,
passionately. But it did not put out the fire imr besom. Oh, on the contratr

The windows of the drawi-room opened on to a balcony overlooking the gardethe
far end, against the wall, there was a tall, slemmr tree in fullest, riche bloom; it
stood perfect, as though becalmed against the-green sky. Bertha couldn't he
feeling, even from this distance, that it had nasirggle bud or a faded petal. Do
below, in the garden beds, the red and yellow sulii@avy with flowers, emed to lean
upon the dusk. A grey cat, dragging its belly, tr@goss the lawn, and a black one
shadow, trailed after. The sight of them, so intemtl so quick, gave Bertha a curic
shiver.

"What creepy things cats are!" she stammered, bawrned away from the window ai
began walking up and down. .

How strong the jonquils smelled in the warm roomoTstrong? Oh, no. And vyet,
though overcome, she flung down on a couch andeddser hands to her ey

"I'm too happy+oo happy!" sh murmured.

And she seemed to see on her eyelids the lovelytpawith its wide open blossoms
a symbol of her own life.
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Really-reallyshe had everything. She was young. Harry and she agemuch in love ¢
ever, and they got on together splenc and were really good pals. She had an adoi
baby. They didn't have to worry about money. Thag this absolutely satisfactory hot
and garden. And friendmodern, thrilling friends, writers and painters apdets ol
people keen on social questi—just the kind of friends they wanted. And then theeze
books, and there was music, and she had found dexiom little dressmaker, and th
were going abroad in the summer, and their new coatte the most superb omelettes

"I'm absurd. Absurd!" Be sat up; but she felt quite dizzy, quite drunknlist have bee
the spring.

Yes, it was the spring. Now she was so tired shidaoot drag herself upstairs to dre

A white dress, a string of jade beads, green shndstockings. It wasn't inteonal. She
had thought of this scheme hours before she stoibe arawin-room window.

Her petals rustled softly into the hall, and shes&d Mrs. Norman Knight, who w
taking off the most amusing orange coat with a @sson of black monkeys rounce
hem and up the fronts.

" .. . Why! Why! Why is the midd-class so stodgwe utterly without a sense
humour! My dear, it's only by a fluke that | am @&t a-Norman being the protecti
fluke. For my darling monkeys so upset the trast ihrose to a man and simply ate r
with its eyes. Didn't lau—wasn't amusedhkat | should have loved. No, just ste—and
bored me through and throug|

"But the cream of it was," said Norman, pressingrge tortoiseshe-rimmed monocle
into his eye, "you dot mind me telling this, Face, do you?" (In theame and amon
their friends they called each other Face and MUgg cream of it was when she, be
full fed, turned to the woman beside her and s&ldven't you ever seen a monk
before?"

"Oh, yes!" Mrs. Norman Knight joined in the laughter. "Widsthat too absolutel
creamy?"

And a funnier thing still was that now her coat wdfsshe did look like a very intelligel
monkey-who had even made that yellow silk dress out adsed banana skinsnd her
amber earings: they were like little dangling nur

"This is a sad, sad fall!" said Mug, pausing imfrof Little B's perambulator. "When tl
perambulator comes into the ' and he waved the rest of the quotation av

The bell rang. It wakean, pale Eddie Warren (as usual) in a stateuteatistress
"It is the right housdsn'tit?" he pleaded.

"Oh, | think so+hope so," said Bertha brightl
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"l have had such dreadfu experience with a taxi-man; he wa®s sinister. | couldn't
get him to stop. Thenore | knocked and called tHasterhe went. Ancin the moonlight
this bizarrefigure with theflattenedheadcrouchingover thdit-tle wheel . . . "

He shuddered, taking off an immense white silkfs&ertha noticed that his soc were
white, too-most charming

"But how dreadful!l" she crie(

"Yes, it really was," said Eddie, following her anthe drawin-room. "I saw mysel
driving through Eternity in timelesgaxi.”

He knew the Norman Knights. In fact, he was gomgvtite a play for N.K. when th
theatre scheme came off.

