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Panagiotis says

3,5/5

K?rouv ota p?0a tng deKaeT?0¢ Tou 80, ou Kavav 8700 10 BIBA?0 [iag CLYYPO QWS AVWOTNG T2TE
og pAa. To BIA?0 ?tav ol «kK?peg TOL AEAUVNOTOU CLUVTOYUAT?PXN» TNG K?20pnv MVo@EnAvT ar?
TI¢ Ekd?0¢e1¢ I pupata o€ HeT?2ppacn Map?a¢ Aa?. T?21e ey? UZALC 27X TIPWTOAVAKAAAPEL TOV
217Bev Kivyk Kal dt ?Bada paviwd?g 2,11 dIK? ToU LTT?PXE. To BIBA?0 UTTKE OTNV 2KPn Kal 1O ?rnoocd
OTa X?p10 LoV HET? ATr? EV7UIoN XPVO. Al?Boca ia cLUYYPAE?a UE T?TO0IA OIKOVOU?0 KAl
KaBap?tnTa otn ypa@?, TioL oTTVIA cLVAVT?C. H AIEIGBUTIK?TNT? TNC, T?00 GTNV YLuX? TV NP2uv
200 KOl TNV 0V7AL0N TV KATOOT?20£WY TIOU B2Wvav, LOU NKE TPWTOEAV?C. AV € al TLXA 70
21 N Biptdvia FouA@ ypaPe 6TO NUEPOAM ? TNG 2TL N YPA@? TNG MAVCENAVT 1AV 1 WVN TIOU
(?Aee ToT?!

H K?0pnv Mo@nAvT 2(noe o gVToUn AAA? aguv?10Tn Kol TEPITETEI 20N {w?. [evw?0nKe 610
Ou?AAIyKTOV TNC N?20¢ ZNAavd?20¢ aTr? LEYAAOOOTO?C Yove?C. H ox?0n TN¢ UE TNV KATATIECTIK?
MNT?pa TNE 2tav €0 pX?¢ O?0KOAN. OAOKA?PWOE TIC OTIOUA?C TNC 0TO AOVONO Kol TAg2DePE aTNV
Eup?m. AH@@UA2QPAN —OTO NUEPOAM ? TNG AVAP?PEL 70 YUVO KEC UE TIC OTIO?EC E?XE OX20€1(—,
PUEIVE AYKUOC EKT?C Y2UOU. MavTpe?tnKe O TP?T0 Y210 Tov T{opTt{ MTT?0LVTEY, GAA? O Y2UO( dEV
KP?TNOE TP? EAPXIOTEC 7PEC, HIAC KA TOV YKAT?AELPE TO D10 Bp?0U. ATOBZAAEL, KOI 1N UNT?p0 TG
TNV avayk?2(el va eYKATAAEAPEL TO AOVOVO ia Vd ot oTn MFeppav?a. Me Tnv EMoTpog? TnN¢ oTo
AOVOVO EaVaPP?0KEL TOV KKAO Twv MOVTEPVIOT KAl CUVEX?LEl TOV UTIOPUIKO TP?TO TNE {Ww?C
NG TV £7XE JIAKOTE?. Ae?1EPOC Y2UOG HE TOV TLOV MVTAETOV M?p1 UET? AT pia BUEAA DN
TOA?Xpovn oX?a0n. To 1917 dlayw?0TNKe N QUUAT?won. MN700ve oTa TPIVTA T200Ep? TNE XPVIA.
KAnpovoul? tng oydvta okt? diny?uota-lapvTia.

MEeT? 10 «K?pVTEV TI?PTI» OTT? 11 EKS?0e1¢ ZU?AN 10 2006, pio OK2UO EEOIPETIK? LETAPOOON TNG
Map?ag Aa?, 2p6e n ?pa NG « EPUAVIK?C TIVATI ». TO VIEUTIO?TO TNG MAVO@NAVT VAL [ia
OUAAOY? BEKATPLD dlNyNU?twv. KUKAO@?pnoe 10 1911 art? Tov EKOOTIK? 07K0 TOL ZT?2BEV 0oL 2Pt
KOl W?PL0€ OU?200WC¢ ETITUX?0. EVal OTTVI0 VO GUVAVTZC IO YOVOIKE?O @uv? LE T?Tola a?700non
TOUL X10?2UO0p, HUE T?200 2POYO KWUIK? timing. VA X102U0p LA ?p0, CAPKACTTIK?, XPNOIMOTIE?TAl VIO
VO OTIYUOTIOTE? 1 AVICOPPOTI?2a VA UNG OTIC OX?20€1C TV 070 P7AWV, Ol UIKP?C KO HEY?PAEC
KOIVWVIK?C 001K 7€C.

Ta dekatp?a dAnNy?2uota Xwp?lovial o€ dUO KATNYOP?eC. Ta TP?ta Ba UTIOPO?0EC VA TEIC 2T1 €Al
OOTIPIK? TOPTP?TA: 1 SUCKAUP?0 TG LWNA?E KOIVLV 20 G KAl 0 TIBNKIOU?C TNG LECA0C T2ZNC TNG
Ieppov?0¢ avadelKV?0ovTal W?20a att? T dnANTNeL20n dlaKwU?2dNaon TN avAKnNe yio ouvex?

