ADe Wa.. . all around.the sleigh, reconnoitring; and as he did so, wading at
the height of the upper edge of the wagon-box, the snow suddenly gave way
-beneath him; he broke in; the drift was hollow.
~ Asuspicion took hold of him; with a few quick reaches of his arm he demol-
ished the roof of the drift all about. '
And there, in the hollow, lay the man’s body as if he were sleeping, a-quiet
expression, as of painless test, on his face. His eyes were closed; a couple of bags

were wrapped about his shoulders, Apparently he had not even tried to walk!

Already chilled to the bone, he had given in to that desire for rest, for shelter at
any price, which overcomes him who is doomed to freeze,

Without a word the two men carried him to the cutter and laid him down on
the snow. ' -

Bill, meanwhile, had unhitched the horses -and was hooking them to the
tongue of the sleigh. The two others looked on in silence. Four times the horses

sprang, excited because Bill tried to make them pull with a sudden twist. The
sleigh did not stir. S ' A ,
“Need an axe,” Mike said at last, “to cut the stumps. We'll get the sleigh later.”
Mike hitched up again and turned the cutter, The broken snowdrifts through
which they had come gave the direction,
Then they laid the stiff,"dead body across the floor of their vehicle, leaving
the side doors open, for it protruded both ways. They themselves climbed up on
the seat and crouched down, so as not to put their feet-on the corpse.

Thus they retumned to Abe Camoll’s farm where, still in silence, they
deposited the body in the granary. '

That done, they stood for a moment as if in doubt. Then Bill unhitched thea

horses and took them to the stable to feed. .
“I'll tell the woman,” said Mike, “Will you go tell her father?”
Abe nodded. “Wait for breakfast,” he added.
It was ten o'clock; and none of them had eaten since the previous night.
On the way to Altmann's place in the bush drifts were no obstacles to driv-

ng. Drifts lay on the marsh, on the open sand-flats.

Every minute of the time Abe, as he drove along, thought of that woman in -

he shack: the woman, alone, with six children, and with the knowledge that her
nan was dead. - '

Altmann’s place in the bush looked the picture of peace and comfort: a large
og-house of two rooms. Window-frames and’ door were painted green. A place to
tay with, not to leave.... : - : :

When Abe knocked, the woman, whom he had seen but once in his life, at the
ale where they had lost their possessions, opened the door—an enormously fat
voman, averflowing her clothes. The man, tall, broad, with a long, rolling beard,
10w grey, stood behind her, peering over her shoulder. A visit is an event in the bush!

“Come in,” he said cheerfully when he saw Abe. “What a storm that was!”

Abe entered the kitchen which was also dining- and living-roomi.  He sat
lown on the chair which was pushed forward for him and looked at the two old
eople, who remained standing. o '

Suddenly, from the expression of his face, they anticipated something of his
1essage. No use dissembling, '

aer

"Reddliff is dead,” he said. “He was frozen to death last night on his way from
town.” S , . .
The two old people also sat down; it looked as if their _knees. had given way
beneath them. They stared at him, dumbly, a sudden expression of panic fright in
their eyes. . ‘ .

“I thought you' might want to go to your daughter,” Abe added sympatheti-
cally. ' '

The man'’s big frame seemed to shrink as he sat there. All the unctuousnesis
and the conceit of the handsome man dwindled out of his'?eaﬁng, The woman's
eyes had already filled with tears.

Thus they remained for two, three minutes. o

Then the woman folded her fat, pudgy hands; her head sank low on he1_'

breast; and she sobbed, “God's Wl be done!”

~Kathering Mansf jeld

New Zealand/England 1 888-1923

Bom in Wellington, New Zealand; ,Kétherihe-Mansﬁeld was educated in New
Zealand and London, England. She returned to England in 1908, two years after
she had finished her education. Although she had an unhappy first marriage,

- Mansfield met and eventually married the editor John Middleton Murry.

