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INTRODUCTION


Language is a means of communication between different people and cultures when it is not a reflector of cultural reality but an integral part of the reality through which people communicate. To learn a language is not the aim, it must be a complex structure which includes such notions as a language and a culture of the people the language of which we study. Culture is the particular system of art, thought, and customs of a society. Studying literature we study culture. The use of literature in the language class is now very widely accepted as one of the most effective tools for cultural and linguistic enrichment and even more, literature also helps in upbringing students on good characters. Ukraine has a tendency now to growing a popularity of English on different levels. And on each level English may be taught with the help of literature in harmony with the learner’s age. We may use a number of methods: teaching-learning activities, the role of the teacher, the role of the learner or instructional materials-it doesn’t matter, but all these methods must be used for one purpose to teach English through novels, plays or even extracts from them in order to understand people and their culture. When working on this problem the atmosphere must be open, students must receive fun from what they have learnt and at the same time broaden their knowledge and take great delight in talking and discussion. Literature is a vivid example of people’s life the language of which we teach but it also is a good opportunity to teach students another subjects on the basis of literature. We mean sentence structure, dialect, idiom stylistic and others. It means to explore the language. Students’ activities at the lessons help them clarify and interpret their initial understanding of the literature, the culture and to appreciate the affects of the language used.


We believe that teaching English through literature we offer our students benefits as to ESL students. They receive pleasure, as it was mentioned above, and literature offers them insight into human experience; literature offers the usage of language that students can learn to appreciate and use in their own writing, and literature offers encouragement to ESL students form a record of their own experience. While selecting fiction texts teachers must remember about criteria governed the selection of the chosen literature. First novels, plays or even extracts are to be about experiences students can relate to, since all ESL students want to learn a new language and to discover a culture different from their own. Second, the language of the selection or extracts is to be sufficiently understandable to allow students to be able to read them initially as whole without interruption from text to teacher and not very often to use dictionary in order to be able in future to handle the more difficult ones.


It should be pointed out that fiction reading helps to develop students’ abilities to improve their oral speech and reading skills. The more students read English fictions the more close they become to people and their culture and mentality.

What is a novel?
If you look the term “novel” in a dictionary you probably found a brief definition such as: “a long, written story, about imaginary people and events". 
We would probably agree with a basic definition like this, although we might want to add some ideas:
· “long”: what does it mean? We know that a novel can be extremely long (for example, War and Peace by Leo Tolstoy is over a thousand pages long) but we might want to define more exactly the lower limit: a story up to about eighty pages long we normally call an extended short story, rather than a novel. A novel can allow the writer to include more people and events, and is generally more complex than a short story.

· “written”: this distinguishes novels from stories that are told orally but we should add that novels are written in prose (the continuous way of writing that you are reading now) rather than verse (the way of writing used for poetry, broken into rhythmic lines that may or may not rhyme).

· “imaginary people and events”: This does not strictly apply to historical novels (for example, Napoleon and the war between France and Russia appear in War and Peace), but real people and events are described in an imaginative way so that the reader feels a sense of participation. So the historical novel conveys more than just 'facts'.

But whatever definition we finally agree on, it is clear that the word “novel” covers an enormous range. A novel can make us cry, laugh, or think, or all of them - it can be tragic, comic, satirical, romantic, a combination of these, or something difficult to define with just these words. A novel can fall into one of the easily defined categories that bookshops often use to display novels -historical, science fiction, crime, horror, spy, best-sellers, classics, and so on - or it can be defined according to the categories of academic literary criticism, such as social realism (an accurate and unromantic picture of life as it really is), or Bildungsroman (a German term meaning novels about the process of growing up - many novels deal with this), or antinovel (novels that remind us they are simply fictions, not representations of reality; writers playing with our expectations derived from traditional novels), and so on. In short, the range is endless.
Where does the novel come from? The earliest long stories are in verse.
Probably the choice of verse was first made to help the memory of oral storytellers, and then verse became a standard form of writing stories for several centuries. Examples are Homer's Iliad and Odyssey, Virgil's Aeneid, the Anglo-Saxon Beowulf, Chaucer's The Canterbury Tales, Milton's Paradise Lost etc. But from the early Middle Ages onwards, longer stories started to be written in prose as well. Outside Europe, the first examples are from Japan (for example the story of Genji from about 1000 AD, a woman's story about the love-affairs at the imperial court) and from Egypt (the collection of Arabian stories known as The Thousand and One Nights), while in Europe the Spanish picaresque narrative was an immediate ancestor of the modern novel. (“Picaro” is the Spanish word for an immoral person who makes his living by deceiving people.) These stories were often a series of episodes relating the adventures of the main character. A parody of this kind of story, containing a main character who is noble but ingenuous rather than a deceiver, was Don Quixote de la Mancha (1605) by the Spanish writer Miguel de Cervantes. This book is not just a series of episodes: the main character develops during the course of the book. For this reason it is often considered the first example of the novel in Europe.
In England the first examples of the novel were written in the first half of the eighteenth century: Robinson Crusoe (1719) and Moll Flanders (1722) by Daniel Defoe, Gulliver’s Travels (1726) by Jonathan Swift, Pamela (1740-41) and Clarissa (1747-8) by Samuel Richardson, and Joseph Andrews (1742) and Tom Jones (1749) by Henry Fielding. Already in Tristram Shandy (1759-67), the novelist Laurence Sterne was beginning to experiment with the novel, and pushing it to the limits as a form of telling a story. From then on the novel became the form of telling a story, and the nineteenth century produced such well-known novelists in Britain as Jane Austen, Sir Walter Scott, William Thackeray, the Bronte sisters, George Eliot and Charles Dickens. The development of the novel written in English in the twentieth century is the subject of this book.
Nowadays, there is a rival to the novel as the most popular way of telling a story - the film. However, films are not always based on original screenplays (stories invented without any reference to another source such as a novel) - many films are in fact adaptations of novels. And it seems that a successful film will inspire many people to go and read the novel it is based on (publishers often bring out a new printing of a novel that has been successfully filmed, with a scene from the film on the cover). 
And finally, why do we use the word “novel” in English? The word derives from the Italian word “novella” (literally meaning “a new little thing”), which was the medieval term in Europe for a short story told in prose: a well-known collection is the Decameron (1349-51) by the Italian Giovanni Boccaccio. Other languages derive their word for “novel” from other sources. Several European languages use a word like “roman”: this term derives from the medieval French word “romanc”, which was used in Europe to refer to stories told in verse or prose about the battles and love-affairs of courageous knights (for example, the various versions of the adventures of King Arthur and his knights).
“Romance” in modern English is not used for serious works of art: it refers to sentimental love-stories. The word “novella” is still used in modern English to refer to a piece of writing longer than an extended short story but shorter than an average novel. (An example of a novella is Joseph Conrad's Heart of Darkness.)
Plot and setting
As in a short story, play or film, the plot of a novel is what happens in it. When describing what happens, it is important to specify certain things. These can be summed up in four simple questions: Who? Where? What? When?
· Who are the characters?

· Where are they?

· What do they do?

· When does the action take place?

Summarizing a novel, or an extract from a novel, usually means describing these four things. It is very useful to be able to do this quickly and without too many irrelevant details. Like describing character, this is something we all do in ordinary conversation - when telling a joke or a story, or describing an incident we have seen. A summary of a plot is called a synopsis. 
Sometimes the time and place, the “when and where” of the plot, are called the setting. This is generally established at the beginning of a novel, but in certain novels the reader is constantly made aware of the setting all the way through. The atmosphere created by the setting is often very important. The novels of Graham Greene, for example, are well known for their atmospheric settings - often unhealthy, shabby, post-colonial backwaters - which provide the ideal ground for the development of Greene's favourite theme of the ambiguity of morality.
Sometimes the setting is so essential it almost becomes a character in itself. This is the case in Lawrence Durrell's series of four novels set in the Egyptian city of Alexandria, The Alexandria Quartet (1957-60).

 Read this description of Alexandria:
Six o'clock. The shuffling of white-robed figures from the station yards. The shops filling and emptying like lungs in the Rue des Soeurs. The pale lengthening rays of the afternoon sun smear the long curves of the Esplanade, and the dazzled pigeons, like rings of scattered paper, climb above the minarets to take the last rays of the waning light on their wings. ...
The city unwrinkles like an old tortoise and peers about it. For a moment it relinquishes the torn rags of the flesh, while from some hidden alley by the slaughter-house, above the moans and screams of the cattle, comes the nasal chipping of a Damascus love-song.
Lawrence Durrell, Justine (1957)
· Can you suggest one or two adjectives of your own to describe the city of Alexandria as it is presented by Durrell? 

· Compare your ideas with a partner.
Narrators and points of view
Do you always believe everything that people tell you? Or everything you read in newspaperperson and magazines, or see on television, or hear on the radio? Probably not. Consciously or unconsciously, you might ask yourself these questions:
· Who is telling me this?

· Do I trust this person's judgment?

· Am I being told facts, or opinions?

· Is this the complete version of events, or is there another side to the story?

The same sort of questions are relevant when you are reading a novel. Ever since novels were first written, novelists have explored different ways of telling their stories. They have used different characters to tell the stories - narrators - and presented the events from different 'angles' – from different points of view.
Here are the main ways that novelists use to tell their stories.
First-person narrator
The story is told by an I, who may be the main character in the novel, as you can see clearly in this opening sentence.
If you really want to hear about it, the first thing you'll really want to know is where I was born, and what my lousy childhood was like, and how my parents and all were occupied before they had me, and all that David Copperfield kind of crap.
J.D. Salinger, The Catcher in the Rye (1951)
Alternatively the I may be a minor character in the novel, an observer of events that happen to others. Examples of this are Nick in F Scott Fitzgerald's The Great Gatsby (1925), and Marlow in many of the novels of Joseph Conrad. 
The choice of the first person can bring the reader very close to the personality of the narrator, and can also make events seem more vivid, since they are described by an “eye-witness”. Of course, the first-person narrator is supposed to be just an ordinary person: he/she cannot know what is going on inside the heads of other characters, or know all the facts of a situation. But this “limited” knowledge has its advantages: it is often used in novels about growing up, where the psychological development of the narrator is the central element. It is also a common choice for detective novels, where the detective-narrator is trying to find something out, and suspense and surprise depend on the gradual revelation of the facts.
Third-person narrator
The story is told by a narrator outside the story, who refers to the characters by their names, or by 'he', 'she' or 'they'. An advantage over the first-person narrator is that there is greater liberty to move around in time and space, and to include more characters.
In novels written in the third person, two main points of view are normally used: the omniscient point of view and the limited point of view.
The omniscient point of view means that the narrator knows everything about the events and the characters, and knows all their thoughts and motives. But how much of all this does the narrator choose to reveal? There is a lot of room for variety here! These are the two extremes (with the terms critics use to describe them), but there are many possible variations in between:
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An intrusive narrator explicitly tells the reader things, commenting on the characters and explaining events. An objective (or unintrusive) narrator simply shows things, without commenting or explaining: he is more like a camera. Here are two examples.
In the following extract notice how the intrusive narrator tells us about the village, the author Henry Babbacombe's reputation and psychology, all about the harvesting machines, and where Henry works. 

In the tiny and depressing hill-village where Henry Babbacombe, an author virtually unknown, even to himself, lived and breathed and had his being, they were cutting the corn.
Great gantry-like machines, high-powered combine harvesters with great front teeth, stereo in the cab, central locking and racing stripes were thundering through the nearby fields, shaking the soil, shuddering the trees, and rocking the foundations, if there were some, of the small and gloomy garden shed amid the weeds at the bottom of Henry's cottage garden, beside the graveyard, where he sat and wrote his books.
Malcolm Bradbury, Cuts (1987)
Contrast the extract above with the following extract, where the objective narrator tells us nothing except what is immediately observable: he simply shows us the scene.
The door of Henry's lunch-room opened and two men came in. They sat down at the counter.
'What's yours?' George asked them.
'I don't know,' one of the men said. 'What do you want to eat, Al?'
'I don't know,' said Al. 'I don't know what I want to eat.'
Outside it was getting dark. The street-light came on outside the window. The two men at the counter read the menu.
Ernest Hemingway, The Killers (1928)
Generally speaking, modern novelists tend to be more objective.

The limited point of view means that, although the narrator tells the story in the third person, he confines himself to the impressions and feelings of one character in the novel: he presents only one point of view of events. The effect of this can be similar to that created by a first-person narrator (although the narrator still has greater liberty to move around in time and space). In the following extract, the events of the Second World War in China are limited to the point of view of a young boy, Jim, who cannot possibly know what is going on.
For two days Jim had wandered along the Shanghai waterfront. ..His only hope of seeing his parents again was to find one of their Swiss or Swedish friends. Although the European neutrals drove through the streets of Shanghai, Jim had not seen a single British or American face. Had they all been sent to prison camps in Japan?
J.G. Ballard, Empire of the Sun (1984)
You will find all these kinds of third-person points of view in this textbook: an omniscient point of view (intrusive narrator); an omniscient point of view (objective narrator) and a limited point of view.

Multiple narrators and multiple points of view
Experimenting with the various effects produced by different narrators and points of view is probably the most significant development in the modern novel. (Perhaps this reflects typically twentieth century concerns: the complex nature of reality; the decline of belief in absolute truth; a fascination with psychological analysis; a belief in the importance of individual experience and opinion.) Some modern novelists emphasize the complexity - and richness - of experience by using multiple narrators and multiple points of view. 

In The Sound and the Fury (1929) and As I Lay Dying (1930), William Faulkner described events through the eyes of different narrators, including children and a mentally retarded character. Lawrence Durrell's The Alexandria Quartet is composed of four novels, each with a different narrator describing the same characters and sequence of events. In John Fowles' The Collector (1963), a kidnapping is described in the first half of the novel by the kidnapper, in the second half by the victim.
· Read the following ways of describing an event (a-e). Then match them with
the five points of view listed underneath (1-5):
a 
Mary Evans was driving home along Seymour Road. There had been problems at the office again that day. And at home, the behaviour of her husband, Nick, had changed recently. Suddenly a man stepped out in front of the car. Mary braked, but the car hit the man and he fell to the ground. The blood drained from Mary's face, and she sat motionless behind the steering-wheel. A woman ran over and shouted to her through the window, but she didn't reply.
b 
I was walking home along Seymour Road. The evening was fine, and I was looking forward to dinner at my local Greek restaurant. Suddenly I heard a screech of brakes and looked around. I recognized Mary Evans's car, and saw a man in front of it, and then heard the horrible thud of body against car. I ran over. Mary had gone completely white. I shouted 'Mary, Mary!' through the window, but she was obviously in a state of shock, and didn't seem to recognize me at all.
c 
Mary Evans was driving home after yet another difficult day. Doubts and fears about her job and her marriage tormented her. Her worries were well founded: her boss was increasingly dissatisfied with her work, and more importantly, her husband, Nick, was thinking of leaving her. Suddenly, a man on the pavement, lost in worries of his own, stepped into the road without looking. Mary braked hard, but too late. The man was knocked to the ground. Mary's friend Anna, who was passing, ran over to her, but Mary was too shocked to speak or even think.
d 
Mary Evans was driving home, wondering what to do about the problems that had come up at the office that day, and her boss's obvious displeasure. And Nick, her husband, how would he behave when she got home? If only she knew why he was behaving so strangely! Suddenly there was a man in front of the car. Instinctively, her foot pushed hard on the brake. The man's terrified face appeared in front of her for an instant, then disappeared again. Everything seemed to go blank. From what seemed a million miles away, someone was calling her name. 

e 
It had been another awful day at the office, one problem after another, and my boss criticizing me all the time. And I wasn't looking forward to my evening very much either. My husband, Nick, had been acting strangely all week - I really worry about losing him. I just wasn't thinking about my driving, and the next thing I knew there was a man right in front of me. I remember braking, but it was too late - there was nothing I could do. I can't remember any more.
1. first-person narrator:
a minor character in the story
2. first-person narrator:
a main character in the story

3. third-person narrator:
omniscient, intrusive
4. third-person narrator:
omniscient, objective
5. third-person narrator:
limited

· Choose one of the following moments. Imagine who is there and what happens. Choose a point of view and narrate the scene in 5-10 lines. If you a working with a partner, choose different points of view, write your own version, and then compare your results.
a an hour later, Mary at the hospital
b Mary at home, later that evening
c any other moment from how you think the plot might develop
Characters and characterization
Before you read this section think about some people you know. You may have a good opinion of them, or a bad opinion, or any of the wide variety of opinions in between. You may also find them interesting or boring, or something in between, and so on.
a Make a brief list of the main ways you arrive at your opinions.
b What do you think are the similarities and differences between the ways we evaluate people in real life, and the way we evaluate the 'people' in a novel?
c Compare your list in a, and your ideas in b, with a partner.
Now read on.
The “people” in a novel are referred to as characters, and the way the novelist presents them to us is called characterization.
The novelist E M Forster, in his critical work Aspects of the Novel (1927), made a useful distinction between flat characters and round characters.
Flat characters are two-dimensional and do not change during the course of a novel. They are often described briefly, with one or two vivid details. Round characters have complex personalities, are characterized in more subtle ways, and develop during the course of a novel. Like people in real life, they reveal themselves gradually, they can surprise us, but just like people we do not expect them to behave totally erratically, without any motivation.
The characters in a novel are usually a mixture of main characters, who tend to be “round”, and minor characters, who tend to be “flat”. Great novelists like Charles Dickens are able to create a host of memorable “flat” characters. You will notice that in some kinds of novel, such as adventure novels or popular thrillers, even the main characters are “flat”. We do not expect much psychological complexity from Ian Fleming's James Bond!
Before you look at the following methods of characterization, remember what was said about intrusive and objective narrators in the preceding section. The narrator can simply show us a character in action, and leave the interpretation up to us, or can also tell us about a character- give us background information and make judgments for us. Often a novel can contain both moments of showing and moments of telling.
When we read a novel we take our ideas about a character from the
following indications.
Appearance and possessions: Physical appearance - eyes, face, hair, body, movements, etc - as well as clothes, where the character lives, and any personal objects he/she has. Flat characters are often described briefly in this way.
Here is a description of the wife of a British Consul in a provincial African capital. She seems rather intimidating; no longer young; determined to 'keep up appearances' in a foreign land.
She was tall and palely fleshy, a moderately 'handsome' woman gone to fat, with short, dyed black hair swept back in a dramatic wave from her face and held immovably in position by a fearsomely strong lacquer; even in the most intemperate breezes Morgan had never seen a single hair stir from the solid lapidary mass of her coiffed head.
William Boyd, A Good Man in Africa (1981)
Action: Certain 'big' actions such as falling in love, marrying, resigning from a job - even murder, suicide and so on - have dramatic impact, but often it is what builds up to and follows such moments that tells us more about a character. Particularly in the modern novel, it is the observation of small particulars and everyday actions that are used for characterization.
Look at Tom Ripley, the psychopathic hero of a series of novels by Patricia Highsmith, in action. In the following extract he has a suitcase full of money intended to pay for the release of a boy who has been kidnapped. But, at the arranged meeting, instead of paying, Tom chooses a more drastic solution ...
Tom picked up the suitcase and gripped its handle, and as the man rounded the corner, Tom swung the suitcase and caught him on the left side of his head with it. The impact made not a loud thud but a solid one, and there was a second bump as the man's head hit the back of the shed. Tom brought the suitcase down once more, aiming at the left side of the man's head as he was falling.
Patricia Highsmith, The Boy Who Followed Ripley (1980)
This is certainly dramatic and exciting, and we also infer that Tom is used to violence, and can be quite rational - indeed, clinically violent- in such extreme circumstances. But to complete the picture of Tom, look at him a few pages later in the novel, where he has come back to the apartment of a friend called Eric ...
'Back again!' Tom whispered cheerfully, and set the suitcase down in Eric's hall, near where it became the living room. ...

'A drink first, I think. Could you manage a gin and tonic?'
 Eric could, and while he was making it, Tom went to the bath-room and washed his hands with warm water and soap.
Here we see a curious mixture: casualness - the cheerfulness, the polite request for a drink (a 'sophisticated' gin and tonic, which he can wait for, not an immediate, desperate gulp of whisky) - but in the need to wash his hands there is a suggestion of guilt, remorse or distaste. It is the everyday actions which imply the complexity of his character.
Conversation: What a character says reveals a great deal. But, just as in life, a character might say one thing, mean something else, or indeed be thinking something completely different. In the following example the omniscient narrator makes this explicit for the reader.
Holman, a young university professor, is talking with his wife, Emmy, one
evening.
'Did you have a good day today?' she finally said.
'All right,' lied Holman. All through graduate school he had talked freely to Emmy about his work which she was not at all interested in, though she did what she could to show interest in Holman
'That's good,' Emmy finally said. She knew, or suspected, that he was lying. She knew it without thinking, as she knew most things.
Alison Lurie, Love and Friendship (1962)
But on many occasions the difference between what is said and what is intended or thought is not explicit, and readers must often be ready to make their own interpretations.
In presenting conversation, the writer has a wide choice between showing and telling. What differences do you notice between the way the following two examples of conversation are presented to the reader? Compare your ideas with a partner.
'Simon sometimes seems to me rather a heartless person.'
'He is only honest,' said Fanny.
'It can be heartless to be that, as you seem to have found.'
'He shows what he is, and not many of us do.'
'Surely you and I do. We have not so much to hide.'
'About the usual amount. And we are wise to hide it.'
Ivy Compton-Burnett, A Heritage and its History (1959)
... a quiet knocking came at the door. 'Come in,' Dixon said with reflex promptness.
Michie entered. 'Good afternoon, Mr Dixon,' he said, then added politely 'Good afternoon' to the still-prostrate Bertrand, who at this stimulus struggled to his feet. 'I seem to have come at an inconvenient time.' 
'Not at all,' Dixon said smoothly. 'Mr Welch is just going.'
Kingsley Amis, Lucky Jim (1954)
Thought: What a character thinks may reveal more than what is said, and 'getting inside the head' of a character has been a main concern of the modern novel.
An important development in narrative was the stream of consciousness technique. The phrase was first used by the American psychologist William James in his Principles of Psychology (1890) to define the flow of thoughts in a person's mind. The term is used by literary critics to describe a technique used especially in the early 20th century by experimental writers such as James Joyce, Virginia Woolf and William Faulkner, who presented narrative as the mixture of thoughts and sense perceptions of one or more characters' minds. Events are conveyed to the reader through the memories, associations, feelings and expectations of characters. Some critics use the term interior monologue interchangeably with stream of consciousness, while other critics use stream of consciousness as the general term for any technique that uses a character's thoughts as the backbone of a narrative, and reserve interior monologue to describe the 'ungrammatical' kind of prose which is intended to represent the way people really think.
Here is an example of stream of consciousness writing from Virginia Woolf's Mrs Dalloway. Clarissa Dalloway is seen here with her old friend Peter Walsh, who, unknown to her, is in love with her. He is nervously playing with his penknife.

For Heaven's sake, leave your knife alone! she cried to herself in irrepressible irritation; it was his silly unconventionality, his weak ness; his lack of the ghost of a notion what anyone else was feeling that annoyed her, had always annoyed her; and now at his age,how silly!
I know all that, Peter thought; I know what I'm up against,he thought, running his finger along the blade of his knife, Clarissa and Dalloway and all the rest of them; but I'll show Clarissa - and then to his utter surprise, suddenly thrown by those uncontrollable forces, thrown through the air, he burst into tears; wept; wept without the least shame, sitting on the sofa, the tears running down his cheeks.
Virginia Woolf, Mrs Dalloway (1925)
The reader is shown “inside the heads” of both characters, but the grammar is not deviant. On the other hand, interior monologue deviates from conventional grammar, as you can see in this example from James Joyce's Ulysses, where Leopold Bloom is thinking about his absent daughter's birthday.
Fifteen yesterday. Curious, fifteenth of the month too. Her first birthday away from home. Separation. Remember the summer morning she was born, running to knock up Mrs Thornton in Denzille street. Jolly old woman.
James Joyce, Ulysses (1922)
The experiments with ways of presenting thought that you have just seen often produced novels which are thought of as 'difficult'. Such experiments that extend over entire novels are now rare, but contemporary novelists have been influenced by these experiments, and often move freely among a variety of techniques for presenting thought.
Style
Style is a word that we use every day. We talk about different styles of clothes, cooking, furniture, playing football, ... and different styles of writing. Instinctively, we probably all agree on identifying styles of writing such as 'romantic', simple, journalistic, bureaucratic, scientific, and so on. But to talk about the style, or styles, used in a novel, we need to be more explicit. It is a useful first step to look at the syntax and the vocabulary.
Syntax means the way that words are organized into sentences. An enormous range of possibilities is open to the writer: sentences can be short or long, simple (using just co-ordination with words such as and or but) or complex (using subordination with relative clauses, or a clauses of time, contrast, reason or result, etc), or combinations of these possibilities. The writer can also alternate the various possible forms of sentences within a paragraph.
a) Experiment with different ways of extending the following sentence. How long can you make it? At what point does your sentence start to seem too long?
David ate the sandwich.
(You may want think about details such as: who is David? where was he? what was in the sandwich? how did he eat it? did he enjoy it? what was he thinking about? etc.)
b) Compare your results with a partner.
Vocabulary (often called lexis) means, quite simply, words. Words such as articles, demonstratives, pronouns, auxiliary verbs and co-ordinators are called grammatical words, but what we notice more when we read are the semantic words - nouns, adjectives, verbs and adverbs. When you look in a dictionary the first meaning you find for these words is the denotation (the most basic, literal meaning). Literature, however, communicates more than plain facts: it uses the connotations of words (the associations, ideas and emotions that they suggest) to influence our thoughts and feelings in more subtle ways. In the following two examples, the essential factual information is the same:
a He cried all night. His girlfriend had left him. 

b He wept until dawn. His love had abandoned him.
But different ideas are suggested. Is the character in b more “romantic” and “tragic”? Or more self-dramatizing? Or simply a character from a novel of a previous century, when this style was more prevalent? Or a character in a novel by a novelist making fun of a romantic style - and therefore comic? The connotations rather than the denotations of the words make us ask these questions. These questions are answered in the context of the novel as a whole.
As you can see, style is not just decoration added to a basic idea; it is an integral part of the meaning. The choice of style is generally the result of other choices. Read the following two extracts.
I met Bobby Callahan on Monday of that week. By Thursday, he was dead. He was convinced someone was trying to kill him and it turned out to be true, but none of us figured it out in time to save him. I've never worked for a dead man before and I hope I won't have to do it again. This report is for him, for whatever it's worth.