"Well, Warren, how's the play?" said Norman Knigitppping his monocle and givir
his eye a moment in which to rise to the surfaderkeat was screwed down aga

And Mrs. Norman Knight: "Oh, Mr. Waen, what happy socks?"

"l amso glad you like them," said he, staring at his.féehey seem to have got much
whiter since the moon rose.” And he turned his Isammowful young face to Berth
"Thereis a moon, you know.

She wanted to cry: "I am re there is—often—often!"

He really was a most attractive person. But so k&=, crouched before the fire in |
banana skins, and so was Mug, smoking a cigaraetlesaying as he flicked the a:
"Why doth the bridegroom tarry’

"There he is, now."

Bang went the front door open and shut. Harry shibdtdullo, you people. Down in fiv
minutes.” And they heard him swarm up the staimsttiza couldn't help smiling; sl
knew how he loved doing things at high pressureatVhfter all, did an extra fiv
minutes matter? But he would pretend to himself thaty mattered beyond meast
And then he would make a great point of coming th® drawin-room, extravagantl
cool and collected.

Harry had such a zest for life. Oh, how she apptediit in him. Aid his passion for
fighting—for seeking in everything that came up against &nother test of his power a
of his couragethat, too, she understood. Even when it made hsh gacasionally, t
other people, who didn't know him well, a littleliculous prhaps. . . . For there we
moments when he rushed into battle where no batte . . . She talked and laughed
positively forgot until he had come in (just as slael imagined) that Pearl Fulton had
turned up.

"l wonder if Miss Fulton has forgten?"
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"l expect so," said Harry. "Is she on the '‘phor

"Ah! There's a taxi, now." And Bertha smiled wittat little air of proprietorship that sl
always assumed while her women finds were new arslamous. "She lives in taxis

"She'll run to fatif she does," said Harry coolly, ringing the bell dinner. "Frightful
danger for blonde women

"Harry—don't!" warned Bertha, laughing up at hi

Came another tiny moment, while they waited, langhand talking, just a trifle tc
much at their ease, trifle too unaware. And then Miss Fulton, allsitver, with a silvel
fillet binding her pale blonde hair, came in snglither head a little on one sic

"Am | late?"

"No, not at all," said Bertha. "Come along." Ancedbok her arm and they movecdo
the dining-room.

What was there in the touch of that cool arm tloatiat far—fan-start blazin—blazing—the
fire of bliss that Bertha did not know what to dah#®

Miss Fulton did not look at her; but then she selddid look at people directly. Hi
heavy eyelids lay upon her eyes and the strangesmile came and went upon her |
as though she lived by listening rather than seddug Bertha knew, suddenly, as if
longest, most intimate look had passed between-as if they had said to eactther:
"You too?"-that Pearl Fulton, stirring the beautiful red saughe grey plate, was feelir
just what she was feelin

And the others? Face and Mug, Eddie and Harryr #psions rising and falli—dabbing
their lips with their napkins, crumblingread, fiddling with the forks and glasses
talking.

"I met her at the Alpha sh—the weirdest little person. She'd not only cut leéf hair,
but she seemed to have taken a dreadfully gooda$hhper legs and arms and her ni
and her poor little nasas well."

"Isn't she veryiée with Michael Oat?'

"The man who wrotéove in False Teetl"

"He wants to write a play for me. One act. One nizetides to commit suicide. Gives

the reasons why he should and why he shouldn't. jAstdas he has me up his mind
either to do it or not to do—curtain. Not half a bad idea."

"What's he going to call-#tStomach Trouble' ?"
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"l think I've come across thsameidea in a little French reviewquite unknown in
England.”

No, they didn't share it. Theyere dears—dearard she loved having them there, at
table, and giving them delicious food and wine.fact, she longed to tell them hc
delightful they were, and what a decorative grdwgytmade, how they seemed to set
another off and how theyminded her of a play by Tchekof!

Harry was enjoying his dinner. It was part of—well, not his nature, exactly, ai
certainly not his posdis—something or othete talk about food and to glory in F
"shameless passion for the white flash of the &r" and "the green of pistachio i—
green and cold like the eyelids of Egyptian dant

When he looked up at her and said: "Bertha, thia igery admirablesoufflée!" she
almost could have wept with ch-like pleasure.

