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GERMANS AT MEAT (1910)
By Katherine Mansfield

Bread soup was placed upon the takAh," said the Herr Rat, leanirupon the table as
he peered into theuteen, "that is what | need. Vmagen' has ncbeen in order for
several days. Bread soup, and justright consistencyl am a good cook myse—he
turned to me.

"How interesting," | said, attempting infuse just the right amount enthusiasm into
my voice.

"Oh yeswhen one is not married it isecessary. As for me, | have had all | wanted f
women without marriag" He tucked his napkin into his collard blew upon his sot
as he spke. "Now at nine o'clock I makmyself an English breakfast, but not mu
Four slices of bread, two eg¢wo slices of cold ham, orgate of soup, two cups of +
that is nothing to you."

He asserted the fact so vehemently that | hadheotaourage to refute
All eyes were suddenly turned upon meelt | was bearing the burden the nation's
preposterous breakfastwho drank a cup of coffee whibuttoningmy blouse in the

morning.

"Nothing at all,” cried Herr Hoffmanrrom Berlin. "Ach, when | was iEngland in the
morning | used to eat."”

He turned up his eyes and his moustacheing the soup drippings from hcoat and
waistcoat.

"Do they really eat so much?" askFraulein Segelauer. "Soup anbaker's bread and
pig's flesh, and teand coffee and stewed fruit, alhoney and eggs, and cold fish ¢
kidneys,and hot fish and liver? All thladies eat, too, especially the ladi

"Certainly. | myself have noticed iwhen | wa living in a hotel in Leicester Squart
cried the Herr Ratlt was a good hotel, but thecould not make teaew—"

"Ah, that's one thing tan do," said I laughing brightly. "I can makvery good tea. The
great secret is to warm the teap

"Warm theteapot,” interrupted the Herr F, pushing away his soup plat"What do you
warm the teapot for? Ha! t that's very good! One does rezt the teapot, | suppos
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He fixed his cold blue eyes upon me wan expression which suggestethousand
premeditated invasions.

"So that is the great secret of your lish tea? All you do is to warthe teapot.

| wanted to say that was only theeliminary canter, but could noanslate it, and so wi
silent.

The servant brought in veal, with sauerkraut ardioes.

"l eat sauerkraut with great pleas" said the Traveller from NortGermany, "but now
have eaten so much afthat | cannot retain it. | aimmediately forced t+"

"A beautiful day," | cried, turning to Fulein Stiegelauer. "Did you gup early?"

"At five o'clock | walked for ten minute:n the wet grass. Again in bed. At I-past five
| fell asleep, and woke at seven, when Ide an 'overbody' washing! Again bed. At
eight o'clock | had a coldiater poultice, and at half past eight Ika cup of mint tea.
At nine | drank some malt coffee, and began ‘cure.' Pass me the sauerkriplease.
You do not eat it?"

"No, thank you. I still find it a little stronc

"Is it true," asked the Widow, pickirher teeth with a hairpin as shpoke, "tlat you are
a vegetarian?"

"Why, yes; | have not eaten meat for three ye

"Im — possible! Have you any family

"No."

"There now, you see, that's what ye coming to! Who ever heard having children
upon vegetables? It i-ohpossible. But you nev havelarge families in England now;

suppose you are too busy with ycsuffragetting. Now | have had nine child, and they
are all alive, thanksod. Fine, healthy babithough after the first one was born | ha—

"How wonderful!" | cried.

"Wonderiul," said the Widow contemptuoly, replacing the hairpin in thknob which
was balanced on the top of head. "Not at all! A friend ofmine had four at the san
time. Her husband was sceased he gave a supgarty and had them placed ore
table. Ofcourse she was veproud.”

"Germany," boomed the Traveller, biting rd a potato which he had speawith his
knife, "is the home of the Famil
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Followed an appreciative silen

The dishes were changed for beef, rurrants and spinach. They wiptheir forks upon
black bread and started ag.

"How long are you remaining here?" asked the Hatt

"l do not know exactly. | must be back in LondorSeptember

"Of course you will visitMincher?"

"l am afraid | shall not have time. Youe, it is important not to breakto my 'cure.’
"But you must go to Mincher. You have ot seen Germany if you have rbeen to
Minchen All the Exhibitions, all he Art and Soul life of Germanare in Minchen.
There is the Wagner Feval in August, and Mozart and Zapanese collection
pictures—and tlre is the beer! You do not kncwhat good beer is until you have beet
Munchen. Why, | see fine ladicevery afternoon, but fine ladies, | tell you, diimdk
glasses SO high
He measured a good washstand pitcn height, and | smiled.

“If 1 drink a great deal of Mnchen beer | sweat so,” said Herr Hoffme
"When | am here, in the fields or before baths, | sweat, but | enjoy but in the town
it is not at all the same thini

Prompted by the thought, he \ed his necland face with his dinner napkand carefully
cleaned his ears.

A glass dish of stewed apricots was placed upoteibie

"Ah, fruit!" said Fraulein Stiegelauer, "that is sBecessary to healthl’he doctor told mu
this morning thathe more fuit | could eat the better."

She very obviously followed the advi

Said the Traveller: "I suppose you are ftened of an invasion, too, eOh, that's good.
I've been readinglleabout your English play in newspaper. Did you see i

"Yes." | sat upight. "l assure you we are not afra

"Well, then, you ought to be," said the Ir Rat. "You have got no army all-a few little
boys with their veins full of nicotine poisonin

"Don't be afraid,” Herr Hoffmann said. 'e don't want England. If we diwe would
have had her long ago. We really do not want \

He waved his spoon airily, looking acrcat me as though | were a litichild whom he
would keep or dismiss as he plea
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"We certainly do not want Germany," | si

"This morning | took a habath. Then tis afternoon | must take a knbath and an arm
bath," volunteered the Irr Rat; "then | do my exercisdsr an hour, and my work
over. A glass of .wme and a couple of rolwith some sardines—"

They were handed cherry cake with whippeeam.

"What is your husband's favourite meat?" asked/Nfgow.

"I really do not know," | answere

"You really do not know? How long have you been niedf?'

"Three years."

"But you cannot be in earnest! You woulot have kept house as his wibr a week
without knowing that fact

"I really never asked him; he is not at all parécwabout his food

A pause. They all looked at me, shaking their hetdsr moutls full of cherry stones.
"No wonder there is a repetition in gland of that dreadful state #fings in Paris," sai
the Widow, foldirg her dinner napkin. "How canwoman expect to keep her husban
she aes not know his favourite focafter three years?"

"Mahlzeit!"

"Mahlzeit!"

| closed the door after n
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