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A Study of The Garden Party
—Structure, Style, and The Heroine’s Mental Transition— -

Yoshihiko Shibuya
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It’s a very queer thing how maﬂ comes into writing. I mean down to details. Par example. 1n Miss
Brill T choose not only the length of every sentence, but even the sound of every sentence. 1 choose the rise
and fall of every paragraph to fit her, and to fit her on that day at that very moment. After I'd written it
1 read it aloud —numbers of times—— just as one would play over a musical composition —trying to
get it nearer and nearer to the expression of Miss Brill— until it fitted her... If a thing has really come
off it seems to me there mustn't be one single word out of place, or one word that could be taken out. That’s
how I AIM at writing. It will take some time to get anywhere near there."
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No doubt Katherine Mansfield was a conscious practitioner of her art, and her craftsmanship was
hard-won. Yet whatever she wrote, she wrote spontaneously and instinctively like an inspired artist. It
may be said that she was deliberate in her choice of the material, but she wrote what she could on the spur
of the moment, in a moment of inspiration, under the guidance of her instinct.®
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It's so delicious to have an excuse for eating out of doors...**" | She... tried to look severe and even a little
bit short-sighted as she came up to them, ‘Good morning, she said, copying her mother's voice. But that
sounded so fearfully affected that she was ashamed, and stammered like a little girl, ‘Oh - er - have you come-
is it about the marquee?® | Laura’s upbringing made her wonder for a moment whether it was guite
respectful of a workman to talk to her of bangs slap in the eye. But she did quite follow him.'®

2) Lavwra R LAFEHCAENETEEGO ABTFEYEFD, Bo20EBHERB T LD, TBEH
BRI OVWTRENTH- L & !

They carried staves covered with rolls of canvas, and they had big tool-bags slung on their backs. They
iooked impressive™ | How very nice workmen weref® | How many men that she knew would have done
such 3 thing. Oh, how extraordinarily nice workmen were, she thought.  Why couldn’t she have workmen
{or friends rather than the silly boys she danced with and who came to Sunday night supper? She would get
on much better with men like these'™ | ‘Matey!” The friendliness of it, the - the - just to prove how happy she
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was, just to show the tall fellow how at home she felt, and how she despised stupid conventions, Laura took
a big bite of her bread-and-butter as she stared at the little drawing. She felt just like a work-girl.#?

RGOSR TR S 2 bR B Rl o T, HHFE LA Scott OREXBUSANL kdis
FHiEroF % 7 Jose % Mrs Sheridan & B/ 500, 5L E/-f# Scott DE LM TIEH BRI L, JRF
HBEVZEUVLEOPREBETE D M Jose PRBEEATTEREZOABICH LBERLER Y ThE FHEL
oTROT, BHoEOABNSRI Y IOCFETCELAD L L THIATWEDOTH B,
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Wi FEhn, HSEFTLPLoFEHE LTCEARBELFZEBL V5, Thwiic, fES¥fEIEATHS
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This Life is Wee-ary,

A Tear-a Sigh.

A Love that Chan-ges,
This Life is Wee-ary,

A Tear-a Sigh.

A Love that Chan-ges,

And then ... Good-bye!

This Life is Wee-ary,

Hope comes to Die.

A Dream-a Wa-kening.®V

FLFBLR R BTHIOEXTELBRTH B, AEOEL SR OFSEHERT 5 ool FOF, HZ
DEVWERFAO TR, ORIERATES, COTFE—0 THy otFodhT, Lt ELfEombEd
VBB TRPRAEZEE, 2v SR ICL- T DHR0ELWEESYET 2 3HENEEME, 0%
MAEBERIAELVHEEEOH]L & L'Cmif) trdfed, Eh T, FORLAF LEEGEEN TS Jose ¥
Mrs Sheridan OF G EHIETS D CH

Pom! Ta-ta-ta Tee-tal The piano burst out so passionately that Jose’s face changed. She clasped her
hands. She looked mournfully and enigmatically at her mother and Laura as they came in....

But-at the word ‘Good-bye’, and although the piano sounded more desperate than ever, her face broke
into a brilliant, dreadfully unsympathetic smile,
*Aren’t 1 in good voice, mummy?’ she beamed¥?