Oh, why did she feel so tenitowards the whole world tonight? Everything was @—
was right. All that happened seemed to fill agaen lbrimming cup of bliss

And still, in the back of her mind, there was tleamptree. It would be silver now, in t
light of poor dear Eddie's moc silver as Miss Fulton, who sat there turning a &aimg
in her slender fingers that were so pale a lightve=d to come from ther

What she simply couldn't make —what was miraculouswas how she should ha
guessed Miss Fulton's mood so exactly ao instantly. For she never doubted fo
moment that she was right, and yet what had shge t,m? Less than nothin

"l believe this does happen very, very rarely betwevomen. Never between me
thought Bertha. "But while | am making the coffeete drawingfoorr perhaps she will

'give a sign™.

What she meant by that she did not know, and whaldvhappen after that she could
imagine.

While she thought like this she saw herself talkamgl laughing. She had to talk beca
of her desire to laugh.

"l must laugh or die."

But when she noticed Face's funny little habituaking something down the front of F
bodice-as if she kept a tiny, secret hoard of nuts thixe-Bertha had to dig her nai
into her handsse as not to laugh too muc

It was over at last. And: "Come and see my new eafiachine,” said Berth

"We only have a new coffee machine once a fortriigtdid Harry. Face took her ai
this time; Miss Fulton bent her head and followédra
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The fire had died down in the draw-room to a red, flickering "nest of baby phoenix
said Face.

"Don't turn up the light for a moment. It is so &by." And down she crouched by the f
again. She was always cold . . . "without herditééd flannel jacket, of course,” thou:
Bertha.

At that moment Miss Fulton "gave the sig
"Have you a garden?" said the cool, sleepy vc

This was so exquisite on her part that all Berthaldt do was to obey. She crossed
room, pulled the curtains apart, and opened thasg Wwindows

"There!" she breathed.

And the two women stood side by side looking atdleader, flowering tree. Although
was so still it seemed, like the flame of a cantbestretch up, to point, to quiver in t
bright air, to grow taller and taller as they ge—almost to touch the rim of the rour
silver moon.

How long did they stand there? Both, as it weregbain that circle of unearthly ligr
understanding each other perfectly, creatures othan world, and wondering what th
were to do in this one wi all this blissful treasure that burned in their s anc
dropped, in silver flowers, from their hair and Ha®

For everfor a moment? And did Miss Fulton murmur: "Yes.tlthat" Or did Bertha
dream it?

Then the light was snapped on and Face mee coffee and Harry said: "My dear M
Knight, don't ask me about my baby. | never see Ingnan't feel the slightest interest
her until she has a lover," and Mug took his eyeobthe conservatory for a moment ¢
then put it under glass again aEddie Warren drank his coffee and set down the
with a face of anguish as though he had drunk aeed the spide

"What | want to do is to give the young men a shbhlelieve London is simply teemir
with first-chop, unwritten plays. What | want tay to 'em is: 'Here's the theatre. F
ahead.”

"You know, my dear, | am going to decorate a roomtiie Jacob Nathans. Oh, | am
tempted to do a frieflsh scheme, with the backs of the chairs shagexftyinc-pans
and lovely chip potatoes embrored all over the curtains.”

"The trouble with our young writing men is that yhere still too romantic. You can't p

out to sea without being seasick and wanting anbasfell, why won't they have tf
courage of those basins
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"A dreadfulpoem about girl who wasviolated by a beggawithout a nose in a lit-tle
wood. . .."

Miss Fulton sank into the lowest, deepest chairtdaty handed round the cigarett

From the way he stood in front of her shaking tilees box and saying abruptl
"Egyptiar? Turkish? Virginian? They're all mixed up," Berttealised that she not or
bored him; he really disliked her. And she deciftedh the way Miss Fulton said: "N
thank you, | won't smoke," that she felt it, tondavas hurt

"Oh, Harry, don't dislikéner. You are quite wrong about her. She's wonderfahderful.
And, besides, how can you feel so differently alsmrmheone who means so much to
| shall try to tell you when we are in bed tonig¥tat has been happening. What she
| have shared."