€T BeBa?won TNC OIK?2C TOUC TIOAITICUIK G AVWTEP?TNTAC KAl DAIK?G eL?pelac. H MvognAvt
TPATNPE? TIPOCEKTIK? TOV LEP?PTIOVTA EBVIKIOU?. Ta X ?Ala TV MEPUAVN BaApV WV Yid TOUG
AWA0UC Kal ToV TP?MO {W?¢ TOVC, TA COVPEWUAA XEZAN ATIOOOKI OG0 ¢ TIPOC TNV TIRWTA YWV 20TPIA
KOl TIG eYWA2IKEG GLVBEL 2C TNEG, GAVOVTAL EQAATIK? TPOPNTIK?. Tp?a XpVia UET?, Ol Lo
TOAITIOHO? B0 GLYKPOLATOV HE WAV TIPWTOPEAV? V1A TNV avBpwI?tnTa Tp?ro. Mia aykpouaor] Tou
Ba 0dny?0el oTNV TC?0N TNC AUVCTPOOLYYPLK?C AUTOKPATOP?AC.

To BIBA?0, 200 TPOXWP?, YVETAL PA0 KAl TIO HO?P0. Ta TIYWI 20N, COPKACTIK? dINY?2UATd, TIOL OF
KAVAV Vo YEA?C E TO 2EUTIVO X102U0P TOUC, OVOLV T 6701 TOUG 0€ 7ANA, OKOTEIV? KOl aKavO?dn.



H tva tng MV oEnAVT YVETAL TH0 KOPIEP?, OXEON B201n. MA?0V KLpLOapXE? 0 LTORIBACUNVOC
P?A0C TN yuvaxac. Tng yuva?kag cu{you, K?png, VUTIAAZAOL. H ev300IKOYEVEIOK? 3?0, O
OL{LYIK?C PIOCU?C, N ATTTEI PO CEEOVAAIK?G ETPOECN G, N TIBIK? EPYAC?0, OK2UA KAl 1 B?20 TOU
TOKETO?. H ouyypa@?a¢ TPATNPE? TA TTVTA HE HEYEBUVTIK? QOK?, SVOVTAC OTO (wC UL
KOBNUEPIV? TIPOYUATIK 2TNTA TIOL TIPOKOAE? 0pY?. T VETAI 1A TEPA KATAYEATIK? VIOl TOV QVIPIK?
(w201 K200 OTOV 0TI?0 (€I KOl TOUC KOVVEC TIOL aUT?C ?Xel eTIB?AAEL. O BEGU?C TOL Y2UOU KAl
NG OIKOYVELAC UVT?LEl OOV PUAOK?, UE TIC YUVAKEC VA 2X0UV ATIOOEXBE? TOV P?PAO TIOU TOUC ?XEl
OPIOTE? — IO YUVO KA UTIOPE? VA aloBVETAL TA?PNC U0 OV TEKVOTIOI 20€L. «Vvnan», «To
KOUPAOUNO KOP?TO1», «H TOAVTWON TOU EKKPEUO?C», «=?0TOUA», PA0 TOUC OT?{0UV PPKN.
ZXEONV 7A0 TO dINY2UATA 20UV a T?A0C ATIPTOMO, OVOIXT?, A@AVOVTOC TOV VAW ?0TN HET WO,
ME VO a?00nua avnoux?ac.

Ta ANY2UATa AUT?C TN CLUAAOY?C OEV 2X0UV TO TZAEI0 PIV?PICUO TWV dINYNL?TLWY TOL «[ K?2pVTEV
TI?PTI» TIOU EKOPONKE WVTEKA XPVIO HET?. MOI12(0UV PE 2KOTIX IOPAVTIO. AAA? TO OKOT?PYaOTO ?XEl
TN OLK? TOL YonTE?a. AG NV EEXVIUE 2TL TA JIAUNVTIA, TG KL AV EaAL, EAVAL TIIVTOTIV?.
TeAervovtag 1o BIBA?0, deV UTIOPE?C VA NV avapwinBe?¢ 11 Ba UTIOPO?0E VA KVEL AUT? N
CLYYPOE?20C OV dev TNV TPOA?BAIVE 0 BAVATOC. H KANPOVOL? TIOU HOC 2PNOE VAL UKP? O
TO?TNTA OAA? T?200 TOA?TIWN.

Buck says

| realize I'm about to piss off some lovely people around here, but it can’t be helped: | didike Virginia
Woolf. A lot. The other day at the gym | was watching Family Guy on mute—yes, thisis relevant—and the
closed captions described a character’ s unintelligible yammering as “ pretentious babble.” Exactly.
Pretentious babble is what | hear in my head when | read Woolf. | know what you're thinking: “But,
but—the beauty, the lyricism, the subtle nuances, the, the-" Y eah, fine, whatever. Pretentious babble. It'sjust
me, alright? | readily admit my mind is neither subtle nor nuanced enough to appreciate the delicate English
rosethat is VirginiaWoolf. (Okay, if you want the truth, | had mildly positive feelings about Woolf until a
girlfriend dragged me to see The Hours and | spent the whole time swallowing my own sick).