BEELESL T AR LVEESOS T, ToPHELVHEIKS RS THRbRL T, BRIAELS
MAHBK - BE L, EUEIEL 25N L LB, HUohToiELa~ofE (sympathy)
KERFREIASR, COX NI EAROBARYI s TRFEIRTOHDTRIEVAES Ik, ChilLawa ®
BEMHER Jose & Mrs Sheridan OIHIEICH T a%&aﬂzvbéo:@?@ﬁbﬁ&wt&w&ﬁbun
sympathetic smile’td, % O‘unsympathetic’ 25 EROFE»H S, LT @ Jose % Mrs Sheridan DERELTA
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‘I'm every bit as sorry about it as you. I feel just as sympathetic.’ (Jose)*®
‘What's the matter with you to-day? An hour or two ago you were insisting on us being sympatheiic, and
now—(Mrs Sheridan)'¥
(A4 29 v 7 REHE)

HHIE L RoFECH LTRT Jose fHORN (sympathy) #EZO &HBARENCAIL> TWB X SREL,
AR~ O B A #¥0 Laura 35 L 50 Th b, XA & » CTIEMERICHT % B, B2 EE
LAt b TFTAERLYERS S L THD, Lauralt k o THABE LTHELELEZTrBEH RO
THb,

GP vt Ao iR o ZRIBRI T & s 5 — B i S e b, narrator 5% b ERRLE R AL, RFHC
AR E Sheridan 5 & O - hE CORGFERBBTHEIADH D, MERCTEEA ShicZ OB RER b
F R ER O i B E - T\ 5, BP0 Laura OREFECH LT Jose L W MERLFETH D
CLAEET A, CRENLTO Laura OB OHIC, narrator s LA Jose ik FpiET 5, S OERINLE,
Laura O SALD BAMANE LT LN Cion I &, HreESAtlfeasio RRErnE -T2
b, FRPABEOEMCOVTIIIARELSWTELALERD B ENREERTHILHITHS !

‘Nobody expects us to. Don’t be so extravagant.’ (Jose)

‘But we can't possibly have a garden-party with a man dead just outside the front gate.” (Laura)

That really was extravagant, for the little cottages were in a lane to themselves at the very bottom of
a steep rise that led up to the house... They were the greatest possible eyesore, and they had no right to
be in that neighborhood at all. (narrator)'®

GERAIREEE)

EARDE ZARCIE Lo Clinys % o &% narrator DERDERIE L Vb Cliswai— 27l
EL D o tEERA O BEORR TR ERLL0TH D, .

R E 7o & OFIAFTIL, /b3 Sheridan RO FHHERBVWEES L OfboBR LTV & 5 CARMA
ADHAD BEL GRTV RN, KEL oo Thbit, Laura & RO Laurie KMt t 0 RREOCEE M5 5
L BT D &2 U d P - C———But still one must go everywhere ; one must see everything*%——,
IFOBIEEOET I EMNb o L LSRR BDTH B, COZADKIEOERE, = OFROREHEI
s\ C Laura DAL DWTEAYE RS & LB, Laurie XL OSFLABECEL2ANTHHI L%
RTHGICI s T 2D TH D, '

m X %

F AL Laura OP L0 L BB Y o THEMC I ABTRHCEL S OREL>THHDD—2
i, Mansfield DIt ERORIEND S, Mansfield i1V @ s HREEROC L TAELEEFHEGIRTEHE
B Lo EEREEE) L TLEEAA kS REEOERIE 6oL & OB TO ATRPRSIO L i
I -7, DOBPERCHELTWA, ChbOEEBIEBCADOLFLTHEYS| &AL, BEREEIMT
Litiz, BRSREEESOERICE AAEICL T, ADOERIPHEE~NOTBV-PRAVCYOHEET
YELDTENTED, T 2DDEFERETI V-,

L SO ETO AR L Laura DAREORE TAREERER L BEEFHHR TV ©

‘H'm, going to have a band, are you?” said another of the workmen. He was pale. He had a haggard
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look as his dark eyes scanned the tennis-court. What was he thinking?
‘Only a very small band,’ said Laura gently. Perhaps he wouldn’t mind so much if the band was quite
small '
(489 o7 THEE)

— ADSEIBEEEEL Y, Laura O.LFREHFERTHREh TV, Laura DD R BT, AKKLHTS
g LR, BEALLARICEALR S,

LR R T D RESEEEEAELR A BE b 5%, Laura BT 2 M Eofohbn Bo0¥ExE
TRk, BESELOFEZIFHOVWTLED

Never had she imagined she could look like that. Is mother right? she thought. And now she hoped
her mother was right. Am I being extravagant? Perhaps it was extravagant.*®
(4 2y 7 3EE

sy | B - B O TEAVIC & - TR Laura DEHOPICH YA ETREDTH D,
xbhicEte, ChbOBENEALUADOLFORECHbh5HELHD !