At those last words something strange and almesfyiag darted into Bertha's min
And this something blind and smiling whispered &v:iSoon these people will go. T
house will be quietguiet. The lights will be out. And you and he vii# aloneogether in
the dark roomthe warm bed. . . .

She jumped up from her chair and ran over to thag

"What a pity someone does not play!" she cried. &\hpity somebody does not pla
For the first time in her life Bertha Young desireer husban Oh, she'd loved hi—
she'd been in love with him, of course, in evetyeotway, but just not in that way. Al
equally, of course, she'd understood that he wiéreint. They'd discussed it so often
had worried her dreadfully at first to find thae was so cold, but after a time it had
seemed to matter. They were so frank with eachr—such good pals. That was the
of being modern.

But now-ardently! ardently! The word ached in her ardentypoWas this what the
feeling of bliss had beeteading up to? But then, thefiMy dear,” said Mrs. Norma
Knight, "you know our shame. We are the victims timhe and train. We live i
Hampstead. It's been so nic

"I'l come with you into the hall," said Bertha. lbved having you. But you must r
miss the last train. That's so awful, isn'ti

"Have a whisky, Knight, before you go?" called iya
"No, thanks, old chap."”
Bertha squeezed his hand for that as she shc

"Good night, goodye," she cried from the top step, feeling thas thell of hers was
taking leave of them for eve
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When she got back into the draw-room the others were on the mo
" ... Then you can come part of the way in my.te

"l shall be so thankful not to have to faceanother drive alone after my dreadful
experience."

"You can get a taxi at the rank just at the enthefstreet. You won't have to walk mc
than a few yards."

"That's a comfort. I'll go and put on my coz

Miss Fulton moved towards the hall and Bertha vedlewing when Harry almost pushe
past.

"Let me help you."

Bertha knew that he was repenting his rude-she let him go. What a boy he was
some ways—so impulsivso—simple.

And Eddie and she were left by the fi

"l wonderif you have seen Bilknewpoem calledrable d'Hot¢' sad Eddie softly. "It's
sowonderful. In the last Anthology. Have you got gy¢® I'dsolike to showit to you. It
begins with anncrediblybeautiful line: "Why Must it Always be Tomato Sotif

"Yes," said Bertha. And she moved noiselesslytabée oppsite the drawin-room door
and Eddie glided noiselessly after her. She piakedhe little book and gave it to hii
they had not made a sout

While he looked it up she turned her head towdndsh@all. And she saw . . . Harry w
Miss Fulton's coat itnis arms and Miss Fulton with her back turned ta Bind her hea
bent. He tossed the coat away, put his hands oshwerlders and turned her violently
him. His lips said: "I adore you," and Miss Fulttaidd her moonbeam fingers on |
cheeks and smiteher sleepy smile. Harry's nostrils quivered; Ilps curled back in .
hideous grin while he whispered: "Tomorrow," andhwier eyelids Miss Fulton sai
"Yes."

"Here it is,” said Eddie. "Why Must it Always be@mato Soup?' It's s<deeplytrue, don't
you feel? Tomato soup is dreadfullyeternal.”

"If you prefer,” said Harry's voice, very loud, fnothe hall, "I can phone you a cab
come to the door."

"Oh, no. It's not necessary," said Miss Fulton, sinel came up to Bertha and gave hel
slender fingers to hold.

"Good-bye. Thank you so much
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"Good-bye," said Bertha.

Miss Fulton held her hand a moment lon¢

"Your lovely pear tree!" she murmure

And then she was gone, with Eddie following, like black cat following the grey ci
"I'll shut up shop," said Harry, extravagantly cool avitected.

"Your lovely pear treepear tre—pear tree!"

Bertha simply ran over to the long windo\

"Oh, what is going to happen now?" she cr

But the pear tree was as lovely as ever and asffflower and as still
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