Sue Grafton, C is for Corpse (1986)
The Consul sat on the broken green rocker facing Yvonne.Perhaps it was just the soul, he thought,slowly emerging out of the strychnine into a form of detachment, to dispute with Lucretius, that grew older, while the body could renew itself many times unless it had acquired an unalterable habit of age.
Malcolm Lowry, Under the Volcano (1947)
The plain style of the first extract, with its simple syntax and vocabulary, indicates the character of the tough, private-detective narrator. The style of the second extract, with its complex syntax and vocabulary, reflects the melancholic, philosophical - and often alcoholic - point of view of the Consul.
Similes and metaphors can be seen as ways of using the denotations and connotations of words to produce a special, powerful effect. Words whose denotations are quite different are put together to create vivid or startling comparisons. Similes are explicit comparisons, where the two things compared are linked by like, as, or as if/as though. Metaphors are implicit comparisons, where the linking words are missing. When used well, a variety of connotations is created. Look at how the writer Laurie Lee (born 1914) describes Spanish city, Valladolid:
Valladolid: a dark square city hard as its syllables - a shut box, full of the pious dust and preserved breath of its dead whose expended passions once ruled a world which now seemed of no importance.
Laurie Lee, As I Walked Out One Midsummer's Morning (1969)
With the simile, Lee implies that the city is as harsh as the sound of its name, suggesting a correspondence between name and place. The “shut box” metaphor suggests many things: secrecy, darkness, a coffin, a musty smell, a city not “open” to modernity but “closed” in its past, and so on.
· Read the following extract, the beginning of Laurie Lee's account of his childhood in a small English village just after the First World War.
I was set down from the carrier's cart at the age of three; and there with a sense of bewilderment and terror my life in the village began. The June grass, amongst which I stood, was taller than I was, and I wept. I had never been so close to grass before. It towered above me and all around me, each blade tattooed with tiger-skins of sunlight. It was knife-edged, dark, and a wicked green, thick as a forest and alive with grasshopppers that chirped and chattered and leapt through the air like monkeys.
Laurie Lee, Cider With Rosie (1959)
a Underline all the similes and metaphors.
b What general efffect do you think is Lee trying to create?
c Here we have a first-person narrator. But do you think the point of view is that of a child, or an adult looking back on childhood experiences?
Why do you think so?

d Do you think any of his metaphors or similes are particularly effective? Do you think any of them are not successful?

e Compare your ideas with a partner.
Generally speaking, symbols are signs - words or pictures- which represent something else. The use of symbols is called symbolism. Some traditional symbols are the dove (symbolizing peace), the heart (symbolizing love), the lion (symbolizing strength), and so on. In literature we often find traditional symbols (for example, spring and winter often symbolize birth and death), as well as symbols from more literary traditions (for example, a rose symbolizing love). More originally, writers can create their own symbols, which we interpret from the context. In novels, symbolic force can be given to characters, buildings, objects of all kinds. They might symbolize one idea, or a variety of ideas, and help us to appreciate the theme(s) of the novel. 
The English novelist E.M.Forster (1879-1970) used symbolism to great effect. In A Passage to India the character Aziz, a young Indian doctor and a Muslim, feels a part of a minority in his own town, where British colonialists hold the power and Hindus outnumber Muslims. In the following extract he is enjoying a moment of peace while sitting outside a mosque. Read the extract and answer the questions.
There were owls, the Punjab mail ... and flowers smelt deliriously in the station-master's garden. But the mosque - that alone signified, and he returned to it from the complex appeal of the night, and decked it with meanings the builder had never intended. Some day he too would build a mosque, smaller than this but in perfect taste, so that all who passed by should experience the happiness he felt now. And near it, under a low dome, should be his tomb, with a Persian inscription:
Alas, without me for thousands of years

The Rose will blossom and the Spring will bloom,

But those who have secretly understood my heart - 

They will approach and visit the grave where I lie.
E. M. Forster, A Passage to India (1924)
a What symbolism can you see in the Persian inscription that Aziz thinks of for his tomb?
b What do you think the mosque might symbolize?

c Compare your ideas with a partner.
In everyday English, an image is a picture, a visual representation of something. In literary criticism, imagery is a commonly used term, but critics tend to use it in two different ways:
· as a general term to refer to metaphors, similes and symbols

· to refer to any of a series of sense impressions created through words, not just visual, but also to do with taste, touch, hearing and smell

Imagery is often used to create setting. It can also be a means of characterization, and can lead us to appreciate the theme(s) of the novel.
· Read the following extract from a story by D.H.Lawrence about the relationship between a captain and the soldier who is his personal servant, his “orderly”.
The Captain sat on horseback, watching. He needed to see his orderly. His helmet threw a dark shadow over his light fierce eyes, but his moustache and mouth and chin were distinct in the sunshine. The orderly must move under the presence of the figure of the horseman. It was not that he was afraid or cowed. It was as if he was disemboweled, made empty, like an empty shell. He felt himself as nothing, a shadow creeping under the sunshine. And, thirsty as he was, he could scarcely drink, feeling the Captain near him. He would not take off his helmet to wipe his wet hair. He wanted to stay in shadow, not to be forced into consciousness. Starting, he saw the light heel of the officer prick the belly of the horse; the Captain cantered away, and he himself could relapse into vacancy.
D. H. Lawrence, The Prussian Officer (1914)
a Underline all the imageries of light/dark, emptiness and wetness/dryness.

b The images help us to understand the relationship between the Captain and the orderly. How would you describe their relationship? 

c Compare your ideas with a partner.
The American novelist William Faulkner (1897-1962), Yoknapatawpha County in the Deep South of the USA (it is a fictionalized version of Faulkner's own state, Mississippi). The capital of Faulkner's invented county is called Jefferson. Read the following opening of one of his stories, and answer the questions.
Monday is no different from any other weekday in Jefferson now. The streets are paved now, and the telephone and electric companies are cutting down more and more of the shade trees – the water oaks, the maples and locusts and elms - to make room for iron poles bearing clusters of bloated and ghostly and bloodless grapes, and we have a city laundry which makes the rounds on Monday morning, gathering the bundles of clothes into bright-coloured, specially-made motor cars: the soiled wearing of a whole week now flees apparition like behind alert and irritable electric horns, with a long diminishing noise of rubber and asphalt like tearing silk, and even the Negro women who still take in white people's washing after the old custom, fetch and deliver it in automobiles.
William Faulkner, That Evening Sun (1933)
a The narrator does not explicitly say whether he prefers Jefferson now or as it used to be. Which do you think he prefers?

b In answering a, did you base your ideas on any examples of simile, metaphor, imagery or symbolism? If so, which ones did you notice, and how did you interpret them?
c Compare your ideas with a partner. 

Structure
Structure refers to the way a novel is organized, the way the various elements combine together to make the complete novel. One obvious example of structure is something you can see when you pick up any novel: the organization into chapters. Some novels have many chapters, and some none at all. Sometimes the chapters are long, sometimes short. These choices are not arbitrary: a change in the organization would result in a different novel.
Here are some other elements on which structure depends. They are not so immediately visible as chapter divisions, but they are fundamental.
The balance of characters: The characters interact in the overall structure, often complementing or contrasting with each other.
Imagery and symbolism: As with characters, there may be contrasting or complementary sets of images or symbols, or there may be one major symbol which unites the ideas. In Virginia Woolf's To the Lighthouse (1927), very little actually happens in the plot, and the structure is based on the imagery and central symbol of the lighthouse which represents the different aspirations - spiritual, artistic and emotional - of the characters.
Plot - suspense and surprise: Novelists often play on the predictions readers constantly make. A novel's structure will often include moments of suspense (a tense feeling in the reader, caused by wondering what may happen), and surprise (the feeling in the reader caused by something unexpected happening).
Plot - narrative structure: Novels from previous centuries tended to follow the chronological order of events (from beginning to end, in the order they would occur in real time):
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This is still a common way of telling a story, but modern writers often structure their novels in a non-chronological way, with the result that the narrative order and the chronological order are not the same. Previous events outside the time-scale of the novel are included as flashbacks (either through the characters' thoughts, conversation, or the narrator's comments). Developments later in the story can be suggested through anticipation.
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A classic example of a novel where the chronological order is full of flashbacks is Ulysses. 
Narrators and points of view: Changing the narrator or point of view will change the structure radically. You have already seen that modern novelists sometimes employ multiple narrators and points of view. This means there are almost infinite ways of structuring the same story.
An example in this book is The Joy Luck Club, a novel composed of experiences recounted by eight different narrators.
So, in addition to the chronological and narrative structures, the story can be represented both through different patterns of time-scale and by different narrators.
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Theme
The theme of a novel is often defined as the central philosophical or moral idea of a novel, what the novel is really 'about'. The reader responds to the theme by interpreting the plot, the characters, the symbolism, the imagery, in short, all the elements of the novel working together (what we have called the structure). Identifying the theme - or themes - is often a subjective, personal process. Readers hardly ever disagree about the plot of a novel, what happens in it, but they sometimes disagree about the theme, what seems to be the point of it. This is part of the personal response of the reader to the novel.
A great novel may have many themes. Joyce's Ulysses, for example, does not have a complicated plot, yet the themes include love, loss, death, art, exile, a sense of belonging, and many more. And as an example of the fact that appreciating the theme of a novel is a personal matter, two great novelists disagree about the central theme of Ulysses. For Vladimir Nabokov, it is about the loss of love. For Samuel Beckett, it is about the art of writing itself.
Novels with similar subject matter are often distinguished by their themes. Take, for example, the spy novels of Ian Fleming and those of John Le Carre, both very popular. There are, of course enormous differences in the settings, plots and characters (Fleming appeals to fantasy, Le Carre emphasizes realism), but while the James Bond novels are exciting, they are not really 'about' anything: in contrast, Le Carre's novels are about loyalty, the tension between public and individual morality, betrayal and loneliness, and this explains their reputation as more serious and significant works of art. 
a Choose a novel both you and your partner have read. How do you personally interpret the theme(s) of the novel ?
b Compare your ideas with your partner. Are they similar or different?
Raymond Chandler 
(1888-1959)

Before you read
1. One afternoon the private investigator Philip Marlowe receives a phone call in his Los Angeles office ...
I heard a cool, supercilious voice that sounded as if it thought it Was pretty good. It said drawlingly, after I had answered: 

'You are Philip Marlowe, a private detective?'

'Check.'
'Oh — you mean, yes. You   have been   recommended to me as a man who can be trusted to keep his mouth shut. I should like you to come to my house at seven o'clock this evening. We can discuss a matter. My name is Lindsay Marriott and I live at 4212 Cabrillo Street, Montemar Vista. Do you know where that is?' 

'I know where Montemar Vista is, Mr Marriott.'
'Yes. Well, Cabrillo Street is rather hard to find. The streets down here are all laid out in a pattern of interesting but intricate curves. I should suggest that you walk up the steps from the sidewalk cafe. If you do that, Cabrillo is the third street you come to and my house is the only one on the block. At seven then?'
'What is the nature of the employment, Mr Marriott?' 

'I should prefer not to discuss that over the phone.'

'Can't you give some idea? Montemar Vista is quite a distance.'

'I shall be glad to pay your expenses, if we don't agree. Are you particular about the nature of the employment?' 

'Not as long as it's legitimate.'

The voice grew icicles. 'I should not have called you, if it were not.'
A Harvard boy. Nice use of the subjunctive mood. The end of my foot itched, but my bank account was still trying to crawl under a duck. I put honey into my voice and said:
'Many thanks for calling me, Mr Marriott. I'll be there.'
(From Farewell, My Lovely by Raymond Chandler)
a Imagine you are Marlowe.
1. Why have you agreed to go and see Marriott?
2. What is your opinion of him?

3. Think of three things that you want to ask him during the meeting.
b Imagine you are Marriott.
1. Why have you contacted Marlowe?
2. What is your opinion of him?

3. Think of three things that you want to ask him during the meeting.
Later the same evening Marlowe drives out to Montemar Vista ...
Raymond Chandler
Farewell, My Lovely (1940)

CHAPTER 8
I got down to Montemar Vista as the light began to fade, but there was still a fine sparkle on the water and the surf was breaking far out in long smooth curves. A group of pelicans was flying bomber formation just under the creaming lip of the waves. A lonely yacht was taking in toward the yacht harbour at Bay City. Beyond it the huge emptiness of the Pacific was purple-grey.
Montemar Vista was a few dozen houses of various sizes and shapes hanging by their teeth and eyebrows to a spur of mountain and looking as if a good sneeze would drop them down among the box lunches on the beach.
Above the beach the highway ran under a wide concrete arch which was in fact a pedestrian bridge. From the inner end of this a flight of concrete steps with a thick galvanized handrail on one side ran straight as a ruler up the side of the mountain. Beyond the arch the sidewalk cafe my client had spoken of was bright and cheerful inside, but the iron-legged tile-topped tables outside under the striped awning were empty save for a single dark woman in slacks who smoked and stared moodily out to sea, with a bottle of beer in front of her. A fox terrier was using one of the iron chairs for a lamp-post. She chided the dog absently as I drove past and gave the sidewalk cafe my business to the extent of using its parking space.
I walked back through the arch and started up the steps. It was a nice walk if you liked grunting. There were two hundred and eighty steps up to Cabrillo Street. They were drifted over with windblown sand and the handrail was as cold and wet as a toad's belly.
When I reached the top the sparkle had gone from the water and a seagull with a broken trailing leg was twisting against the offsea breeze. I sat down on the damp cold top step and shook the sand out of my shoes and waited for my pulse to come down into the low hundreds. When I was breathing more or less normally again I shook my shirt loose from my back and went along to the lighted house which was the only one within yelling distance of the steps.
It was a nice little house with a salt-tarnished spiral of staircase going up to the front door and an imitation coach-lamp for a porch light. The garage was underneath and to one side. Its door was lifted up and rolled back and the light of the porch-lamp shone obliquely on a huge black battleship of a car with chromium trimmings, a coyote tail tied to the Winged Victory on the radiator cap and engraved initials where the emblem should be. The car had a righthand drive and looked as if it had cost more than the house.
I went up the spiral steps, looked for a bell, and used a knocker in the shape of a tiger's head. Its clatter was swallowed in the early evening fog. I heard no steps in the house. My damp shirt felt like an icepack on my back. The door opened silently, and I was looking at a tall blond man in a white flannel suit with a violet satin scarf around his neck.
There was a cornflower in the lapel of his white coat and his pale blue eyes looked faded out by comparison. The violet scarf was loose enough to show that he wore no tie and that he had a thick, soft brown neck, like the neck of a strong woman. His features were a little on the heavy side, but handsome; he had an inch more of height than I had, which made him six feet one. His blond hair was arranged, by art or nature, in three precise blond ledges which reminded me of steps, so that I didn't like them. I wouldn't have liked them anyway. Apart from all this he had the general appearance of a lad who would wear a white flannel suit with a violet scarf round his neck and a cornflower in his lapel.
He cleared his throat lightly and looked past my shoulder at the darkening sea. His cool supercilious voice said. “Yes?”
“Seven o'clock”,' I said. “On the dot”.
“'Oh yes. Let me see, your name is” he paused and frowned in the effort of memory. The effect was as phony as the pedigree of a used car. I let him work at it for a minute, then I said:
“Philip Marlowe. The same as it was this afternoon”.
He gave me a quick darting frown, as if perhaps something ought to be one about that. Then he stepped back and said coldly:
“Ah yes. Quite so. Come in, Marlowe. My house boy is away this evening”.
He opened the door wide with a fingertip, as though opening the door himself dirtied him a little.
	What do you think Marriott's house will be like? What kind of furniture and possessions is he likely to have?


I went in past him and smelled perfume. He closed the door. The entrance put us on a low balcony with a metal railing that ran around three sides of a big studio living-room. The fourth side contained a big fireplace and two doors. A fire was crackling in the fire-place. The balcony was lined with bookshelves and there were pieces of glazed metallic-looking bits of sculpture on pedestals.
We went down three steps to the main part of the living room. The carpet almost tickled my ankles. There was a concert grand piano, closed down. On one corner of it stood a tall silver vase on a strip of peach-coloured velvet, and a single yellow rose in the vase. There was plenty of nice soft furniture, a great many floor cushions, some with golden tassels and some just naked. It was a nice room, if you didn't get rough. There was a wide damask covered divan in a shadowy corner, like a casting couch. It was the kind of room where people sit with their feet in their laps and sip absinthe through lumps of sugar and talk with high affected voices and sometimes just squeak. It was a room where anything could happen except work.
Mr.Lindsay Marriott arranged himself in the curve of the grand piano, leaned over to sniff at the yellow rose, then opened a French enamel cigarette case and lit a long brown cigarette with a gold tip. I sat down on a pink chair and hoped I wouldn't leave a mark on it. I lit a Camel, blew smoke through my nose and looked at a piece of black shiny metal on a stand. It showed a full, smooth curve with a shallow fold in it and two protuberances on the curve. I stared at it.
Marriott saw me staring at it.
“An interesting bit”, he said negligently, “I picked it up just the other day. Asta Dial's Spirit of Dawn!”
“I thought it was Klopstein's Two Warts on a Fanny” I said.
Mr.Lindsay Marriott's face looked as if he had swallowed a bee. He smoothed it out with an effort.
“You have a somewhat peculiar sense of humour”, he said.
“Not peculiar”, I said. “Just uninhibited”.
“Yes”, he said very coldly. “Yes - of course. I've no doubt. ... Well, what I wished to see you about is, as a matter of fact, a very slight matter indeed. Hardly worth bringing you down here for. I am meeting a couple of men tonight and paying them some money. I thought I might as well have someone with me. You carry a gun?”
“At times. Yes,” I said. I looked at the dimple in his broad, fleshy chin. You could have lost a marble in it.
“I shan't want you to carry that. Nothing of that sort at all. This is a purely business transaction”.
“I hardly ever shoot anybody”, I said. “A matter of blackmail?”
He frowned. “Certainly not. I'm not in the habit of giving people grounds for blackmail”.
“It happens to the nicest people. I might say particularly to the nicest people”.
He waved his cigarette. His aquamarine eyes had a faintly thoughtful expression, but his lips smiled. The kind of smile that goes with a silk noose.
He blew some more smoke and tilted his head back. This accentuated the soft firm lines of his throat. His eyes came down slowly and studied me.
“I'm meeting these men - most probably - in a rather lonely place. I don't know where yet. I expect a call giving me the particulars. I have to be ready to leave at once. It won't be very far away from here. That's the understanding”.
“You've been making this deal some time?”
“Three or four days, as a matter of fact”.
“You left your bodyguard problem until pretty late”.
He thought that over. He snicked some dark ash from his cigarette. “That's true. I had some difficulty making my mind up. It would be better for me to go alone, although nothing has been said definitely about my having someone with me. On the other hand I'm not much of a hero”.

“They know you by sight, of course?”
“I - I'm not sure. I shall be carrying a large amount of money and it is not my money. I'm acting for a friend. I shouldn't feel justified in letting it out of my possession, of course”.'
I snubbed out my cigarette and leaned back in the pink chair and twiddled my thumbs. “How much money - and what for?”
“Well, really “- it was a fairly nice smile now, but I still didn't like it. “I can't go into that”.
“You just want me to go along and hold your hat?”
His hand jerked again and some ash fell off on his white cuff. He shook it off and stared down at the place where it had been.
I'm afraid I don't like your manner,' he said, using the edge of his voice.
“I've had complaints about it”, I said. “But nothing seems to do any good. Let's look at this job a little. You want a bodyguard, but he can't wear a gun. You want a helper, but he isn't supposed to know what he's supposed to do. You want me to risk my neck without knowing why or what for or what the risk is. What are you offering for all this?”
“I hadn't really got around to thinking about it”. His cheekbones were dusky red.
“Do you suppose you could get around to thinking about it?”
He leaned forward gracefully and smiled between his teeth. “How would you like a swift punch on the nose?”
	Do you think Marriott will hit Marlowe? Why, or why not?


I grinned and stood up and put my hat on. I started across the carpet towards the front door, but not very fast.
His voice snapped at my back. “I'm offering you a hundred dollars for a few hours of your time. If that isn't enough, say so. There's no risk. Some jewels were taken from a friend of mine in a hold-up — and I'm buying them back. Sit down and don't be so touchy”.
I went back to the pink chair and sat down again. 
“All right”, I said. “Let's hear about it”.
We stared at each other for all of ten seconds. “Have you ever heard of Fei Tsui jade?” he asked slowly, and lit another of his dark cigarettes.
“No”.
“It's the only really valuable kind. Other kinds are valuable to some extent for the material, but chiefly for the workmanship on them. Fei Tsui is valuable in itself. All known deposits were exhausted hundreds of years ago. A friend of mine owns a necklace of sixty beads of about six carats each, intricately carved. Worth eighty or ninety thousand dollars. The Chinese Government has a very slightly larger one valued at a hundred and twenty-five thousand. My friend's necklace was taken in a hold-up a few nights ago. I was present, but quite helpless. I had driven my friend to an evening party and later to the Trocadero and we were on our way back to her home from there. A car brushed the left front fender and stopped, as I thought, to apologize. Instead of that it was a very quick and very neat hold-up. Either three or four men, I really saw only two, but I'm sure another stayed m the car behind the wheel, and I thought I saw a glimpse of still a fourth at the rear window. My friend was wearing the jade necklace. They took that and two rings and a bracelet. The one who seemed to be the leader looked the things over without any apparent hurry under a small flashlight. Then he handed one of the rings back and said that would give us an idea what kind of people we were dealing with and to wait for a phone call before reporting to the police or the insurance company. So we obeyed their instructions. There's plenty of that sort of thing going on, of course. You keep the affair to yourself and pay ransom, or you never see your jewels again If they're fully insured, perhaps you don't mind, but if they happen to be rare pieces, you would rather pay ransom”.
I nodded. “And this jade necklace is something that can't be picked up every day”.
He slid a finger along the polished surface of the piano with a dreamy expression, as if touching smooth things pleased him.
“Very much so. It's irreplaceable. She shouldn't have worn it out ever. But she's a reckless sort of woman. The other things were good but ordinary”.
“Uh-huh. How much are you paying?”
“Eight thousand dollars. It's dirt cheap. But if my friend couldn't get another like it, these thugs couldn't very easily dispose of it either. It's probably known to everyone in the trade, all over the country”.
“This friend of yours — does she have a name?”

“I'd prefer not to mention it at the moment”.
“What are the arrangements?”

He looked at me along his pale eyes. I thought he seemed a bit scared, but I didn't know him very well. Maybe it was a hangover. The hand that held the dark cigarette couldn't keep still.
“We have been negotiating by telephone for several days through me. Everything is settled except the time and place of meeting. It is to be some time tonight. I shall presently be getting a call to tell me of that. It will not be very far away, they say, and I must be prepared to leave at once. I suppose that is so that no plant could be arranged. With the police, I mean”. 
“Uh-huh. Is the money marked? I suppose it is money?”
“Currency, of course. Twenty dollar bills. No, why should it be marked?”
“It can be done so that it takes black light to detect it. No reason except that the cops like to break up these gangs — if they can get any co-operation. Some of the money might turn up on some lad with a record”.
He wrinkled his brow thoughtfully. “I'm afraid I don't know what black light is”.
“Ultra-violet. It makes certain metallic inks glisten in the dark. I could get it done for you”.
“I'm afraid there isn't time for that now”, he said shortly.
“That's one of the things that worries me”.
“Why?”
“Why you only called me this afternoon. Why you picked on me. Who told you about me?”
He laughed. His laugh was rather boyish, but not a very young boy. “Well, as a matter of fact I'll have to confess I merely picked your name at random out of the phone book. You see I hadn't intended to have anyone go with me. Then this afternoon I got to thinking why not”.
I lit another of my squashed cigarettes and watched his throat muscles. “What's the plan?”
He spread his hands. “Simply to go where I am told, hand over the package of money, and receive back the jade necklace”.
“Uh-huh”.
“You seem fond of that expression”.
“What expression?”
“Uh-huh”.

“Where will I be - in the back of the car?”
“I suppose so. It's a big car. You could easily hide in the back of it”.
	What do you think Marlowe's opinion of this plan will be?


“Listen”, I said slowly. “You plan to go out with me hidden in your car to a destination you are to get over the phone some time tonight. You will have eight grand in currency on you and with that you are supposed to buy back a jade necklace worth ten or twelve times that much. What you will probably get will be a package you won't be allowed to open — providing you get anything at all. It's just as likely they will simply take your money, count it over in some other place, and mail you the necklace, if they feel big-hearted. There's nothing to prevent them double-crossing you. Certainly nothing I could do would stop them. These are heist guys. They're tough. They might even knock you on the head - not hard -just enough to delay you while they go on their way”.
“Well, as a matter of fact, I'm a little afraid of something like that”, he said quietly, and his eyes twitched. “I suppose that's really why I wanted somebody with me”.
“Did they put a flash on you when they pulled the stick-up?”
He shook his head, no.
“No matter. They've had a dozen chances to look you over since. They probably knew all about you before that anyway. These jobs are cased. They're cased the way a dentist cases your tooth for a gold inlay. You go out with this dame much?”
“Well - not infrequently”, he said stiffly.
“Married?”
“Look here”, he snapped. “Suppose we leave the lady out of this entirely”.
“Ok”, I said. “But the more I know the fewer cups I break. I ought to walk away from this job, Marriott. I really ought. If the boys want to play ball, you don't need me. If they don't want to play ball, I can't do anything about it”. 
“I want is your company”, he said quickly.
I shrugged and spread my hands. “Ok — but I drive the car and carry the money — and you do the hiding in the back. We're about the same height. If there's any question, we'll just tell them the truth. Nothing to lose by it”.
“No.” He bit his lip.
“I'm getting a hundred dollars for doing nothing. If anybody gets conked, it ought to be me”.
He frowned and shook his head, but after quite a long time his face cleared slowly and he smiled.
“Very well”, he said slowly. “I don't suppose it matters much. We'll be together. Would you care for a spot of brandy?”
“Uh-huh. And you might bring me my hundred bucks. I like to feel money”.
He moved away like a dancer, his body almost motionless from the waist up.
The phone rang as he was on his way out. It was in a little alcove off the living-room proper, cut into the balcony. It wasn't the call we were thinking about though. He sounded too affectionate.
He danced back after a while with a bottle of Five-Star Martell and five nice crisp twenty-dollar bills. That made it a nice evening - so far.
	How do you think Marlowe is feeling?


CHAPTER 9
The house was very still. Far off there was a sound which might have been beating surf or cars zooming along a highway, or wind in pine trees. It was the sea, of course, breaking far down below. I sat there and listened to it and thought long, careful thoughts.
The phone rang four times within the next hour and a half. The big one came at eight minutes past ten. Marriott talked briefly, in a very low voice, cradled the instrument without a sound and stood up with a sort of hushed movement. His face looked drawn. He had changed to dark clothes now. He walked silently back into the room and poured himself a stiff drink in a brandy glass. He held it against the light a moment with a queer unhappy smile, swirled it once quickly and tilted his head back to pour it down his throat.
“Well - we're all set, Marlowe. Ready?”
“That's all I've been all evening. Where do we go?”
“A place called Purissima Canyon”.'
“I never heard of it”.
“I'll get a map”. He got one and spread it out quickly and the light blinked in his brassy hair as he bent over it. Then he pointed with his finger. The place was one of the many canyons off the foothill boulevard that turns into town from the coast highway north of Bay City. I had a vague idea where it was, but no more. It seemed to be at the end of a street called Camino de la Costa.
“It will be not more than twelve minutes from here”, Marriott said quickly. “We'd better get moving. We only have twenty minutes to play with”.
He handed me a light-coloured overcoat which made me a fine target. It fitted pretty well. I wore my own hat. I had a gun under my arm, but I hadn't told him about that.
While I put the coat on, he went on talking in a light nervous voice and dancing on his hands the thick envelope with the eight grand in it.
“Purissima Canyon has a sort of level shelf at the inner end of it, they say. This is walled off from the road by a white fence of four-by-fours, but you can just squeeze by. A dirt road winds down into a little hollow and we are to wait there without lights. There are no houses around”.
“We?”
“Well, I mean "I" – theoretically”.
“Oh”.
He handed me the envelope and I opened it up looked at what was inside. It was money all right, a huge wad of currency. I didn't count it. I snapped the rubber around again and stuffed the packet down inside my overcoat. It almost caved in a rib.
We went to the door and Marriott switched off all the lights. He opened the front door cautiously and peered out at the foggy air. We went out and down the spiral stairway to the street level and the garage.
It was a little foggy, the way it always is down there at night. I had to start up the windshield wiper for a while.
The big foreign car drove itself, but I held the wheel for the sake of appearances.
Marlowe drives Marriott towards Purissima Canyon.
	What do you think will happen at the appointment?


There was a house to a block, then a house to two blocks, then no houses at all. A vague window or two was still lighted, but the people around there seemed to go to bed with the chickens. Then the paved avenue ended abruptly in a dirt road packed as hard as concrete in dry weather. The dirt road narrowed and dropped slowly downhill between walls of brush. The lights of the Belvedere Beach Club hung in the air to the right and far ahead there was a gleam of moving water. The acrid smell of the sage filled the night. Then a white-painted barrier loomed across the dirt road and Marriott spoke at my shoulder again.
“I don't think you can get past it”, he said. “The space doesn't look wide enough”.
I cut the noiseless motor, dimmed the lights and sat there, listening. Nothing. I switched the lights off altogether and got out of the car. The crickets stopped chirping. For a little while the silence was so complete that I could hear the sound of tyres on the highway at the bottom of the cliffs, a mile away. Then one by one the crickets started up again until the night was full of them.
“Sit tight. I'm going down there and have a look see”, I whispered into the back of the car. 
I touched the gun butt inside my coat and walked forward. There was more room between the brush and the end of the white barrier than there had seemed to be from the car. Someone had hacked the brush away and there were car marks in the dirt. Probably kids going down there to neck on warm nights. I went on past the barrier. The road dropped and curved. Below was darkness and a vague far off sea-sound. And the lights of cars on the highway. I went on. The road ended in a shallow bowl entirely surrounded by brush. It was empty. There seemed to be no way into it but the way. I had come. I stood there in the silence and listened.
Minute passed slowly after minute, but I kept on waiting for some new sound. None came. I seemed to have that hollow entirely to myself.
I looked across to the lighted beach club. From its upper windows a man with a good night glass could probably cover this spot fairly well. He could see a car come and go, see who got out of it, whether there was a group of men or just one. Sitting in a dark room with a good night glass you can see a lot more detail than you would think possible.
I turned to go back up the hill. From the base of a bush a cricket chirped loud enough to make me jump. I went on up around the curve and past the white barricade. Still nothing. The black car stood dimly shining against a greyness which was neither darkness nor light. I went over to it and put a foot on the running board beside the driver's seat.
“Looks like a tryout”, I said under my breath, but loud enough for Marriott to hear me from the back of the car. “Just to see if you obey orders”.
There was a vague movement behind but he didn't answer. I went on trying to see something besides bushes.
Whoever it was had a nice easy shot at the back of my head. Afterwards I thought I might have heard the swish of a sap. Maybe you always think that - afterwards.

Close work with the text

First reaction
2
Which of these statements do you think is most likely?
a Marriott was telling the truth all the time. Marlowe was hit on the head because he wasn't expected to be there.

b Marriott had been told to trick Marlowe into going to Purissima Canyon, but Marriott was the real target. He was shot, and Marlowe was hit on the head.

c Marlowe was the real target, and Marriott had been tricking him. However, by mistake Marlowe was hit on the head and Marriott shot instead of the other way round. 
d It was Marriott who hit Marlowe on the head. 
Close reading
Dialogue
3
a The scene at Marriott's house is typical of all the scenes where Marlowe meets suspects or clients. Put a mark on the line to show your impression of what is going on. The dialogue between Marlowe and Marriottis:
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b Compare your impression with a partner.
4
Imagine you are a police officer interrogating Marriott about the theft of the jade necklace. What questions would you ask? Make a list, and compare your questions with a partner or in groups.
Examples: What time did you leave home that evening? What time did you get back? Where did you go?
5 Which of the questions you thought of in Exercise 5 are answered in the extract?
6 Now imagine you are Marlowe. What answers have you got from your client to these questions?

a What do you want me to do?
b How much will I get paid?
c Is the job dangerous, suspicious, illegal - or straightforward?
7
But their conversation is not only an exchange of information. Marlowe and Marriott also express hostility, suspicion and other emotions. Look at these moments and choose from the interpretations 1-3.
WHAT THEY SAY



WHAT THEY MEAN
a Marlowe: Seven o'clock. On the 
   1. I'm Philip Marlowe.
dot. 

   2. I'm punctual and efficient.
3. Can you have forgotten the time we       

arranged to meet?
b Marriott: Oh yes. Let me see, 


1. This business is of very little
your name _________?


 importance to me.
 2. You must excuse me, my memory is not very good.

 3. I don't normally associate with people like you.
c Marlowe: Philip Marlowe. The
1. What a terrible memory you have!
same as it was this afternoon. 