Why this apparently random and senseless attack on the grande dame of the English novel ? Because |
always had a preconception that Katherine Mansfield was in the same tradition of gauzy, water-coloured
impressionism. But she’'s not like that at all. She doesn't do lyrical. Her prose is so astringent and vinegary
you could pickle afetusin it (or, you know, something inoffensive). And her irony: just withering—the kind
of irony that shrivels everything it touches: men, women, children, and Germans. Especialy Germans.

According to impeccable scholarly sources (Wikipedia), In a German Pension is largely autobiographical.
Asavery young woman, Mansfield found herself scandalously pregnant and was packed off to a Bavarian
spa by her mother for a‘rest cure’ (i.e. childbirth on the hush-hush). In that light, the book reads like a clever
girl’sliterary revenge on her circumstances. I’ ll show these stupid Germans. And fuck you, mom.

Most of the pieces here are not redlly stories; they’ re more like tart little sketches that capture a moment or a
character while avoiding easy drama and cheap epiphanies. Some readers will be frustrated by the studied
uneventfulness, but I’'m okay with it. In my experience, agood 90% of lifeisjust a bunch of nondescript
stuff that won't fit into a slick narrative, that isn’t even worthy of an anecdote. But clearly | need to get out
more.



If the book lacks finish—Mansfield later dismissed it as “immature”—you have to remember thisis the work
of atwenty-two year old woman writing in 1910. The date is startling because there’ s hardly aline here that
couldn’t have been written yesterday. Somehow this rebellious, messed-up Kiwi chick turned herself into a
modernist before there was any modernism to write home about. Just goes to show you how far alittle talent
and a shitload of anger can carry a person.

El says

Katherine Mansfield died of tuberculosis at the age of 34. 34. I'm 34. That just putsawhole lot of shitina
whole lot of perspective.

| was going through one of those phases where I'm reading areally big book at home but currently don't have
anything tiny enough to carry with me on the bus to and from work, so I'm in amajor funk, so | spent a good
part of last night opening books from my shelves, reading a page or two, and then putting it back. Nothing
was speaking to me.

Thisdight little collection of Mansfield's writing spoke to me from the beginning. The storiesin this
collection were inspired by her time spend in Bavaria where she was sent to recuperate after a miscarriage.
Mansfield was an observer of the best quality - she took what she saw and heard and applied it to her writing.
And here are those stories.

| fell in love with Mansfield when | read her Journals. Even in some of her random thoughts, | could tell she
had a strength in her writing that made me want to know more about her. She was known as one of the
modernists and was friendly with other modernist-types like D.H. Lawrence and VirginiaWoolf, and like so
many other writers who died too fucking young, | wonder what she could have accomplished had she not
contracted tuberculosis. She wrote about women in away that most writers were, but more importantly she
wrote about people in away that not many people of her time were. These stories are satirical, cutting, and
often leaves the reader feeling unsettled. To think that Mansfield was so young when this collection was
published |eaves me feeling pretty lazy.

And unfortunately | couldn't stop reading this, so now it's back to the drawing board in regards to finding
something else to read this week during my commute. It's no tuberculosis, but that's what 1've got going on -
reading funk. At least this little collection helped me remember there's good literature out there, sometimes
even in small packages.

Kathleen says

“ On the appointed day the married ladies sailed about the pension dressed like upholstered chairs, and the
unmarried ladies like draped muslin dressing-table covers.”

This collection of gently mocking talesis full of strangely accurate details like these.

Have you ever walked past windows along the street and wondered about the dramas going on behind each
one? Thiswas like that, only with awitty and insightful storyteller to fill you in.



My favorite was “ A Birthday,” but | enjoyed them all. According to the introduction, Mansfield' sinitial
comment about the possible reissuing of this, her first book, was: “I can’t go foisting that kind of stuff on the
public.” I'm certainly glad she changed her mind!

Katep?va MaAakat? says

H -u?AAov 2wwotn otn X7pa poac- K?20pnv MAo@nAvT eal 1 Tio dIaKEKPILVN CLYYPO@E?0G TNG
N?0¢ ZnAavd?o¢. M'evvnuvn 1o 1888, eykat?AeIE TNV X720 TNG oTa 15 yia va 117l KOAAM0 oT1o
AOVOO KAl dev Eavay?ploe TOT?. AV?0UX0 TVEUD, KAT2PEPE OTA AIYOOT? XPVIA NG {w?¢ TG va
OVAVE?DEL TN @?pA TOU dINY?UATOC, VA OXETIOTE? UE TIOAAO?C LOVTEPVIOT?C CUYWPAPE?C, TNV
TOLAQ, TOV ?AI0T, KAl VO ONIOLPY?0El OKPA?0 OKVOOAA UE TNV CUUTEPIPOP? TNC.

