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*She smiled.

*She smiled sweetly.

*She smiled a sweet smile.
*She smiled her sugary smile.




Word Order (53>)
Punctuation (1%~ %%

* She wakes up.

* She wakes up suddenly.

* Suddenly and dreadfully, she wakes up.
* Suddenly—dreadfully—she wakes up.

‘Every word matters (C‘J"ﬂ"l%,%fii) ’ as
Katherine Mansfield tells John Middleton
Murry in a letter dated 2 February 1920.




Who is Katherine Manstield? .

Born in Wellington, New
Zealand (British Colony,
1840-1947) in 1888.

Went to London to finish
her education.

Died of tuberculosis (ﬁm%
}9) in Fontainebleau,
France in 1923, aged only
34,

In a German Pension (1911),
Prelude (1916), Bliss (1921),
The Garden Party and
Other Stories (1922), and
The Dove’s Nest and Other
Stories (1923).




* ‘aninfinite delight and |
value in detail’ A '8F] 15
w5y B 1

* ‘a passion for writing’

i (OB




Virginia Woolf (&7, "d ik « Gl 3)

Mansfield is considered to
be one of the finest short
story (%51 7) i) writers
of her time.

Her friend Virginia Woolf
(1882-1941), another
famous writer of the time,
wrote in her diary: ‘| was
jealous of her writing—
the only writing | have
been jealous of’.
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* Mansfield has often been compared to the
Russian writer Anton Chekhov (1860-
1904). Reflecting on a Chekhov letter,
Mansfield writes to Virginia Woolf in a
letter dated 27 May 19109:

‘[...] what the writer does is not so much to
solve the question but to put the question.
There must be the question put’.
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‘The Daughters of the Late Colonel’ (<L'F,’Sr_l—7[‘i|élfr[/ hd>)

She wanted to say something to Josephine, something
frightfully important, about about the future and
what. ...

[...]

A pause. Then Constantia said faintly, ‘I can’t say what |

was going to say, Jug, because |'ve forgotten what it was . ..
That | was going to say.

Josephine was silent for a moment. She stared at a big
cloud where the sun had been. Then she replied shortly,
‘I've forgotten too.

ellipsis (. . .FJ'J@ﬁ?ﬁ‘f)
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‘The Garden Party’ (<T&[FIE ¢ >)
Laurie put his arm round her shoulder. ‘Don’t cry,’ he said
in his warm, loving voice. ‘Was it awful?’

‘No,” sobbed Laura. ‘It was simply marvelous. But,

Laurie ’

She stopped, she looked at her brother. ‘Isn’t life,” she
stammered, ‘isn’t life " But what life was she couldn’t
explain. No matter. He quite understand.

‘Isn’t it, darling?’ said Laurie.

dash (—’F}’i??%_)
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‘An Ideal Family’ <— RIS H=>
‘The Garden Party’ <[jl¢7>
‘Poison’ <= B>

‘Life of Ma Parker’ <®' I'jli SESAESHY /= 3>

* A Cup of Tea’ <— Fr &>

‘Late at Night’ <R [E>
‘Bliss’ <3 f&>
‘The Wind Blows’ <F'JH

‘The Canary’ <& an # >
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‘an infinite delight and value in detail’
——The Collected Letters of Katherine
Mansfield
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‘The Garden Party’ <{&[pl%r ',ff{ > .

Against the karakas. Then the karaka trees
would be hidden. And they were so lovely,
with their broad, gleaming leaves, and their
clusters of yellow fruit. They were like trees
you imagined growing on a desert island,
proud, solitary, lifting their leaves and fruits
to the sun in a kind of silent splendor. Must
they be hidden by a marquee? -

local identity (#5971 %)



‘The Garden Party’ < {L[Ril g ¢7 >
‘Mother, a man's been killed,” began Laura.
‘Not in the garden?’ interrupted her mother.
‘No, no!’

‘Oh, what a fright you gave me!” Mrs. Sheridan
sighed with relief, and took off the big hat and
held it on her knees.

‘But listen, mother,’ said Laura. Breathless, half-
choking, she told the dreadful story. ‘Of course,
we can't have our party, can we?’ she pleaded.
‘The band and everybody arriving. They'd hear us,
mother; they're nearly neighbours!” [...]




‘But, my dear child, use your common
sense. It’s only by accident we’ve heard of it. If
some one had died there normally—and | can’t
understand how they keep alive in those poky
little holes—we should still be having our parties,
shouldn’t we?

Laura had to say ‘yes’ to that, but she felt it
was all wrong. She sat down on her mother’s
sofa and pinched the cushion frill.

‘Mother, isn't it terribly heartless of us?’
she asked.

http://www.nzonscreen.com/title/the-garden-
party-1983




‘Darling!” Mrs. Sheridan got up and came over to .
her, carrying the hat. Before Laura could stop her she had
popped it on. ‘My child!” said her mother, ‘the hat is
yours. It's made for you. It's much too young for me. |
have never seen you look such a picture. Look at
yourself!” And she held up her hand-mirror.

‘But, mother,’ Laura began again. She couldn't
look at herself; she turned aside.

This time Mrs. Sheridan lost patience just as Jose
had done.

‘You are being very absurd, Laura,” she said coldly.
‘People like that don't expect sacrifices from us. And it's
not very sympathetic to spoil everybody's enjoyment as
you're doing now.’