An awkward little silence fell. Mrs, Sheridan fidgeted with her cup. Really, it was very tactless of
father...t
CEREEAS =D

4 b Scott ® FE AT L7 Mr Sheridan @ §#< X » T Laura X LT OEB M froic Mrs
Sheridan D HFENEZR TV D, HAWEELWOAPOLREEALZHLE - LDOERL TS L b
5.

She seemed as though she couldn’t understand why Laura was there. What did it mean? Why was
this stranger standing in the kilchen with a basket? What was it all about?*™

Happy...happy.... Al is well, said that sleeping face. This is just as it should be. I am content "
(429 v 7135EE)

RO Fls 84150 Laura OFRBOHMCER S Scott RAD L2 BlFEH T, ROMRIEAL Scott KDL
A REABEEETERERELTWE, FhEROFERCECTRAT EHHAGRCELDATY D,

BB & fo 4 A — 4k v Mansfield DX L - Th blebEh T b, P, MEEROMEHN A &
HATWL ROFOHT % Laura ODREE LB LT 3/HEL TS ¢

She was still, listening. All the deors in the house seemed fo be opes. The house was alive with soft,
quick steps and running voices, The green baize door that led to the kitchen regions swung open and siumt
with @ muffed thud. And now there came a long, chuckling absurd sound. It was the heavy piano being
moved on iis stiff castors. But the air! 1f 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 fwo finy spois of
sun, one on the inkpol, one on a silver photograph frame, playing loo. Darling little spots. Especially the
one on the inkpot fHid. It was quite warm, A warm little silver star. She could have kissed it.®?

(429 o 7 REEE)
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ootrn, BEAEOG, IR, BN, BIIEA A — S WA R o EEO M £ - S AV B R T
Bh, D HAEOPORTF LT Laura O.LFARECHE SR Tw 5,

DL YA A -2l E e, DoFREMETS Ty & Ty oZo oottt RoEX I 2 - O OH
MBI T A, ROMER Laura B o LERE AN SBEHCHS |

It was just growing dusky as Laura shut their garden gates. A big dog ran by ke a shadow. The road
gleamed while, and down below in the hollow the little cottages were in deep shade. How quiet it seemed
after the afternoon. Here she was going down the hill to somewhere where a man lay dead, and she couldn’t
realize it. Why couldn’t she? She stopped a minute. And it seemed to her that kisses, voices, linkling
spoons, laughter, the smell of crushed grass were somehow inside her. She had no room for anything else.
How strange! She looked up at the pale sky, and all she thought was, ‘Yes, it was the most successful
party, "

(A 20y 7 38EE)

e ie S O b 2MEo MG cE IR0 L€ (And the perfect afternoon slowly ripened, slowly
faded, slowly its petals closed.®"), #=® B2, OFix, BEShTLHENA A -2l »T, BELHR
Li-aBottRicfinhTtunsd, LArLood T, Laura DBROPICEEXELGERESOSHLDENEEHL
{BaTEY, oo lEER, B A — o TtBEBLEH A RTVWBEDTH DL, ThoT#rmE,
DGR CHZO F v A LBTFADEELBI-TLE 5D TH D (How her frock shone!  And the big
hat with the velvet streamer...*),

ok 5z Mansfield {14 2 — o OfELE>T3HEL, m%@ﬁ@ﬂrlotﬂmr5otx,ﬁtmﬁ<ﬁ
REFECEEREIIZTCHOTH 5,

IV Laura O/{OIBRTNE

E¥E R fThhic BomasbioEVEic, 4% Laura O.LEEBREHEAE L0, THIFELLEES[ED
FHEELVCESTEILENEEBRLI LS 270 THAHH, Thoo XIS REED Laura DEHETsn’t
life... isn't life--"20 & & J T REIhE 0 Th Dy, HEOHEICE IR TV S,

—f e, Mansfield DEH R, MEEEEIRTWB LY ELIBEELOIEIERLLI s TELLRTY
B I AB O R BE LRI B £, Hlc L i ABOSELTHTHRERT V5, il
¥ GP D FHDE3E, ‘And after all the weather wasideal™® D & 5 i, EEASHEC L - TEEESHTES
NV Z O BORBEREAV LIS 1D CTHotedn, TOEBRVHRELAREN T, REDEH
ORREERT HFE L Hv, ThD LK, Laura OFELELOARS b i oTHa o RN L 2idh
bl v oThHs, COEROEVT R o XS TELDBELDOLOELETE - TRy,