20N AT? TO OXO0AE?0 TNV ATIOX ?ANCE 1 6701 TWV YUVAIK TNG ETIOX?C TN KAl ATOQ?010€ va
TOAAPEL Via aut. Map’ 2Aa aut? ?tav 1o 1909 Kat2grace n UNT?pa tn¢ oto Aovdvo av?ouxn,
07?1€ EKEVN KATPEPE VA LNV TNV OTEZAOLV «O€ IO YEPUAVIK? TVOI V» VI VO avapp?0el. ?tav 21
€TV, €2XE LZAIG TIVIPEVTE? VAV NVTPA- TIOU TOV TIP?TNOE O VA LAA- €2XE EPWTIK? OX?0N UE L2
YUV X0, EV? KUOPOPO?0€E TO TI1O? EV?C ZAAOU VTPA.

Eke? atnv leppav?a n MVoEnAvT Ba ypPEl Ta TP?Ta TNC diny2uata, Baotopva TVwW OTIC
EUTEIP?EC TN, Ba ATOPRZAAEL KAl BA EUPAV?0EL KAl TA TP?T0 CUUTIT2UATO TAELP?TISAC. Oa YUP?0El
T0 1911 Via va UTIAEXTE? OXEOV AU?0WC OE IO KAPUIK? OULUVIK? GX 70T UE TOV ouyypa@?a T{wv
M?pu Kal va GUVEX?0El TIC EPWTIK?C CUVELP?TEIG LE BLO A APOPETIK?G yuva 2KeC. M?20a aTnv
KOTO1Yy?00 TNC TIPOOWTTK?¢ TNC {W?C KAT2PEPE VA EKO?0EL PANEC 8?0 GUAAOY?C BINYNHU?TWY KAl Va
A?BEl L?pOC OTNV CUVTOKTIK? ETHTPOTT? TOU AOYOTEXVIKO? TEPIOJIKO? TIOL ?BYade 0 VTIPAC TNG.
M?26ave ota 34 TNC AT? QUUAT2WON KAl PET? BVATOV EKO?0NKAV OK?U0 370 CUAAOY?C.

210 «Z€ [l MEPUAVIK? TAVOI V» KVEL EVT2TIION ATI? TNV apX? 0TOV avayw?0Th N KaBap?tnta tng
YPO@?C TNG, TO TIKP? TNE X10?2U0P, N AT?0TO0N TIOL KPAT? ATI? TNV 10TOPA, AV KAl €Val B2wua.
MOA? cLXV? 0l 7PWEC TN LAVOLV XWP?C Voud —0 K?plog Z2UBouvAog, 0 Bapvog- iat? aut? dev
PXEl KAU?a onuao?a. AK?U0 cUXV?2TEPA TA dINY2UATA oL 20UV OTIN? LE ETEITDIA, 2TIG Ba y?pide
KOVE?C LA JKPO? UZKOUC TALVZ0 OUEPA, OOV VO OTAL?TNOE 0 POK?C TNC CLUYYPOAP?WC O VA KAp?.
H amodopunuvn, KIVAUOTOYPO@K? a?200Na? TNgyia TNV AOYOTEXV 20 2TV K?TI EVIEA?C VEWTEPIK?
yid TNV €T0X?. K21 KA1VO?pI0 KAl (P?0K0, TIOL 2KAVE TO 0YXpova dlNYyUaTa auT? Tov al

a?uepa.

Tnv aToX0A0?00aV P70 BacIK? 82u0Ta. To TP?TO €AVAL N YUVA2KEC? N 870N TOUC OTNV KOIVWV 2,
0 TP?TOG TOU TIC XEIP?LOVTOL Ol CUYYEVE?G KAl Ol VTPEG TOUE, TO TIIV?PXAI0 VEIPO «va BPEIg
TAO?010 0?{UYO0 KAl VO TOU KVEIG TIOAA? TN Ol ?» TIOU TIG OVEL OE YO HO?Pa TIOU OeV B ETTPAEYOV Ol
TEPIOOTEPEG,.

Evdlueca TEPIYP?@EL TOV TP?TO TIOL CUUTEPLP?POVTAV OI [eppavo? 1o 1910, Tov owPIVIOU? KAl TNG
UTEPOY?0 TOUE, T?200 KOUOTIK?, TIOU 0XEQNV 70EA TNC TIPOAVAYY?AAEL TOV TIPAEUO0 TIOU Ba ?pBEel.
2TVEL TO PVTO TNC ETIOX 7C L€ ATT20TEVTN EVZPYELD KL EVZPYELQL.

T?A0C, AOXOAE?TAI UE TO TZAOC IOC ETIOX ?C 200V A@OP? TNV KOIVULVIK? JlOOTPWU?twon. To
OPOAUATIK? Sl AN UE TNV UIKP? LTI PETPIOPA TIOU OVOAXUBVEL EKEVN TTVW TNC A0 TO
VOIKOKUPLI? Mo 2LEl Va ‘XEl Byel atr? Tov Ta?xw@ ? Tov NT2KEVC KI €Al TO WV0 TIOU 0OKOAOLBE? TNV



KAQOIK? 00U? TOU dINY?UOTOC, TO HV0 TIOL KATAAYEL OE AVOTPOTT?.

