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SEE-SAW (1919)

By Katherine Mansfield

Spring. As the people leave the road for the gtlass eyes become fixed and drea
like the eyes of people wading in the warm seardlage no daisies yet, but the sw
smell of the grass rises, rises in tiny waves thepér they go. he trees are in full lea
As far as one can see there are fans, hoopsictalblumes of various green. A light wil
shakes them, blowing them together, blowing these fagain; in the blue sky floats
cluster of tiny white clouds like a brood of diings. The people wander over 1
grass—the old ones inclined to puff and waddle afterrth@ng winter snooze; the youl
ones suddenly linking hands and making for thatestrof trees in the hollow or tl
shelter of that clump of dark gorse tipped witellow—walking very fast, almos
running, as though they had heard some lovelg ldteature caught in the thicket cry!
to them to be saved.

On the top of a small green mound there is a vampdrite bench. It has a you
chestnut growing beside it,aped like a mushroom. Below the earth has crumiédien
away, leaving three or four clayey holl—caves—cavernsand in one of them tw
little people had set up house with a minute piekan empty match box, a blunted r
and a shovel for furnitureHe had red hair cut in a deep fringe, light bluessya fade:
pink smock and brown button shoes. Her flowery suvkre caught up with a yellc
ribbon and she wore two dres—her this week's underneath and her last week'spi
This gave her rather ailky air.

“If you don't get me no sticks for my fire,” saithes “there won't be no dinner.” S
wrinkled her nose and looked at him severely. “Ysmem to forget I've got a fire
make.” He took it very easy, balancing on his —*Well—where's | to fini any
sticks?”

“Oh,” said she-flinging up her han— *“anywhere of course” And then she
whispered just loud enough for him to hear, “thegan't be real on—you know.”

“Ooh,” he breathed. And then he shouted in a lostratt tone: “Well I'll just go ail get
a few sticks.”

He came back in a moment with an arn
“Is that a whole pennorth?” said she, holding aerts$kirts for then

“Well,” said he, “I don't know, because | had theive to me by a man that w
moving.”
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“Perhaps they're bits of what waroke,” said she. “When we moved, two of the pic$t
was broken and my Daddy lit the fire with them, ang Mummy sai—she said—" a
tiny pause—soldier's manners

“What's that?” said he.

“Goodgracious!” She made great eyes at him. “Don't \know?”

“No,” said he. “What does it mear

She screwed up a bit of her skirt, scrunched éntlooked awe—"0Oh, don't bother me
child,” said she.

He didn't care. He took the pickaxe and hackettla piece out of the kitchen flo

“Got a newspaper?”

He plucked oe out of the air and handed it to hZiz, ziz, zizl She tore it into thre
pieces—knelt down and laid the sticks over. “Matches, ptea The real box was
triumph, and the blunted nails. But fu—Zip, zip, zip, it wouldn't light. They looked ¢

eachother in consternatio

“Try the other side,” said shZip. “Ah! that's better.” There was a great g—and they
sat down on the floor and began to make the

To the bench beside the chestnut came two fatalieb and plumped themselves do
She wae a bonnet trimmed with lilac and tied with lilaelvet strings; a black satin cc
and a lace tie-and each of her hands, squeezed into black kidegloshowed a mors
of purplish flesh. The skin of his swollen old fagas tight and glaz—and he sat down
clasping his huge soft belly as though carefultagblt or alarm it

“Very hot,” said he, and he gave a low, strangenpeting cry with which she wz
evidently familiar, for she gave no sign. She labk&o the lovely distance and quiver

“Nellie cut her finger last night

“Oh, did she?” said the old snorter. T—"How did she do that?”
“At dinner,” was the reply, “with a knife

They both looked ahead of th—panting—then, “Badly?”

The weak worn old voice, the old voice that remthdee someow of a piece of faintl
smelling dark lace, said, “Not very badl

Again he gave that low strange cry. He took offlfas, wiped the rim and put it on agi
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The voice beside him said with a spiteful touchtHink it was carelessne—and he
replied,blowing out his cheeks: “Bound to b

But then a little bird flew on to a branch of theupg chestnut above th—and shook
over the old heads a great jet of s

He took off his hat, heaved himself up, and bedisidirection in the tree. Away it fle.

“Don't want bird muck falling on us,” said he, losreg his belly carefull—carefully
again.

The fire was made.
“Put your hand in the oven,” said she, “an’ setsihot.”

He put his hand in, but drew it out again with aesk, and danced up and dc “It's
ever so hot,” said he.

This seemed to please her very much. She too gahdpvent over to him, and touch
him with a finger.

“Do you like playing with me?” And he said, in lemall solid way, “Yes, | do.” At the
she flung away from him and ed, “I'll never be done if you keep on bothering with
these questions.”

As she poked the fire he said: “Our dog's had rtfi

“Kittens!” She sat back on her he—"“Can a dog have kittens?”

“Of course they can,” said he. “Little ones, yowoin”

“But cats have kittens,” cried she. “Dogs don't, dogse—" she stopped, star—
looked for the word-eouldn't find i—it was gone. “They have—"

“Kittens,” cried he. “Our dog's been an' had tv

She stamped her foot at him. She was pink with me@sion. “It'snot kittens,” she
wailed, “it's—"

“It is—it is—it is—" he shouted, waving the sho\
She threw her top dress over her head, and begag.ttt's no—it's—it's ...”
Suddenly, without a moment's warning, he liftedgisafore and made wat

At the soundshe emerge
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“Look what you've been an' done,” said she, tocalie@ to cry any more. “You've p
out my fire.”

“Ah, never mind. Let's move. You can take the pxekand the match bo;
They moved to the next cave. “It's much nicer Hesaid he

“Off you go,” said she, “and get me some sticks for ney’!

The two old babies above began to rumble, and eheth the sign they got up withou
word and waddled away.
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