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Realism of Katherine Mansfield

M B
Osamu MATSUDA
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And after all the weather was ideal. They could not have had a more perfect day for a garden-party
if they had ordered it. Windless, warm, the sky without a cloud. Only the blue was veiled with a haze of

light gold, as it is sometimes in early summer. (p. 68)
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As for the roses, you could not help feeling they understood that roses are the only flowers that
impress people at garden-parties ; the only flowers that everybody is certain of knowing. Hundreds, yes,
literally hundreds, had come out in a single night ; the green bushes bowed down as though they had
been visited by archangels. (p. 68)
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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 splendour. (p. 71)
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But the air | If you stopped to notice, was the air always like this ? Little faint winds were playing
chase in at the tops of the windows, out at the doors. And there were two tiny spots of sun, one on
inkpot, one on a silver photograph frame, playing too. Darling little spots. Especially the one on the inkpot
lid. It was quite warm. A warm little silver star. She could have kissed it. (p. 74)
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There, just inside the door, stood a wide, shallow tray full of pots of pink lilies. No other kind. Nothing
but lilies — canna lilies, big pink flowers, wide open, radiant, almost frighteningly alive on bright crimson

stems. “ O-oh, Sadie | ” said Laura, and the sound was like a little moan. She crouched down as if to warm
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herself at that blaze of lilies ; she felt they were in her fingers, on her lips, growing in her breast. (p.74-75)
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They were little mean dwellings painted a chocolate brown. In the garden patches there was nothing
but cabbage stalks, sick hens and tomato cans. The very smoke coming out of their chimneys was
poverty-stricken. Little rags and shreds of smoke, so unlike the great silvery plumes that uncurled from

the Sheridans’ chimneys. (p. 81)
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Wherever you looked there were couples strolling, bending to the flowers, greeting, moving on over
the lawn. They were like bright birds that had alighted in the Sheridans’ garden for this one afternoon,

on their way to — where? (p. 85)
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It was just growing dusky as Laura shut their garden gates. A big dog ran by like a shadow. The
road gleamed white, and down below in the hollow the little cottages were in deep shade. (p. 88)
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Here she was going down the hill to somewhere where a man lay dead, and she couldn't realise it. Why
couldn’t she? She stopped a minute. And it seemed to her that kisses, voices, tinkling spoons, laughter,

the smell of crushed grass were somehow inside her. She had no room for anything else. (p. 88-89)
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A low hum came from the mean little cottages. In some of them there was a flicker of light, and a

shadow, crab-like, moved across the window.
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Realism of Katherine Mansfield

Osamu MATSUDA
(English Literature)

Realism of Katherine Mansfield in her works is singular and outstanding in English Literature. And
her realism is such that is familiar to the Japanese. So the author tried to put some parts of her work into
Japanese tannka and found that her realism has some analogy with that of tannka. It led to a conclusion
that whether one lives in Western culture or in Eastern culture, a natural environment in which one lives
is likely to affect one’s way of thinking, and people who live in similar natural environment are likely to
have similar ways of thinking including self-recognition.
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