O Tp?1mocg ypa@?¢ TN MVGENAVT €Al EVIUTIVOIAK?2C. EIBIK? AV aVOAOYIOTE? KAVE?C TT?200 GNUEPIV?
MO1?L€El TO KEAUEVO, KI AC ?XEl YPAPIE? EKAT? XPVIA TPV, T2 YPAQPAV Ol G2YXPOVO? TNE. 210G
Apae N TOALVOYATI VN LOL — KAl 20TIOVON @7AN TNG CLYYPAP?WC- BIPT{ V1A TOUAQ, «{?Asa TO
YR U? TN 2TV TO HAVO YP2WI O TOL (PAsPd TIOT?».

Ana Rinceanu says

"Germans at Meat" - an English woman is at a German pension where she and her dinner companions talk
about the possibility of war breaking out (3 stars)

"The Baron" - an unnamed narrator observes a solitary baron (3 stars)

"The sister of the Baroness' - an English lady is staying in a German pension where people are expecting the
arrival of adaughter of a baroness and her aunt (3 stars)

"Frau Fischer" - Frau Fischer comes to the pension for the ‘cure’ and begins to tell our unnamed English lady
about life and love, the way Germans see them (3 stars)

"Frau Brechenmacher Attends a Wedding" - Frau and Herr Brechenmacher go to awedding (4 stars)

"The Modern Soul" - an English Fraulein befriends a buffoonish professor, awidow and her actress daughter
while staying at a pension (3 stars)

"At “Lehmann’s’" - Sabinaworksin the Lehmann’s home and coffee shop when she meets the Y oung Man
(3 stars)

"The Luft Bad" - a (English?) woman visits a bath house (3 stars)
"A Birthday" - Andreas goes to fetch a doctor because his wife has gone into labor (3 stars)

"The Child-Who-Was-Tired" - achild servant in the boarding house takes care of the masters and her
children (4 stars)

"The Advanced Lady" - the young lady from England, Violet, is the subject of the other bath house patrons
gossip (4 stars)

"The Swing of the Pendulum" - ayoung woman is awaiting her sweetheart when another man enters the
room (3 stars)

"A Blaze" - amarried woman has a dispute with the unmarried man she's been flirting with (4 stars)

Paul says



An excellent set of short stories; brief with abrupt and unsettling endings and sharp, dry humour. These are
early stories by Katherine Mansfield, written when she was barely over 20. She was recuperating from a
miscarraige in Germany and from a short unpleasant marraige.

The stories analyse the German middle class and their habits, prejudices and loves. They aso look at the
more difficult lives of the servants. Mansfield was in the vanguard of the modernist movement acquainted
with VirginiaWoolf and D H Lawrence and the like. There is afocus on the role of women as wives,
mothers, lovers, put upon servants (the wives as well as the servants) and there is a sense of injustice and
even rage underneath. Some are very funny, sometragic. Onein particular has ajaw dropping ending (The
Child-who-was-tired)that stays with you , the horror of it gradually seeping in.

Mansfield was influenced by Chekov and became an increasingly good short story writer brfore her early
death. Mansfield referred to these stories as immature as she developed her craft; but they are fresh, sharply
humourous and do feel very modern.

Samadrita says

There was atime when | had lost all interest in Jane Austen, resigned to accepting the self-assured utterances
of afew male acquaintances who still continue to believe that she wrote nothing other than classical 'chick-
lit'. (My ignorant, younger self hadn't thought of asking them what was wrong with ‘chick lit' in the first
place) But areading of A Room of One's Own and are-reading of Pride & Prejudice later, | was tempted to
literally beat some sense into those bluntheads (with a brick-sized omnibus edition of JA's works preferably)
who had caused me to momentarily stray from my earlier path of fangirlish enthusiasm.

A female voice with adignified sense of humor and impeccable comic timing is ararity in the hallowed halls
of literature till; afemale voice with the ability to comment on the power imbalance in gender relations and
small quotidian societal injustices under the veneer of wry humor even more so.

Katherine Mansfield, who put together this excellent collection of short stories nearly a century after the
publication of Pride and Prejudice, reminds me of Austen in the sense that her mockery of stiff-upper-lipped
high society German ladies and barons is a throwback to Austen's keen talent of zeroing in on individual
character quirks and highlighting the constant need for validation through assertion of material prosperity.
But thisis where the parallels end.

The last few short stories in this collection astonish with their thematic depth despite their brevity. ssues of
rabid sexism, domestic disharmony, marital rape, thwarted attempts at sexual assault, the bodily violence of
childbirth, abuse of young children employed as servants are touched on in the subtlest of ways. These grim
realities were, perhaps, not unknown to JA but who, nonetheless, steered clear of them in her romantic
comedies. The fact that Mansfield wrote these stories while quietly living out the ignominy of childbearing
out of wedlock in aforeign country should be kept in mind while dissecting the rather no-holds-barred
approach she adopts while exposing human foibles.

