The Singing Lesson

~ Katherine Mansfield

':’% Wlth despair - cold, sharp despair - buried deep in her
peart like a wicked knife, Miss Meadows, in cap and gown
camumm‘ trod the cold corridors thatTed o
 the music hall. Girls of all ages, rosy from the air, and bubbling
L‘f o ver with that gleeful excitement that comes from running to
_, chool on a fine autumn morning, hurried, skipped, fluttered
by; from the hollow classrooms came a quick drumming of
" '. es; a bell rang; a voice like a bird cried, “Muriel.” And
~ then there came from the staircase a tremendous knock-knock-
knocking. Some one had dropped her dumbbells.
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- The Science Mistress stopped Miss Meadows.

5"" """"Good morning,” she cried, in her sweet, affected drawl
tlt cold? It might be winter.”

' r‘* Viiss Meadows, hugging the knife, stared in hatred at the

4: tress. Everything about her was sweet, pale, like

7. (You would not have been surprised to see a bee caught
tangles of that yellow hair. 31 Salecaam

# t is rather sharp,” said Miss Meadows, grimly. The other
d her sugary smile. . crapec, M plve

%&m ook frozen,” said @ Her blue eyes opened wide;
- cal e a mockmg light in them. (Had she noticed

“0) Mt quite as bad as that” said Miss Meadows, and

& ﬁw Saence l\/l.lstressb_l_n exchange for her smile, a

¢ grimace and passed on .

ﬁ Five and Slx were assembled in the music
af , On the platform, by the piano,
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the contraltos added, one could scarcely help shuddering. r,4,
the Roses of Pleasure. Last time he had come to see her, Bac,,-j
had worn a rose in his buttonhole. How handsome he had
looked in that bright blue suit, with that dark red rose! Ang
he knew it, too. He couldn’t help knowing it. First he stroked
his hair, then his moustache; his teeth gleamed when he smiled

“The headmaster’s wife keeps on asking me to dinner, vs

a perfect nuisance. I never get an evening to myself in that
place.”

“But can’t you refuse?”

“Oh, well, it doesn’t do for a man in my position to be
unpopular.”

“Music’s Gay Measure,” wailed the voices. The willow trees,
outside the high, narrow windows, waved in the wind. They
had lost half their leaves. The tiny ones that clung wriggled
like fishes caught on a line. “ ... I am not a marrying man ...”
The voices were silent; the piano waited. '

“Quite good,” said Miss Meadows, but still in such a
strange, stony tone that the younger girls began to feel
positively frightened. “But now that we know it, we shall
take it with expression. As much expression as you can put
into it. Think of the words, girls. Use your imaginations. Fast!
Ah, too Fast,” cried Miss Meadows. “That ought to break out -
a loud, strong forte - a lament. And then in the second line,
Winter Drear, make that Drear sound as if a cold wind were
blowing through it. Dre-ear!” said she so awfully that Mary
Beazley, on the music stool, wriggled her spine. “The third
line should be one crescendo. Fleetly! Ah, Fleetly Music’s Gay
Measure. Breaking on the first word of the last line, Passes.’
And then on the word, ‘Away,” you must begin to die ... to
fade ... until The Listening Ear is nothing more than a faint
whisper ... You can slow down as much as you like almost on

 the last line. Now, please.” v(/

Again the two light taps; she lifted her arms again. Fa_st!
. Ah. too Fast. “.. and the idea of settling down fills me with
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