EESCELD T v P RECELCARE L OLELTHHSE LT 2T bR b, =0
BT, EXXERBRORECEThEFTLZI AL TR E > T inn o &, S it
TABE R TEERO ARICFEEH - TR, TREHRCH L COBRNLRERL, BRENCREET
BHBZERTRERT WD, ¥LTC, COBFHRFOROBLOEDZHI TS5 2 THEERE-TL D,

LR OEE L 0L O Laura DS & DERBE D EEh T 5, Flid, ‘It’s so delicious
to have an excuse for eating out of doors..."* T3, HLMFEONTHYETHiIFhvwE w3 LoFxEh
TW5E, ZOL2HEHLATLIWE EMNERIAT VS, ChEXTCBICRE E—ADARADRRTE
BERTIDOAZMEAVORALL IANEDLERDBDOTHB, Fic, HLRIhLARECELMTSOIT,
WA REOIBEOHAI% T 5 | ‘She tried to look severe and even a little bit short-sighted..."®" & 5 13 &
DEERN - TRET A, Fhidfearfully affected™V R = &, BTHLL T LES>OTTH S, LHkE
BORBETOLDFICL » THALALTREBRKCRT 2 ERMRRAS LTS, UL Laura Itk 2 haidh
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BB L 0L LTEFARSAT X 575, ¥, Laura B E2FHECARBIESE 5 LT 51
B, AScfibhitwiwOERBRL6RD !

Laura’s upbringing made her wonder for a moment whether it was quite respectful of a workman to talk
to her of bangs slap in the eye. But she did guite follow him 32

Fh SRV LD ERF > TEORVREWTWAARE R L 0 ChEHLELE > DTHS
‘Oh, how extraordinarily nice workmen were..."*¥ ] LLEEBRBOVES LD T 2 ERNBE5EHLHOTH
B, AFD—ARM, ‘Are you right there, matey?® LFR.E & R, FDBL Zdh AP KT S LS
Fe B, FROESPRICTHE Ll Ea b AzfdE v e Uik, B b 2 working girl o iz -
FRUE2THOTHB, Laura icit, BHENABILVEOTHEEE, AMRARFETHHC LOES
2, REIeHD, HoOLUbbokbFELLRD, FAbTRELT, BT EEbOMehRARELOHS
WCHEEZOELCIBRHBRZHESDOTH %, :

Bh oo DESAIED T Lk s, BEIFoTHECALE TEELOPIEREVILY, ThH
EREETH B, BHELE Jose ©Bd EMABILR LEZ2THBHEELLDOTH D, TR LB OEE
Fe R ICAE e Jose i, ‘Why did Jose pretend?®® & HRI$THDTH D, WHILAA—T 4 — Rk R L
5 Jose CH L TR T ARSI AR E R ERIERV-OTH 5,

0% Laura S EERE T2, B Ik Jose LR LIBETH o

If someone had died there normally-and I can’t understand how they keep alive in those poky little
holes-we should still be having our party, shouldnt we?°™

Laura WEHSYEL LW BOBERREC BB ArTet, BREOTIL LRI (HEE-TED
‘terribly heartless®®7E LB I DTH B,

Lawra o & »Cl3, BEI|FOFHEL I I XTEBALON  “They'd hear us, mother; they're nearly
neighboursl®® % LTI D% Lk, AkLDOHEVOBEOFT 2 & L —F LTV 5, Jose PROBEN LTI
i, BERENOGENL-EVBABDOTHD, Jose PEANELVON, BFHELVOR, &4r Laura O
DEIILE S B LD TH D, WETDSH C L1k, B bidtadsBREeERTsL L o in it
BDTH 5, '

2t BAERLACETLAZELLETFESS s rbu L BSORYETRT, 4% Laura DRFH biE
LEDTHD !

Is mother right? she thought. And now she hoped her mother was right. Am I 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. Il remember it again after the party’s over, she decided. And somehow that seemed quite the
best plan....?