"I supposeit's the savage pride of the female who likes to think the man to whom she has given
herself must be a very great chief indeed."

It's a pity of monumental proportions that the 22-year old who wrote with such insight didn't live long
enough to hone her craft to absolute perfection or to leave enough of a mark on the literary landscape of her
times like her much venerated contemporaries. But then there's the consolation that she wrote at all.



IIse says

Short stories can belike photographs, catching people at some moment in their livesand trapping the
memory for ever . Therethey are, smiling or frowning, looking sad, happy, serious, surprised ... And
behind those smiles and those frownslie all the experience of life, the fears and delights, the hopes and
the dreams.

? Katherine Mansfield

Last year, | was enraptured by a collection of Katherine Mansfield' s short stories, Something Childish But
Very Natural so while reading Willem Elsschot’s Villa des Roses, written around the same time and also set
in aboarding house, Mansfield’ s debut collection from 1911, In a Ger man Pension popped up from some
hidden corner of the mental bookshelf.

For these pension stories, Mansfield took inspiration from her own stay asa‘cure guest’ in VillaPension
Miller at a Bavarian spa of Bad Wérishofen in 1909, send off there by her mother to muffle her extramarital
pregnancy which would end in a miscarriage.

With demonic zest Mansfield’ s sharp-witted and observant narrator, a young English woman, looks at the
peculiarities and behaviour of the pension guests, many of them at the spa on account of their ‘nerves’,
trenchantly depicting the gross and distasteful table manners of the German pensioners, picking teeth with a
hairpin, overeating, cleaning ears with a napkin, talking about saliva, spitting cherry stonesin public,
repugnantly displaying the use of handkerchiefs. The narrator’ s bantering commentary on the boarders
preoccupancy with bodily functions and digestion and their unctuous attitudes is mirrored by the
depreciatory and spiteful opinion which the German guests confide to the narrator vis-a-vis the odd manners
of the English: “ It isa great pity the English nation is so unmusical” . ‘| have never been to England’,
interrupted Fraulein Sonia, ‘but | have many English acquaintances. They are so cold!” She shivered. ‘Fish-
blooded’, snapped Frau Godowska, ‘Without soul, without soul, without grace. But you cannot equal their
dress materials.' ‘England is merely an island of beef flesh swimming in a warm gulf sea of gravy' . “ She was
like a young tree whose branches had never been touched by the ruthless hand of man. Such delicacy! Of
courseit isdifficult for you English to understand when you are always exposing your legs on cricket fields,
and breeding dogs in your back gardens. The pity of it! Youth should be like a wild rose. For myself, | do not
understand how your women ever get married at all.”

After all, one ought not forget WWI is hovering over some of these stories, and Mansfield astutely bares the
stereotyping in the hearts and minds of her coevals, speaking their minds openly, some lines aluding to the
oncoming conflict:

“ | suppose you are frightened of an invasion too, eh? Oh, that’s good. I’ ve been reading all
about your English play in a newspaper. Did you seeit?”

“Yes.” | sat upright. “ | assure you we are not afraid.”

“Well then, you ought to be,” said the Herr Rat. “ You have got no army at all —a few little
boys with their veins full of nicotine poisoning.”

“Don't be afraid,” Herr Hoffmann said. “ We don’'t want England. If we did we would have
had her long ago. We really do not want you” .

“We certainly do not want Germany,” | said.

(Germans at Mest).



Fairly light-hearted and jocular as long as the pension guests are concerned, the tone and themes of the
stories gradually darken, and angst, even tragedy enter. The few stories that do not focus an on the pension
guests but on the villagers convey pictures of quotidian domestic cruelty, reminding us that barbarism begins
at home, touching upon the deplorable plight of womanhood, the discomfiture of childbirth, the imbalance of
power in the institution of marriage and its subsequent violence and exploitation and the sexual and social
oppression of women and girls. Lofty musings on conformist femininity and love are exposed as fibbing and
lampooned:

Whom then, asked Fréaulein Elsa, looking adoringly at the Advanced Lady —* whom then do
you consider the true woman?” “ She isthe incarnation of comprehending Love!” “ But Loveis
not a question of lavishing” , said the Advanced Lady. “ It isthe lamp carried in the bosom
touching with serenerays all the heights and depths of —“ Darkest Africa,” | murmured
flippantly.

(The Advanced Lady)
The swing of the Pendulum

Nonetheless men and women alike get a good dressing-down by Mansfield’ s barbed pen, men are
repulsively unhygienic and egocentric, women coquettish and wanton, like in the last two stories portraying
the female protagonists as cold-hearted and cal cul ative temptresses, taking umbrage at the men eventually
succumbing to their frivolous games, like the allumeuse in Blaze when confronted with the consequences of
displaying her ambivalent nature: | can't help seeking admiration any more than a cat can help going to
people to be stroked .

