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Realism of Katherine Mansfield (2)
Osamu MATSUDA

Professor, Yamaguchi Prefectural University

Abstract:

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 rannka and found that her realism has some analogy with that of zannka. It led to a conclusion that

whether one lives in Western culture or in Eastern one, 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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That evening for the first time in his life, as he
pressed through the swing-door and descended
the three broad steps to the pavement, old Mr.
Neave felt he was too old for the spring. Spring—
warm, eager, restless—was there, waiting for him
in the golden light, ready in front of everybody
to run up, to blow in his white beard, to drag
sweetly on his arm. And he couldn’t meet her,
no; he couldn’t square up once more and stride
off, jaunty as a young man. He was tired and,
although the late sun was still shining, curiously
cold, with numbed feeling all over. Quite suddenly
he hadn’t the energy, he hadn’t the heart to stand

this gaiety and bright movement any longer; it
confused him. (p.257)
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And then Charlotte and the girls were always
at him to make the whole thing over to Harold,
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to retire, and to spend his time enjoying himself.
Enjoying himselfl Old Mr. Neave stopped dead
under a group of ancient cabbage palms outside
the Government buildings! Enjoying himselfl The
wind of evening shook the dark leaves to a thin
airy cackle. (p.259)
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By this time he had walked the length of
fashionable Harcourt Avenue; he had reached
the corner house, their house. The carriage gates
were pushed back; there were fresh marks of
wheels on the drive. And then he faced the big
white-painted house, with its wide-open windows,
its tulle curtains floating outwards, its blue jars
of hyacinths on the broad sills. On either side of
the carriage porch their hydrangeas—famous in
the town—were coming into flowers; the pinkish,
bluish mass of flower lay like light among the
spreading leaves. (p.261)
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Old Mr. Neave, forgotten, sank into the broad lap
of his chair, and, dozing, heard them as though
he dreamed. There was no doubt about it, he was
tired out; he had lost his hold. Even Charlotte and
the girls were too much for him to-night. They
were too*-too---. But all his drowsing brain could
think of was—too rich for him. And somewhere at
the back of everything he was watching a little
withered ancient man climbing up endless flights
of stairs. (pp.264-265)
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H'm, h'm! Well, welll It was pleasant by the open

window, very pleasant—a fine mild evening.
They were cutting the grass on the tennis-court
below; he heard the soft churr of the mower. Soon
the girls would begin their tennis parties again.
(pp.265-266)
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Old Mr. Neave started up. It was dark in his
dressing-room; the windows shone pale. How long
had he been asleep? He listened, and through the
big, airy, darkened house there floated far-away
voices, far away sounds. Perhaps, he thought
vaguely, he had been asleep for a long time.
What had all this to do with him—this house and
Charlotte, the girls and Harold—what did he know
about them? They were strangers to him. Life
had passed him by. Charlotte was not his wife. His
wife! (p.267)
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... A dark porch, half hidden by a passion-vine,

that drooped sorrowful, mournful, as though it
understood. Small warm arms were round his
neck. A face, little and pale, lifted to his, and a
voice breathed, “Good-bye, my treasure.”

My treasure! “Good-bye, my treasure.” Which of
them had spoken? Why had they said good-bye?
There had been some terrible mistake. She was
his wife, that little pale girl, and all the rest of his
life had been a dream. (p.267)
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Then the door opened, and young Charles,
standing in the light, put his hands by his side and
shouted like a young soldier, “Dinner is on the
table, sir!”

“I'm coming, I'm coming,” said old Mr. Neave.
(p.267)
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