Mansfield wrote her best stories, often focusing on the individual and society, in
the short, productive period between 1916 and her death from t_uberf:ulosis in
January 1923, 'Mi\ss:,Bﬁll".)is typical of the restraint and focused detail that are
the strengths of Mansfield's work. :

Miss Brill 1922

Although it was so brilliantly fine—the blue sky powdered with gold;and great spots
of light like white wine splashed aver the Jardins Publiques—Miss Brill was glad that
she had decided on her fur. The air was motionless, but when you opgned your
mouth there was just a faint chill, like a chill from a glass of iced water befc?re you
sip, and now and again a leaf came drifting—from nowhere, from ‘the.:‘slﬁy. Ml'SS Brill
put up her hand and touched her fur. Dear little thing! It was nice to feel it again. §he
had taken it out of its box that afternoon, shaken out the moth powder, given it a
good brush, and rubbed the life back into the dim little eyes. “What has been hap-

. pening to me?” said the sad little eyes. Oh; how sweet it was to see'them snap at her

again from the red eiderdown!... But the nose, which was of some black composi-
tion, wasn't at all firm. It must have had a knock, somehow. Never mind—a little dab
of black sealing-wax when the time came—when it was absolutely necessary.... Little
rogue! Yes, she really felt like that about it. Little rogue biting its tail just by her left
ear. She could have taken it off and laid it on her lap and stroked it. She felt a tingling



in her hands and arms, but that came from walking, she supposed. And when she
breathed, something light and sad—no, not sad, exactly—something gentle seemed
to move in her bosom. _ ,

There were a number of people out this afternoon, far more than last Sunday.
And the band sounded louder and gayer. That was because the Season had begun.
For although the band played all the year round on Sundays, out of season it was
never the same. It was like some one playing with only the family to listen; it
didn't care how it played-if there weren't any strangers present. Wasn't the con-
ductor wearing a new coat, t00? She was sure it was new. He scraped with his foot
and flapped his arms like a rooster about to crow, and the bandsmen sitting in the
green rotunda blew out their cheeks and glared at the music. Now there came a

little “flutey” bit—very pretty!—a little chain of bright drops. She was sure it

would be repeated. It was; she lifted her head and smiled.

Only two people shared her “special” seat: a fine old man in a velvet coat, his
hands clasped over a huge carved walking stick, and a big old woman; sitting
. upright, with a roll of knitting on her embroidered apron. They did not speak. This

was_ disappointing, for Miss Brill always looked forward to the conversation. She’

had become really quite expert, she thought, at listening as though she didn't listen,
at sitting in other people’s lives just for a minute while they talked round her..

She glanced, sideways, at the old couple. Perhaps they would go soon. Last
Sunday, too, hadn't been as interesting as usual. An Englishman and his wife, he
wearing a dreadﬁﬁ.\Panama hat and she button boots. And she'd gone on the
whole time about how she ought to wear spectacles; she knew she needed them;

. but that it was no good getting any; they'd be sure to break and they'd never keep

on. And he'd been so patient. He'd suggest everything—gold rims, the kind that .
curved round your ears, little pads inside the bridge. No, nothing would please her,

“They'll always be sliding down my nose!” Miss Brill had wanted to shake her.
-The old people sat on the bench, still as statues. Never mind, there was
always the crowd to watch, To and fro, in front of the flower beds and the band
rotunda, the couples and groups paraded, stopped to talk, to greet, to buy a
handful of flowers from the old beggar who had his tray fixed to the railings. Little
children ran among them, swooping and laughing; little boys with big white silk
bows under their chins, little girls, little French dolls, dressed up in velvet and lace.

And sometimes a tiny staggerer came suddenly rocking into the.open from under:

the trees, stopped, stared, as suddenly sat down “flop,” until its small high-step-

ping mother, like a young hen, rushed scolding to its rescue. Other people sat on

the benches and green chairs, but they were nearly always the same, Sunday after
Sunday, and—Miss Brill had often noticed—thete was something funny about

nearly all of them. They were odd, silent, nearly all old, and from the way they

. stared they looked as though they'd just come from dark little TOOmS Or even—
even cupboards!

Behind the rotunda the slender trees with yellow leaves down drooping, and -

through them just a line of sea, and beyond the blue sky with gold-veined clouds.

Tum-tum-tum tiddle-um! tiddle-um! tum tiddley-um tum ta! blew the band.