2. Let me remind you of my name; you seem to have forgotten.


3. You remember my name, but you're pretending not to.
d Marriott: Ah yes. Quite so. Come

1. I'm alone this evening.
in, Marlowe. My house boy is away


2. I don't normally come to the door this evening. 


for people like you.
 3. I'm nervous about opening the door to strangers.

e Marriott: An interesting bit. I



1. Are you a connoisseur of modern
picked it up just the other day.


art?
Asta Dial's Spirit of Dawn. 


2. I imagine you know nothing about art. 





3. I'm an artistic type of person.
f Marlowe: I thought it was Klopstein's
1. Modern art doesn't interest me.
Two Warts on a Fanny. 



2. What pretentious nonsense!




3. It doesn't look like a piece by Asta
Dial.
g Marriott: You have a somewhat 

1.How vulgar you are!
peculiar sense of humour. 



2 .You have no sense of humour.
3 I've never come across such an original sense of humour as yours before!
8 Write your own interpretations for the following extracts from the dialogue between Marlowe and Marriott. You can write more than one sentence.
WHAT THEY SAY



WHAT THEY MEAN
a Marriott: Certainly not. I'm not in the __________________________________
habit of giving people grounds for   _____________________________________

blackmail. 
   _______________________________________
b Marlowe: It happens to the nicest   ___________________________________

people. I might say particularly to   ____________________________________

the nicest people. 
   ______________________________________

c Marlowe: You left your bodyguard __________________________________
problem until pretty late. 
   ______________________________________

d Marlowe: You want me to go along __________________________________
and hold your hat?
   ______________________________________
e Marlowe: I've had complaints about __________________________________

it. But nothing seems to do any good. __________________________________

f Marlowe: Do you suppose you could __________________________________

get around to thinking about it?   ______________________________________

Characterization
9 Marriott is not only characterized through what he says; other details are significant too. Make notes under these headings, and compare your ideas with a partner. Some examples are given.
his appearance 
Example: ... he had a thick, soft brown neck, like the neck of a strong woman. 
This suggests that although he is muscular he is rather effeminate. 
a) His blond hair was arranged, by art or nature, in three precise blond ledges I wouldn't have liked them anyway.
b) he had the general appearance of a lad who would wear a white flannel suit and a cornflower in his lapel. 
his home and possessions 
Example: I went in past him and smelled perfume. 
This suggests either that he has recently entertained a woman, or reinforces the suggestion that he is effeminate.
c) The balcony was lined with bookshelves and there were pieces of glazed metallic-looking bits of sculpture on pedestals.
d) The carpet almost tickled my ankles. 
e) It was a nice room, if you didn't get rough.... It was a room where anything could happen except work.
his behaviour
Example: Mr Lindsay Marriott arranged himself in the curve, leaned over to sniff at the yellow rose... and lit a long brown cigarette with a gold tip. 
This suggests that he is graceful, 'artistic' and used to luxury (and perhaps effeminate): perhaps he also wants to to give Marlowe the impression that he is not worried about anything - which might indicate that he is worried.
f) He slid a finger along the polished surface of the piano with a dreamy expression, as if touching smooth things pleased him. 
g) The hand that held the dark cigarette couldn't keep still.

h) His laugh was rather boyish, but not a very young boy. 
Language practice - structures
Structures for comparing and describing
10 Look at these two comparisons from the passage:
(Marriott) frowned in the effort of memory. The effect was as phony as the pedigree of a used car.

He moved away like a dancer, his body almost motionless from the waist up.

A What is the grammar rule about the use of like and as? 
B Now look at the following comparisons that Marlowe uses in other parts of Farewell, My Lovely. Join the beginnings a-k with the endings 1-11, using like or as. The first one is done for you.
Notice that Marlowe is always colourful, but in addition to explicit comparisons (such as 'he was as strong as a lion' meaning 'he was very strong') he sometimes makes ironic comparisons (such as 'he was as strong as a mouse' meaning 'he was not very strong').
a “Don't say that, pal”, the big man

1 a plumber's handkerchief.
purred softly, 


2 a hen having hiccups.
b A Colt Army. 


3 a bucket of mud...
c She swished before me in a tight

4 a frozen fish.
dress that fitted her


5 fleas.
d 'Uh-huh, ' the voice dragged


6 a toy pistol in his hand.
itself out of her throat


7 a sick man getting out of bed
e His smile was as cunning


8 a mermaid's skin...
f Then suspicion climbed all over


9 a broken mousetrap.
her face, 


10 four tigers after dinner.
g She's a charming middle-aged


11 a kitten, but not so playfully.
lady with a face
h His smile was as stiff
i My stomach burned from the last drink. I wasn't hungry. I lit a cigarette. It tasted
j I left her laughing. The sound was k He had small, hungry, heavy-lidded eyes, as restless
a 10 (like)___   b 
 c 
 d 

e 
 f
 g 
 h 

i
   j
   k 

11
Now look at these two comparisons.

Montemar Vista was a few dozen houses... looking as if a good sneeze would drop them down among the box lunches on the beach. … He opened the door wide with a fingertip, as though opening the door dirtied him a little.
A What is the grammar rule about the use of as if and as though?
B Imagine you are Marlowe, and describe some of the following moments using a sentence with the as if/as though structure.
Examples: Marlowe's exhaustion / felt as though my lungs would never forgive me. I felt as if my body was asking for a divorce on grounds of cruelty.
a Marriott's appearance

b Marriott's living-room

c Marriott's reaction to mention of money 

d Marriott's reaction to Marlowe's question 

e Marriott's way of talking on the phone

f Marriott's description (suspiciously precise?) of the meeting-place
g the blow to Marlowe's head 
12
Now look at another two comparisons.
It was the kind of room where people sit with their feet in their laps... and sometimes just squeak.
(Marriott's) lips smiled. The kind of smile that goes with a silk noose. 
A What grammatical construction is used here? 
B Imagine you are Marlowe, and describe some of the following using the structure above. Example: Marriott's car
It was the kind of car that would cost me a year's salary - if I bought it second-hand.
a
Marriott's woman friend
b
the jade necklace
c
the men who stole the necklace
d
Purissima Canyon
e
the beach club
Language practice - vocabulary
Describing 'good' and 'bad' characters
13 a Sort the following characters into “heroes” and “villains”. Then add other examples to your lists.
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b Write the words in the box below in the columns that you think most suitable to describe Marlowe, Marriott and a traditional villain. You can put a word in more than one column if you want. You can also add words of your own.
	short of money kind corrupt pure hypocritical selfish   witty observant ugly honest scheming cynical smooth-talking ostentatious handsome cowardly rich strong dishonest brave naive   modest cruel


 Complete these sentences in as many ways as you can.
1 Marlowe is like a traditional hero because he is

2 Marlowe is unlike a traditional hero because he is


3 Marriott is like a traditional villain because he is

4 Marriott is unlike a traditional villain because he is

14 Now read the following extract from The Simple Art of Murder, an essay on detective fiction by Raymond Chandler. Match the words and phrases in italics with those given below the extract. Use a dictionary if necessary.
It is not a very fragrant world, but it is the world you live in, and certain writers with tough minds and a cool spirit of detachment can make very interesting and even amusing patterns out of it ... . But down these mean streets a man must go who is not himself mean, who is neither tarnished nor afraid. The detective in this kind of story must be such a man. He is the hero, he is everything. He must be a complete man and a common man and yet an unusual man. He must be, to use a rather weathered phrase, a man of honour, by instinct, by inevitability, without thought of it, and certainly without saying it. He must be the best man in his world and a good enough man for any world. I do not care much about his private life; he is neither a eunuch nor a satyr, I think he might seduce a duchess and I am quite sure he would not spoil a virgin; if he is a man of honour in one thing, he is that in all things.
He is a relatively poor man, or he would not be a detective at all. He is a common man or he could not go among common people. He has a sense of character, or he would not know his job. He will take no man's money dishonestly and no man's insolence without a due and dispassionate revenge. He is a lonely man and his pride is that you will treat him as a proud man or be very sorry that you ever saw him. He talks as a man of his age talks, that is, with rude wit, a lively sense of the grotesque, a disgust for sham, and a contempt for pettiness.
The story is this man's adventure in search of a hidden truth and it would be no adventure if it did not happen to a man fit for adventure. He has a range of awareness that startles you, but it belongs to him by right, because it belongs to the world he lives in. If there were enough like him, I think the world would be a very safe place to live in, and yet not too dull to be worth living in.
Example:
solitary

lonely

a deserves respect in any society _______________________
b uncorrupt and courageous 

c surprising perception

d out of the ordinary

e a disdain for small-mindedness   
.
f ready to take risks


g average


h certainly not well-off


i a hatred of pretence


j superior to those around him   

k is a good judge of people


I not sordid or ignoble


m self-respect


n has an interest in sex, but is not
excessive


o is honest, and does not tolerate
lack of respect


p someone with a moral code   

q a vivid sense of humour some
people would consider vulgar   _________________________

15
Does Philip Marlowe conform to the ideal described in The Simple Art of Murder? Try to find some examples of these qualities in the extracts from Farewell, My Lovely.
Extension
16
 Discussion: Chandler wrote the following comment about another great writer of detective stories, Dashiell Hammett (1894-1961, author of The Maltese Falcon): “And there are still quite a few people around who say that Hammett did not write detective stories at all, merely hard-boiled chronicles of mean streets with a perfunctory mystery element dropped in like the olive in a martin”.
a If you like the detective genre, make a list of detective novels and films you have enjoyed, or:

b If you don't like the detective genre, make a list of detective novels and films that have been successful with the public.

c What are the main ingredients that make them enjoyable? Choose from the following, or add other ideas of your own. Discuss your ideas in class.
	the style of writing/filming the plot suspense and surprise the figure of the'hero'   the figure of the'villain'   the setting the dialogue the action the moral 'message'


Composition

Write a descriptive essay to depict your favourite detective (either from a detective novel or a film).
WILLIAM SAROYAN
(31 August 1908 - 18 May 1981))

Before you read
1. Answer the following questions:
· What would you do if a drunk person abused you?

· What should be done to avoid children’s cruelty?
THE FILIPINO AND THE DRUNKARD


Before the Bay Bridge was built connecting San Francisco and Oakland, California, ferries like the one pictured took people across the bay.


This loud-mouthed guy in the brown camel-hair coat was not really mean, he was drunk. He took a sudden dislike to the small, well-dressed Filipino and began to order him around the waiting room, telling him to get back, not to crowd up among the white people. They were waiting to get on the boat and cross the bay to Oakland. If he hadn’t been drunk no one would have bothered to notice him at all, but as it was, he was making a commotion in the waiting room, and while everyone seemed to be in sympathy with the Filipino, no one seemed to want to bother about coming to the boy’s rescue, and the poor Filipino was becoming very frightened.


He stood among the people, and this drunkard kept pushing up against him and saying, I told you to get back. Now get back. Go away back. I fought twenty-four months in France. I’m a real American. I don’t want you standing up here among white people.


The boy kept squeezing nimbly and politely out of the drunkard’s way, hurrying through the crowd, not saying anything and trying his best to be as decent as possible. He kept dodging in and out, with the drunkard stumbling after him, and as time went on the drunkard’s dislike grew and he began to swear at the boy. He kept saying, “You fellows are the best-dressed men in San Francisco, and you make your money washing dishes. You’ve got no right to wear such fine clothes”.


He swore a lot, and it got so bad that a lot of ladies had to imagine they were deaf and weren’t hearing any of the things he was saying.


When the big door opened, the young Filipino moved swiftly among the people, fleeing from the drunkard, reaching the boat before anyone else. He ran to a corner, sat down for a moment, then got up and began looking for a more hidden place. At the other end of the boat was drunkard. He could hear the man swearing. He looked about for a place to hide, rushed into the lavatory. He went into one of the open compartments and bolted the door.


The drunkard entered the lavatory and began asking others in the room if the had seen the boy. He was a real American, he said. He had been wounded twice in the War.


In the lavatory he swore more freely, using words he could never use where women were present. He began to stoop and look beyond the shut doors of the various compartments. “I beg your pardon”, he said to those he was not seeking, and when he came to the compartment where the boy was standing, he began swearing and demanding that the boy come out.


“You can’t get away from me”, he said. “You got no right to use a place white men use. Come out or I’ll break the door”.


“Go away”, the boy said.


The drunkard began to pound on the door.


“You got to come out sometime”, he said. “I’ll wait here till you do”. 


“Go away”, said the boy. “I’ve done nothing to you”.


He wondered why none of the men in the lavatory had the decency to clam the drunkard and take him away, and then he realized there were no other men in the lavatory.


“Go away”, he said.


The drunkard answered with curses, pounding the door.


Behind the door, the boy’s bitterness grew to rage. He began to tremble, not fearing the man but fearing the rage growing in himself. He brought the knife from his pocket and drew open the sharp blade, holding the knife in his fist so tightly that the nails of his fingers cut into the flesh of his palm.


“Go away”, he said. “I have a knife. I do not want any trouble”.


The drunkard said he was an American. Twenty-four months in France. Wounded twice. Once in the leg, and once in the thigh. He would not go away. He was afraid of no dirty little yellow-belly Filipino with a knife. Let the Filipino come out, he was an American.


“I will kill you”, said the boy. “I do not want to kill any man. You are drunk. Go away”.


“Please do not make any trouble”, he said earnestly.


He could hear the motor of the boat pounding. It was like his rage pounding. It was a feeling of having been humiliated, chased about and made to hide, and now it was a wish to be free, even if he had to kill. He threw the door open and tried to rush beyond the man, the knife tight in his first, but the drunkard caught him by the sleeve and drew him back. The sleeve of the boy’s coat ripped, and the boy turned and trust the knife into the side of the drunkard, feeling it scrape against rib bone. The drunkard shouted and screamed at once, then caught the boy at the throat, and the boy thrust the knife into the side of the man many times, as a boxer jabs in the clinches.


When the drunkard could no longer hold him and fallen to the floor, the boy rushed from the room, the knife still in his hand, blood dripping from the blade, his hat gone, his hair mussed, and the sleeve of his coat badly torn.


Everyone knew what he had done, yet no one moved.


The boy ran to the front of the boat, seeking some place to go, then ran back to a corner, no one daring to speak to him, and everyone aware of his crime.


There was no place to go, and before the officers of the boat arrived he stopped suddenly and began to shout at the people.


“I did not want to hurt him”, he said. “Why didn’t you stop him? Is it right to chase a man like a rat? You knew he was drunk. I did not want to hurt him, but he would not let me go. He tore my coat and tried to choke me. I told him I would kill him if he would not go away. It is not my fault. I must go to Oakland to see my brother. He is sick. Do you think I am looking for trouble when my brother is sick? Why didn’t you stop him?”
Close work with the text
First reaction
Exploring the ideas
The characters
After reading the story, you very likely have formed an option about the Filipino, the drunkard and the crowd. From the following list, choose those adjectives that you think best describe the Filipino. Which best describe the drunkard? Which best describe the crowd? (Some of them may in your opinion describe more than one of them.) Add to the list any other adjectives that you feel describe the characters.

aggressive


frightened

innocent 


rude

apathetic


guilty


polite



shy

cowardly


honest

prejudiced 


violent

decent


impulsive 

proud 


other

The following list describes specific things that the characters did. For each one, give an adjective that characterizes this behavior. You may use the adjectives listed above or others. In many cases, more than one adjective may be appropriate.

Example
The drunkard kept pushing up against the Filipino and telling him to get back.

Characteristics: aggressive, rude.

1. The drunkard said several times that he had fought in the war and that he was a real American.

2. The drunkard swore at the boy.

3. The Filipino ran to a corner of the boat and looked for a place to hide.

4. The Filipino said that he had a knife and that he did not want any trouble.

5. The Filipino opened the compartment door and tried to rush beyond the drunkard.

6. The drunkard caught the boy by the sleeve and threw him back.

7. The Filipino thrust the knife into the side of the drunkard.

8. No one dared to speak to the Filipino.

Author’s attitude
Authors have several indirect ways they can tell their readers how they feel about the characters and events in their stories. Their aims in writing stories are to persuade you to feel as they do, but they don’t want to argue with you directly. Saroyan uses two of these indirect ways in “The Filipino and the Drunkard”.

First, Saroyan shows his opinion of his two characters by the terms he uses to introduce them. How does Saroyan introduce the drunkard? How does he describe the Filipino? What do the terms suggest about Saroyan’s attitude toward the two characters?

Second, Saroyan twice tells us directly what one of the characters is thinking and feeling, but not the other character. Which one? Why do you suppose he chose that character rather than the other one? What effect do the descriptions of the character’s thoughts and feelings create?

The Theme
Indicate if you agree or disagree with each of the following comments:
1. The Filipino could not understand why the passengers didn’t calm the drunkard down. What do you think about the passengers’ behavior?

· They acted properly by not getting involved in someone else’s business.

· They should have reported the matter to the boat officials and allowed them to deal with the matter.

· They should have verbally warned the drunkard to leave the Filipino alone.

· They should have physically restrained the drunkard.

2. The passengers did not get involved because:

· They were afraid that the drunkard would beat them up.

· They felt that it was the job of the police to deal with the problem.

· They were afraid they would have to spend time in court if the drunkard got arrested.

· They thought that the incident wasn’t very important and that the Filipino could handle it himself.

3. The Filipino:

· Did everything he could to avoid a physical conflict with the drunkard.

· Should have yelled for help until the boat officials came.

· Should have stayed in the compartment until the man went away or until they reached Oakland.

· Should not have gotten on the boat.

Have you ever read of a case in the United States or another country when a crowd witnessed a violent crime and did nothing to stop it? Do you think this is more likely to happen in a large or small community? Why?

· Do you feel that the man was a “real American”?

· Did the other passengers think that the man was a “real American”?

· Does Saroyan think that the man was a real American”?

· Do you think that the Filipino was a “real American”?

· Do you think that the other passengers on the boat were “real Americans”?

Imagine that the Filipino has been brought to the court for stabbing the drunkard. The lawyer for the Filipino and the lawyer for the prosecution look through the list of facts below. Organize these facts into four groups: those that the Filipino’s lawyer could use in the court, those that the prosecution could use in the court, those that both sides might use in the court, and those that neither side would use.

1. The Filipino had a knife.

2. The man was drunk.

3. The Filipino was obviously doing his best to avoid the drunkard.

4. The Filipino was “small”.

5. The drunkard fought twenty-four months in France.

6. The drunkard was swearing at the boy.

7. The Filipino was well-dressed.

8. The Filipino’s sleeve was badly torn, his hat was gone, and his hair was mussed.

9. The Filipino shouted at the people, asking them why they had not helped him.

10. The Filipino’s brother was sick.

11. The Filipino stabbed the drunkard several times.

12. The drunkard had been wounded twice in the war.

13. The drunkard looked beneath the shut doors of various compartments, apologizing to those he was not seeking.

14. The drunkard kept pushing up against the Filipino.

15. When the doors opened, the Filipino fled from the man and looked for a hidden place on the boat.

16. The Filipino locked himself in a compartment in the lavatory.

17. The drunkard yelled, “Come out or I’ll break the door”.
18. The drunkard shouted that he would wait until the Filipino came out.

Assume that you are a member of the jury at the trial of the Filipino. The judge has instructed you as follows:

· First, if you find that Filipino did not do what he is accused of doing or that he acted in self-defense, then you must find him not guilty. Self-defense means that the Filipino used a reasonable amount of force to protect himself from the drunkard after having made every reasonable effort to escape.

· Second, if you find that the Filipino planned in advance to kill the drunkard, then you must find him guilty of first-degree, premeditated murder.

· Third, if you find that the Filipino intended to kill the drunkard but decided to do so on the spur of the moment or in intense anger, then you must find him guilty of second-degree murder.

· Fourth, if you find that the Filipino did not intend to kill the drunkard but only to hurt the drunkard, then you must find him guilty of third-degree murder or voluntary manslaughter.

· Finally, if you find that the Filipino did not intend to kill or hurt the drunkard but took action that might be expected to injure him, then you must find him guilty of involuntary manslaughter.

As a member of the jury, decide which of these categories should apply to the Filipino. Then give your verdict to the judge.

Exploring the Language
Descriptive language
Many of the words in the passage were selected by W.Saroyan to precisely describe the action of the story. For example, W.Saroyan writes that the young Filipino rushed into the lavatory. Use the following reminders of situations in the story and the reminders about common experiences to guess the meaning of the descriptive words in italics.

1. “The boy kept squeezing nimbly and politely out of the drunkard’s way, hurrying through the crowd …”.
There are many people in a crowd. So squeezing probably means …

The boy is able to get through the crowd. So nimbly probably means …

2. “He kept dodging in and out, with the drunkard stumbling after him …”

The boy had to go around many people to get away. So dodging probably means …

How does a drunkard walk? So stumbling probably means …

3. “ … the young Filipino moved swiftly among the people, fleeing from the drunkard, …”

What was the boy trying to do? So fleeing probably means …

4. The drunkard “began to stoop and look beyond the shut doors of the various compartments”.
What are doors like in a lavatory? The door was shut. So stoop probably means …

5. “ … the boy turned and thrust the knife into the side of the drunkard, …”.
He then felt the knife scrape against the rib bone. So thrust probably means …”.
Using quotations
W.Saroyan includes several statements made by the Filipino and the drunkard. Even though they are direct quotations, he has chosen not to put them in quotation marks. For example, near the end of the story he includes a statement made by the Filipino: “Go away”, he said. Find other sentences in the text which are direct quotations. Why do you think Saroyan has not used quotation marks?

Composition
Describing a personality

Write a brief essay in which you characterize the Filipino or the drunkard in “The Filipino and the Drunkard.” Select one adjective that you feel best describes the character. Then cite specific details from the story that demonstrate that they are this type of person. Be sure to include only the facts that illustrate the particular characteristic that you have chosen. Thus, if you choose to describe the Filipino as polite, or the drunkard as patriotic, or either one as guilty or innocent, include only the details in the story that support this characteristic.

William Saroyan

OUT OF ORDER

Before you read


Answer the following questions:
· What makes a good teacher?

· What is an ideal teacher for you? 
· What would you change in the system of education if you were a president?

Longfellow High was not strictly speaking a high school. At all. It was the seventh and eighth grades of grammar school, and its full name was Longfellow Junior High School. The Longfellow in question was of course the Mr.Longfellow, or Henry Wadsworth, although nothing much was ever made of that.


It was in ancient history that I first astonished my class into an awareness that here was a truly original mind. It happened that this was the first class of the very first day. The teacher was a hairy-faced, gray-and-brown looking woman of forty or so who was said to be, in spite of her offensive-looking skinny body and her drab clothes, fast. She smoked cigarettes, laughed loudly with other teachers during the lunch hour, and had frequently been seen by the older students running suddenly, pushing, and acting gay. She was called Miss Shenstone by the students and Harriet or Harry by the other teachers, excepting Miss Balthus, who called her Miss Shenstone and never permitted herself to be pushed. Ancient-history books were distributed to the class, and Miss Shenstone asked us to turn to page 192 for the first lesson.


I remarked that it would seem more in order to turn to page one for the first lesson.


I was asked my name, whereupon I was only too glad to say honestly, “William Saroyan”.


“Well, William Saroyan,” Miss Shenstone said, “I might say, Mister William Saroyan, just shut up and let me do the teaching of ancient history in this class”.


Quite a blow.


On page 192, I recall quite clearly, was a photograph of two rather common-looking stones which Miss Shenstone said were called Stonehenge. She then said that these stones were twenty thousand years old.


It was at this point that my school of thought and behavior was started.


“How do you know?” I said.


This was a fresh twist to the old school: the school of thought in which the teachers asked the questions and the students tried to answer them. The entire class expressed its approval of the new school. There was a good deal of vocal enthusiasm. What happened might be accurately described as a demonstration. The truth of the matter is that neither Miss Shenstone, or Harry (as she enjoyed being called), nor Mr. Monsoon himself, the principal, had anything like a satisfactory answer to any legitimate question of this sort, for they (and all the other teachers) had always accepted what they had found in the textbooks.


Instead of trying to answer the question, Miss Shenstone compelled me to demonstrate the behavior of the new school. That is, she compelled me to run. She flung herself at me with such speed that I was scarcely able to get away. For half a moment she clung to my homeknit sweater, and damaged it before I got away. The class approved of the behavior of the new school also. Instead of remaining in one’s seat in a crisis, it was better to get up and go. The chase was an exciting one, but I got out of the room safely. Five minutes later, believing that the woman had calmed down, I opened the door to step in and return to my seat, but again she flung herself at me, and again I got away.


Rather than wait for the consequences, I decided to present my case to Mr. Monsoon himself, but when I did so, I was amazed to find that his sympathies were with Miss Shenstone and that he looked upon me with loathing.


“She said the rocks were twenty thousand years old,” I said. “All I said was, ‘How do you know?’ I didn’t mean they weren’t that old. I meant that maybe they were older, maybe thirty thousand years old. How old is the earth? Several million years old, isn’t it? If the book can say the rocks are twenty thousand years old, somebody ought to be able to say how the book got that figure. This isn’t Emerson School, it’s Longfellow Junior High. I came here to learn. I don’t expect to be punished because I want to learn.”


“Your name again, please?” Mr. Monsoon said.


William Saroyan,” I said as humbly as possible, although I must confess it was not easy to do.


“You are?” Mr. Monsoon said.


“Eleven,” I said.


“No, I don’t mean that.”


“One hundred and three pounds.”


“No, no”.


“Presbyterian”.


“The name, I’m thinking of.”


“It’s said to mean blond.”


“Nationality,” Mr. Monsoon said.


“Armenian,” I said proudly.


“Just as I thought,” the principal said.


“Just as you thought what?”


“Nobody but an Armenian would have asked a question like that.”


‘How do you know?” I said, giving the new school another whirl.


“Nobody did,” the principal said. “Does that answer your question?”


“Only partly,” I said. “How do you know somebody else would not have asked it if I hadn’t?”


“In all the years that I have been connected with the public school system of California,” Mr. Monsoon said, “no one has ever asked such a question.”


“Yes,” I said quickly, “and in all the years before Newton wanted to know what made the apple fall, nobody wanted to know what made it fall.”


At the time I believed that some day Mr. Monsoon would give an accurate account of this discussion, for I had no reason to believe he could not write or that he was not aware he was in the presence of a man it was his duty to remember. But there it is, the man never wrote such an account.


I was brilliant.


It’s not my fault nobody else was.


Mr. Monsoon chose not to continue the discussion. He just sat and looked at his shoes.


“How about that?” I said.


“Well,” he said rather wearily, “I must give you a thrashing. How about that?”


“For what?” I said.


I got to my feet, watching the stenographer, whose desk was beside the door. This was a rather pretty girl, and I had hoped to make a favorable impression on her, although I can'’ imagine what I expected to come of it.


“Miss Slifo,” Mr. Monsoon said, but that was all I needed to hear, and before Miss Slifo was able to block my way, I was at the door, out of the room, and just about halfway across the school grounds.


Once again, the behavior of the new school had been tested and found true.


I went home and found my Uncle Alecksander, who was studying law at the University of Southern-California, on a visit at our house, drinking coffee in the parlor. I told him the story. He invited me into his Apperson convertible and we took off for Longfellow Junior High School.


“That’s the story, just as you’ve told it to me?” he said as we rode.


“That’s exactly how it happened.”


“All right,” my Uncle Alecksander said. “You wait in the car.”


I don’t know what my Uncle Alecksander and Mr. Monsoon said to one another, but after a few minutes Miss Slifo came out to the car and said, “Your uncle and Mr. Monsoon and Miss Shenstone would like to see you in the office.”

I went in and my uncle said, “There are men who know how to determine the approximate age of different things in the world and on the earth. Who these men are and how they determine these things, Mr. Monsoon does not know, and neither does Miss Shenstone. Miss Shenstone has promised to look into the matter. On your part, you may ask any question you like, but in a more cooperative and polite tone of voice.” He turned to the principal. “Is that in accordance with our understanding?”


“Quite,” the principal said.


“It was with administration that Mr. Monsoon remarked that only an Armenian would asked a question like that,” my Uncle Alecksander went on. “Is that correct, Mr. Monsoon?”


“It is,” Mr. Monsoon said. “In a city with a population of ten or fifteen thousand of them, I could scarcely…“.

“With administration, then,” my Uncle Alecksander said. He turned to me.


“You will spend the rest of this day away from school, but tomorrow you will return to your classes as though nothing had happened.


“Is that also in accordance with our understanding?” he asked the principal.


“I was wondering if he might not be transferred to Hawthorne,” the principal said, but my uncle said quickly, “He lives in this district. His friends come to this school. I shall be interested in his progress.”


“We all shall,” the principal said.


I could not have been more ill at ease, or more angry at my uncle. The very thing I had always despised had just taken place, supposedly on my behalf: that is to say, a brilliant man had come to my defense, a circumstance I could hardly be expected to enjoy.


A brilliant man, who happened to be my mother’s younger brother, had stepped in among the great figures of the school, belittled, bossed, and threatened them: and they, instead of fighting back, had meekly permitted him to get away with it. Well, I didn’t want him to get away with it.


The following day I presented myself to Mr. Monsoon, who, when he saw me, appeared to want to close his eyes and go to sleep.


“I’ve come to apologize,” I said. “I don’t want any special privileges.”


“Just ask your question in a polite tone of voice,” the man said. “You may go now.”


He refused to open his eyes.


I went straight to the ancient-history class, where I found Miss Shenstone at her desk, gravely at work.


“I’m sorry about the trouble I made,” I said. “I won’t do it again.”


For an instant I thought she was about to fling herself at me again, but after a moment she seemed to sink inwardly quite a bit, and then, without looking up from her work, she said very dryly, “They have a way of determining such things. You may go now.”