2 o Laura ©.LA OB, L WEE «om%wme@u¢hmm¢1L& FhiFABCEET &0
%Lb$ﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁiofﬁ<u&#bﬁ%o%E@E%#ﬂbotb%?_ﬁEVé*C&ﬁﬁ%ﬁbﬁ%
PREFEL BTN DDTH B, .
LmLCQE%ﬂﬁotbabﬁ.%%LthMeK%5—&@&&5&?6&555%ﬁ5ﬂfbéoL#
L Laurie & DT 2Bl o &C, BHFGhslarBLCLE D It BADTH B,
25 LTHELVGESESIEEBH, it s - T, AFDEICHT Jose CROMBMEFN I EARLT
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LESTWBbhFT, CObAHOIHERRLOBROBEZONTHOEEDREKHAT 20TH5,

T A LSBT D, Laura 3 70T LTITL WA, #HMEECL 2 ELoBEn60RR
TR, COBLACRELREIVWABY ZRAEVTL A b v o i oD KFblEREAT
WHDTHD .

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? Ah, what happiness it is to be with people who all are happy, to press hands, press cheeks,
smile into eyes.“?

‘on their way to - where? 2B bRIREND L 51, HRLRIOL 5B LAR—RNLRHRDILBE It o
THLPDEIWBELTD, Fie, TERERA4EHLTIITHELLIONL, FFERAANDRECHLOFEE
LB hbOTHD, Laura X2 OELHCRELHRBEESORRACELECRETAS VT VW5, BHE| X
DIFHIL 2 M < i S DM AER22H B 2T ThH T TR L ¢ Tl fo—fFl 213, Laurie 25
o TR g E L, ‘Oh 1dolove parties, don’t you?“? L H A FALE DK o fo— EHZOR
O OEBCITERKRIGAD bR TV 5, Mansfield QRO FH T Laura ©.00$% Laura BEZSH0 5 H
KEZTETHWLHDTH S,

B2 AER L #b s, EESMORTFORSE L ML ambsnasidificovCilvtuwich E KRwah
T XL T, BUBHS|E0EETk-TLE ), BONRAESORYBEIVvEY VET5ELEA
FELTHTETHA, Laura XA T hABEL LR TERL,

Do THEEENEROB G L 5ENRD B WE, TEBRICH TR, S - TRETOERLRR
At s ChY, Laura it & - TR AR E LTHE AR ETSZ L ThHd, £hwz Lavra ilE b4
PEWEDCTRETA L EBILTHL LELADTH S | “To take scraps from their party. Would the
poor woman really like that?t® #:23&PEHEY %> T\ 5 Laura BAEZE AL LI ROE 51 E T ARE
DIFARBOEFCE» 5 DTH b,

EhE& RS S b TaE ¥, Lavra BRERR L, HALHOFRYH T, 20 5bik, RFELF L
AbEa—FOffin ) K02k ERBFASE b dhivch b o LRk b 12+, AMOAREXR
A TE OSBRIl EnbETAIHTORBRENIALOHIZL » THEBENERbLENTV5, &
CELRAEERETCLES78, SThEBELTCV5, TOH, Scott OFEF R R ECofko—EDTH
BEEFECERACH R CGB, FlalE, RO 5 lETH5 .

Were the people looking at her? They must be. It was a mistake.to have come ; she knew all along
it was a mistake. Should she go back even now?“# ; It was as though she was expected, as though they had
known she was coming here. ... Oh to be away from this! ... I'll just leave the basket and go, she decided. I
shan't even wait for it to be emptied“s ; Laura only wanted to get out, to get away.“®

2T Scott RADHKIZERN Eha2E ¥, BRREELLTCOLVEE LRARE L, FIOFET Scott
DOIBAX RS Ll d BHOLCKERTLNEC D, BAETHLEL D LR ON DRI DTHS |

There lay a young man, fast asleep - sleeping so soundly, so deeply, that he was far, far away from them
both. Oh, so remote, so peaceful. He was dreaming. Never wake him up again. His head was sunk in
the pillow, his eyes were closed ; they were blind under closed eyelids. He was given up to his dream.
What did garden parties and baskets and lace frocks matter to him? He was far from all those things. He
was wonderful, beautiful. While they were laughing and while the band was playing, this marvel had come
to the lane. Happy..happy... All is well, said that sleeping face. This is just as it should be, I am
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content,“”

MHFE AT THRESEA L <, BER-THFTIRTVE 20 L 5 Chote, AFRLEY, HEREEHL
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And this time she didn’t wait for Em’s sister. She found her way out of the door, down the path past
all those dark people4®
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Isn’t life,’ she stammered,'isn’t life - But what life was she couldn't explain. No matter. He quite
understood.
Tsn't it, darling?” said Laurie®®