‘I don't understand,” said Laura, and she walked quickly
out of the room into her own bedroom. There, quite by
chance, the first thing she saw was this charming girl in
the mirror, in her black hat trimmed with gold daisies,
and a long black velvet ribbon. Never had she imagined
she could look like that. Is mother right? she thought. And
now she hoped her mother was right. Am | being
extravagant? Perhaps it was extravagant. Just for a
moment she had another glimpse of that poor woman
and those little children, and the body being carried into
the house. But it all seemed blurred, unreal, like a picture
in the newspaper. I'll remember it again after the party's
over, she decided. And somehow that seemed quite the
best plan....
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The little girls sat under the pines eating their
thick mutton sandwiches and big slabs of johnny
cake spread with butter. While always, as near as
they could get, sat the Kelveys, our Else holding on
to Lil, listening too, while they chewed their jam

sandwiches out of a newspaper soaked with large
red blobs. . ..

class distinction ([ 755 77)




They [The Kelveys] were the daughters of a
spry, hard-working little washerwoman, who went
about from house to house by the day. This was
awful enough. But where was Mr. Kelvey? Nobody
knew for certain. But everybody said he was in
prison. So they were the daughters of a
washerwoman and a jailbird. Very nice company
for other people’s children!

Irony (*~ F)
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[...] Even the teacher had a special voice for them
(the Kelveys), and a special smile for the other
children when Lil Kelvey came up to her desk with
a bunch of dreadfully common-looking flowers.

[...]

‘Is it true you’re going to be a servant when
you grow up, Lil Kelvey?’ shrilled Lena.

Dead silence. But instead of answering, Lil
only gave her silly shamefaced smile. She didn’t
seem to mind the question at all.
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Its [sic] a terrible thing to be alone—yes it is—it
is—but dont [sic] lower your mask until you have
another mask prepared beneath—As terrible as

you like—but a mask.

Katherine Mansfield to John Middleton Murry,
July 1917
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With despair—cold , sharp despair—buried deep in her
heart like a wicked knife, Miss Meadows, in cap and gown
and carrying a little baton, trod the cold corridors that led
to the music hall.

[...]
The Science Mistress stopped Miss Meadows.

l L[] ’ ] L[]
Good mor-ning,” she cried, in her sweet, affected drawl.

‘Isn’t it cold? It might be win-ter.

Miss Meadows, hugging the knife, stared in hatred
at the Science Mistress. Everything about her was sweet,
pale, like honey. You would not have been surprised to see
a bee caught in the tangles of that yellow hair.




(T A 1 “r“ r\ r\“, /ﬁf'—r'l’lE 11
111C 15 lg Ull \‘ﬁTf\l—'IE [n7\2

‘It is rather sharp,” said Miss Meadows,
grimly.
The other smiled her sugary smile.

‘You look fro-zen,” said she. Her blue eyes
opened wide; there came a mocking light in them.
(Has she noticed anything?)

‘Oh, not quite as bad as that,” said Miss
Meadows, and she gave the Science Mistress, in
exchange for her smile, a quick grimace and
passed on. ...
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Bliss’ <

Miss Fulton sank into the lowest, deepest
chair and Harry handed round cigarettes.

From the way he stood in front of her
shaking the silver box and saying abruptly:
‘Egyptian? Turkish? Virginian? They’re all mixed
up,” Bertha realized that she not only bored him;
he really disliked her. And she decided from the
way Miss Fulton said: ‘No, thank you, | won’t
smoke, that she felt it, too, and was hurt.
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[...] she turned her head towards the hall. And she
saw ... Harry with Miss Fulton’s coat in his arms
and Miss Fulton with her back turned to him and
her head bent. He tossed the coat away, put his
hands on her shoulders and turned her violently
to him. His lips said: ‘| adore you,” and Miss Fulton
laid her moon beam fingers on his cheeks and
smiled her sleepy smile. Harry’s nostrils quivered;
his lips curled back in a hideous grin while he
whispered: ‘To-morrow, and with her eyelids
Miss Fulton said: ‘Yes.
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Not go to the side window before a certain hour:
signed, lan French. Not to think about her until he
had put away his painting things for the day:

signed, lan French. [...]

~
-~

He sat in his dusky studio, tired, with one arm
hanging over the back of his chair, staring in at her
window and seeing himself in there with her. [...]
Of course, she never asked him about his pictures,
and of course he made the most wonderful
drawings of her which she hated, because he
made her so thin and so dark. . . . But how could
he get to know her? This might go on for years. . ..
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‘Yes, she is always like that,” he thought
proudly. ‘We have nothing to do with these

people.

€ >

But now she was on her way home and he
was as far off as ever. . .. She suddenly turned into
the dairy and he saw her through the window
buying an egg. She picked it out of the basket with
such care—a brown one, a beautifully shaped one,
the one he would have chosen. And when she
came out of the dairy he went in after her. In a
moment he was out again, and following her [...].
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Through her door he crept, and up the stairs after,
taking care to tread in time with her so that she
should not notice. Finally, she stopped on the
landing, and took the key out of her purse. As she
put it into the door he ran up and faced her.

Blushing more crimson than ever, but
looking at her severely he said, almost angrily:
‘Excuse me, Mademoiselle, you dropped this.’

And he handed her an egg.
http://vimeo.com/63394010
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Looking back, | imagine | was always writing.
Twaddle it was too. But better far write
twaddle or anything, anything, than nothing
at all.

Journal entry (July 1922), published in The
Journal of Katherine Mansfield (1927)
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BBC Learning English

https://www.facebook.com/bbclearningenglish.m
ultimedia?fref=nf

Cambridge Dictionaries Online

https://www.facebook.com/CambridgeDictionarie
sOnline?fref=ts

Good Reads
https://www.goodreads.com/