I felt sure the principal and the teacher would one day remember how handsomely I had behaved in this unfortunate affair, but as I’ve said, they didn’t, and so I have had to.


As luck would have it, Miss Shenstone taught at Longfellow only another four days, and during that time did not permit herself to look at me once or to ask me a question. She even gave up calling the roll, for fear that in acknowledgement of my name I might have something to say. A series of substitute teachers took over the teaching of the ancient-history class, but by now the new school was in full operation throughout Longfellow High, and the substitutes were always eager to finish out a day or a week and be gone forever.


Mr. Monsoon spoke about manners at several student body meetings in the school auditorium, but nobody took the hint, and after a month he too left the school and was succeeded by a man who was famous for his daring exploits as a captain in the First World War. It was expected of this man to quickly put down the new school and to restore the old. He tried the method of brute force at first, thrashing as many as three dozen boys a day, and then he tried the method of taking the worst boys into his confidence, going for walks with them through the school grounds, being a pal, and so on: but man accepted of these methods worked, and after the first semester, the man accepted a post at a small country school with only forty or fifty students.


As for myself, I transferred to Tech High in order to learn typing.

Close work with the text
First reaction

Exploring the ideas
The characters
The following sentences describe things that Miss Shenstone, Mr. Monsoon, the Uncle, and William Saroyan said or did. For each item, give an adjective that might be used to describe their behavior.

Example
Behavior: Miss Shenstone “… laughed loudly with other teachers during the lunch hour, and had frequently been seen by the older students running suddenly, pushing, and acting gay.”

Adjective: immature, impulsive.

Miss Shenstone
aggressive


cowardly

cooperative

strange
apologetic


immature

scared


upset

ashamed



improper



violent

childish



impulsive



weird

compromising


incompetent



wild

1. After William asked the question about the age of the stone, “she flung herself” at him. When he returned to class, she did the same thing again.

2. After the discussion with William’s uncle, she agreed to look into finding out how the age of Stonehenge was determined.

3. After the incident occurred, Miss Shenstone no longer looked at William in class nor asked him any questions.

4. She quit Longfellow School four days after the incident.

If you were a teacher, what would you have done if William Saroyan had asked you about how the age of the stone was determined?

Mr. Monsoon
bigoted



forgiving


threatening

cowardly



prejudiced


unfair

diplomatic



reasonable


unforgiving

fair




strict



unreasonable

1. When William said that he was an Armenian, he said, “Nobody but an Armenian would have asked a question like that”.
2. He told William that he must give him a thrashing.

3. After the discussion with the uncle, he said that he had meant to make the comment that only an Armenian would ask a question like that with admiration.

4. He suggested to the uncle that William might be transferred to another school.

5. A month after the incident, he left Longfellow School.

What would you have done if you were a principal and William Saroyan had come to you with an account of what happened in Miss Shenstone’s class?

The Uncle
concerned



frank




protective

diplomatic



insistent



righteous

firm




principled



supportive

1. After hearing his nephew’s story, he went to the school with him and talked with Mr. Monsoon and Miss Shenstone.

2. He related the agreement they all had reached.

3. He said that William should not be transferred to another school because he lived in this district and his friends went to his school.

What would you have done if you were William Saroyan’s uncle and he had come to you with an account of what had happened at school?

William Saroyan
aggressive


foolish
frank


proud

bold



honest



reasonable

brave



impolite



rebellious

cowardly


inquisitive



scared

curious


insistent



smart

determined


intelligent



straightforward

disrespectful


polite




wise

1. In reference to the age of Stonehenge, William asked Miss Shenstone, “How do you know?”

2. He ran out of the room when Miss Shenstone flung herself at him.

3. He went to present his case to Mr. Monsoon himself.

4. He ran out of the principal’s office when he was told he was going to get a thrashing.

5. He told Mr.Monsoon, “I came here to learn. I don’t expect to be punished because I want to learn.”

6. The day after his uncle talked with Mr. Monsoon and Miss Shenstone, he went in and apologized to them.

As a student would you ever ask a teacher how they know that something is a fact?

The theme
What do you think Saroyan means by the old school and the new school in the following sentences?

“This was a fresh twist to the old school: the school of thought in which the teachers asked the questions and the students tried to answer them”.

“Instead of trying to answer the question, Miss Shenstone compelled me to demonstrate the behavior of the new school”.
Which type of school do you think is better?

In the story William Saroyan gets in trouble because he breaks several accepted conventions of classroom behavior. Each of the following sentences describes something that he does which is not typically done in schools. Some of them also describe behavior that is unusual for a teacher or principal. For each one, indicate what you think is the accepted way to behave in American schools.

Example
Miss Shenstone tells William, “ … just shut up and let me do the teaching of ancient history in this class”.
Convention that is broken: This type of language is not considered acceptable for teachers in a classroom. They might say a similar thing in a more polite manner.

1. Miss Shenstone asks the class to turn to page 192 in their history book for their first lesson. William remarks that it would seem more in order to start on page one for the first lesson.

What convention does Miss Shenstone break?

What convention does William break?

1. In reference to the age of Stonehenge, William asks, “How do you know?”

What convention does William break?

2. William presents his own case to Mr. Monsoon before Miss Shenstone goes to him.

What convention does William break?

3. When Mr. Monsoon says that only an Armenian would ask a question like that, William asks the principal how he knows someone else would not have asked the same question.

What convention does Mr. Monsoon break?

What convention does William break?

4. After the principal says that he must give William a thrashing William, asks, “For what?”

What convention does William break?

5. William runs out of the office when he hears he is going to get a thrashing.

What convention does William break?

Exploring the Language

Author’s attitude
The way a story is told reflects the author’s attitude. In “Out of Order,” as Saroyan is telling the story, he is also commenting on what happened. For each of the following statements, choose the words and phrases that show Saroyan’s opinion about the incident and about himself as a seventh-grader.

1. “It was in ancient history that I first astonished my class into an awareness that here was a truly original mind.”

2. He told Mr. Monsoon his name “as humbly as possible, although I must confess it was not easy to do.”

3. After his discussion with Mr. Monsoon he thinks, “I was brilliant. It’s not my fault nobody else was.”

4. After the incident, he comments, “I felt sure the principal and the teacher would one day remember how handsomely I had behaved in this unfortunate affair, but as I’ve said, they didn’t, and so I have had to.”

In sentence 4, what did Saroyan feel he had to do? Saroyan wrote this story as an adult. How do you think he felt about himself as an eleven-year-old? What makes you think so? Did you ever do anything when you were young that you were later very proud of or embarrassed about?

Saroyan comments about his uncle’s talk with Miss Shenstone and Mr. Monsoon that, “… a brilliant man had come to my defense, a circumstance I could hardly be expected to enjoy”. Why do you think he didn’t enjoy the fact that his uncle helped him?

Composition
Ranking
“Out of Order” and the passage from Child of the Owl both describe the relationship of a teacher and a student. You no doubt have formed an opinion about how good or bad the teacher and student in each story is. Your opinion reflects your beliefs about what makes a good teacher or student.

Begin this essay by describing the two characteristics that you think are the most essential to being an effective teacher. Then, explain your reasons for selecting the characteristics you have chosen. Finally, evaluate the teachers in each selection according to these characteristics. For example, if you believe that patience is one essential quality of a good teacher, how well do you think the teachers in these selections exemplify this characteristic? (Be sure to cite specific details from the text that show they either have or do not have this quality).
Then, do the same thing for the students in the selections. Begin by describing what you believe are the two most important characteristics of a student and then evaluate each of the students on this basis.
MAYA ANGELOU
(04.04.1928 – 28.05.2014)

Maya Angelou came from Stamps, Arkansas, as a teenager to live in San Francisco’s Fillmore District. The district was undergoing a rapid change because of the internment of Japanese-Americans. These included the Nisei, or second-generation Japanese like Jeanne Wakatsuki Houston, born and educated in the United States.

Before you read:
FROM “I KNOW WHY THE CAGED BIRD SINGS”


In the early months of World War 2, San Francisco’s Fillmore district, or the Western Additional, experienced a visible revolution. On the surface it appeared to be totally peaceful and almost a refutation of the term “revolution”.


The Yakamoto Sea Food Market quietly became Sammy’s Shoe Shine Parlor and Smoke Shop. Yashigira’s Hardware metamorphosed into La Salon de Beaute owned by Miss Clorinda Jackson. The Japanese shops which sold products to Nisei customers were taken over by enterprising Negro businessmen, and in less than a year became permanent homes away from home for the newly arrived Southern Blacks. Where the odors of tempura, raw fish and cha had dominated, the aroma of chitlings, greens and ham hocks now prevailed.


The Asian population dwindled before my eyes. I was unable to tell the Japanese from the Chinese and as yet found no real difference in the national origin of such sounds as Ching and Chan or Moto and Kano.


As the Japanese disappeared, soundlessly and without protest, the Negroes entered with their loud jukeboxes, their just-released animosities and the relief of escape from Southern bonds. The Japanese area became San Francisco’s Harlem in a matter of months.


A person unaware of all the factors that make up oppression might have expected sympathy or even support from the Negro newcomers for the dislodged Japanese. Especially in view of the fact that they (the Blacks) had themselves undergone concentration-camp living for centuries in slavery’s plantations and later in sharecroppers’ cabins. But the sensations of common relationship were missing.


The Black newcomer had been recruited on the dessicated farm lands of Georgia and Mississippi by war-plant labor scouts. The chance to live in two- or three-story apartment buildings (which became instant slums), and to earn two- and even three-figured weekly checks, was blinding. For the first time he could think of himself as a Boss, a Spender. He was able to pay other people to work for him, i.e. the dry cleaners, taxi drivers, waitresses, etc. The shipyards and ammunition plants brought to booming life by the war let him know that he was needed and even appreciated. A completely alien uet very pleasant position for him to experience. Who could expect this man to share his new and dizzying importance with concern for a race that he had never known to exist?


Another reason for his indifference to the Japanese removal was more subtle but was more profoundly felt. The Japanese were not whitefolks. Their eyes, language and customs belied the white skin and proved to their dark successors that since they didn’t have to be feared, neither did they have to be considered. All this was decided unconsciously.


No member of my family and none of the family friends ever mentioned the absent Japanese. It was as if they had never owned or lived in the houses we inhabited. On Post Street, where our house was, the hill skidded slowly down to Fillmore, the market heart of our district. In the two short blocks before it reached its destination, the street housed day-and-night restaurants, two pool halls, four Chinese restaurants, two gambling houses, plus diners, shoeshine shops, beauty salons, barber shops and at least four churches. To fully grasp the never-ending activity in San Francisco’s Negro neighborhood during the war, one need only know that the two blocks described were side streets that were duplicated many times over in the eight- to ten-square-block area.

Close work with the text
Exploring the ideas
The theme
The passage from “I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings” describes several changes in the Western Addition of San Francisco that were brought about by World War 2. Because of the creation of internment camps, many Japanese were forced to leave the area. Their homes and shops were then bought by Blacks who came from the South to find jobs in the war factories. Whereas in 1940 fewer than 5,000 Blacks lived in San Francisco, by 1950 their numbers had grown to 43,000. In order to explore these changes, refer to the chapter to identify what replaced each of the following.

Example
Quiet Japanese were replaced by

Blacks with loud jukeboxes.

1. The Yakamoto Sea Food Market

2. Yashigira’s Hardware

3. Japanese shops

4. Odors of tempura, raw fish and cha

The author, Maya Angelou, points out that since the Blacks had suffered the humiliation of slavery, one might assume that they would be sympathetic to the plight of the Japanese. Yet this was not the case. What are two reasons she mentions as to why the Blacks generally did not show sympathy for the homeless Japanese?

Exploring the Language
Verbs
On several occasions Maya Angelou uses in ways they are typically not used. Notice the following examples.

1. “The chance to live in two- or three-story apartment buildings … and to earn two- or even three-figured weekly checks, was blinding”.
In which of the following ways is the term blind used?

a. to deprive of sight

b. to overwhelm

c. to darken

d. to deprive a person of his judgement

2. “On Post Street, where our house was, the hill skidded slowly down to Fillmore, the market heart of our district”.
To skid means to slide or slip. What things usually skid? Why do you think the author states that the hill skidded?

Use the following reminders of the context and information to guess the meaning of the verbs in italics.

3. “Yashigira’s Hardware Store metamorphosed into La Salon de Beaute owned by Miss Clorinda Jackson.”

What do you think happened to Yashigira’s Hardware Store? 

So metamorphose means to … .
4. “The Asian population dwindled before my eyes.”

At the beginning of World War 2 many Japanese were moved to internment camps. So dwindle means …

5. “Their eyes, language and customs belied the white skin and proved to their dark successors that since they didn’t have to be feared, neither did they have to be considered.”

To lie, of course, means to present false information. Be is a prefix that indicates the existence of a condition. So belie means …

Adjectives

Two common endings of adjectives are ed and ing. Use the following information and reminders of the context to guess the meaning of the adjectives in italics.

1. “The Japanese shops which sold products to Nisei customers were taken over by enterprising Negro businessmen, and in less than a year became permanent homes away from home for the newly arrived Southern Blacks.”

In less than a year the Negro businessmen were able to get enough business so that they could stay permanently in the Western Addition. 
So enterprising means … .
2. “A person unaware of all the factors that make up oppression might have expected sympathy or even support from the Negro newcomers for the dislodged Japanese.”

To lodge, of course, means to stay in a place. One meaning of the prefix dis is a lack of. So dislodged means …

3. “The Black newcomer had been recruited on the dessicated farm lands of Georgia and Mississippi by war-plant labor scouts.”

Many Blacks left their farms to work in the northern war factories because their farms were not yielding good crops. What might cause land not to produce crops? So dessicate means …

Composition
Describing a place
Maya Angelou describes the changes that occurred in San Francisco during the second world war. As a Black, she probably would not have felt comfortable in the original Western Addition community. She did, however, feel very much a part of the new Western Addition. As she lived in and explored the city of San Francisco, it became quite important to her.

Write an essay in which you describe a place you know well that has undergone tremendous changes. It can be a house, a park, or a section of a city. Describe what it was like in the past and what it is like today. Then indicate which one you prefer – the old or the new – and why.

Classifying effects

The internment camps during World War 2 had widespread effects on both Japanese-Americans and other ethnic groups. Begin by listing some of the changes that are described in the passage from Farewell to Manzanar and “I Know Why the Caged bird Sings”.

For example, what effect did the internment camps have on Jeanne Wakatsuki Houston’s mother? on Jeanne herself? On where the family lived and what they did? On what language they spoke?

What effect did the internment camps have on Maya Angelou? On where did her family live and what they did? On the Fillmore district in San Francisco?


Classify these changes into two or three major categories. Then write an essay in which you describe some of the effects of the internment camps. Be sure to use specific details from the texts to illustrate these effects.

D. H. LAWRENCE
(11.09.1885 – 02.03.1930)
Before you read

1. Read the following quotations. What different attitudes to love do you see in them? Group or classify them in any way you like: for example, romantic/non-romantic; idealistic/pragmatic/bitter; love brings happiness/love brings misery, etc. 

a. I hate and love. And if you ask me how,

I do not know: I only feel it, and I’m torn in two.

Caatullus (c. 84-54bc)

b. Love means not ever having to say you’re sorry.

Erich Segal, Love Story (1970)

c. A pity beyond all telling

Is hid in the heart of love.

W B Yeats, The Pity of Love (1892)

d. Those who have some means think that the most important thing in the world is love. The poor know that it is money.

Gerald Brenan, Thoughts in a Dry Season (1978)

e. We must love one another or die. 

W H Auden, September 1, 1939 (1940)

f. Love is heaven, and heaven is love.

Sir Walter Scott, The Lay of the Last Minstrel (1805)

g. By heaven, I do love, and it hath taught me to rhyme, and to be melancholy.

William Shakespeare, Love’s Labour’s Lost (1593-1596)

h. You know very well that love is, above all, the gift of oneself!

Jean Anouilh, Ardele (1949)

i. Experience shows us that love does not consist in gazing at each other but in looking together in the same direction.

Antoine de Saint Exupery, Wind, Sand and Stars (1939)

j. ‘Tis better to have loved and lost than never to have loved at all.

Alfred, Lord Tennyson, In Memoriam (1850)

k. Love is like linen often changed, the sweeter.

Phineas Fletcher (1582-1650), Sicelides

l. Love is the wisdom of the fool, and the folly of the wise.

Dr. Samuel Johnson (1709-84)

m. Lovers may be, and, indeed, generally are enemies, but they can never be friend; because there must always be a spice of jealousy and a something of self in all their speculations.

Lord Byron, Letters (November 109, 1822)

2. a. Which of the quotations in Exercise 1 most appeals to you? Why?

b. What is your definition of love? Write one in not more than twenty words.

c. Compare your definitions with other in the class, then choose the five best definitions.

WOMEN IN LOVE
D. H. Lawrence

The sisters Ursula and Gudrun Brangwen live in a coal-mining town in the English Midlands, and teach at the local school. In the following passage they encounter Gerald Crich, the son of the owner of the local coal-mine.

CHAPTER 9

COAL DUST


Going home from school in the afternoon, the Brangwen girls descended the hill between the picturesque cottages of Willey Green till they came to the railway crossing. There they found the gate shut, because the colliery train was rumbling nearer. They could hear the small locomotive painting hoarsely as it advanced with caution between the embankments. The one-legged man in the little signal-hut by the road stared out from his security, like a crab from a snail-shell.


Whilst the two girls waited, Gerald Crich trotted up on a red Arab mare. He rode well and softly, pleased with the delicate quivering of the creature between his knees. And he was very picturesque, at least in Gudrun’s eyes, sitting soft and close on the slender red mare, whose long tail flowed on the air. He saluted the two girls, and drew up at the crossing to wait for the gate, looking down the railway for the approaching train. In spite of her ironic smile at his picturesqueness, Gurdrun liked to look at him. He was well set and easy, his face with its warm tan showed up his whitish, coarse moustache, and his blue eyes were full of sharp light as he watched the distance.


The locomotive chuffed slowly between the banks, hidden. The mare did not like it. She began to wince away, as if hurt by the unknown noise. But Gerald pulled her back and held her head to the gate. The sharp blasts of the chuffing engine broke with more and more force on her. The repeated sharp blows of unknown, terrifying noise struck through her till she was rocking with terror. She recoiled like a spring let go. But a glistening, half-smiling look came into Gerald’s face. He brought her back again, inevitably.


The noise was released, the little locomotive with her clanking steel connecting-rod emerged on the highroad, clanking sharply. The mare rebounded like a drop of water from hot iron. Ursula and Gudrun pressed back into the hedge, in fear. But Gerald was heavy on the mare, and forced her back. It seemed as if he sank into her magnetically, and could thrust her back against herself.


“The fool!” cried Ursula loudly. “Why doesn’t he ride away till it’s gone by?”


Gudrun was looking at him with black-dilated, spellbound eyes. But he sat glistening and obstinate, forcing the wheeling mare, which spun and swerved like a wind, and yet could not get out of the grasp of his will, nor escape from the mad clamour of terror that resounded through her, as the trucks thumped slowly, heavily, horrifying, one after the other, one after the other, one pursuing the other, over the rails of the crossing.


The locomotive, as if wanting to see what could be done, put on the brakes, and back came the trucks rebounding on the iron buffers, striking like horrible cymbals, clashing nearer and nearer in frightful strident concussions. The mare opened her mouth and rose slowly, as if lifted up on a wind of terror. Then suddenly her forefeet struck out, as she convulsed herself utterly away from the horror. Back she went, and the two girls clung to each other, feeling she must fall backwards on top of him. But he leaned forward, his face shining with fixed amusement, and at last he brought her down, sank her down, and was bearing her back to the mark. But as strong as the pressure of his compulsion was the repulsion of her utter terror, throwing her back away from the railway, so that she spun round and round on two legs, as if she were in the centre of some whirlwind. It made Gudrun faint with poignant dizziness, which seemed to penetrate to her heart.


“No - ! No - ! Let her go, you fool, you fool - !” cried Ursula at the top of her voice, completely outside herself. And Gudrun hated her bitterly for being outside herself. It was unendurable that Ursula’s voice was so powerful and naked.


A sharpened look came on Gerald’s face. He bit himself down on the mare like a keen edge biting home, and forced her round. She roared as she breathed, her nostrils were two wide, hot holes, her mouth was apart, her eyes frenzied. It was a repulsive sight. But he held on her unrelaxed, with an almost mechanical relentlessness, keen as a sword pressing into her. Both man and horse were sweating with violence. Yet he seemed calm as a ray of cold sunshine.


Meanwhile the eternal trucks were rumbling on, very slowly, treading one after the other, one after the other, like a disgusting dream that has no end. The connecting chains were grinding and squeaking as the tension varied, the mare pawed and struck away mechanically now, her terror fulfilled in her, for now the man encompassed her; her paws were blind and pathetic as she beat the air, the man closed round her, and brought her down, almost as if she were part of his own physique.


“And she’s bleeding! She’s bleeding!” cried Ursula, frantic with opposition and hatred of Gerald. She alone understood him perfectly, in pure opposition.


Gudrun looked and saw the trickles of blood on the sides of the mare, and she turned white. And then on the very wound the bright spurs came down, pressing relentlessly. The world reeled and passed into nothingness for Gudrun, she could not know any more.

	How do you know this scene will end?



When she recovered, her soul was calm and cold, without feeling. The trucks were still rumbling by, and the man and the mare were still fighting. But she herself was cold and separate, she had no more feeling for them. She was quite hard and cold and indifferent. They could see the top of the hooded guard’s – van approaching, the sound of the trucks was diminishing, there was hope of relief from the intolerable noise. The heavy painting of the half-stunned mare sounded automatically, the man seemed to be relaxing confidently, his will bright and unstained. The guard’s – van came up, and passed slowly, the guard staring out in his transition on the spectacle in the road. And, though the man in the closed wagon Gudrun could see the whole scene spectacularly, isolated and momentary, like a vision isolated in eternity.


Lovely, grateful silence seemed to trail behind the receding train. How sweet the silence is! Ursula looked with hatred on the buffers of the diminishing wagon. The gate-keeper stood ready at the door of his hut, to proceed to open the gate. But Gudrun sprang suddenly forward, in front of the struggling horse, threw off the latch and flung the gates asunder, throwing one-half to the keeper, and running with the other half forwards. Gerald suddenly let go the horse and leaped forwards, almost on to Gudrun. She was not afraid. As he jerked aside the mare’s head, Gudrun cried, in a strange, high voice, like a gull, or like a witch screaming out from the side of the road:


“I should think you’re proud.”


The words were distinct and formed. The man, twisting aside on his dancing horse, looked at her in some surprise, some wondering interest. Then the mare’s hoofs had danced three times on the drum-like sleepers of the crossing, and man and horse were bounding springily, unequally up the road.


The two girls watched them go. The gate-keeper hobbled thudding over the logs of the crossing, with his wooden leg. He had fastened the gate. Then he also turned, and called to the girls:


“A masterful young jockey, that’ll have his own road, if ever anybody would”.

“Yes”, cried Ursula, in her hot, overbearing voice. “Why couldn’t he take the horse away, till the trucks had gone by? He’s a fool, and a bully. Does he think it’s manly, to torture a horse? It’s a living thing, why should he bully it and torture it?”


There was a pause, then the gate-keeper shook his head, and replied:


“Yes, it’s as nice a little mare as you could set eyes on – beautiful little thing, beautiful. Now you couldn’t see his father treat any animal like that – not you. They’re as different as they welly can be, Gerald Crich and his father – two different men, different made”.

Then there was a pause.


“But why does he do it?” cried Ursula, “why does he? Does he think he’s grand, when he’s bullied a sensitive creature, ten times as sensitive as himself?”


Again there was a cautious pause. Then again the man shook his head, as if he would say nothing, but would think the more.


“I expect he’s got to train the mare to stand to anything’, he replied. “A pure-bred Harab – not the sort of breed as is used to round here – different sort from our sort altogether. They say as he got her from Constantinople”.

“He would!” said Ursula. “He’d better have left her to the Turks, I’m sure they would have had more decency towards her”.

The man went in to drink his can of tea, the girls went on down the lane, that was deep in soft dust. Gudrun was as if numbered in her mind by the sense of indomitable soft weight of the man, bearing down into the living body of the horse: the strong, indomitable thighs of the blond man clenching the palpitating body of the mare into pure control; a sort of soft white magnetic domination from the loins and thighs and calves, enclosing and encompassing the mare heavily into unutterable subordination, soft-blood-subordination, terrible.


On the left , as the girls walked silently, the coal-mine lifted its great mounds and its patterned head-stocks, the black railway with the trucks at rest looked like a harbour just below, a large bay of railroad with anchored wagons.

Close work with the text

First reaction

Who do you sympathize with? Put ticks (v) in the table below.

	
	
	GERALD
	GUDRUN
	URSULA
	THE GATE-KEEPER
	THE HORSE

	I sympathize most with
	A
	
	
	
	
	

	
	B
	
	
	
	
	

	
	C
	
	
	
	
	

	
	D
	
	
	
	
	

	I sympathize least with
	E
	
	
	
	
	


Close reading
Points of view
Which sister's reactions seem more complex? 
· a feeling of superiority

· sadistic identification with Gerald

· sexual attraction to Gerald

· an immense effort of self-control

· envy of Gerald

· masochistic identification with the horse

· sensual abandon

· deliberate detachment from the scene

· disgust, but not condemnation

· an almost hypnotic sensation

Which do you think are likely? Are there any that might be likely, but you are not sure about? Sort them into the two boxes on the next page, then discuss your choices with a partner.
	LIKELY INTERPRETATIONS
	I'M NOT SURE

	
	•



The gate-keeper's point of view
a How does the gate-keeper react to Gerald's behaviour? Is his opinion
critical, neutral, admiring or something else? Find some examples. 
b Which sister does the talking in this scene? Does she express any different
opinions from before, or not?

Gudrun's point of view
Which of the interpretations in Exercise 4 seem most relevant to this paragraph?

The narrator's point of view
Can you find anything in the extract that suggests what the narrator's opinion might be? Note down any words or phrases.

