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Stephen Sarkany arrived at Kiralyfiired by 
the morning train. He slept three hours till the 
morning, and then dressed. He took a blue shirt 
and his white summer suit. It was not very warm 
but Sarkany knew that the ladies like this suit 
very much as it became his brown face (he took 
sunbaths at the swimming baths in Budapest every 
summer). He now planned to surprise Edith and 
his fiancee’s family at breakfast. He was very glad 
to see her again as he worshipped his betrothed, 
but he was also a little afraid o f her, as he did 
not know what to say, if  Edith should ask him 
whether at last he passed his last examination for 
the degree o f doctor. And it is certain that this will 
he Edith’s first question. When they saw each other 
last he gave his word of honour that before long he 
will see Edith as a qualified doctor of medicine. 
But many a thing happened between — it would be 
difficult to relate all that in a hurry —  in other 
words Sarkany was not yet a doctor. He was just 
thinking with what harmless white lie he could put 
his fiancee at ease when the door o f his room was 
opened and little Missy entered.

Missy was the younger sister o f Edith, about 
fourteen or fifteen years old, very slender with a 
very serious face. Her real name was Mary, and the 
name o f Missy was given to her by Edith. She re
presented a singular retrogression of principles in 
this modern time and she reminded one o f house
wives o f the good olden times. Missy was an extra
ordinary diligent and clever child. Among the 
servants, who did not take Edith seriously, Missy 
kept the order already for the last two years. She 
was up in the morning first, and she looked after 
the triyial needs of her father, sisters and brothers. 
If there was anything wrong on the farm then she 
was scolded. The name of Missy was given as a 
reward to her for the trouble she took for others.

Missy brought a small parcel for Sarkany.
- Edith is sending this to you, —  she said 

seriously.
- Well, does Edith know that I arrived? —  

asked Sarkany wondering.

—  Yes, she knows.
—  And what is in the parcel?

- See for yourself! I am going now, because 
I have something to do at the grocer’s, and in 
fifteen minutes I shall be back again. You will 
wait for me, will you?

—  Certainly, Missy!
The little girl then went away. Sarkany open

ed the parcel, which was tied up with a blue ribbon, 
and took out a letter. It was Edith’s handwriting.

’ ’Enclosed I return to you the 216 letters 
which you have written to me in two and a half 
year. If you have kept my letters hand them to 
Missy. At the same time 1 wish to inform you that 
last night I got engaged to Mr. Bertalan Katona 
M. D., physician o f a watering place. Edith.”

Stephen Sarkany suppressed his emotion.
—  Alright! he said to himself. —  Very 

well then! —  He pocketed the letters which Edith 
returned, and also his revolver which was charged, 
and went to the near forest. Behind the church he 
had to pass through a small meadow to reach the 
outskirts o f the forest. At the bottom of a hay-rick 
a long Wallachian lad was sleeping and a very 
pretty peasant girl was kneeling next to him 
tickling his ear. Sarkany, however, did not take 
any notice of them but went into the forest. The 
very cool air struck his face and the old beech 
trees greeted him with solemn rustle. Beyond the 
’ ’Devil-ditch”  next to a small spring he sat down 
between huge ferns. Three years ago on the occasion 
of a summer excursion he spoke to Edith, for the 
first time, of his love and examination on this 
very spot.

Sarkany took the letters from his pocket 
which he had since written to Edith and kept 
looking at them. The words love and examination 
were repeatedly mentioned in them. In some of 
them there was a poem and Sarkany was so moved 
by his own letters as is a nightingale by its own 
song. He put the letters aside and got out his diary 
inserting the following lines:

” 1 am dying o f my own accord, not being
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able to live any longer. My brother, who lives in 
Budapest is to be informed of my death. My last 
wish is that the photograph and the lock, which is 
in my note book, should be placed near my heart, 
further that I do not wish to be dissected.”

He tore out the filled paper of the book and 
with his breast pin fastened it to the bottom of the 
old beech tree. Then he lit a cigarette lay down on 
the grass and looked at the leaves of the trees 
rustling in the morning breeze. A yellow thrush 
sang above his head.

It s no use, it’s no use, 1 must die, —  
mumbled Sarkany.

He took out from his pocket Edith’s photo
graph and looked at it for a long while. She was a 
pretty girl, though strictly speaking she was more 
interesting than beautiful. The expression of her 
face, the bearing, the dressing and her manner 
were very modern. Her hair was reddish-brown 
and she bent her neck a little forward, her look 
was mysterious and significant. God knows from 
w'here these French figures appeared again, even 
in the provinces.

—  I must die! —  mumbled Sarkany.
At this time he heard a rythmical noise ap

proaching quickly. Somebody comes. Now he al
ready heard the rustling o f the dress. If it would 
be her. Sarkany closed his eyes and did not dare 
to move.

—  Uncle Steve!
—  What do you want, Missy?
■—  I would like to talk to you.
The girl had a small basket on her arm and 

in her hands she had a bunch o f wmodland flowers. 
She sat down next to Sarkany on the stone, and 
in the meantime she made a quick glance at the 
piece of paper hanging on the beech tree and at 
the revolver which lay near Sarkany’s hand.

I don’t know what you want, Uncle Steve,
— sa*d the little girl. —  You want to shoot your

self. Is this so?
She spoke with a fairly quiet voice which 

surprised Sarkany a little.
What do you want here, Missy, —  he 

asked sullenly.
I pick wild strawberries, —  answered the 

little girl. —  We have a guest for dinner. Bertalan 
Katona comes for dinner, Edith’s new fiance.

Sarkany laughed bitterly.
—  And you tell me that?
—  Why shouldn’t I?

The girl knelt down on the grass and began 
to pick wild strawberries.

Missy’s sangfroid hurt Sarkany’s feelings. He 
lit a new cigarette and after a small interval a said: 

Missy, is it that you do not believe me? 
Though you are otherwise a very clever girl but 
you have not sufficient intelligence to dissuade me 
from my decision.

1 don’t wish to dissuade you from your 
decision, indeed if I were you perhaps 1 would to 
the same.

Yes, —  said Sarkany, -  I can’t live any
longer.

If I were you, however, it would occur to 
me that before my death I have still a point of 
honour, —  continued Missy.

- What is it? —  asked Sarkany.
I will tell you. Edith has dissolved the 

engagement as she is convinced that you will never 
become a qualified physician. If you kill yourself 
now, Edith and the whole world will say: Poor 
Stephen Sarkany committed suicide, because he 
was unable to pass his examination to be qualified 
for the degree of doctor. If, I were you I would 
not kill myself now, but go to Budapest and learn 
day and night and pass the examination. When you 
are in possession of your diploma then send it to 
Edith without a further comment and afterwards 
commit suicide. Edith will then say: Poor Stephen 
Sarkany killed himself because I did not trust him. 
If, I were a man, I would do it like this.

Sarkany robbed his front.
- You are right, Missy, —  he said in a de

termined voice, —  I must do like this, and 1 shall 
do it. I will prove to Edith that T am a man.

The little girl continued to pick wild straw
berries, and Sarkany smoked his third cigarette.

- There is a nice strawberry, —  he said 
later in a low voice.

As Missy could not see it, he himself picked 
it and put it in the basket of the little girl.

—  This one is also nice, and what about 
that one?

The small basket was full.
—  I must go home now, —  said Missy. —  

Don’t forget your breast pin..
Sarkany tore the paper into little bits on 

which he made his last will, and lire pin he fastened 
on to his necktie. When Missy and Sarkany passed 
through the meadow the pretty W'allaehian girl 
hurry passed them and the tall lad threw his cap 
after her. Translated b y  P . Strasser
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