Depicting Germans as boorish and self-righteous, English women as silly sporty moos unlikely finding or
keeping husbands and having procreation issues — in some sense reflecting her own - Mansfield’ s sardonic
blow-up of the mutual tribal biases are far from political correct - if that anachronism would make any sense
in the context of thesetales - with itsirresistible vitriolicism my children found me chuckling aloud. As
immature Mansfield might have considered this debut herself, awork of juveniliathat she refused to have
republished during her lifetime, the stories are in spurts hilarious in their hyperbolism and razor-sharp
observations, stunningly precise and incisive in its details, rich in themes and worded in effervescent and
sensuous prose, full of life. Some of the stories might be less subtle and slightly more predictable than what
she will write later in her so brief alife, or have not the delightful open-endedness that will characterize later
stories, to me this collection was sheer delight.

At the head of the centre table sat the bride and bridegroom, she in a white dress trimmed with
stripes and bows of coloured ribbon, giving her appearance of an iced cake all ready to be cut
and served in neat little pieces to the bridegroom beside her, who wore a suit of white clothes
much too large for him and a white silk tie that rose half-way up his collar.

( Frau Brechenmacher Attends a Wedding)

The oil paintings are from the New Zealand artist Susan Wilson, who illustrated Katherine Mansfield' s short
stories for The Folio Society in 2000.




Nasia says

?2tav va BIPA?0 pe 13 10TOP?EC 2oV PE oaTLPIK? &I 7601 avayw?pI{E KAVE?C TO TVEUA TNG ETIOX G
KOl VIV?TOV KOIVWVIK? KPITIK?, OAA? 2TaV T?00 UIKP? N K?0€ 16TOP?0 TIOL TIPOCWTTK? IE 2APNVE
TOAA?C oP?¢ adI 2poph. KATAAABa VW 2UWE TOV OKOTE? TIOU £2XE 1N CLYYPAP?OC.

M ajenta says

| read this sometime in the last few years. It's an interesting collection.
"Hoo-wih!" shouted the wind, shaking the window-sashes.

...very credtive!

Cathy says

he storiesin this collection are divided between vignettes of guests staying at the Pension, which are gently
mocking in tone, and much darker stories that often have asting in the tail. A frequent theme of the latter is
the social and sexual oppression of women.

In“German Meat”, the female English narrator is a sardonic commentator on the coarseness of the German
guests who are constantly eating, perspiring and discussing their ailments and bodily functions. They,
however, believe themselves superior to the English, particularly when they learn the narrator does not know
what kind of meat her husband likes and, worse still, admits to being vegetarian. Mansfield deftly conveys
the guests' greed and grotesgue habits in afew short sentences.

'A glass dish of stewed apricots was placed upon the table.

“Ah, fruit!” said Fraulein Stiegelauer, “that is so necessary to health. The doctor told me this morning that
the more fruit | could eat the better.”

She very obviously followed the advice.'

In “The Sister of the Baroness’, Mansfield exposes the snobbery of the other guests who cannot contain their
excitement at the prospect of arelative of awealthy member of the nobility staying at the Pension. 'Coffee
and rolls took on the nature of an orgy. We positively scintillated. Anecdotes of the High Born were poured
out, sweetened and sipped: we gorged on scandals of High Birth generously buttered.' Unfortunately their
fawning regard for the new arrival turns out to be misplaced when it is revealed she is merely the daughter of
the Baroness's dressmaker.

In“The Advanced Lady”, the pretensions to intellectual superiority of alady writer is lampooned.
“But Loveisnot aquestion of lavishing,” said the Advanced Lady. “It is the lamp carried in the bosom
touching with serene rays al the heights and depths of ..”

“Darkest Africa,” | murmured flippantly.

She did not hear.’

Amongst the darkest of the storiesis“ The Child Who Was Tired”, which recounts the unrelenting toil of a
young girl and the dreadful act she is driven to by despair and exhaustion.



Another notable story is “Frau Brechenmacher Attends a Wedding” in which the conventions of domestic
bliss are satirised both in the descriptions of the pompous Herr Brechenmacher and the events of the wedding
breakfast. The bride is described as having the appearance of “an iced cake, all ready to be cut and served in
neat little pieces to the bridegroom beside her”. Thereis a sense of violence underpinning the story which is
realised in the final sentence.

Although Mansfield later came to regard this early collection of stories as having little merit, | enjoyed the
precision of the writing and their dark humour.

Kinga says

Katherine Mansfield would' ve matured to be an amazing writer if she hadn’t died at the age of 34 of
tuberculosis — which quite possibly was another of the knock-on effects of the gonorrhoea she contracted
from her Polish lover — Florian Sobieniowski. Wasit worth it, Katherine -
http://www.audiovis.nac.gov.pl/obraz/... ? Ladies, beware of men who have more consonants in their names
that seems reasonabl e.

I know all that from the introduction to my Penguin edition written by Anne Fernihough — an introduction
that was rather dense and scholarly. Too late did | realise that Hesperus produced avery pretty edition of ‘In
a German Pension’ with an introduction by Linda Grant. | bet that one didn’t have moronic footnotes that
explained who Wagner or Mozart were (a famous Austrian composer, apparently). I'm trying to imagine a
world in which someone who has never heard of Mozart reads Katherine Mansfield's obscure short stories.