Your own point of view
In your opinion is Gerald 'manly', or 'a fool and a bully', or something else? Discuss your opinion with a partner.
Before you read


Later in the novel, Ursula falls in love with and marries Rupert Birkin, a school inspector, while Gudrun and Gerald start a love affair. What do you guess the relationship between Gudrun and Gerald is like? Tick any of the following that you think are likely, add any predictions of your own, then compare ideas with a partner.
· they are happy

· they are unhappy

· their relationship is passionate

· their relationship is dull

· they agree on most things
· they disagree on most things

· they respect each other

· one partner tries to dominate the other

· your own prediction(s): 


All four characters go on holiday together to the Swiss Alps. Ursula and Rupert decide to go on to Italy, leaving Gudrun and Gerald to stay on at the hotel. As you read the following extract, check whether your predictions in Exercise 9 were right.
CHAPTER 30

SNOWED UP
When Ursula and Birkin were gone, Gudrun felt herself free in her contest with Gerald. As they grew more used to each other, he seemed to press upon her more and more. At first she could manage him, so that her own will was always left free. But very soon, he began to ignore her female tactics, he dropped his respect for her whims and her privacies, he began to exert his own will blindly, without submitting to hers.
Already a vital conflict had set in, which frightened them both. But he was alone, whilst already she had begun to cast round for external resource.
When Ursula had gone, Gudrun felt her own existence had become stark and elemental. She went and crouched alone in her bedroom, looking out of the window at the big, flashing stars. In front was the faint shadow of the mountain-knot. That was the pivot. She felt strange and inevitable, as if she were centred upon the pivot of all existence, there was no further reality.
Presently Gerald opened the door. She knew he would not be long before he came. She was rarely alone, he pressed upon her like, a frost, deadening her.
“Are you alone in the dark?” he said. And she could tell by his tone he resented it, he resented this isolation she had drawn round herself. Yet, feeling static and inevitable, she was kind towards him. 
“Would you like to light the candle?” she asked. 
He did not answer, but came and stood behind her, in the darkness. 
“Look”, she said, “at that lovely star up there. Do you know its name?”
He crouched beside her, to look through the low window. 
“No”, he said. “It is very fine”.
“Isn't it beautiful! Do you notice how it darts different coloured fires — it flashes really superbly –“
They remained in silence. With a mute, heavy gesture she put her and on his knee, and took his hand. 
“Are you regretting Ursula?” he asked.
“No, not at all”,' she said. Then, in a slow mood, she asked:
“How much do you love me?”
He stiffened himself further against her.
“How much do you think I do?” he asked. 
“I don't know”, she replied.
“But what is your opinion?” he asked.
There was a pause. At length, in the darkness, came her voice, hard and indifferent:
“Very little indeed”, she said coldly, almost flippant. His heart went icy at the sound of her voice.
“Why don't I love you?” he asked, as if admitting the truth of her accusation, yet hating her for it.
“I don't know why you don't — I've been good to you. You were in a fearful state when you came to me”.
Her heart was beating to suffocate her, yet she was strong and unrelenting.
“When was I in a fearful state?” he asked.
“When you first came to me. I had to take pity on you. But it was never love”.
It was that statement “It was never love”, which sounded in his ears with madness.
“Why must you repeat it so often, that there is no love?” he said in a voice strangled with rage.
“Well you don't think you love, do you?” she asked. 
He was silent with cold passion of anger.
"You don't think you can love me, do you?” she repeated almost with a sneer.
“No”, he said.
“You know you never have loved me, don't you?”
“I don't know what you mean by the word “love””, he replied.
“Yes, you do. You know all right that you have never loved me. Have you, do you think?”
“No”, he said, prompted by some barren spirit of truthfulness and
obstinacy. 
“And you never will love me”, she said finally, “will you?” There was a diabolic coldness in her, too much to bear.
“No”, he said.
“Then”, she replied, “what have you against me?”
He was silent in cold, frightened rage and despair. “If only I could kill her, 'his heart was whispering repeatedly. 'If only I could kill her - I should be free”.
It seemed to him that death was the only severing of this Gordian knot.
“Why do you torture me?” he said. She flung her arms round his neck.
“Ah, I don't want to torture you”, she said pityingly, as if she were comforting a child. The impertinence made his veins go cold, he was insensible. She held her arms round his neck, in a triumph of pity. And her pity for him was as cold as stone, its deepest motive was hate of him, and fear of his power over her, which she must always counterfoil.
“Say you love me”, she pleaded. “Say you will love me for ever -won't you — won't you?”
But it was her voice only that coaxed him. Her senses were entirely apart from him, cold and destructive of him. It was her overbearing will that insisted.
“Won't you say you'll love me always?” she coaxed. “Say it, even if it isn't true - say it, Gerald, do”.
“I will love you always”, he repeated, in real agony, forcing the words out.
She gave him a quick kiss.
“Fancy your actually having said it”, she said with a touch of raillery. He stood as if he had been beaten.
“Try to love me a little more, and to want me a little less”, she said, in a half contemptuous, half coaxing tone.
The darkness seemed to be swaying in waves across his mind, great waves of darkness plunging across his mind. It seemed to him he was degraded at the very quick, made of no account. 
“You mean you don't want me?” he said.
“You are so insistent, and there is so little grace in you, so little fineness. You are so crude. You break me - you only waste me - it is horrible to me”.
“Horrible to you?” he repeated.
“Yes. Don't you think I might have a room to myself, now Ursula has gone? You can say you want a dressing-room”.
“You do as you like - you can leave altogether if you like”, he managed to articulate.
“Yes, I know that”, she replied. “So can you. You can leave me whenever you like - without notice even”.
The great tides of darkness were swinging across his mind, he could hardly stand upright. A terrible weariness overcame him, he felt he must lie on the floor. Dropping off his clothes, he got into bed, and lay like a man suddenly overcome by drunkenness, the darkness lifting and plunging as if he were lying upon a black, giddy sea. He lay still in this strange horrific reeling for some time, purely unconscious.
At length she slipped from her own bed and came over to him. He remained rigid, his back to her. He was all but unconscious.
She put her arms round his terrifying, insentient body, and laid her cheek against his hard shoulder.
“Gerald”, she whispered. “Gerald”.
There was no change in him. She caught him against her. She pressed her breasts against his shoulders, she kissed his shoulder, through the sleeping jacket. Her mind wondered over his rigid, unliving body. She was bewildered, and insistent, only her will was set for him to speak to her.
“Gerald, my dear”, she whispered, bending over him, kissing his ear.
Her warm breath playing, flying rhythmically over his ear seemed to relax the tension. She could feel his body gradually relaxing a little, losing its terrifying, unnatural rigidity. Her hands clutched his limbs, his muscles, going over him spasmodically.
The hot blood began to flow again through his veins, his limbs relaxed. 
“Turn round to me”, she whispered, forlorn with insistence and triumph.
So at last he was given again, warm and flexible. He turned and gathered her in his arms. And feeling her soft against him, so perfectly and wondrously soft and recipient, his arms tightened on her. She was as if crushed, powerless in him. His brain seemed hard and invincible now like a jewel, there was no resisting him.
His passion was awful to her, tense and ghastly, and impersonal like a destruction, ultimate. She felt it would kill her. She was being killed. 
“My God, my God”, she cried, in anguish, in his embrace, feeling her life being killed within her. And when he was kissing her, soothing her, her breath came slowly, as if she were really spent, dying.
“Shall I die, shall I die?” she repeated to herself. 
And in the night, and in him, there was no answer to the question.
How do you think she will feel the next day?
And yet, next day, the fragment of her which was not destroyed remained intact and hostile, she did not go away, she remained to finish the holiday, admitting nothing. He scarcely ever left her alone, but followed her like a shadow, he was like a doom upon her, a continual 'thou shalt', 'thou shalt not'. Sometimes it was he who seemed strongest, whilst she was almost gone, creeping near the earth like a spent wind; sometimes it was the reverse. But always it was this eternal see-saw, one destroyed that the other might exist, one ratified because the other was nulled.
“In the end”, she said to herself, “I shall go away from him”.
“I can be free of her”, he said to himself in his paroxysms of suffering.
And he set himself to be free. He even prepared to go away, to leave her in the lurch. But for the first time there was a flaw in his will. 
“Where shall I go?” he asked himself.
“Can't you be self-sufficient?” he replied to himself, putting himself upon his pride.
“Self-sufficient!” he repeated.
It seemed to him that Gudrun - was sufficient in herself, closed round and completed, like a thing in a case. In the calm, static reason of his soul, he recognized this, and admitted it was her right, to be closed round upon herself, self-complete, without desire. He realized it, he admitted it, it only needed one last effort on his own part, to win for himself the same completeness. He knew that it only needed one convulsion of his will for him to be able to turn upon himself also, to close upon himself as a stone fixes upon itself, and is impervious, self-completed, a thing isolated.
This knowledge threw him into a terrible chaos. Because, however much he might mentally will to be immune and self-complete, the desire for this state was lacking, and he could not create it. He could see that, to exist at all, he must be perfectly free of Gudrun, leave her if she wanted to be left, demand nothing of her, have no claim upon her.
But then, to have no claim upon her, he must stand by himself, in sheer nothingness. And his brain turned to nought at the idea. It was a state of nothingness. On the other hand, he might give in, and fawn to her. Or, finally, he might kill her. Or he might become just indifferent, purposeless, dissipated, momentaneous. But his nature was too serious, not gay enough or subtle enough for mocking licentiousness. 
A strange rent had been torn in him; like a victim that is torn open and given to the heavens, so he had been torn apart and given to Gudrun. How should he close again? This wound, this strange, infinitely-sensitive opening of his soul, where he was exposed, like an open flower, to all the universe, and in which he was given to his complement, the other, the unknown, this wound, this disclosure, this unfolding of his own covering, leaving him incomplete, limited, unfinished, like an open flower under the sky, this was his cruelest joy. Why then should he forgo it? Why should he close up and become impervious, immune, like a partial thing in a sheath, when he had broken forth, like a seed that has germinated, to issue forth in being, embracing the unrealized heavens.
He would keep the unfinished bliss of his own yearning even through the torture she inflicted upon him. A strange obstinacy possessed him. He would not go away from her whatever she said or did. A strange, deathly yearning carried him along with her. She was the determinating influence of his very being, though she treated him with contempt, repeated rebuffs and denials, still he would never be gone, since in being near her, even, he felt the quickening, the going forth in him, the release, the knowledge of his own limitation and the magic of the promise, as well as the mystery of his own destruction and annihilation.
She tortured the open heart of him even as he turned to her. And she was tortured herself. It may have been her will was stronger. She felt, with horror, as if he tore at the bud of her heart, tore it open, like an irreverent persistent being. Like a boy who pulls off a fly's wings, or tears open a bud to see what is m the flower, he tore at her privacy, at her very life, he would destroy her as an immature bud, torn open, is destroyed.
She might open towards him, a long while hence, in her dreams, when she was a pure spirit. But now she was not to be violated and ruined. She closed against him fiercely.
They climbed together, at evening, up the high slope, to see the sun set. In the finely breathing, keen wind they stood and watched the yellow sun sink m crimson and disappear. Then in the east the peaks and ridges glowed with living rose, incandescent like immortal flowers against a brown-purple sky, a miracle, whilst down below the world was a bluish shadow, and above, like an annunciation, hovered a rosy transport in mid-air.
	Do you think that there will be a moment of reconciliation or another confrontation?


To her it was so beautiful, it was a delirium, she wanted to gather the glowing, eternal peaks to her breast, and die. He saw them, saw they were beautiful. But there arose no clamour in his breast, only a bitterness that was visionary in itself. He wished the peaks were grey and unbeautiful, so that she should not get her support from them.
Why did she betray the two of them so terribly, in embracing the glow of the evening? Why did she leave him standing there, with the ice wind blowing through his heart, like death, to gratify herself among the rosy snow-tips?
“What does the twilight matter?” he said. “Why do you grovel before it? Is it so important to you?”
She winced in violation and in fury.
“Go away”, she cried, “and leave me to it. It is beautiful, beautiful”, she sang in strange, rhapsodic tones. “It is the most beautiful thing I have ever seen in my life. Don't try to come between it and me. Take yourself away, you are out of place –“.
He stood back a little, and left her standing there, statue-like, transported into the mystic glowing east. Already the rose was fading, large white stars were flashing out. He waited. He would forgo everything but the yearning.
“That was the most perfect thing I have ever seen”, she said in cold, brutal tones, when at last she turned round to him. “It amazes me that you should want to destroy it. If you can't see it yourself, why try to debar me?”

But in reality, he had destroyed it for her, she was straining after a dead effect.
“One day” he said, softly, looking up at her, “I shall destroy you as you stand looking at the sunset; because you are such a liar”.
There was a soft, voluptuous promise to himself in the words. She was chilled but arrogant.
“Ha!” she said. “I am not afraid of your threats!”
She denied herself to him, she kept her room rigidly private to herself. But he waited on, in a curious patience, belonging to his yearning for her.
“In the end”, he said to himself with real voluptuous promise, “when it reaches that point, I shall do away with her”. And he trem- bled delicately in every limb, in anticipation, as he trembled in his most violent accesses of passionate approach to her, trembling with too much desire.
Close work with the text
First reaction

Who do you sympathize with more, Gudrun or Gerald? Can you say why?

Lawrence talks of a 'contest' and a 'conflict' Who do you think has 'won'?
a Gudrun
b Gerald
c Neither of them
Close reading
Theme: contest and conflict

1. a) In this exercise you should show in the form of a graph the 'contest' or 'conflict' between Gerald and Gudrun. The vertical axis represents who is stronger at any particular moment. The horizontal axis represents line references to different moments in their 'contest'. You choose three more moments to complete the axis.

b) Do you remember who is 'pressing' whom at these moments? Check with
the text:
“... keen as a sword pressing into her”; “... pressing relentlessly”; “... he seemed to press upon her more and more”.

c) Find one or two other parallels between Gerald's treatment of the horse in the first extract and the way Gudrun and Gerald treat each other in the second extract. What do these parallels suggest to you about their attitudes to love?

2. Write down your personal responses to the following, then discuss your ideas with a partner.
a What is the most hurtful thing that Gudrun says to Gerald?

b What is the most hurtful thing that Gerald says to Gudrun?

c Do they ever say anything tender to each other?
3. “I don't know what you mean by the word "love"”. 
4. Look back to the quotations in prereading exercise. Which of them
a give an idea of what Gudrun and Gerald might mean by 'love'? 
b certainly do not apply to Gudrun and Gerald's attitudes to love? 
Alternatively, find other quotations or write definitions of your own to describe their attitude to love.
Language practice - structures
Reported speech
5
a Make sure you know what these verbs mean. Use a dictionary if necessary.
accuse
 deny

agree

confess
refuse

complain
ask
admit
doubt

beg

insist

plead

tell
b Which verbs might be used by someone being aggressive? Which by someone who is a victim? Can you think of any other ways of grouping them?

6
The following sentences summarize the scene between Gerald and Gudrun. Use the above verbs to fill in the gaps. Discuss your choices with a partner.
a) Gerald___ that Gudrun tells him what she thinks of his love for her.
b) Gudrun___ that he loves her very much at all.
c) Gerald half____ that this is true.
d) She___ him that it was pity rather than love she felt for him.
e) She___ him of not being able to love her, of never having loved her.
f) He____ that he can't love her.
g) He___ her not to torture him.
h) She___ torturing him.
i) She___ with him to say he loves her.
j) At first he___to say it, but when he gives in, she makes fun of him for having said it. 

k) She___ that he wants her physically instead of loving her, and that his desire is oppressive.
l) She___ him to let her have a room to herself.
m) They___ that they can leave each other whenever they want.
Check your answers with the partner. Do you agree with this summary of the scene? Is there anything you want to add, take away, or change?
7. What do you think Lawrence gains by using direct speech rather than reported speech in these scenes?
8. Write a brief report of an emotional scene that you have been involved in or have observed.
Extension

Class debate – censorship


The Rainbow, which D.H.Lawrence wrote just before Women in Love, was seized by the police upon publication in 1915 and declared obscene. Although Lawrence finished Women in Love in 1916 he had to wait until 1921 for it to be published in Britain, where one reviewer condemned it as an 'analytical study of sexual depravity' and an 'epic of vice'. His Lady Chatterley's Lover, a novel containing explicit sexual descriptions, was published privately in Florence in 1928, but did not appear in a complete version in Britain until 1960, after the publishers (Penguin Books) had successfully defended a prosecution under the Obscene Publications Act of 1959.
Copies of the first English language edition of James Joyce's Ulysses were burned by the New York post office authorities, and the British Customs authorities confiscated the second edition in 1923: it was not published in England until 1936.
a All the books mentioned above were banned for obscenity, but what other reasons for censorship can you think of? 
b Divide into two teams, each team taking one of the following positions.
· Censorship is never justifiable in any context, for any reason.

· Censorship can be justified in certain contexts, for certain reasons.

Either ask your teacher to decide which team has debated more persuasively, or appoint a third, small team of students as judges. This team should prepare themselves by thinking about both sides of the argument while the two major teams prepare their debate.

Discussion
“Where love rules, there is no will to power, and where power predominates,
love is lacking. The one is the shadow of the other”.
Carl Gustav Jung, On the Psychology of the Unconscious (1917)
How far are 'will', 'power' and 'love' connected in real-life love affairs?
Composition

a How will Gudrun and Gerald's love affair end? Write a prediction in about 100 words. 
b Assume that during their stay in the Alps Gerald decides to leave Gudrun, or that Gudrun decides to leave Gerald. Imagine you are either Gerald or Gudrun. Write a letter giving reasons for leaving, and saying goodbye.
ERNEST HEMINGWAY

(21.07.1899 – 02.07.1961)

Before you read
· Before reading, look at the dictionary for the word “game”.

· Which of the definitions could have anything to do with a love-affair?

· Discuss your ideas with a partner, then read the following extract. 

A FAREWELL TO ARMS

An American lieutenant, Frederic Henry, is serving with the Italian army in northern Italy during the First World War. He has spent a couple of evenings with a British nurse, Catherine Barkley, and after a few days at the front comes back to see her again.


I saw Catherine Barkley coming town the hall, and stood up. She did not seem tall walking toward me but she looked very lovely.


“Good evening, Mr. Henry”, she said.


“How do you do?” I said. The orderly was listening behind the desk.


“Shall we sit here or go out in the garden?”


“Let’s go out. It’s much cooler”.

I walked behind her out into the garden, the orderly looking after us. When we were out on the gravel drive she said, “Where have you been?”


“I’ve been out on post”.

“You couldn’t have sent me a note?”


“No,” I said. “Not very well. I thought I was coming back”.

“You ought to have let me know, darling.”


We were off the driveway, walking under the trees. I took her hands, then stopped and kissed her.


“Isn’t there anywhere we can go?”


“No,” she said. “We have to just walk here. You’ve been away a long time”.

“This is the third day. But I’m back now”.

She looked at me. “And you do love me?”


“Yes”.

“You did say you loved me, didn’t you?”


“And you call me Catherine?”


“Catherine.” We walked on a way and were stopped under a tree.


“Say, ‘I’ve come back to Catherine in the night’”.

“I’ve come back to Catherine in the night”.

“Oh, darling, you have come back, haven’t you?”


“Yes”.

“I love you so and it’s been awful. You won’t go away?”


“No. I’ll always come back”.

“Oh, I love you so. Please put your hand there again.”


“It’s not been away.” I turned her so I could see her face when I kissed her and I saw that her eyes were shut. I kissed both her shut eyes. I thought she was probably a little crazy. It was all right if she was. I did not care what I was getting into. This was better than going every evening to the house for officers where the girls climbed all over you and put your cap on backward as a sigh of affection between their trips upstairs with brother officers. I knew I did not love Catherine Barkley nor had any idea of loving her. This was a game, like bridge, in which you said things instead of playing cards. Like bridge, you had to pretend you were playing for money or playing for some stakes. Nobody had mentioned what the stakes were. It was all right with me.


“I wish there was some place we could go”, I said. I was experiencing the masculine difficulty of making love very long standing up.


“There isn’t any place,” she said. She came back from wherever she had been.


“We might sit there just for a little while.”


We sat on the flat stone bench and I held Catherine Barkleu’s hand. She would not let me put my arm around her.


“Are you very tired?” she asked.

“No.”


She looked down at the grass. 


“This is a rotten game we play, isn’t it?”


“What game?”


“Don’t be dull.”


“I’m not, on purpose.”


“You’re a nice boy,” she said. “And you play it as well as you know how. But it’s a rotten game.”


“Do you always know what people think?”


“Not always. But I do with you. You don’t have to pretend you love me. That’s over for the evening. Is there anything you’d like to talk about?”


“But I do love you.”


“Please let’s not lie when we don’t have to. I had a very fine little show and I’m all right now. You see I’m not mad and I’m not gone off. It’s only a little sometimes.”


I pressed her hand, “Dear Catherine.”


“It sounds very funny now – Catherine. You don’t pronounce it very much alike. But you’re very nice. You’re a very good boy.”


“That’s what the priest said.”


“Yes, you’re very good. And you will come and see me?”


“Of course.”


“And you don’t have to say you love me. That’s all over for a while.” She stood up and put out her hand. “Good night.”


I wanted to kiss her.


“No,” she said. “I’m awfully tired.”


“Kiss me, though,” I said.


“I’m awfully tired, darling.”


“Kiss me.”


“Do you want to very much?”

“Yes.”


We kissed and she broke away suddenly. “No. Good night, please, darling.” We walked to the door and I saw her go in and down the hall. I liked to watch her move. She went on down the hall. I went on home. It was a hot night and there was a good deal going on up in the mountains. I watched the flashes on San Gabriele.

1. a. Write a short definition of what the man means by ‘game’.

b. Write a short definition of what the woman means by ‘game’.

c. Is the man happy with the game that is being played?

d. Is the woman happy with the game that is being played?

e. Do you see any similarities or differences between Lawrence’s use of ‘contest’ and ‘conflict’ and the use of the word ‘game’ in the extract?

2. Compare the way Catherine and Gudrun ask their men to say ‘I love you’. Why do you think they do this? 
3. Do you think the couple in A Farewell to Arms will be happier or less happy than Gerald and Gudrun?

4. Do you think that male writers can understand and write successfully about the feelings of women? Compare your ideas with a partner or friend.

Before you read:

· Before reading, look at the dictionary for the word “fall” and “war”.

· Can you predict what is the following text is about?

Ernest Hemingway

In Another Country

Part 1


In the fall the war was always there, but we did not go to it any more. It was cold in the fall in Milan and the dark came very early. Then the electric lights came on, and it was pleasant along the streets looking in the windows. There was much game hanging outside the shops, and the snow powered in the fur of the foxes and the wind blew their tails. The deer hung stiff and heavy and empty, and small birds blew in the wind and the wind turned their feathers. It was a cold fall and the wind came down from the mountains.


We were all the hospital every afternoon, and there were different ways of walking across the town through the dust to the hospital. Two of the ways were alongside canals but they were long. Always, though, you crossed a bridge across a canal to enter the hospital. There was a choice of three bridges. On one of them a woman sold roasted chestnuts. It was warm, standing in front of her charcoal fire, and the chestnuts were warm afterward in your pocket. The hospital was very old and very beautiful, and you entered through a gate walked across a courtyard and out a gate on the other side. There were usually funerals starting from the courtyard. Beyond the old hospital were the new brick pavilions, and there we met every afternoon and were all very polite and interested in what was the matter, and sat in the machines that were to make so much difference.


The doctor came up to the machine where I was sitting and said: “What did you like best to do before the war? Did you practice a sport?”


I said: “Yes, football.”


“Good,” he said. “You will be able to play football again better than ever.”


My knee did not bend and the leg dropped straight from the knee to the ankle without a calf, and the machine was to bend the knee and make it move as in riding a tricycle. But it did not bend yet, and instead the machine lurched when it came to the bending part. The doctor said: “That will all pass. You are a fortunate young man. You will play football again like a champion.”


In the next machine was a major who had a little hand like a baby’s. He winked at me 

when the doctor examined his hand, which was between two leather straps that bounced up and down and flapped the stiff fingers, and said: “And will I too play football, captain-doctor?” He had been a very great fencer, and before the war the greatest fencer in Italy.


The doctor went to his office in the back room and brought a photograph which showed a hand that had been withered almost as small as the major’s, before it had taken a machine course, and after was a little larger. The major held the photograph with his good hand and looked at it very carefully. “A wound?” he asked.


“An industrial accident,” the doctor said.


“Very interesting, very interesting,” the major said, and handed it back to the doctor.


“You have confidence?”


“No,” said the major.


There were three boys who came each day who were about the same age I was. They were all three from Milan, and one of them was to be a lawyer, and one was to be a painter, and one had intended to be a soldier, and after we were finished with the machines, sometimes we walked back together to the Cafe Cova, which was next door to the Scala
. We walked the short way through the communist quarter because we were four together. The people hated us because we were officers, and from a wine-shop some one called out, “A basso gli ufficiali!”
 as we passed. Another boy who walked with us sometimes and made us five wore a black silk handkerchief across his face because he had no nose then and his face was to be rebuilt. He had gone out to the front from the military academy and been wounded within an hour after he had gone into the front line for the first time. They rebuilt his face, but he came from a very old family and they could never get the nose exactly right. He went to South America and worked in a bank. But this was a long time ago, and then we did not any of us know how it was going to be afterward. We only knew then that there was always the war, but that we were not going to it any more.

We all had the same medals, except the boy with the black silk bandage across his face, and he had not been at the front long enough to get any medals. The tall boy with a very pale face who was to be a lawyer had been a lieutenant of Arditi
 and had three medals of the sort we each had only one of. He had lived a very long time with death and was a little detached. We were all a little detached, and there was nothing that held us together except that we met every afternoon at the hospital. Although, as we walked to the Cova through the tough part of town, walking in the dark, with light and singing coming out of the wine-shops, and sometimes having to walk into the street when the men and women would crowd together on the sidewalk so that we would have had to jostle them to get by, we felt held together by there being something that had happened that they, the people who disliked us, did not understand.
Close work with the text
First reaction

1. The story begins with two words fall and war. Does it make any sense?

2. The wounded soldiers in the story are “in another country”, what do these words mean. From what “other country”, besides the war, are they separated? How is the exclusion of these soldiers from these “other countries” important to the theme of the story?

3. Give examples from the story which illustrate that the soldiers shut off not only from the war but shut off from other groups and from each other.

4. Do you think the dead animals hanging outside of the shops have any symbolic meaning? Explain your answer.

5. Is it important to know the identify of the young American soldier who is narrating the story? Why or why not?

6. How is the major different from the other wounded men?

7. What does the sentence “the had lived a very long time with death and was a little detached” mean?

8. Why do the people in the communist quarter of Milan dislike the four young men?

9. How does the doctor try to maintain the young American’s morale?

10. Is it significant to know that the major had been Italy’s greatest fencer? Give your reasons.

In Another Country

Part 2

Before you read: What do you think will happen then?


We ourselves all understood the Cova, where it was rich and warm and not too brightly lighted, and noisy and smoky at certain hours, and there were always girls at the tables and the illustrated papers on a rack on the wall. The girls at the Cova were very patriotic, and I found that the most patriotic people in Italy were the cafe girls – and I believe they are still patriotic.


The boys at first were very polite about my medals and asked me what I had done to get them. I showed them the papers, which were written in a very beautiful language and full of fratellanza
 and abnegazione
, but which really said, with the adjectives removed, that I had been given the medals because I was an American. After that their manner changed a little toward me, although I was their friend against outsiders. I was a friend, but I was never really one of them after they had read the citations, because it had been different with them and they had done very different things to get their medals. I had been wounded, it was true; but we all knew that being wounded, after all, was really an accident. I was never ashamed of the ribbons, though, and sometimes, after the cocktail hour, I would imagine myself having done all the things they had done to get their medals; but walking 

home at night through the empty streets with the cold wind and all the shops closed, trying to keep near the street lights, I knew that I would never have done such things, and I was very much afraid to die, and often lay in bed at night by myself, afraid to die and wondering how I would be when I went back to the front again.

The three with the medals were like hunting-hawks; and I was not a hawk, although I might seem a hawk to those who have never hunted; they, the three, knew better and so we drifted apart. But I stayed good friends with the boy who had been wounded his first day at the front, because he would never know now how he would have turned out; so he could never be accepted either, and I liked him because I thought perhaps he would not have turned out to be a hawk either.


The major, who had been the great fencer, did not believe in bravery, and spent much time while we sat in the machines correcting my grammar. He had complimented me on how I spoke Italian, and we talked together very easily. One day I had said that Italian seemed such an easy language to me that I could not take a great interest in it; everything was so easy to say. “Ah, yes,” the major said. “Why, then, do you not take up the use of grammar?” So we took up the use of grammar, and soon Italian was such a different language that I was afraid to talk to him until I had the grammar straight in my mind.


The major came very regularly to the hospital. I do not think he ever missed a day, although I am sure he did not believe in the machines. There was a time when none of us believed in the machines, and one day the major said it was all nonsense. The machines were new then and it was we who were to prove them. It was an idiotic idea, he said, “a theory, like another.” I had not learned my grammar, and he said I was a stupid impossible disgrace, and he was a fool to have bothered with me. He was a small man and he sat straight up in his chair with his right hand thrust into the machine and looked straight ahead at the wall while the straps thumped up and down with his fingers in them.


“What will you do when the war is over if it is over?” he asked me. “Speak grammatically!”


“I will go to the States.”


“Are you married?”


“No, but I hope to be.”


“The more of a fool you are,” he said. He seemed very angry. “A man must not marry.”


“Why, Signor Maggiore?”


“Don’t call me ‘Signor Maggiore.’”

“Why must not a man marry?”

“He cannot marry. He cannot marry,” he said angrily. “If he is to lose everything, he should not place himself in a position to lose that. He should not place himself in a position to lose. He should find things he cannot lose.”

He spoke very angrily and bitterly, and looked straight ahead while he talked.

“But why should he necessarily lose it?”

“He’ll lose it,” the major said. He was looking at the wall. Then he looked down at the machine and jerked his little hand out from between the straps and slapped it hard against his thigh. “He’ll lose it,” he almost shouted. “Don’t argue with me!” Then he called to the attendant who ran the machines. “Come and turn this damned thing off.”

He went back into the other room for the light treatment and the massage. Then I heard him ask the doctor if he might use his telephone and he shut the door. When he came back into the room, I was sitting in another machine. He was wearing his cape and had his cap on, and he came directly toward my machine and put his arm on my shoulder.

“I am so sorry,” he said, and patted me on the shoulder with his good hand. “I would not be rude. My wife has just died. You must forgive me.”

“Oh”, I said, feeling sick for him. “I am so sorry.”

He stood there biting his lower lip. “It is very difficult,” he said. “I cannot resign myself.”

He looked straight past me and out through the window. Then he began to cry. “I am utterly unable to resign myself,” he said and choked. And then crying, his head up looking at nothing, carrying himself straight and soldierly, with tears on both his cheeks and biting his lips, he walked past the machines and out the door.

The doctor told me that the major’s wife, who was very young and whom he had not married until he was definitely invalided out of the war, had died of pneumonia. She had been sick only a few days. No one expected her to die. The major did not come to the hospital for three days. Then he came at the usual hour, wearing a black band on the sleeve of his uniform. When he came back, there were large framed photographs around the wall, of all sorts of wounds before and after they had been cured by the machines. In front of the machine the major used were three photographs of hands like his that were completely restored. I do not know where the doctor got them. I always understood we were the first to use the machines. The photographs did not make much difference to the major because he only looked out of the window.

Close work with the text
Discussions questions
A. 1. Why are the narrator and the young boy who had lost his face considered outsiders by the other?

2. Do you think the narrator possesses the characteristics which Hemingway admires in a man? Give your reasons.

3. What impressions have you formed of the young American?

4. The narrator states that the major didn’t in the machines. If this is true, why do you think he kept returning to the hospital?
2. Write a short essay in which you illustrate the sense of isolation or loneliness which life in modern urban society can bring.

3. Hemingway is known as “mister iceberg” for his style, will you comment it?

B. 1. What writers in your national literature have treated the theme of war and the isolation and loneliness it brings? How do they compare with Hemingway in the “lean style” for which he is famous?
4. Tell about other Hemingway’s novels and stories, you have read, where the cruel death of a young person is shown. Will you tell about emotional effect you feel when reading about it.
5. Do you agree that the principal drama of the story is found in what is going on within the characters? Give your reasons.

6. What does the major mean when he says that a man must not marry because “he should not place himself in a position to lose … He should find things he cannot lose”? 
7. How does the major’s announcement of the death of his wife confirm your opinion of his strength of character.
Joseph Heller

(01.05. 1923 - 12.12.1999)
Catch-22 describes life on an American air force base on a small Mediterranean island during the Italian campaign of the second World War. The main character is an airman, Captain Yossarian, but there are many other characters, including the medical officer, Doc Daneeka.
Before you read
Before reading, answer the following questions:

· What role did air force play during the war?
· Why did many pilots decorate their planes? 

Catch -22

CHAPTER 4
DOC DANEEKA

Hungry Joe was crazy, and no one knew it better than Yossarian, who did everything he could to help him. Hungry Joe just wouldn’t listen to Yossarian. Hungry Joe just wouldn’t listen because he thought Yossarian was crazy.


“Why should he listen to you?” Doc Daneeka inquired of Yossarian without looking up.