S LVWIER B Laura (2 E @R, BoWwHELS, B¥D, BERENLSCHF LD AMoBHIToLw
CELE D RBlhotenhd, UL iR, ALk ABOFEEXHRLTHD, Laura DHF
%&mbkv%woiﬁféoto:o;5mAiéiﬁiﬂt&ﬁmemﬁ%&ﬁ%o@v%ﬁm%?ca
MTENED S D TIIRILIES 5 i,

vV U

uhoiam,GP@X%@A&&%%&K%u{%,ﬁ%@+ﬁk@ﬁﬁméhfu6giﬁm5v<m,ﬁ
e AL Laura @ % DB 4 O 4 BRI ELMCRES hTwa A, FoR—E00BHEEXWS &
T E 3, E b Mansfield RO LENEECELS R EMABRcth i RKREL VW2, 2Rl -
T,ﬁ%ﬁﬁb@ﬁ@ﬁ%%ﬁ&(@#b,@%OE%Oﬁ%KEM?6®?$%°%&%&@$%%@%ﬁ%
Bk REEOA A — S OREDS T, EHEYEDTRD, thd EXHEOBMRLRTIOTH A,
%D&%mébﬁﬁm%?éﬂﬁ%ﬁiac&mﬁémfm&<,ﬂ&ﬁ%ﬁbfﬁ%ﬁ&%%&éﬁﬁﬁé
BB Lk D 5OMansfield BB LVEBRFIEC S X bkl LA IK Hb SR ERYEB KK LT
¥ BEFEDLOTIRE BRYBEDLFET, HHEOBEREYEREL TS,
Jose LROBRMIE Lds o fo@in Laura DRESE L - F= DO OFENE, AT narrator BSETEE
FAL L5 & - fERTETLERTWV L, Jose % Mrs Sheridan ORI EERENTH D, T BN
NGB &k, BEENTEMNERE LT 0, W d & LT Tk, #1z, Mrs Sheridan

— 97 —



VST e MRS B 27 4 1990

2% Scott DEBEAD T L £ b RRET B0, HHHOREMNBTHD, Kb &V 2T Laura DEBEET
EDHEME LU e d & & BEERERT ULV, HRORERRLLY extravagant' TH v, FEBKML T EY
DT B, oOVEETHE, Jose MrsSheridan OfTEIRIE & LTABE AT WA, o LiikEd oMo
e g B MR PITER AN B Fe b D TH B A, F R ZOWBMICHR IR TV P o B2l
LTREBEENTWEDTHD, ‘

ﬂ
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7. (John Middleton Murry) told me you were working at technique. So am L. It's extraordinarily difficult -
don’t you find? My particular difficulty is a kind of fertility - which I suspect very much. It's not solid enough.
But I go at it every day. It's simply endlessly fascinating. ‘

Ibid. p. 387. GEMPIRIEHE)

(3) Nariman Hormasii, Katherine Mansfield-An Appraisal -(Auckland, Collins, 1967), pp. 7.
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‘She communicates vastly more than she actually writes. One goes back and runs through the pages to find
the text which made one know certain things about Linda or Burnell or Beryle, and the text is not there-but
something was there, all the same - is there,though no typesetter will ever set it. It is this overtone, which is too
fine for the printing press and comes through without it, that makes one know that this writer had something of
the gift which is one of the rarest things in writings, and quite the most precious.’

Willa Cather, Not under Forty, (New York, 1967), pp. 137-138.
1% The Stories of Katherine Mansfield, op. cit., p. 481.
#9 Loc. cit.
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Laurence Perrine, Souwnd and Sense-An Introduction to Poetry -, Fourth edit. (Harcourt Brace Jovanovich,

Inc., New York, 1973), P. 6.

Perrine (3RO & ST 5% !

Literature... exists to communicate significant experience-significant because concentrated and organized. Its

function is not to tell us about experience but to allow us imaginatively to participate in it. It is a means of
allowing us, through the imagination, to live more fully, more deeply, more richly, and with greater awareness. It
can do this in two ways . by broadening our experience-that is, by making us acquainted with a range of

experience with which, in the ordinary course of events, we might have no contact-or by deepening our experience -

that is, by making us feel more poignantly and more understandingly the everyday experiences all of us have.