Two young girls in red came by and two young soldiers in blue met them, and

they laughed and paired and went off arm-in-arm, Two peasant women with funny |
straw hats passed, gravely, leading beautiful smoke-colored donkeys. A cold, pale
nun hurried by. A beautiful woman came along and dropped her bunch of violets,
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and a little boy ran after.to hand them to her, and she took them and threw the
away as if they'd been poisoned. Dear me! Miss Brill didn't know whether 1
admire that or not! And now an ermine toque and a gentleman in gray met just :
front of her. He was tall, stiff, dignified, and she was wearing the ermine toq:
she'd bought when her hair was yellow. Now everything, her hair, her face, even h
eyes, was the same color as the shabby ermine, and her hand, in its deaned glov
lifted to dab her lips, was a tiny yellowish paw. Oh, she was so pleased to see him-
delighted! She rather thought they were. going to meet -that aftenoon. ‘St
described where she'd been—everywhere, here, there, along by the sea. The day w.
so charming—didn't he agree? And wouldn't hie, perhaps?... But he shook h
head, lighted a cigarette, slowly breathed a great.deep puffinto her face, and, eve
while she was still talking and laughing, flicked the match away and walked o
The ermine toque was alone; she smiled more brightly than ever. But even tt
band seemed to know what she was feeling and played more softly, played te
derly, and the drum beat, “The Brute! The Brute!” over and over. What would st
do? What was going to happen now? But as Miss Brill woridered, the ermine toqu
turned, raised her hand as though she’d seen some one else, much nicer, just ov
there, and pattered away. And the band changed again and played more quickl
more gayly.than ever, and the old couple on Miss Brill’s seat got up and rarche
away, and such a funny old man with fong whiskers hobbled along in time to th

- music and was nearly knocked over by four girls walking abreast.

Oh, how fascinating it was!. How she enjoyed it! How she loved sitting hen
watching it all! Tt was like a play. It was exactly like a play. Who could believe th
sky at the back wasn't painted? But it wasn't till a little brown dog trotted on solem
and then slowly trotted. off, like a little “theater” dog, a little dog that had bee
drugged, that Miss Brill discovered what it was that made it so exciting. They wer
all on the stage. They weren't only the audience, not only looking on; they wer

* acting.:Even she had a part and came every Sunday. No doubt somebody woul

have noticed if she hadn't been there; she was part of the performance after all. Hoy
strange she'd nevey thought of it like that before! And yet it explained why sh
made such apoint of starting from home at-just the same time each week—so a
not to be late for the performance—and it also explained why she had quite

queer, shy feeling at telling her English pupils how she spent her Sunday after
noons. No wonder! Miss Brill nearly laughed out loud. She was on the stage. Sh
thought of the old invalid'gehﬂeman_to. whom she read the newspaper four after
‘noons a week while he slept in the garden. She had got quite used to the frail hea
on the cotton pillow, the hollowed. eyes, the open mouth and the high pinche
nose. If he'd been dead she mightn't have noticed for weeks; she wouldn't hav
minded. But suddenly he knew he was having the paper tead to him by an actress
"An actress!” The old head lifted; two points of light quivered in the old eyes. “A1
actress—are 'ye?” And Miss Biill smoothed the newspaper as-though it were th,
manuscript of her part and said gently: “Yes, I have been an actress for.a long time.
. The band had been having a rest. Now they started again. And what the;
played was warm, sunny, yet there was just a faint chill—a something, what wa:
it?—not sadness—no, not sadness—a something that made you want to sing. The
tune lifted, the light shone; and it seemed to Miss Brill.that in another momen
all of them, all the whole company, would begin singing. The young ones, the
laughing ones who were moving together, they would begin, and the men's vojces
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YLy rLUIUE anka UIdVE, Wowd Join them. And then she too, she too, and the
others on the benches—they would come in with a kind of accompaniment—
something low, that scarcely rose or fell, something so beautiful—moving.... And
Miss Brill’s eyes filled with tears and she looked smiling at all the other members
of the company. Yes, we understand, we understand, she thought—though what
they understood she didn't know, : ’

' Just at that moment a boy and a girl came and sat down where the old couple
had been. They were beautifully dressed; they were in love. The hero and the
heroine, of course, just arrived from his father’s yacht. And still soundlessly
singing still with that trembling smile, Miss Brill prepared to listen.