“Because he’s got troubles.”


Doc Daneeka snorted scornfully. “He thinks he’s got troubles? What about me?” Doc Daneeka continued slowly with a gloomy sneer. “Oh, I’m not complaining. I know a lot of people are going to have to suffer for us to win it. But why must I be one of them? Why don’t they draft some of these old doctors who keep shooting their kissers off in public about what big sacrifices the medical game stands ready to make? I don’t want to make sacrifices. I want to make dough”.

Doc Danneka was a very neat, clean man whose idea of a good time was to sulk. He had a dark complexion and a small, wise, saturnine face with mournful pouches under both eyes. He brooded over his health continually and went almost daily to the medical tent to have his temperature taken by one of the two enlisted men there who ran things for him practically on their own, and ran it so efficiently that he was left with little else to do but sit in the sunlight with his stuffed nose and wonder what other people were so worried about. Their names were Gus and Wes and they had succeeded in elevating medicine to an exact science. All men reporting on sick call with temperatures above 102 were rushed to the hospital. All those except Yossarian reporting on sick call with temperatures below 102 had their gums and toes painted with gentian violet solution and were given a laxative to throw away into the bushes. All those reporting on a sick call with temperatures of exactly 102 were asked to return in an hour to have their temperatures taken again. Yossarian, with his temperature of 101, could go to the hospital whenever he wanted to because he was not afraid of them.


The system worked just fine for everybody, especially for Doc Daneeka, who found himself with all the time he needed to watch old Major – de Coverley pitching horseshoes in his private horseshoe-pitching pit, still wearing the transparent eye patch Doc Danneka had fashioned for him from the strip of celluloid stolen from Major Major’s orderly room window months before when Major – de Coverley had returned from Rome with an injured cornea after renting two apartments there for the officers and enlisted men to use on their rest leaves. The only time Doc Daneeka ever went to the medical tent was the time he began to feel he was a very sick man each day and stopped in just to have Gus and Wes look him over. They could never find anything wrong with him. His temperature was always 96,8, which was perfectly all right with them, as long as he didn’t mind. Doc Daneeka did mind. He was beginning to lose confidence in Gus and Wes and was thinking of having them both transferred back to the motor pool and replaced by someone who could find something wrong.


Doc Danneka was personally familiar with a number of things that were drastically wrong. In addition to his health, he worried about the Pacific Ocean and flight time. Health was something no one ever could be sure of for a long enough time. the Pacific Ocean was a body of water surrounded on all sides by elephantiasis Cathcart by grounding Yossarian, he might suddenly find himself transferred. And flight time was the time he had to spend in airplane flight each month in order to get his flight pay. Doc Daneeka hated to fly. He felt imprisoned in an airplane. In an airplane there was absolutely no place in the world to go except to another part of the airplane. Doc Daneeka had been told that people who enjoyed climbing into an airplane were really giving vent to a subconscious desire to climb back into the womb. He had been told this by Yossarian, who made it possible for Dan Daneeka to collect his flight pay each month without ever climbing back into the womb. Yossarian would persuade McWatt to enter Doc Daneeka’s name on his flight log training missions or trips to Rome.


“You know how it is”, Doc Daneeka had wheedled, with a sly, conspiratorial wink. “Why take chances when I don’t have to?”


“Sure”, Yossarian agreed.


“What difference does it make to anyone if I’m in the plane or not?”


“No difference.”

	What do you think of this idea? Does it make any difference if Doc Daneeka is in the plane?



“Sure, that’s what I mean”, Doc Daneeka said. “A little grease is what makes this world go round. One hand washes the other. Know what I mean? You scratch my back, I’ll scratch yours”.

Yossarian knew what he meant.


“That’s not what I meant”, Doc Daneeka said, as Yossarian began scratching his back. “I’m talking about co-operation. Favors. You do a favor for me, I’ll do one for you. Get it?”


“Do one for me”, Yossarian requested.


“Not a chance”, Doc Daneeka answered.


There was something fearful and minute about Doc Daneeka as he sat despondently outside his tent in the sunlight as often as he could, dressed in khaki summer trousers and a short-sleeved summer shirt that was bleached almost to an antiseptic gray by the daily laundering to which he had it subject. He was like a man who had grown frozen with horror once and had never come completely unthawed. He sat all tucked up into himself, his slender shoulders huddled halfway around his head, his suntanned hands with their luminous silver fingernails massaging the backs of his bare, folded arms gently as though he were cold. Actually he was a very warm, compassionate man who never stopped feeling sorry for himself.


“Why me?” was his constant lament, and the question was a good one.


Yossarian knew it was a good one because Yossarian was a collector of good questions and had used them to disrupt the educational sessions Clevinger had once conducted two nights a week in Captain Black’s intelligence tent with the corporal in eyeglasses who everybody knew was probably a subversive. Captain Black knew he was a subversive because he wore eyeglasses and used words like panacea and utopia, and because he disapproved of Adolf Hitler, who had done such a great job of combating un-American activities in Germany. Yossarian attended the educational sessions because he wanted to find out why so many people were working so hard to kill him. A handful of other men were also interested, and the questions were many and good when Clevinger and the subversive corporal finished and made the mistake of asking if there were any.


“Who is Spain?”


“Why is Hitler?”


“When is right?”


“Where was that stopped and mealy-colored old man I used to call Poppa when the merry-go-round broke down?”


“How was trump at Munich?”


“Ho-ho beriberi.”


and


“Balls!”

all rang out in rapid succession, and then there was Yossarian with the question that had no answer:


“Where are the Snowdens of yesteryear?”


The question upset them, because Snowden had been killed over Avignon when Dodds went crazy in mid-air and seized the controls away from Huple.


The corporal played it dumb. “What?” he asked.


“Where are the Snowdens of yesteryear?”


“I’m afraid I don’t understand.”


“Ou sont les Neigedens d’antan?” Yossarian said to make it easier for him.


“Parlez en anglais, for Christ’s sake,” said the corporal. “Je ne parle pas francais.”


“Neither do I”, answered Yossarian, who was ready to pursue him through all the words in the world to wring the knowledge from him if he could, but Clevinger intervened, pale, thin, and laboring for breath, a humid coating of tears already glistening in his undernourished eyes.


Group Headquarters was alarmed, for there was no telling what people might find out once they felt free to ask whatever questions they wanted to. colonel Cathcart sent Colonel Korn to stop it, and Colonel Korn succeeded with a rule governing the asking of questions. Colonel Korn’s rule was a stroke of genius, Colonel Korn explained in his report to Colonel Cathcart. Under Colonel Korn’s rule, the only people permitted to ask questions were those who never did. Soon the only people attending were those who never asked questions, and the sessions were discontinued altogether, since Clevinger, the corporal and Colonel Korn agreed that it was neither possible nor necessary to educate people who never questioned anything.


Colonel Cathcart and Lieutenant Colonel Korn lived and worked in the Group Headquarters building, as did all the members of the headquarters staff, with the exception of the chaplain. The Group Headquarters building was an enormous, windy, antiquated structure built of powdery red stone and banging plumbing. Behind the building was the modern skeet-shooting range that had been constructed by Colonel Cathcart for the exclusive recreation of the officers at Group and at which every officer and enlisted man on combat status now, thanks to General Dreedle, had to spend a minimum of eight hours a month.


Yossarian shot skeet, but never hit any. Appleby shot skeet and never missed. Yossarian was as bad at shooting skeet as he was at gambling. He could never win money gambling either. Even when he cheated he couldn’t win, because the people he cheated against were always better at cheating too. These were two disappointments to which he had resigned himself: he would never be a skeet shooter, and he would never make money.


“It takes brains not to make money,” Colonel Cargill wrote in one of the homiletic memoranda he regularly prepared for circulation over General Peckem’s 

signature. “Any fool can make money these days and most of them do. But what about people with talent and brains? Name, for example, one poet who makes money”.

“T.S.Eliot,” ex-P.F.C. Wintergreen said in his mail-sorting cubicle at Twenty-seventh Air Force Headquarters, and slammed down the telephone without identifying himself.


Colonel Cargill, in Rome was perplexed.


“Who was it?” asked General Peckem.


“I don’t know”, Colonel Cargill replied.


“What did he want?”

“I don’t know”.
“Well, what did he say?”

“T.S.Eliot”, Colonel Cargill informed him.

“What’s that?”

“T.S.Eliot”, Colonel Cargill repeated.

“Just ‘T.S.-
“Yes, sir. That’s all he said. Just ‘T.S.Eliot.”

“I wonder what it means,” General Peckem reflected.

Colonel Cargill wondered, too.

“T.S.Eliot,” General Peckem mused.

“’T.S.Eliot,’” Colonel Cargill echoed with the same funereal puzzlement.

	What do you think General Peckem will do now?


General Peckem roused himself after a moment with an unctuous and benignant smile. His expression was shrewd and sophisticated. His eyes gleamed maliciously. “Have someone get me General Dreedle”, he requested Colonel Cargill. “Don’t let him know who’s calling.”


Colonel Cargill handed him the phone.

“T.S. Eliot,” General Peckem said, and hung up.

“Who was it” asked Colonel Moodus.

General Dreedle, in Corsica, did not reply. Colonel Moodus was General Dreedle’s son-in-law, and General Dreedle, at the insistence of his wife and against his own better judgment, had taken him into the military business. General Dreedle gazed at Colonel Moodus with level hatred. He detested the very sight of his son-in-law, who was his aide and therefore in constant attendance upon him. He had opposed his daughter’s marriage to Colonel Moodus because he disliked attending weddings. Wearing a menacing and pre-occupied scowl, General Dreedle moved to the full-length mirror in his office and stared at his stocky reflection. He had a grizzled, broad-browed head with iron-gray tufts over his eyes and a blunt and belligerent jaw. He brooded in ponderous speculation over the cryptic message he 

had just received. Slowly his face softened with an idea, and he curled his lips with wicked pleasure.

“Get Peckem”, he told Colonel Moodus. “Don’t let the bastard know who’s calling”.
“Who was it?” asked Colonel Cargill, back in Rome.

“That same person,” General Peckem replied with a definite trace of alarm. “Now he’s after me”.
“What did he want?”

“I don’t know”.
“What did he say?”

“The same thing”.
“T.S.Eliot’?”

“Yes, ‘T.S.Eliot.’ That’s all he said.” General Peckem had a hopeful thought. “Perhaps it’s a new code or something, like the colors of the day. Why don’t you have someone check with Communications and see if it’s a new code or something or the colors of the day?”

Communications answered that T.S.Eliot was not a new code or the colors of the day.

Colonel Cargill had the next idea. “Maybe I ought to phone Twenty-seventh Air Force Headquarters and see if they know anything about it. They have a clerk up there named Wintergreen I’m pretty close to. He’s the one who tipped me off that our prose was too prolix”.
Ex-P.F.C. Wintergreen told Cargill that there was no record at Twenty-seventh Air Force Headquarters of a T.S.Eliot.

“How’s our prose these days?” Colonel Cargill decided to inquire while he had ex-P.F.C. Wintergreen on the phone.

“It’s much better now, isn’t it?”

“It’s still too prolix,” ex-P.F.C. Wintergreen replied.

“It wouldn’t surprise me if General Dreedle were behind the whole thing,” General Peckem confessed at last. “Remember what he did to that skeet-shooting range?”

General Dreedle had thrown open Colonel Cathcart’s private skeet-shooting range to every officer and enlisted man in the group on combat duty. General Dreedle wanted his men to spend as much time out on the skeet-shooting range as the facilities and their flight schedule would allow. Shooting skeet eight hours a month was excellent training for them. It trained them to shoot skeet.

Dunbar loved shooting skeet because he hated every minute of it and the time passed so slowly. He had figured out that a single hour on the skeet-shooting range with people like Havermeyer and Appleby could be worth as much as eleven-times-seventeen years.

	How do you think this will be explained?


“I think you’re crazy,” was the way Clevinger had responded to Dunbar’s discovery.


“Who wants to know?” Dunbar answered.


“I mean it,” Clevinger insisted.


“Who cares?” Dunbar answered.


“I really do. I’ll even go so far as to concede that life seems longer i –“


“- is longer i -“


“- is longer – Is longer? All right, is longer if it’s filled with periods of boredom and discomfort, b -“


“Guess how fast?” Dunbar said suddenly.


“Huh?”


“They go,” Dunbar explained.


“Who?”


“Years”.
“Years”.
“Years,” said Dunbar. “Years, years, years”.
“Clevinger, why don’t you let Dunbar alone?” Yossarian broke in. “Don’t you realize the toll this is taking?”

“It’s all right,” said Dunbar magnanimously. “I have some decades to spare. Do you know how long a year takes when it’s going away?”

“And you shut up also,” Yossarian told Orr, who had begun to snigger.

“I was just thinking about that girl,” Orr said. “That girl in Sicily. That girl in Sicily with the bald head”.
“You’d better shut up also,” Yossarian warned him.

“It’s your fault,” Dunbar said to Yossarian. “Why don’t you let him snigger if he wants to? it’s better than having him talking”.
“All right. Go ahead and snigger if you want to”.
“Do you know how long a year takes when it’s going away?” Dunbar repeated to Clevinger. “This long”. He snapped his fingers. “A second ago you were stepping into college with your lungs full of fresh air. Today you’re an old man.”

“Old?” asked Clevinger with surprise. “What are you talking about?”

“Old”.
“I’m not old”.
“You’re inches away from death every time you go on a mission. How much older can you be at your age? A half minute before that you were stepping into high school, and an unhooked brassiere was as close as you ever hoped to get to Paradise. Only a fifth of a second before that you were a small kid with a ten-week summer vacation that lasted a hundred thousand years and still ended too soon. Zip! They go rocketing by so fast. How the hell else are you ever going to slow time down?” Dunbar was almost angry when he finished.

“Well, maybe it is true,” Clevinger conceded unwillingly in a subdued tone. 

“Maybe a long life does have to be filled with many unpleasant conditions if it’s to seem long. But in that event, who wants one?”

“I do,” Dunbar told him.

“Why?” Clevinger asked.

“What else is there?”

Close work with the text
First reaction.

1. Which character(s) do you find most interesting? Can you say why?

2. How would you describe the narrative structure?

a. chronological: one event follows another in time, and this carries the plot forward.

b. non-chronological: associations of ideas and flashbacks carry the plot forward.

Characters.

3. a. Without looking back at the extract, have a guess at how many characters are mentioned. Compare your guess with the rest of the class.

b. Do you find this number usual or unusual in comparison with other novels you know?

c. Describe your reaction to this number of characters: were you confused, irritated, amused, or what?

4. a. Scan the extract again and pick out some phrases and sentences which indicate the kind of person Doc Daneeka is.

b. Compare your choices with a partner.
Before you read
1. Which of the following opinions do you agree with? You can write your own opinion if you like
a Kipling's philosophy is completely unacceptable The future of humanity depends on forgetting racist ideas.

b Kipling was expressing a common view of his time he sincerely believed that the white races were superior We should see these ideas in their historical context, and study and try to understand them.

c Kipling was right. The white man did have a duty to civilize the rest of the world
d Your opinion 

Joseph Conrad
( 03.12. 1857 - 03.08.1924)
Heart of Darkness (1902)
On a boat anchored in the Thames the narrator, Marlow, tells a group of colleagues the story of a journey he made when he was a young man. He had been employed by a Belgian trading company as captain of a steamboat, and his job was to sail up the River Congo and collect ivory to bring back to the coast In the following extract he describes his arrival in Africa.
I left in a French steamer, and she called in every blamed port they have out there, for, as far as I could see, the sole purpose of landing soldiers and custom-house officers. I watched the coast. Watching a coast as it slips by the ship is like thinking about an enigma There it is before you — smiling, frowning, inviting, grand, mean, insipid, or savage, and always mute with an air of whispering, Come and find out. This one was almost featureless, as if still in the making, with an aspect of monotonous grimness. The edge of a colossal jungle, so dark-green as to be almost black, fringed with white surf, ran straight, like a ruled line, far, far away along a blue sea whose glitter was blurred by a creeping mist. The sun was fierce, the land seemed to glisten and drip with steam. Here and there greyish-whitish specks showed up clustered inside the white surf, with a flag flying above them perhaps. Settlements some centuries old, and still no bigger than pin-heads on the untouched expanse of their background. We pounded along, stopped, landed soldiers; went on, landed custom-house clerks to levy toll in what looked like a God-forsaken wilderness, with a tin shed and a flagpole lost in it; landed more soldiers - to take care of the custom- house clerks, presumably. Some, I heard, got drowned in the surf; but whether they did or not, nobody seemed particularly to care. They were just flung out there, and on we went. Every day the coast looked the same, as though we had not moved; but we passed various places - trading places - with names like Gran' Bassam, Little Popo; names that seemed to belong to some sordid farce acted in front of a sinister back-cloth. The idleness of a passenger, my isolation amongst all these men with whom I had no point of contact, the oily and languid sea, the uniform sombreness of the coast, seemed to keep me away from the truth of things, within the toil of a mournful and senseless delusion. The voice of the surf now and then was a positive pleasure, like the speech of a brother. It was something natural, that had its reason, that had a meaning. Now and then a boat from the shore gave one a momentary contact with reality. It was paddled by black fellows. You could see from afar the white of their eyeballs glistening. They shouted, sang; their bodies streamed with perspiration; they had faces like grotesque masks -these chaps; but they had bone, muscle, a wild vitality, an intense energy of movement, that was as natural and true as the surf along their coast. They wanted no excuse for being there. They were a great comfort to look at. For a time I would feel I belonged still to a world of straight-forward facts; but the feeling would not last long. Something would turn up to scare it away. Once, I remember, we came upon a man-of-war anchored off the coast. There wasn't even a shed there, and she was shelling the bush. It appears the French had one of their wars going on thereabouts. Her ensign dropped limp like a rag; the muzzles of the long six-inch guns stuck out all over the low hull; the greasy, slimy swell swung her up lazily and let her down, swaying her thin masts. In the empty immensity of earth, sky, and water, there she was, incomprehensible, firing into a continent. Pop, would go one of-the six-inch guns; a small flame would dart and vanish, a little white smoke would disappear, a tiny projectile would give a feeble screech — and nothing happened. Nothing could happen. There was a touch of insanity in the proceeding, a sense of lugubrious drollery in the sight; and it was not dissipated by somebody on board assuring me earnestly there was a camp of natives — he called them enemies! — hidden out of sight somewhere.
“We gave her letters (I heard the men in that lonely ship were dying of fever at the rate of three a-day) and went on. We called at some more places with farcical names, where the merry dance of death and trade goes on in a still and earthy atmosphere as of an overheated catacomb; all along the formless coast bordered by dangerous surf, as if Nature herself had tried to ward off intruders; in and out of rivers, streams of death in life, whose banks were rotting into mud, whose waters, thickened into slime invaded the contorted mangroves, that seemed to writhe at us in the extremity of an impotent despair. Nowhere did we stop long enough to get a particularized impression, but the general sense of vague and oppressive wonder grew upon me. It was like a weary pilgrimage amongst hints for nightmares. 

“It was upward of thirty days before I saw the mouth of the big river. We anchored off the seat of the government. But my work would not begin till some two hundred miles farther on. So as soon as I could I made a start for a place thirty miles higher up”.
	What do you think this place will be like?


“I had my passage on a little sea-going steamer. Her captain was a Swede, and knowing me for a seaman, invited me on the bridge. He was a young man, lean, fair, and morose, with lanky hair and a shuffling gait”. As we left the miserable little wharf, he tossed his head contemptuously at the shore. “Been living there?” he asked. I said, “Yes”. “Fine lot these government chaps are they not?” he went on, speaking English with great precision and considerable bitterness. “It is funny what some people will do for a few francs a-month. I wonder what becomes of that kind when it goes up country?” I said to him I expected to see that soon. “So-o-o!” he exclaimed. He shuffled athwart, keeping one eye ahead vigilantly. "Don't be too sure”, he continued. “The other day I took up a man who hanged himself on the road. He was a Swede, too”. “Hanged himself! Why, in God's name?” I cried. He kept on looking out watchfully. “Who knows? The sun too much for him, or the country perhaps”. 
At last we opened a reach. A rocky cliff appeared, mounds of turned-up earth by the shore, houses on a hill, others with iron roofs, amongst a waste of excavations, or hanging to the declivity. A continuous noise of the rapids above hovered over this scene of inhabited devastation. A lot of people, mostly black and naked moved about like ants. A jetty projected into the river. A blinding sunlight drowned all this at times in a sudden recrudescence of glare. “There's your Company's station”, said the Swede, pointing to three wooden barrack-like structures on the rocky slope. "I will send your things up. Four boxes did you say? So. Farewell”.
I came upon a boiler wallowing in the grass, then found a path leading up the hill. It turned aside for the boulders, and also for an undersized railway-truck lying there on its back with its wheels in the air. One was off. The thing looked as dead as the carcass of some animal. I came upon more pieces of decaying machinery, a stack of rusty rails. To the left a clump of trees made a shady spot, where dark things seemed to stir feebly. I blinked, the path was steep. A horn tooted to the right, and I saw the black people run. A heavy and dull detonation shook the ground, a puff of smoke came out of the cliff, and that was all. No change appeared on the face of the rock. They were building a railway. The cliff was not in the way or anything; but this objectless blasting was all the work going on.
A slight clinking behind me made me turn my head. Six black men advanced in a file, toiling up the path. They walked erect and slow, balancing small baskets full of earth on their heads, and the clink kept time with their footsteps. Black rags were wound round their loins, and the short ends behind waggled to and fro like tails. I could see every rib, the joints of their limbs were like knots in a rope; each had an iron collar on his neck, and all were connected together with a chain whose bights swung between them, rhythmically clinking. Another report from the cliff make me think suddenly of that ship of war I had seen firing into a continent. It was the same kind of ominous voice; but these men could by no stretch of imagination be called enemies. They were called criminals, and the outraged law, like the bursting shells, had come to them, an insoluble mystery from the sea. All their meagre breasts panted together, the violently dilated nostrils quivered, the eyes stared stonily up-hill. They passed me within six inches, without a glance, with that complete, deathlike indifference of unhappy savages. Behind this raw matter one of the reclaimed, the product of the new forces at work, strolled despondently, carrying a rifle by its middle. He had a uniform jacket with one button off, and seeing a white man on the path, hoisted his weapon to his shoulder with alacrity. This was simple prudence, white men being so much alike at a distance that he could not tell who I might be. He was speedily reassured, and with a large, white, rascally grin, and a glance at his charge, seemed to take me into partnership in his exalted trust. After all, I also was a part of the great cause of these high and just proceedings.
Instead of going up, I turned and descended to the left. My idea was to let that chain-gang get out of sight before I climbed the hill. You know I am not particularly tender; I've had to strike and to fend off. I've had to resist and to attack sometimes - that's only one way of resisting - without counting the exact cost, according to the demands of such sort of life as I had blundered into. I've seen the devil of violence, and the devil of greed, and the devil of hot desire; but, by all the stars! these were strong, lusty, red-eyed devils, that swayed and drove men — men, I tell you. But as I stood on this hillside, I foresaw that in the blinding sunshine of that land I would become acquainted with a flabby, pretending, weak-eyed devil of a rapacious and pitiless folly. How insidious he could be, too, I was only to find out several months later and a thousand miles farther. For a moment I stood appalled, as though by a warning. Finally I descended the hill, obliquely, towards the trees I had seen.
Marlow is going to see something else that will shock him.
What kind of thing do you think it might be?
I avoided a vast artificial hole somebody had been digging on the slope, the purpose of which I found it impossible to divine. It wasn't a quarry or a sandpit, anyhow. It was just a hole. It might have been connected with the philanthropic desire of giving the criminals something to do. I don't know. Then I nearly fell into a very narrow ravine, almost no more than a scar in the hillside. I discovered that a lot of imported drainage-pipes for the settlement had been tumbled in there. There wasn't one that was not broken. It was a wanton smash-up. At last I got under the trees. My purpose was to stroll into the shade for a moment; but no sooner within than it seemed to me I had stepped into the gloomy circle of some Inferno. The rapids were near, and an uninterrupted, uniform, headlong, rushing noise filled the mournful stillness of the grove, where not a breath stirred, not a leaf moved, with a mysterious sound — as though the tearing pace of the launched earth had suddenly become audible.
Black shapes crouched, lay, sat between the trees leaning against the trunks, clinging to the earth, half coming out, half effaced within the dim light, in all the attitudes of pain, abandonment, and despair. Another mine on the cliff went off, followed by a slight shudder of the soil under my feet. The work was going on. The work! And this was the place where some of the helpers had withdrawn to die.
They were dying slowly — it was very clear. They were not enemies, they were not criminals, they were nothing earthly now, - nothing but black shadows of disease and starvation, lying confusedly in the greenish gloom. Brought from all the recesses of the coast in all the legality of time contracts, lost in uncongenial surroundings, fed on unfamiliar food, they sickened, became inefficient, and were then allowed to crawl away and rest. These moribund shapes were free as air - and nearly as thin. I began to distinguish the gleam of the eyes under the trees. Then, glancing down, I saw a face near my hand. The black bones reclined at full   length with one shoulder against the tree, and slowly the eyelids rose and the sunken eyes looked up at me, enormous and vacant, a kind of blind, white flicker in the depths of the orbs, which died out slowly. The man seemed young — almost a boy — but you know with them it's hard to tell. I found nothing else to do but to offer him one of my good Swede's ship's biscuits I had in my pocket. The fingers closed slowly on it and held - there was no other movement and no other glance. He had tied a bit of white worsted round his neck — Why? Where did he get it? Was it a badge - an ornament - a charm - a propitiatory act? Was there any idea at all connected with it? It looked startling round his black neck, this bit of white thread from beyond the seas.
Near the same tree two more bundles of acute angles sat with their legs drawn up. One, with his chin propped on his knees, stared at nothing, in an intolerable and appalling manner: his brother phantom rested its forehead, as if overcome with a great weariness; and all about others were scattered in every pose of contorted collapse, as in some picture of a massacre or a pestilence. While I stood horror-struck, one of these creatures rose to his hands and knees, and went off on all-fours towards the river to drink. He lapped out of his hand, then sat up in the sunlight, crossing his shins in front of him, and after a time let his woolly head fall on his breastbone.
I didn't want any more loitering in the shade, and I made haste towards the station. When near the buildings I met a white man, in such an unexpected elegance of get-up that in the first moment I took him for a sort of vision. I saw a high starched collar, white cuffs, a light alpaca jacket, snowy trousers, a clear necktie, and varnished boots. No hat. Hair parted, brushed, oiled, under a green-lined parasol held in a big white hand. He was amazing, and had a penholder behind his ear.
	What kind of opinion do you think Marlow will have of this man?


I shook hands with this miracle, and I learned he was the Company's chief accountant, and that all the book-keeping was done at this station. He had come out for a moment, he said, “to get a breath of fresh air”. The expression sounded wonderfully odd, with its suggestion of sedentary desk-life. I wouldn't have mentioned the fellow to you at all, only it was from his lips that I first heard the name of the man who is so indissolubly connected with the memories of that time. Moreover, I respected the fellow. Yes; I respected his collars, his vast cuffs, his brushed hair. His appearance was certainly that of a hairdresser's dummy; but in the great demoralization of the land he kept up his appearance. That's backbone. His starched collars and got-up shirt-fronts were achievements of character. He had been out nearly three years; and later, I could not help asking him how he managed to sport such linen. He had just the faintest blush, and said modestly, “I've been teaching one of the native women about the station. It was difficult. She had a distaste for the work”. Thus this man had verily accomplished something. And he was devoted to his books, which were in apple-pie order.
Everything else in the station was in a muddle - heads, things, buildings. Strings of dusty niggers with splay feet arrived and departed; a stream of manufactured goods, rubbishy cottons, beads, and brass-wire sent into the depths of darkness, and in return came a precious trickle of ivory.
I had to wait in the station for ten days - an eternity. I lived in a hut in the yard, but to be out of the chaos I would sometimes get into the accountant's office. It was built of horizontal planks, and so badly put together that, as he bent over his high desk, he was barred from neck to heels with narrow strips of sunlight. There was no need to open the big shutters to see. It was hot there, too; big flies buzzed fiendishly, and did not sting, but stabbed. I sat generally on the floor, while, of faultless appearance (and even slightly scented), perching on a high stool, he wrote. Sometimes he stood up for exercise. When a truckle-bed with a sick man (some invalid agent from up-country) was put in there, he exhibited a gentle annoyance. “The groans of this sick person”, he said, “distract my attention. And without that it is extremely difficult to guard against clerical errors in this climate”. 
One day he remarked, without lifting his head, “In the interior you will no doubt meet Mr.Kurtz”. On my asking who Mr.Kurtz was, he said he was a first-class agent; and seeing my disappointment at this information, he added slowly, laying down his pen, “He is a very remarkable person”. Further questions elicited from him that Mr Kurtz was at present in charge of a trading post, a very important one, in the true ivory-country, at “the very bottom of there. Sends in as much ivory as all the others put together... “ He began to write again. The sick man was too ill to groan. The flies buzzed in a great peace.
Suddenly there was a growing murmur of voices and a great tramping of feet. A caravan had come in. A violent babble of uncouth sounds burst out on the other side of the planks. All the carriers were speaking together, and in the midst of the uproar the lamentable voice of the chief agent was heard “giving it up” tearfully for the twentieth time that day... He rose slowly. “What a frightful row”, he said. He crossed the room gently to look at the sick man, and returning, said to me, “He does not hear”. “What! Dead?” I asked, startled. “No, not yet”, he answered, with great composure. Then, alluding with a toss of the head to the tumult in the station-yard, “When one has got to make correct entries, one comes to hate those savages - hate them to the death”. He remained thoughtful for a moment. “When you see Mr.Kurtz”, he went on, “tell him from me that everything here” - he glanced at the desk — “is very satisfactory. I don't like to write to him - with those messengers of ours you never know who may get hold of your letter - at that Central Station”. He stared at me for a moment with his mild, bulging eyes. “Oh, he will go far, very far”, he began again. “He will be a somebody in the Administration before long. They, above - the Council in Europe, you know — mean him to be”. 
He turned to his work. The noise outside had ceased, and presently in going out I stopped at the door. In the steady buzz of flies the homeward-bound agent was lying flushed and insensible; the other, bent over his books, was making correct entries of perfectly correct transactions; and fifty feet below the doorstep I could see the still tree-tops of the grove of death.
“Next day I left that station at last, with a caravan of sixty men, for a two-hundred-mile tramp”. 
Close work with the text
First reaction
2.  Imagine that you are Marlow. What would you be thinking as you left the station? Write your thoughts down (maximum 25 words), and compare them with others in the class.
Close reading
Setting

3
Pick out words and phrases which show Marlow's attitude to what he sees. Are his impressions mostly positive or negative?
	a words and phrases showing a positive impression
_____________________________

_____________________________
	b words and phrases showing a negative impression
__________________________________

__________________________________


Theme: colonialism

4
Make short notes about the process of colonization as presented in the following four moments a-d.
Example: the man-of-war shelling the bush:
'Once, I remember, we came upon a man-of war... and went on. '
The shelling is presented as useless, arbitrary ('There wasn't even a shed there, and she was shelling the bush'), wasteful and ineffectual ('Pop,would go one of the six-inch guns... - and nothing happened'). Marlow explicitly calls it 'insanity' - senseless. The European values are inappropriate to the circumstances (' - he called them enemies!') -perhaps this is a hypocritical justification for colonization. There is even indifference to the well-being of the white sailors ('the men in that lonely ship were dying of fever at the rate of three a-day').
   a arrival at the Company station:

“I came upon a boiler... but this objectless blasting was all the work going on”.
   b the chain gang:
“A slight clinking behind me made me turn my head.... these high and just proceedings”. 
   c outside the Company station - the sick natives:
“Black shapes crouched,... and were then allowed to crawl away and rest”. 
   d life at the Company station:
“His appearance was certainly... to guard against clerical errors in this climate”.