Stories collected in this volume are semi-autobiographical because Mansfield herself was sent away to a
‘German pension’ for a“‘cure’ - her affliction being getting pregnant outside of wedlock. Her semi-
autobiographical narrator is stuck in the pension where she is surrounded by crassidiots. She vents her anger
by writing sharply satirical portraits of them. Thisall is something | could very much relate to because | am,
also, often angry and surrounded by idiots.

The stories, of course, touch on bigger problems than being annoyed by a dinner companion who picks his
teeth and cleans his ears at the table, while talking absolute bollocks. 1t’ s all about gender roles and sexism,
and class system, and exploitation of children and sexual violence. The stories start off light and satirical but
get progressively darker. Apparently they are obviously inspired by Chekhov and mock Virginia Woolf
gently, which | wouldn’'t know because | haven't read either. | know, how embarrassing! What the hell! Why
would | even admit to that in public?

Anyway. Mansfield was slightly embarrassed by those stories she wrote when she was 22. She called them
immature and rolled her eyes at how obsessed she was with bodily functions (thereis alot of detailed bodily
functions here). Quite honestly though, who isn’'t embarrassed by what they produced when they were 22?
Andif you aren’t, then it’s probably because you haven't devel oped any further and that’ s nothing to be
proud of. | checked my blog to see what | wrote when | was 22 and it’s bloody cringe-worthy. | can’t believe
| was allowed to vote and drink alcohol — | was a complete bimbo. And | guess that’ s the difference — thereis
no-one in the world that could read my blog from those days and not cringe, while Mansfield’ s stories, even
if occasionally immature, smart-ass and swaggering, are till very much readable, a hundred years | ater.

I changed my Tinder profile to say that | like men who read Katherine Mansfield and Dorothy Parker. |
haven't been very lucky so far.



Duane says

Thisis Mansfield's first published collection of short stories, and it comes from her experiences during her
short time in Germany prior to 1906. She called it "immature”, but you can see the promise of things to come
in this collection. One story alone, The child who was tired, makes it worth reading.

Jan-Maat says

As everybody knows 24 is the highest number, and in the same spirit there are only two women writers, Jane
Austen is one, and then there is the other one.

That other one though is multifaceted.

Mansfield herself apparently regarded this collection as immature, which | suppose we can understand in
many different ways. Everything from Mansfield saying 'pooh don't be impressed by these, kiddo because
you ain't since anything yet, I've once started to write' before she cartwheeled down the street and black
flipped into her publisher's office, down to fedling, as| did at first, that the stories were immature in the
simpler sense of 'ew, other people talking about their bodies and bodily functions, totally gross and
disgusting, I'm going to be alone in my room with my genius' as though she was some kind of turn of the
century Adrian Mole.

| read further:

"'Do you know that poem of Sappho about her hand in the stars...I am curiously sapphic. And thisis so
remarkable - not only am| sapphic, | find in all the works of all the greatest writers, especially in their
unedited letters, some touch, some sign of myself - some resemblance, some part of myself, like a thousand
reflections of my own handsin a dark mirror.’

'‘But what a bother,’ said 1" (p.41)

and further:

"'Isit a novel ? asked Elsa shyly.

'Of courseitisanovel, said |

"‘How can you be so positive?' said Frau Kellermann, eyeing me severely.

'‘Because nothing but a novel could produce an effect like that.'

'Ach, don't quarrel,’ said the Advanced lady sweetly. 'Yesit is a novel - upon the Modern Woman™ (p.82)

| felt both those passages were about Mansfield and her ambition at that stage in her brief life. From the first
guotation | felt that this collection was not so much about sensitive 'English’ woman meets boorish Germans
before the first world war so much as Mansfield confronts herself, | recalled Virgina Woolf writing in her
diary that Mansfield stank like a civet cat (from the perfume she wore), the women in these stories | felt
more and more were facets of Mansfield herself, as she was, also as she might become, or have been. From
the second it seemed to me that thisis Mansfield's anti-manifesto. Y ou can't, she says, come to a conclusion
about 'the Modern Woman' and it isimpossible to present contemporary woman in anovel because the form
of the novel tendsto a message and a single viewpoint. No, instead you have to smash it to understand it.
Once you've smashed the mirror into enough pieces then perhaps can you begin to get a sense of the many
facets of the modern woman, says the young woman from New Zealand, pregnant and hiding from English



social disapproval in deepest, darkest Bavaria.

And what does she show us? Artistic pretension, rivalries with the difficult Mother, illegitimacy, sexual
violence, snobbery and social exclusion, abuse, marriage as a battleground of dominance and inherent abuse,
marriage as a chain of childbirths (none of which could never be personal concerns or worries for Mansfield
herself, oh, no never). For Mansfield the experience of being a modern woman can not be expressed in a
novel with abeginning, amiddle and an end, but only in fragments, disconnected fragments offering
foreboding, promise(view spoiler) or both.

Some of these themes continue into her later fiction though with an over laying preoccupation with death,
and | think, returning to the question of immaturity, with a more sophisticated use of setting, imagery and
incident. But thereis an intensity and sharpness here. Her child was stillborn, the storieslive.