“No, not now,” said the girl. “Not here, I can’t.” o

“But why? Because of that stupid old thing at the end there?” asked the boy.
“Why does she come here at all—who wants her? Why doesn't she keep her silly
old mug at home?” ' ;

“It’s her fu-fur which is so funny,” gigeled the girl. “It’s exactly like a fried
whiting,”1 : : .

“Ah, be off with you!” said the boy in an angry whisper. Then: “Tell me, ma
petite chére—" . -

“No, not here,” said the girl. “Not yet.”

On her way home she usually bought a slice of honeycake at the baker’s. It was
her Sunday treat. Sometimes there was an almond in her slice, sometimes not. It
made a great difference. If there was an almond it was like carrying home a tiny
present—a surprise—something that might very well not have been.there, She
hurried on the almond Sundays and struck the match for the kettle in quite a
dashing way.

But today she passed the baker's by, climbed the stairs, went into the little
dark room—her room like a cupboard—and sat down on the red eiderdown. She
sat there for a long time. The box that the fur came out of was on the bed. She
unclasped the necklet quickly; quickly, without looking, laid it inside. But when
she put the lid on she thought she heard something crying. '

1 asmall, white-fleshed fish common in Europe

F.Scott Fitzgerald

U.SA. 1896-1940

F. Scott Fitzgerald was irrevocably connected to the 1920s, a decade character-
ized by conspicuous consumption, an unquestioning belief that things could
only keep getting better, and a conviction that the world belonged to the young
and the beautiful. Fitzgerald and his wife, Zelda, were two of those beautiful
people. When the decade of excess ended with the crash of 1929, which ushered
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in the Depression, Fitzgerald's mystic connection to his audience also ended.
His 1930s novels were not as successful; he had, ina s,ense,. reached. hx's peak
with The Great Gatsby, a novel that perfectly captured Arnencan”o;?tlmlsm and
the corrupting materialism nourishing it. In “The Lost Decade, I:‘_ltzgerald
employs a fictional technique he used with more c?mpleic fo'rce in Gatsby, a .
naive even ignorant narrator in a counterpointed dialogue with a man who has
left innocence far behind him.

The lust Decade 1938

All sorts of people come ynto the offices of the newsweekly and Orrison Brown
had all sorts of relations with them. Qutside of office hours he was “one of the
editors"—during work time he was simply a curly-haired man who a year before
had edited the Dartmouth Jack-0-Lantern and was now only too glad to take the
undesirable assignments around the office, from straightening out illegible copy
to playing call boy without the title. o

He had seen this visitor go into the editor’s office—a pale, tall man of forty
with blond statuesque hair and a manner that was neither shy nor ,ti{nid, nor Oﬂ'.l-
erworldly like a monk, but something of all three. The name on his c_a.;.d, Lou'ls
Trimble, evoked some vague memory, but having nothing to start on, O,msofl did
not puzzle over it—until.a buzzer sounded on his desk, and previous experience
warned him that Mr. Trimble was to be his first course at lunch.

“Mr. Trimble—Mr. Brown,” said the Source of all luncheon money.
“Orrison—Mr. Trimble's been away a-long time. Or he feels it's a long t1r'ne-—.
almost twelve yedrs. Some people would consider themselves lucky to've missed
the last decade.” ' '

“That's so,” said Orrison, »

"] can't lunch today,” continued his chief. “Take him to Voisin or 21 or any-
where he'd like. Mr. Trimble feels there're lots of things he hasn't seen.”

Trimble demured politely. |

“Oh, I can get-around.” N . )

“I know it, old boy. Nobody knew this place like you did once—and if Brown
tries to explain the horseless carriage just send him back here to me. And you'll
be back yourself by four, won't you?” :

Orrison got his hat. -

*You've been away ten years?” he asked while they went down in the elevator.
“They'd begun the Empire State Building " said Trimble. “What does that agg A
?ll . ) »
® tcz’:Axbout 1928. But as the chief said, you've been lucky to mif,s alot.” Asa
feeler he a,d,de'd,' “Probably had more interesting things to look at.

“Can’t say I have.” -

They reached the street and the way Trimble’s face tightened at the roar of
traffic made Oirison take one more guess.

“You've been out of civilization?” )

“In a sense.” The words were spoken in such a measured way that Orrison
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