5
Look through your answers to Exercise 4. Choose just three or four words
to sum up the process of colonization as described by Marlow. Compare your choices with a partner.
The narrator
6. Re-read the following parts of the extract where the Africans are described: 
a How would you describe Marlow's attitude to these people? Do you think he regards them as his equals, inferiors or superiors? Note down some words from the passage to illustrate your opinions.
b Compare your impressions with a partner.

7. This is how Joseph Conrad once described his own feelings about Marlow:
“Of all my people (ie characters created by Conrad in his novels) he's the one that has never been a vexation to my spirit. A most discreet, understanding man....”
a What is your opinion of Marlow? What do you like or admire about him? Is there anything you dislike about him?
Anticipation
8. Marlow often anticipates what is going to happen later in his story. The anticipation is, however, implicit and incomplete, and it increases suspense about later developments. Here are some examples.
“But my work would not begin till some two hundred miles farther on”. 
“I wonder what becomes of that kind when it goes up country?” I said to him I expected to see that soon.
“But as I stood on this hillside, I foresaw that in the blinding sunshine of that land I would become acquainted with a flabby, pretending, weak-eyed devil of a rapacious and pitiless folly”.
a Find some other examples of anticipation in the text:
b A character who seems as if he will be important in the novel is introduced by this technique. Who is he? What kind of expectations are built up about him?
Language practice - structures
Clauses of contrast, reason and result
9. Look at the following ways of expressing contrast, reason and result.
contrast
“Settlements some centuries old, and still no bigger than pin-heads on the untouched expanse of their background”. 
· In spite of/Despite the age of the settlements, they had not grown, and the interior had still not been penetrated. 
· Although/Even though the settlements were very old, they had not grown, and the interior had still not been penetrated.
a What are the grammatical differences between the use of in spite of/despite and although/even though?
reason
“(the black fellows)... had bone, muscle, a wild vitality,... that was as natural and true as the surf along their coast. They wanted no excuse for being there. They were a great comfort to look at”. 
· Marlow felt an affinity with the Africans because of their vitality and naturalness. 
· Marlow felt an affinity with the Africans because they were vital and natural.
b What are the grammatical differences between the use of because of and because?
result
“I met a white man, in such an unexpected elegance of get-up that in the first moment I took him for a sort of vision”.

· The accountant looked so elegant that Marlow thought he was dreaming.
· The accountant had such an elegant appearance that Marlow thought he was dreaming.
c What are the grammatical differences between the use of so... that and such... that?
10. Combine the following sentences using expressions of contrast, reason and result. (The sentences are not the same as the text, but if you want to check the actual context, the line references are given).
Example: Some soldiers were drowned when disembarking. <contrast> Nobody seemed to care. 

Even though/Although some soldiers were drowned when disembarking, nobody seemed to care.
a A man-of-war was shelling the bush. <contrast> There wasn't even a shed there. 
b Men on board were dying at the rate of three-a-day. <contrast> The ship stayed there.

c The Swedish captain suggested the Swede might have hanged himself. <reason>   The heat
d The blasting was going on. <contrast>   The cliff was not in the way.
e Marlow felt disgust at the sight of the chain gang.<result> He couldn't bear to see them again.
f The treatment, surroundings and food were unfamiliar to the natives. <result> They had lost the will to live. 
g Marlow mentions the accountant. <reason> He first heard about Kurtz from him. 
h Marlow respected the accountant. <reason> His'backbone'.
i The accountant kept up his appearance. <contrast> The demoralization among the other Europeans. 
j The accountant's office was very badly built. <result> The light came in. 
k The sick agent made a lot of noise. <result> The accountant claimed he couldn't concentrate. 
k The invalid agent from up-country was unconscious. <contrast> The accountant did not seem concerned. 
m The accountant had come to hate the Africans. <reason> They interfered with his concentration. 
n The accountant didn't write to Kurtz. <reason> His distrust of the messengers. 

11 Fill in the blanks in the passage below with the words and expressions in the box. The first one is done for you.
so even though   such   that   because because of in spite of   that   although   because   even though   despite
In the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries Europeans were already settling in America and were doing business - often as pirates - in Africa and Asia. Despite   (a) their small numbers, they were able to dominate (b) their superior fire-power. This advantage was (c) clear to Europeans (d), as early as 1481, the Pope ruled that arms should not be sold to Africans. Government support for expansion was prevalent only in Europe; in contrast, the Arabs and Chinese, (e) they were skilful navigators, were not competitors in this phase of world history.
The search for land and precious metal motivated Spanish imperialism in Central and South America. (f) he only had a few hundred men, Cortes managed to conquer the Aztec empire in Mexico (g) the Aztecs had no guns, horses or steel and were susceptible to imported diseases. The resources found in Mexico and Peru were of
 (h) great value (i), by 1650, 16, 000 tonnes of silver and 180 tonnes of gold objects had been brought to Spain. The Church played an important role in the colonization of South America, (j) the fact that its intentions were religious rather than political. For example, (k) they didn't want the Indians to be corrupted by their conquerors, missionaries didn't teach them Spanish, (l) this effectively prevented them from becoming integrated into the administrative system.


12 Combine the following sentences to bring out the relationship of contrast, reason or result.
Example: Settlers in North America initially collaborated with the original inhabitants. They quite soon started taking over their territories. Although settlers in North America initially collaborated with the original inhabitants, they quite soon started taking over their territories. 
a The Church defended the status of South American Indians. No such feelings were extended towards black slaves from Africa. 
b Europeans took over nine million black slaves to the Americas. They needed them as labourers on their plantations.
c The sugar plantations in the Caribbean became very prosperous. Piracy of ships returning to Europe became common. 

d Until the end of the nineteenth century the interior of Africa, with all its wealth of ivory and gold, remained unexplored. Disease and climate kept Europeans out. 

e Both the use of steam - for railways and ships - and treatment for tropical diseases made great progress in the nineteenth century. The colonization of the interior of Africa, particularly the Congo, started in the 1880s. 

f Europeans had great confidence in the superiority of their own religion and customs. They thought these should be imposed on their colonies.

g Europeans imposed a wage-earning economy on the peoples they colonized. The peoples they colonized were used to a different economy, based on hunting, farming and trading. 

h Paradoxically, missionary activity had the effect of encouraging rebellion among natives. Missionary activity showed the difference between the morality of the colonizers and their practice.
Language practice - vocabulary
Denotation and connotation

13 The denotation of a word is its most basic meaning - it is the first definition of a word given in a dictionary. The connotation of a word is the range of associations it provokes, the ideas and emotions it suggests. This can depend on the context the word is used in, and on people's attitudes to, and experiences of, the word or what it refers to.

14 Look at the following words and their denotations.
devil: the most powerful evil spirit in Christianity and Judaism 
child: a young human being, not yet fully-grown 
man: a fully-grown male human being
Now look again at how the words are used by Marlow and Kipling in these examples.
the devil of violence, and the devil of greed, and the devil of hot desire; but ... these were strong, lusty, red-eyed devils, that swayed and drove men -men, I tell you. (Marlow)
Your new-caught, sullen peoples
Half devil and half child. (Kipling)
a What do you think Marlow means by the words 'devil' and 'men'? 
b What do you think Kipling means by the words 'devil' and 'child'?

15 Think of the denotation and connotations of the words underlined in the following sentences, then note down a few ideas about what you think Marlow means when he uses these words. 
a “The voice of the surf now and then was a positive pleasure, like the speech of a brother”.
b “Black shapes crouched, lay, sat between the trees...”.

c “Behind this raw matter one of the reclaimed, the product of the new forces at work, strolled despondently,...”.
d “It was like a weary pilgrimage amongst hints for nightmares”. 
e “It might have been connected with the philanthropic desire of giving the criminals something to do”.
Extension

Discussion: Some people consider the following as contemporary manifestations of colonialism.
· “cultural imperialism”   This means the spread of the culture of a world- power. A particular example is the worldwide proliferation of the more banal aspects of American culture, sometimes referred to as 'Coca-Colonization'.

· “linguistic imperialism” Artificial languages, such as Esperanto, which are not connected to a particular country or culture, have never had much success. On the other hand, conservative estimates indicate that while more than three hundred million people speak English as their mother tongue, another four hundred million speak it as a second or foreign language. (English is the official language of air traffic control; two-thirds of the world's scientists write in English; three-quarters of the world's mail is written in English; it has become the dominant language of the international electronic highway, the Internet. English words find their
way into most of the world's languages).
· “economic imperialism” This means that major industrialized countries such as the USA, Japan or Germany, influence trade or commodity prices. (Such countries, or giant multinational companies based in them, often have significant economic interests in developing countries).
a Do you agree that these are forms of “imperialism”? 
b Do you think that they should be resisted or accepted?
Role-play: Imagine that before Marlow leaves the station an important manager from the Company arrives. He wants to speak to Marlow. What do they say to each other?
Composition: Write one of the following letters (150-200 words).
a a letter from the Company's accountant to a friend or member of his family about Marlow 
b a letter from Marlow to his employers.
Before you read
1. a Describe a wedding that you have seen. You can use the following headings to guide your description, but add any other ideas of your own. Then compare your description with a partner. (Note: the woman who gets married is called the bride, the man is called the bridegroom or groom).
presents: did anybody give presents to the bride and/or groom?
the bride leaves from...: did the bride leave from any special place to join the ceremony?
transport: did the bride and/or groom arrive or leave in any special kind of transport?
clothes: what did the bride and groom wear?
place: where did the wedding take place?
wedding guests: who was invited to the wedding?
good luck and bad luck: was anything that happened at the wedding supposed traditionally to bring good or bad luck (eg the weather)?
marriage symbols: was there anything that symbolized the solemnity of the wedding (eg a ring)?
speech-makers: who made a speech? A priest, the father of the bride,... ?
food, drink and entertainment: was there a kind of 'party' before or after the ceremony?
afterwards: when it was time for the bride and groom to be alone, did guests or friends do anything that was supposed to be humorous or lucky?
anything else?: 

b Now imagine what would be an ideal wedding for you. In what ways would it be similar to, or different from, what you have just described? Compare your ideas with a partner.
Amy Tan
(19.02. 1952)

The Joy Luck Club (1989)

In China in the 1920s it was still the custom in some parts of the country for marriage to be a contract between two families rather than an expression of romantic love; as a result, marriages were often fixed years in advance by a professional matchmaker.
In The Joy Luck Club, Lindo, the daughter of a farmer, is promised at the age of two as the future wife of Tyan-yu, the one-year-old son of the wealthy Huang family. When Lindo is twelve years old a flood destroys her parents' house, forcing them to leave the village and go to live with relations in another part of China. They decide that Lindo is old enough to be left behind with the Huang family and to be taken care of by her future mother-in-law, Huang Taitai. (Any future contact between Lindo and her family will in any case be made difficult by the Japanese invasion of China in 1937. ) Lindo's mother says goodbye to her with the words 'Obey your family. Do not disgrace us. Act happy when you arrive. Really, you're very lucky. ' In the following extract Lindo has just arrived at the Huangs' house.
No big celebration was held when I arrived. Huang Taitai didn't have red banners greeting me in the fancy room on the first floor. Tyan-yu was not there to greet me. Instead, Huang Taitai hurried me upstairs to the second floor and into the kitchen, which was a place where family children didn't usually go. This was a place for cooks and servants. So I knew my standing.
That first day, I stood in my best padded dress at the low wooden table and began to chop vegetables. I could not keep my hands steady. I missed my family and my stomach felt bad, knowing I had finally arrived where my life said I belonged. But I was also determined to honor my parents' words, so Huang Taitai could never accuse my mother of losing face. She would not win that from our family.
As I was thinking this I saw an old servant woman stooping over the same low table gutting a fish, looking at me from the corner of her eye. I was crying and I was afraid she would tell Huang Taitai.   So I gave a big smile and shouted, ‘What a lucky girl I am. I'm going to have the best life”. And in this quick-thinking way I must have waved my knife too close to her nose because she cried angrily, “Shemma bende ren!” — What kind of fool are you? And I knew right away this was a warning, because when I shouted that declaration of happiness, I almost tricked myself into thinking it might come true.
I saw Tyan-yu at the evening meal. I was still a few inches taller than he, but he acted like a big warlord. I knew what kind of husband he would be, because he made special efforts to make me cry. He complained the soup was not hot enough and then spilled the bowl as if it were an accident. He waited until I had sat down to eat and then would demand another bowl of rice. He asked why I had such an unpleasant face when looking at him.
Over the next few years, Huang Taitai instructed the other servants to teach me how to sew sharp corners on pillowcases and to embroider my future family's name. How can a wife keep her husband's household in order if she has never dirtied her own hands,Huang Taitai used to say as she introduced me to a new task. I don't think Huang Taitai ever soiled her hands, but she was very good at calling out orders and criticism.
‘Teach her to wash rice properly so that the water runs clear. Her husband cannot eat muddy rice”,   she'd say to a cook servant.
Another time, she told a servant to show me how to clean a chamber pot: “Make her put her own nose to the barrel to make sure it's clean”. That was how I learned to be an obedient wife. I learned to cook so well that I could smell if the meat stuffing was too salty before I even tasted it. I could sew such small stitches it looked as if the embroidery had been painted on. And even Huang Taitai complained in a pretend manner that she could scarcely throw a dirty blouse on the floor before it was cleaned and on her back once again, causing her to wear the same clothes every day.
After a while I didn't think it was a terrible life, no, not really. After a while, I hurt so much I didn't feel any difference. What was happier than seeing everybody gobble down the shiny mushrooms and bamboo shoots I had helped to prepare that day? What was more satisfying than having Huang Taitai nod and pat my head when I had finished combing her hair one hundred strokes? How much happier could I be after seeing Tyan-yu eat a whole bowl of noodles without once complaining about its taste or my looks? It's like those ladies you see on American TV these days, the ones who are so happy they have washed out a stain so the clothes look better than new.
Can you see how the Huangs almost washed their thinking into my skin? I came to think of Tyan-yu as a god, someone whose opinions were worth much more than my own life. I came to think of Huang Taitai as my real mother, someone I wanted to please, someone I should follow and obey without question.
When I turned sixteen on the lunar new year, Huang Taitai told me she was ready to welcome a grandson by next spring. Even if I had not wanted to marry, where would I go live instead? Even though I was strong as a horse, how could I run away? The Japanese were in every corner of China.
	What do you think Undo would prefer to do: run away or stay and marry Tyan-yu? What do you think she will do?


“The Japanese showed up as uninvited guests”, said Tyan-yu s grandmother, “and that's why nobody else came”. Huang Taitai had made elaborate plans, but our wedding was very small.
She had asked the entire village and friends and family from other cities as well. In those days, you didn't do RSVP. It was not polite not to come. Huang Taitai didn't think the war would change people's good manners. So the cook and her helpers prepared hundreds of dishes. My family's old furniture had been shined up into an impressive dowry and placed in the front parlor. Huang Taitai had taken care to remove all the water and mud marks. She had even commissioned someone to write felicitous messages on red banners, as if my parents themselves had draped these decorations to congratulate me on my good luck. And she had arranged to rent a red palanquin to carry me from her neighbor's house to the wedding ceremony.
A lot of bad luck fell on our wedding day, even though the matchmaker had chosen a lucky day, the fifteenth day of the eighth moon, when the moon is perfectly round and bigger than any other time of the year. But the week before the moon arrived, the Japanese came. They invaded Shansi province, as well as the provinces bordering us. People were nervous. And the morning of the fifteenth, on the day of the wedding celebration, it began to rain, a very bad sign. When the thunder and lightning began, people con- fused it with Japanese bombs and would not leave their houses.
   I heard later that poor Huang Taitai waited many hours for more people to come, and finally, when she could not wring any more guests out of her hands, she decided to start the ceremony. What could she do? She could not change the war. 
I was at the neighbor's house. When they called me to come down and ride the red palanquin, I was sitting at a small dressing table by an open window. I began to cry and thought bitterly about my parents' promise. I wondered why my destiny had been decided, why I should have an unhappy life so someone else could have a happy one. From my seat by the window I could see the Fen River with its muddy brown waters. I thought about throwing my body into this river that had destroyed my family's happiness. A person has very strange thoughts when it seems that life is about to end.
It started to rain again, just a light rain. The people from down- stairs called up to me once again to hurry. And my thoughts became more urgent, more strange.
   I asked myself, What is true about a person? Would I change in the same way the river changes color but still be the same person? And then I saw the curtains blowing wildly, and outside rain was falling harder, causing everyone to scurry and shout. I smiled. And then I realized it was the first time I could see the power of the wind. I couldn't see the wind itself, but I could see it carried the water that filled the rivers and shaped the countryside. It caused men to yelp and dance. I wiped my eyes and looked in the mirror. I was surprised at what I saw. I had on a beautiful red dress, but what I saw was even more valuable. I was strong. I was pure. I had genuine thoughts inside that no one could see, that no one could ever take away from me. I was   like the wind.
I threw my head back and smiled proudly to myself. And then I draped the large embroidered red scarf over my face and covered these thoughts up. But underneath the scarf I still knew who I was. I made a promise to myself: I would always remember my parents' wishes, but I would never forget myself. When I arrived at the wedding, I had the red scarf over my face and couldn't see anything in front of me. But when I bent my head forward, I could see out the sides. Very few people had come. I saw the Huangs, the same old complaining relatives now embarrassed by this poor showing, the entertainers with their violins and flutes. And there were a few village people who had been brave enough to come out for a free meal. I even saw servants and their children, who must have been added to make the party look bigger.
Someone took my hands and guided me down a path. I was like a blind person walking to my fate. But I was no longer scared. I could see what was inside me.
A high official conducted the ceremony and he talked too long about philosophers and models of virtue. Then I heard the matchmaker speak about our birthdates and harmony and fertility. I tipped   my veiled head forward and I could see her hands unfolding a red silk scarf and holding up a red candle for everyone to see.
The candle had two ends for lighting. One length had carved gold characters with Tyan-yu's name, the other with mine. The matchmaker lighted both ends and announced, “The marriage has begun”. Tyan yanked the scarf off my face and smiled at his friends and family, never even looking at me. He reminded me of a young peacock I once saw that acted as if he had just claimed the entire courtyard by fanning his still-short tail.
   I saw the matchmaker place the lighted red candle in a gold holder and then hand it to a nervous-looking servant. This servant was supposed to watch the candle during the banquet and all night to make sure neither end went out. In the morning the matchmaker was supposed to show the result, a little piece of black ash, and then declare, “This candle burned continuously at both ends without going out. This is a marriage that can never be broken”. I still can remember. That candle was a marriage bond that was worth more than a Catholic promise not to divorce. It meant I couldn't divorce and I couldn't ever remarry, even if Tyan-yu died. That red candle was supposed to seal me forever with my husband and his family, no excuses afterward.
And sure enough, the matchmaker made her declaration the next morning and showed she had done her job. But I know what really happened, because I stayed up all night crying about my marriage.
	What do you think might have 'really happened' on their wedding night?


 
After the banquet, our small wedding party pushed us and half carried us up to the third floor to our small bedroom. People were shouting jokes and pulling boys from underneath the bed.
The matchmaker helped small children pull red eggs that had been hidden between the blankets. The boys who were about Tyan-yu's age made us sit on the bed side by side and everybody made us kiss so our faces would turn red with passion. Firecrackers exploded on the walkway outside our open window and someone said this was a good excuse for me to jump into my husband's arms.
   After everyone left, we sat there side by side without words for many minutes, still listening to the laughing outside. When it grew quiet, Tyan-yu said, “This is my bed. You sleep on the sofa”. He threw a pillow and a thin blanket to me. I was so glad! I waited until he fell asleep and then I got up quietly and went outside, down the stairs and into the dark courtyard. 
Outside it smelled as if it would soon rain again. I was crying, walking in my bare feet and feeling the wet heat still inside the bricks. Across the courtyard I could see the matchmaker's servant through a yellow-lit open window. She was sitting at a table, looking very sleepy as the red candle burned in its special gold holder. I sat down by a tree to watch my fate being decided for me.
I must have fallen asleep because I remember being startled awake by the sound of loud cracking thunder. That's when I saw the matchmaker's servant running from the room, scared as a chicken about to lose its head. Oh, she was asleep too, I thought, and now she thinks it's the Japanese. I laughed. The whole sky became light and then more thunder came, and she ran out of the courtyard and down the road, going so fast and hard I could see pebbles kicking up behind her. Where does she think she's running to, I wondered, still laughing. And then I saw the red candle flickering just a little with the breeze.
   I was not thinking when my legs lifted me up and my feet ran me across the courtyard to the yellow-lit room. But I was hoping — I was praying to Buddha, the goddess of mercy, and the full moon - to make that candle go out. It fluttered a little and the flame bent down low, but still both ends burned strong. My throat filled with so much hope that it finally burst and blew out my husband's end of the candle. 
I immediately shivered with fear. I thought a knife would appear and cut me down dead. Or the sky would open up and blow me away. But nothing happened, and when my senses came back, I walked back to my room with fast guilty steps.
The next morning the matchmaker made her proud declaration in front of Tyan-yu, his parents, and myself. 'My job is done, ' she announced, pouring the remaining black ash onto the red cloth. I saw her servant's shame-faced mournful look.
	How do you think Tyuan-yu will behave from now on? How do you think Undo will behave?


I learned to love Tyan-yu, but it is not how you think. From the beginning, I would always become sick thinking he would someday climb on top of me and do his business. Every time I went into our bedroom, my hair would already be standing up. But during the first months, he never touched me. He slept in his bed, I slept on my sofa. In front of his parents, I was an obedient wife, just as they taught me. I instructed the cook to kill a fresh young chicken every morning and cook it until pure juice came out. I would strain this juice myself into a bowl, never adding any water. I gave this to him for breakfast, murmuring good wishes about his health. And every night I would cook a special tonic soup called tounau, which was not only very delicious but has eight ingredients that guarantee long life for mothers. This pleased my mother-in-law very much. But it was not enough to keep her happy. One morning, Huang Taitai and I were sitting in the same room, working on our embroi- dery. I was dreaming about my childhood, about a pet frog I once kept named Big Wind. Huang Taitai seemed restless, as if she had an itch in the bottom of her shoe. I heard her huffing and then all of a sudden she stood up from her chair, walked over to me, and slapped my face. “Bad wife!” she cried. “If you refuse to sleep with my son, I refuse to feed you or clothe you”. So that's how I knew what my husband had said to avoid his mother's anger. I was also boiling with anger, but I said nothing, remembering my promise to my parents to be an obedient wife. That night I sat on Tyan-yu's bed and waited for him to touch me. But he didn't. I was relieved. The next night, I lay straight down on the bed next to him. And still he didn't touch me. So the next night, I took off my gown. That's when I could see what was underneath Tyan-yu. He was scared and turned his face. He had no desire for me, but it was his fear that made me think he had no desire for any woman. He was like a little boy who had never grown up. After a while I was no longer afraid. I even began to think differently toward Tyan-yu. It was not like the way a wife loves a husband, but more like the way a sister protects a younger brother. I put my gown back on and lay down next to him and rubbed his back. I knew I no longer had to be afraid. I was sleeping with Tyan yu. He would never touch me and I had a comfortable bed to sleep on.
After more months had passed and my stomach and breasts remained small and flat, Huang Taitai flew into another kind of rage. “My son says he's planted enough seeds for thousands of grandchildren. Where are they? It must be you are doing something wrong”. And after that she confined me to the bed so that her grandchildren's seeds would not spill out so easily.
Oh, you think it is so much fun to lie in bed all day, never getting up. But I tell you it was worse than a prison. I think Huang Taitai became a little crazy.
She told the servants to take all sharp things out of the room, thinking scissors and knives were cutting off her next generation. She forbade me from sewing. She said I must concentrate and think of nothing but having babies. And four times a day, a very nice servant girl would come into my room, apologizing the whole time while making me drink a terrible-tasting medicine.
I envied this girl, the way she could walk out the door. Sometimes as I watched her from my window, I would imagine I was that girl, standing in the courtyard, bargaining with the traveling shoe mender, gossiping with other servant girls, scolding a handsome delivery man in her high teasing voice.
One day, after two months had gone by without any results, Huang Taitai called the old matchmaker to the house. The match- maker examined me closely, looked up my birthdate and the hour of my birth, and then asked Huang Taitai about my nature. Finally, the matchmaker gave her conclusions: “It's clear what has happened. A woman can have sons only if she is deficient in one of the elements. Your daughter-in-law was born with enough wood, fire, water, and earth, and she was deficient in metal, which was a good sign. But when she was married, you loaded her down with gold bracelets and decorations and now she has all the elements, including metal. She's too balanced to have babies”.
This turned out to be joyous news for Huang Taitai, for she liked nothing better than to reclaim all her gold and jewelry to help me become fertile. And it was good news for me too. Because after the gold was removed from my body, I felt lighter, more free They say this is what happens if you lack metal You begin to think as an independent person That day I started to think about how I would escape this marriage without breaking my promise to my family.
It was really quite simple. I made the Huangs think it was their idea to get rid of me, that they would be the ones to say the marriage contract was not valid I thought about my plan for many days. I observed everyone around me, the thoughts they showed in their faces, and then I was ready. I chose an auspicious day, the third day of the third month. That's the day of the Festival of Pure Brightness. On this day, your thoughts must be clear as you prepare to think about your ancestors. That's the day when everyone goes to the family graves They bring hoes to clear the weeds and brooms to sweep the stones and they offer dumplings and oranges as spiritual food. Oh, it's not a somber day, more like a picnic, but it has special meaning to someone looking for grandsons.
On the morning of that day, I woke up Tyan-yu and the entire house with my wailing. It took Huang Taitai a long time to come into my room. “What's wrong with her now”, she cried from her room. “Go make her be quiet”. But finally, after my wailing didn't stop, she rushed into my room, scolding me at the top of her voice.
	Why do you think Undo is wailing? How do you think this fits into her plan?


I was clutching my mouth with one hand and my eyes with another. My body was writhing as if I were seized by a terrible pain.   I was quite convincing, because Huang Taitai drew back and grew small like a scared animal.
“What's wrong, little daughter? Tell me quickly”, she cried. 
“Oh, it's too terrible to think, too terrible to say”, I said between gasps and more wailing.
After enough wailing, I said what was so unthinkable. “I had a dream”, I reported. “Our ancestors came to me and said they wanted to see our wedding”. So Tyan-yu and I held the same ceremony for our ancestors. We saw the matchmaker light the candle and give it to the servant to watch. Our ancestors were so pleased, so pleased.
Huang Taitai looked impatient as I began to cry softly again. But then the servant left the room with our candle and a big wind came and blew the candle out. And our ancestors became very angry. They shouted that the marriage was doomed! They said that Tyanyu's end of the candle had blown out! Our ancestors said Tyan-yu would die if he stayed in this marriage!'
Tyan-yu's face turned white. But Huang Taitai only frowned. “What a stupid girl to have such bad dreams!” And then she scolded everybody to go back to bed.
“Mother”, I called to her in a hoarse whisper. “Please don't leave me! I am afraid! Our ancestors said if the matter is not settled, they would begin the cycle of destruction”. 
“What is this nonsense” cried Huang Taitai, turning back toward me Tyan-yu followed her, wearing his mother's same frowning face. And I knew they were almost caught, two ducks leaning into the pot.
“They knew you would not believe me”, I said in a remorseful tone, “because they know I do not want to leave the comforts of my marriage. So our ancestors said they would plant the signs, to show our marriage is now rotting”. 
“What nonsense from your stupid head”, said Huang Taitai, sighing. But she could not resist. “What signs?”
     “In my dream, I saw a man with a long beard and a mole on his cheek”.
“Tyan-yu's grandfather?” asked Huang Taitai I nodded, remembering the painting I had observed on the wall.
    “He said there are three signs. First, he has drawn a black spot on Tyan-yu's back, and this spot will grow and eat away Tyan-yu's flesh just as it ate away our ancestor's face before he died”.
    Huang Taitai quickly turned to Tyan-yu and pulled his shirt up. “Ai-ya!” she cried, because there it was, the same black mole, the size of a fingertip, just as I had always seen it these past five months of sleeping as sister and brother.
“And then our ancestor touched my mouth”, and I patted my cheek as if it already hurt. “He said my teeth would start to fall out one by one, until I could no longer protest leaving this marriage”.
  Huang Taitai pried open my mouth and gasped upon seeing the open spot in the back of my mouth where a rotted tooth fell out four years ago. 
  And finally, I saw him plant a seed in a servant girl's womb. He said this girl only pretends to come from a bad family But she is really from imperial blood, and…
  I lay my head down on the pillow as if too tired to go on. Huang Taitai pushed my shoulder, “What does he say?”
“He said the servant girl is Tyan-yu's true spiritual wife. And the seed he has planted will grow into Tyan-yu's child”.
By mid-morning they had dragged the matchmaker's servant over to our house and extracted her terrible confession.
And after much searching they found the servant girl I liked so much, the one I had watched from my window every day. I had seen her eyes grow bigger and her teasing voice become smaller whenever the handsome delivery man arrived. And later, I had watched her stomach grow rounder and her face become longer with fear and worry.
So you can imagine how happy she was when they forced her to tell the truth about her imperial ancestry. I heard later she was so struck with this miracle of marrying Tyan-yu she became a very religious person who ordered servants to sweep the ancestors' graves not just once a year, but once a day.
There's no more to the story. They didn't blame me so much. Huang Taitai got her grandson. I got my clothes, a rail ticket to Peking, and enough money to go to America. The Huangs asked only that I never tell anybody of any importance about the story of my doomed marriage.
It's a true story, how I kept my promise, how I sacrificed my life. See the gold metal I can now wear. I gave birth to your brothers and then your father gave me these two bracelets. Then I had you. And every few years, when I have a little extra money, I buy another bracelet. I know what I'm worth. They're always twenty-four carats, all genuine.
But I'll never forget. On the day of the Festival of Pure Brightness, I take off all my bracelets. I remember the day when I finally knew a genuine thought and could follow where it went. That was the day I was a young girl with my face under a red marriage scarf. I promised not to forget myself.
How nice it is to be that girl again, to take off my scarf, to see what is underneath and feel the lightness come back my body!
Close work with the text
First reaction
2. Then I had you'. Lindo is telling this story to her daughter from her second marriage, a young woman in her early thirties, who has grown up in the USA.
What advice about life do you think Lindo wants to give her daughter by telling this story? Summarize this advice in 20-30 words, and compare your ideas with a partner.
Close reading: themes - cultural differences and family relationships Lindo's 'training'
3
Find some sentences that show
a the social status that Lindo has in the Huang household.
b the way Lindo feels when she arrives.
c the way Lindo feels after a few years.
Discuss them with a partner.

4
a What do you think of the way Huang Taitai and Tyuan-yu treat Lindo? 



b Would you have felt the same way as Lindo?
c Compare your ideas with a partner.
The wedding

5
Look through the text. Make notes under the following headings (the same ones as in Exercise 1) to describe the wedding.
a presents: 

b
the bride leaves from: 

c
transport: 

d
clothes: 

e
place: 

f
wedding guests: 

g
good luck and bad luck: 

h
marriage symbols: 

i
speech-makers: 

j
food, drink and entertainment: 

k
afterwards: 

	DIFFERENCES FROM MY CULTURE
	SIMILARITIES WITH MY CULTURE

	
	




6
Compare your notes in Exercise 5 with the notes you made in Exercise 1. Note down a few ideas in the following boxes, and compare them with a partner.
The wedding night


7
Lindo's language is simple, but is her character simple? Which of the following interpretations do you agree with? You can choose more than one, or add your own.
a I was crying.
1 She was crying because Tyan-yu had rejected her.
2 She was crying because she realised that she was trapped.

3 She was crying because she missed her parents.
b I laughed… and. .. still laughing.
1 She laughed with amusement at another person's stupidity.
2 She laughed bitterly, because she saw another person afraid and feeling
trapped.
3 She laughed hysterically.

8
Now write your own interpretations of the following. Compare them with a partner.
a... with so much hope... 
She was hoping

b I immediately shivered with fear, (line 201)
She was afraid because

Married life

9
Look at this diagram and the arrows connecting the three characters.
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Make brief notes to show the attitude and behaviour of the three characters
towards each other.
a Tyan-yu towards Lindo
b Lindo towards Tyan-yu
c Huang Taitai towards Lindo
d Lindo towards Huang Taitai
e Tyan-yu towards Huang Taitai
f Huang Taitai towards Tyan-yu

10
a Which character do you feel most sympathy with?
b Which character do you judge most critically? Do you really blame him/her, or is he/she just a product of their culture? 
c Compare your ideas with a partner.
Escape

11
In the last episode Lindo seems to have changed: she seems much more “clever” than she did before. Look at this example:
“I observed everyone around me, the thoughts they showed in their faces, and then I was ready”.
This shows Lindo's powers of observation, her insight into human nature, and her sense of timing.

Find two other sentences that show this 'new' Lindo. 
Discuss them with a partner. (A character who develops is often called a 'round' character).
The 'message'

12
The extract you have read comes from a chapter in The Joy Luck Club called “The Red Candle”. This chapter begins with the passage below, where Lindo addressess her daughter (ex.2). The spaces (a)-(h) represent just two missing words. One word is a verb, the other is used as a verb and a noun (both singular and plural). What do you think the two missing words are? Fill in the spaces, using one word five times, the other three times.
I______ once sacrificed my life to keep my parents' (a). This means nothing to you, because to you_______(b) mean nothing. A daughter can _____ (c) to come to dinner, but if she has a headache, if she has a traffic jam, if she wants to watch a favorite movie on TV, she no longer has a _______(d).

      It's too late to change you, but I'm telling you this because I worry about your baby. I worry that someday she will say, 'Thank you, Grandmother, for the gold bracelet. I'll never_____ (e) you. ' But later, she will ______(f) her _____ (g). She will _____(h) she had a grandmother.

13
Which of the following do you think describe Lindo's purpose in telling the story you have read? You can choose more than one, and add your own idea if you like. (You may want to look back to your answers to Exercises 2 and 12. )
a
encouragement to her daughter to be independent
b
criticism of her daughter
c
a warning about how families can grow apart
d
a demonstration of cultural differences between countries
e
a nostalgic celebration of times past
f
your own idea: 

Language practice - structures
Presenting how characters think

14
Look at the following five ways of presenting the same thought. 


A 'Can I be happy with him?'
B 'Can I be happy with him?' I wondered.
C Could I be happy with him?
D I wondered if I could be happy with him.
E I wondered about my future happiness with him.
a What differences in grammar and vocabulary can you see between the five ways A-E? 
b What different effects can a writer create by using the different ways of presenting thought? Choose ideas from the box below and match them with the sentences A-E above. Add any ideas of your own about the effects created.
immediate    a general idea     dramatic   the presence of the writer is more apparent       vague     a report rather than the actual thought    precise     a character in dialogue with      himself/herself      vivid
15
Writers often present characters' thoughts in different ways in order to create variety, drama, and to emphasize sudden moments of realization. Amy Tan does this in Lindo's moment of revelation. For each of the following thoughts, put a letter B-E (as in Exercise 14) in the brackets to indicate which way Amy Tan is using (note she does not use A). 

Example: I began to cry and thought bitterly about my parents' promise. [E] 
a I wondered why my destiny had been decided, why I should have an unhappy life so someone else could have a happy one. [ ] 
b I thought about throwing my body into this river that had destroyed my family's happiness, [  ]
c I asked myself, What is true about a person? [  ]
d Would I change in the same way the river changes color but still be the same person? [  ] 
e And then I realized it was the first time I could see the power of the wind.  [ ]
f I was strong, I was pure. I had genuine thoughts inside that no one could see, that no one could ever take away from me. I was like the wind.  [  ] 
g I made a promise to myself: I would always remember my parents' wishes, but I would never forget myself. [  ]

16. The following are all thoughts that Lindo might have had, expressed directly. Change them into indirect thoughts (D in Exercise 14).
Example: 'I'll never be happy here. ' [realize]
I realised (that) I would never be happy there. 
a 'Why is it only my cooking that they appreciate?'   [wonder]
 b 'I can't run away - the Japanese are everywhere. '   [realize]
 c 'He looks as ridiculous as a young peacock. '   [think]
d
'Something terrible will happen to me because I've blown out the candle. '
[beelieve]
e
'Is he going to try and touch me?'   [be afraid]
f
'I must respect my promise to my parents. '   [remember]
g
'I don't have to be afraid of him any more. '   [know]
h
'What would it be like to be that servant girl?'   [wonder]
i
'If I talk about our ancestors, they'll believe me. '   [think]
17 One effect of using a first-person narrator is that the reader identifies more with the narrator - we know his/her thoughts - and less with other characters - we don't know what they are thinking. For each of the following moments suggest what might be going through the mind of Huang Taitai or Tyan-yu. Experiment with using some of the different ways of presenting their thoughts. 
Example: Huang Taitai:... poor Huang Taitai waited many hours for more people to come, and finally, when she could not wring any more guests out of her hands, she decided to start the ceremony. 'How can I possibly start the wedding with so few guests?' she wondered. What could she do in this situation?
She wondered whether anybody else would come.
a Tyan-yu: Tyan yanked the scarf off my face and smiled at his friends and family, never even looking at me.

b Huang Taitai: Huang Taitai seemed restless, as if she had an itch in the -" bottom of her shoe. 

c Tyan-yu: He was scared and turned his face.... I put my gown back on and lay down next to him and rubbed his back. 

d Huang Taitai: I think Huang Taitai became a little crazy. 
______________________________________________
Huang Taitai: This turned out to be joyous news for Huang Taitai, for she liked nothing better than to reclaim all her gold and jewelry to help me become fertile. 

f Huang Taitai and Tyan-yu: Tyan-yu's face turned white. But Huang Taitai only frowned. 

g Huang Taitai and Tyan-yu: By mid-morning they had dragged the matchmaker's servant over to our house and extracted her terrible confession. 

h Huang Taitai and Tyan-yu:... they forced her (ie the pregnant servant girl) to tell the truth about her imperial ancestry. 

Language practice - vocabulary
Adjectives of character
     18 a Look at the adjectives in the box on page 160. Use a dictionary to check any meanings you don't know, and then experiment with grouping them in any way you like. Some of the ways you could try are:
· words similar in meaning

· words contrasting in meaning

· words which are always positive

· words which are always negative

· words which can be positive or negative

· words you would like to hear used about yourself

· words you wouldn't like to hear used about yourself

	vulnerable  patronizing  kind  insecure  demanding  shrewd rebellious  nervous  sensitive  aggressive   tough   assertive pompous patient  confident polite  gullible  vain  selfish easygoing  class-conscious  industrious  sadistic materialistic careless  loyal  bossy  short-tempered generous  cheerful indulgent  strict  domineering  critical


b Compare your groupings with a partner.
· 19
Lindo, the narrator of this chapter of The Joy Luck Club, mostly communicates her own character and that of the others by showing us how they behave (and sometimes by telling us her thoughts). She does not use many adjectives: it is up to the reader to make interpretations.
· a From the adjectives given in Exercise 18 (you do not have to use all of them) decide which definitely apply to each of the three main characters, and which you think definitely do not apply. There may also be some adjectives that you are not sure about.
· 20
a What qualities do you like people close to you to have? Choose two or three of the following, and think about their ideal qualities.
mother  father  brother  sister  grandfather  grandmother wife  husband  daughter  son  cousin  aunt  uncle  best friend  colleague at work girlfriend boyfriend
Refer to the adjectives in Exercise 18, and, adding any adjectives of your own, note down some ideas like this:
· I think an ideal mother should be

· I think an ideal mother should not be

· b Compare your ideas with the rest of the class.
· 21
a Make a brief character analysis of yourself. Here are some phrases you might want to use. Write your self-analysis on a piece of paper without your name on it.
· I try to be
, but sometimes...
· I think I'm too
.
· I don't think I'm
enough.
· I'd like to be more
.
· I'd like to be less
.
· My good points are that I'm
.
· Some people think I'm
, but...
· My bad points are that I'm
.
b Now the class should collect the anonymous self-analyses, mix them up, and re-distribute them, one for each student. Each student should then try to identify the student who wrote his/her self-analysis.
· Extension
22 Discussion: How much of Lindo's story would be possible in the culture that you live in? Exchange ideas with a partner.
23 Class discussion/project: The Joy Luck Club contains the views of four elderly Chinese women coming to terms with what it means to be an immigrant in the USA, and their four daughters finding out what it means to be first-generation Chinese Americans.
Racial tension in the USA is often seen as a conflict between 'whites' and 'blacks', with recent years seeing the gradual erosion of prejudice. But the true picture is more complex. Hispanic and Asian ethnic minorities can be both victims and perpetrators of racial prejudice, not always involving the white community. For example, in the savage race riots that shook Los Angeles in 1993, black rioters, outraged at a white jury's decision to acquit white policemen of a charge of using excessive violence against an Afro-American, Rodney King, also targeted the Vietnamese community.
· What do you think divides people in contemporary society? Look at the following:
 sex  class  colour political convictions  language  religion place of birth money  education  age
· a Which do you think are the most divisive in the society you live in? Which are the least divisive?
· b Which do you think are the most divisive and the least divisive in the
· world?
· c Which would you most like to eliminate? d Can you think of anything else which divides people?
· 24
Role-play/writing: Choose one of the following.
· a In pairs or groups of three imagine that you are Lindo and Lindo's mother and/or father. You meet again thirty years after the events described in the passage you have read. What do you say to each other?
· b In groups of three imagine that you are the pregnant servant girl and Huang Taitai and Tyan-yu. What do you say to each other?
· 
25 Writing - epiphanies: With reference to the modern novel, the word epiphany has been used to describe a moment where a character has a sudden revelation while observing an everyday object. James Joyce was the first to use this term - he defined it as 'a sudden spiritual manifestation' - and his novels and short stories often describe characters experiencing an epiphany. In The Joy Luck Club Lindo experiences an epiphany while observing the effects of wind 
· Describe a moment in your life where you had a sudden revelation which changed your outlook on life (100-200 words).
Questions for self-study
TESTS

1.  English literary norm was formed :

a). at the end of the 17th  century

b) at the end of the 18th  century

c) in the middle of the 17th  century

d) at the end of the 16th  century

2.  Printing was invented in Germany by:

a)  by William Caxton in 1477

b) by Henry Tudor in 1477

c) Johann Gutenberg in 1438

d) Johann Gutenberg in 1477

3.  What writer introduced the sonnet form into England?
 a) W. Shakespeare; 

b) Ph. Sidney; 

c) T. Wyatt;   

d) B. Jonson.

4. E. Spenser is usually called

a) “the prince of poets”; 

b) “the greatest poet”; 

 c) “the English Virgil”; 

 d)  “a major critic and translator”.
5. A short story is …

a) a long universal art-form 

b) a poem

c) a verse

d) a long storey

e) a story about eighty pages

6. A novel is …

a) a verse 

b) a long storey

c) a story 

d) a universal art-form 

e) a poem

7. A novel belongs to what Functional Style…

a) belle-letter style

b) science style

c) official documents style

d) military documents style

e) news paper style

8. A poem belongs to what Functional Style…

a) official documents style

b) military documents style

c) belle-letter style

d) news paper style

e) science fiction style

9. A  Short story belongs to what Functional Style…

a) military documents style

b) belle-letter style

c) science fiction style

d) official documents style

e) news paper style

10. An essay belongs to what Functional Style

a) publicist style

b) official documents style

c) belle-letter style

d) news paper style

e) science fiction style

11. A plot means…

a) weather description

b) characters description

c)  what happens 

d) is what the author tells

e) dialogues

12. A setting means…

a) the time and place

b) characters description

c) is what happens in it

d) weather description

e) is what the author tells

13. What is “morpheme”

a) the smallest meaningful unit
b) an article

c) a part of speech

d) a word

e) a phrase 

14.  What is “neologism”

a) a word

b) a newly coined word
c) a sentence
d) a text
e) a poam
15. What is “omniscient point of view”

a) a narrator knows nothing

b) a narrator knows everything

c) a narrator knows something

d) a character knows something

e) none

16.   What is “limited point of view”

a) a  narrator knows something

b) a character presents only one point of view

c) a narrator knows nothing

d) a narrator knows everything

e) none

17.  What is “intrusive narrator”

a) a  person that explicitly tells a reader things, commenting them

b) a  narrator knows something

c) a character knows something

d) a narrator knows nothing

e) none

18. What is “objective narrator”

a) person that explicitly tells a reader things, commenting them

b) person that explicitly tells a reader nothing

      c) a narrator simply shows things

      d) a character knows something

      e) none

19.  What is “unintrusive narrator”

a) a narrator knows something

b) a narrator simply shows things

c) a narrator comments everything

d) a narrator comments weather

e) none

20. What means “multiple narrator”

a) a narrator comments everything in different ways

b) a narrator simply shows things

c) a narrator comments weather

d) a narrator uses multiple points of view

e) none

21. What is “multiple point of view”

a) a narrator simply shows things

b) a narrator uses multiple points of view

c) a narrator comments actions

d) a narrator comments characters

e) none

22.  What means “a main character in the story”

a) a protagonist

b) a limited character

c) a rounded character

d) a flat character

e) none

23. What means “a minor character in the story”

a) first-person  narrator

b) omniscient narrator

c) intrusive narrator

d) objective narrator

e) limited narrator

24.  What means “first-person narrator”

a) limited narrator

b) omniscient narrator

c) a minor character

d) an objective narrator

e) none

25. What means “third-person narrator ”

a) an omniscient narrator

b) a minor narrator

c) a main character

d) a beautiful narrator

e) a wonderful narrator

26. What means “flat character”

a) a  round character

b) that does not change within  a novel

c) a minor narrator

d) a beautiful narrator

e) a wonderful narrator

27. What means “round character”

a) that develops during the course of  novel

b) a beautiful narrator

c) a wonderful narrator

d) that changes within  a novel

e) none

28. The people in the novel are referred to as… 

a) characters

b) beautiful people

c) bad characters

d) wonderful characters

e) actions

29. To appearance we do not refer (face, body, movements, hair, weather)

a) body

b) face

c) weather

d) hair

e) movements

30. What notions belong to action 

a) sun

b) marriage

c) winter

d) library

e) university

31. Conversation is presented through   

a) mentality

b) ideas

c) dialogue

d) thoughts

e) none

32. What means “the stream of consciousness technique ” 

a) defines the flow of thoughts in person’s mind

b) shows ideas

c) conversation 

d) different views

e) none

33. What means “interior dialogue”

a) shows ideas

b) defines the flow of thoughts in person’s mind

c) different views

d) conversation 

e) dialogue

34. What is style

a) syntax and vocabulary

b) word

c) article

d) verb

e) pronoun 

35. Syntax means

a) a word

b) a verb

c)  morphology

d) Gerund

e) the way the words are organized into sentences

36. Vocabulary means

a) words

b) syntax

c) actions

d) notions

e) none

37.  What is lexis

a) vocabulary

b) actions

c) syntax

d) notions

e) none

38. What words are called “grammatical”

a) auxillary words

b) ideas

c) thoughts

d) way of thinking

e) none

39. What is “denotation”

a) direct meaning

b) direct meaning

c) actions

d) ideas

e) none

40. What is “connotation”

a) actions

b) indirect meaning

c) ideas

d) thoughts

e) none

41. What are “semantic words”

a) nouns

b) syntax

c) articles

d) gerund

e) none

42. What means “the plain style”

     a) ideas

     b) simple syntax and vocabulary

     c) thoughts

     d) actions

     e) none

43. What means “symbol”

a) actions

b) signs

c) words

d) verbs

e) letters

44. What is called “symbolism”

a) the use of words

b) the use of actions

c) the use of symbols

d) the use of verbs

e) none

45. How the theme of the novel is defined 

a) a subjective and personal process

b) as a picture

c) as a style

d) as a poem 

e) as a word  

46. The structure of the novel refers to

a) idea

b) the way the novel is organized

c) a chapter

d) a text

e) none

47. What is “imagery”

a) a set of images

b) a set of symbols

c) a set of words

d) a set of sentences

e) a set of pictures

48. What is “symbolism”

a) a set of images

b) a set of symbols

c) a set of sentences

d) a set of words

e) a set of pictures

49. What is “surprise”

a) a wonder

b) a picture

c) a face

d) a plot

e) the feeling in the reader caused by something unexpected

50. What is “plot”

a) actions

b) movements

c) characters

d) pictures

e) suspense and  surprise

51. What is “suspense”

a) a tense feeling in the readers

b) actions

c) pictures

d) movements

e) characters

52. What is “narrative structure”

a) pictures

b) actions

c) plot

d) feelings

53. What is “chronological order”

a) flashbacks  

b) start of  novel

c) narrative order

d) end of novel

e) anticipation

f) flash-forward  

54.  What is “narrative order”

a) way of telling a story

b) end of novel

c) feelings

d) movements

e) none

55. What is genre

a) kind of literary or artistic work

b) plot

c) story

d) novel

e) novella 

56. Interpretation of imaginative literature is an important discipline, lying on the
borderline between… .
a) stylistics and the theory of literature

b) the study of literature and Stylistics

c) linguistic subjects and the study of literature

d) characters study

e) none
57. Text interpretation … on styles
a) does not lay so much emphasis

b) studies

c) denotes the investigation

d) denotes characters

e) none

58. The 20th century criticism highlighted such currents as 
a) structuralism, hermeneutics;

b) mythological criticism, receptive or reader-response criticism;

a) structuralism, hermeneutics, «New Criticism», mythological criticism

b) receptive or reader-response criticism, post-structuralism

c) none
59.  A genre is a 
a) historically formed type of literary writing, which reflects certain aesthetic conception of reality

b)  a shorten literary composition proving some point or illustrating some subject;

c)  work of literature
d) novel

e)  story
60. The author brings up and tackles certain  

a) problems

b) decision 

c) ideas

d) plot

e) none
61. Synonyms of variation are used
a) to characterize the object spoken about precisely
b) to produce humorous effect 
c) to make the speech less monotonous

d)to show the events

e) none
62. The phrase «She craved and yearned over them» contains
a) synonyms of precision

b) synonyms of variation

c) a metaphor

d) a hyperbola

e) none 
63. In case of inversion the emphasized element occupies
a) the initial position;

b) the final position instead of the initial position;

c) either initial position or final position instead of the initial position

d) flashback position

e) none
64. … narration is the case of the impersonal omniscient narrator, «knowing everything».

a) third person

b) first person

c) second person

d) fourth

65. The author's portrayal of a character (his appearance, psychological portrait, behav our, attitudes to the events and other characters) is called …

a) characterization

b) characters’ discourse

c) auctorial digressions

e) persons’

d) none
66. Interpretation of literary works has for its theoretical background 

a) theory of literature

b) stylistics

c) study of literature

d) none

e) film study

67. Literary criticism, in the first place, asserts … and interprets the text.
a) the text's message

b) form;

c) the text's message and form

d) literary theory

e) none

68. The 20th century criticism highlighted such currents as

a) structuralism, hermeneutics

b)mythological criticism, receptive or reader-response criticism

c) structuralism, hermeneutics, «New Criticism», mythological criticism, receptive or reader-response criticism, post-structuralism

d) theory

e) none

69. Lyric-epic genres formally belong to poetry, except that they possess
a) plot
b) humour and exaggeration

c) poetic meditation on a solemn theme

d) poetry

e) epic description

70. A text of imaginative prose has … - assertion or denial of certain principles
a ) theme

b) ideas

c) conflict

d) written piece of work that is built on sentences

e) none

71. … narration  produces a peculiar effect if a hero relates the story that occurred to him in the past, for example, in his childhood or adolescence
a) third person

b) first person

c) unknown narrator

d) character

e) none

72. The syntactical device used to reproduce two parallel lines of thought is termed

a) detachment;

b) parenthesis

c) metaphor

d) hyperbola

e) none

73. In the sentence «The pennies were saved by bulldozing the grocer» we come across

a) metonymy

b) metaphor

c) irony

d) plot

e) none

74. Figures of replacement fall into the following groups:

a) figures of quantity and figures of quality

b) figures of quantity, figures of quality and irony

c) figures of similarity, figures of inequality and figures of contrast

d) metaphor

e) none

75. … shows the drama of a character's inner world, commonly with an open structure and less dynamic action , without a clean-cut culmination and denouement.

a) a psychological short story

b) an action short story

c) a short story

d) a novel

e) none

76. Choose the correct completion of the statement.

In studying language, stylistics chiefly leans upon 
a) the functional approach

b) the structural approach

c) the substantial approach 

d) all approaches

e) none

77. Choose the correct completion of the statement.

Materialized information clothed in a sound form is called 

a) message

b) signal

c) code 

d) word

e) sentence

78.  Choose the correct completion of the statement.

Rendering the message an additional or different sense as a result of its decoding is

 a) redundancy of information

b) accumulation of information 

c) predictability of information 

d) translation

e) none

79. Name the three main types of context, completing the classification:

a) linguistic

b)  phonetic 

c) grammatical

d) verbal

e) None

80. Choose a correct completion of the statement.

By constellation one understands 

a) a combination of units belonging to the same register in one context

b) a combination of units belonging to different registers in one context

c) a type of paradigmatic relations behind a stylistic device 

d) a sentence

e) none

81. Which of the two definitions is true? 
a) the vehicle of a stylistic image is the naming notion 

b) the vehicle of a stylistic image is the named notion 

c) the vechicle of words

d) the vechicle of sentances

e) none

82. Choose the correct completion of the statement.

Genetic stylistics

a) aims at revealing the author’s intention

b) deals with the reader’s perception of the literary work

c) disengages itself from the author’s intention and the reader’s perception 

d) a simple work

e) none

83. Onomatopoeia can be defined as
a) a combination of speech sounds which aims at imitating sounds produced by nature, people or animals

b) an effect of ease and comfort in pronouncing and hearing
c) a repetition of similar vowel sounds in close succession aimed at phonetic and semantic organization of an utterance 

d) words

e) sentences

84. Identify the morphological device in the following sentence:

“It was a dead leaf, deader than the deadest tree leaf.” 

a) metaphor

b) hyperbole

c) none

d) repetition

85. Which of the following is not  true? 

a) Lexical meaning is basic while stylistic one is additional
b) Lexical meaning is more flexible and changeable whereas stylistic one is more stable 
c) Lexical meaning is explicit while stylistic one is, for the most part, implicit
86. Words having a lexico-stylistic paradigm are characterised by

a) direct reference to the denotate 

b) indirect reference to the denotate

c) no connotations 
87. Select the two obligatory characteristics that pertain to expressive meaning: 

 a) indirect reference to the denotate

b) constant usage in a certain speech sphere 

c) metaphoric transfer
88. Which of the following do not belong to the class of words having a lexico-stylistic paradigm 

a) archaic forms of words

b) barbarisms

c) foreign words
89. Find the stylistic device and define it

The clock had struck, time was bleeding away (A.Huxley)

a) metonymy   

b) periphrasis  

c) metaphor    

d) antonomasia

90. Find the stylistic device and define it

His disease consisted of spots, bed, honey in spoons, tangerine oranges and high temperature (J. Galsworthy)

a)  metonymy

b) epithet   

c) simile     

d) a semantically false chain

e) hyperbole
91. Find the stylistic device and define it

While love, unknown among the blest, Parent of thousand wild desires (S. Johnson)

a) metonymy  

b) periphrasis   

c) synecdoche   

d) antonomasia

e) litotes
92. Find the stylistic device and define it

 The laugh in her eyes died out and was replaced by something else (M.Spillane)

a) trite  epithet

b) genuine oxymoron

c) trite oxymoron 

d) genuine metaphor

e) personification
93. Find the stylistic device and define it

The young lady who burst into tears, has been  put up together again (Ch. Dickens)

a) metonymy 

b) epithet  

c) simile     

d) violation of phraseological units 

e) hyperbole
94. Find the stylistic device and define it

She always glances up and glances down and  doesn’t know where to look, but looks all the prettier (Ch.Dickens)

a)  zeugma 

b) epithet   

c) simile 

d) metaphor

e) pun
95.  Find the stylistic device and define it

I have only one good quality – overwhelming belief in the brains and hearts of our nation, our state, our town (S. Lewis)

a) personification  

b) epithet 

c) simile   

d) metonymy

e) chain of epithets
96. .. Find the stylistic device and define it

They sat up with gaiety as with a corpse (  S. Lewis)

a)  irony  

b) epithet  

c) simile      

d)  metonymy

e) metaphor
97. Find the stylistic device and define it

 Maycomb was an old town but it was a tired old  town when I first knew it ( H. Lee)

a)  irony  

b) epithet   

c) simile     

d) metonymy

e) pun
98. Find the stylistic device and define it

 He’d behaved pretty lousily to Jan

a) trite  epithet 

 b) oxymoron 

 c) metonomy

 d) genuine metaphor
99. Find the stylistic device and define it

 Death is at the end of that devious, winding maze of paths (Fr. Norris)

a) trite  epithet   

b) genuine oxymoron 

c) trite oxymoron  

d) genuine metaphor

e) metonomy
100. Find the stylistic device and define it

 Friendship, peculiar boon of heavens( S. Johnson)

a) metonymy 

b) periphrasis  

c) synecdoche   

d) antonomasia

e) detachment
101. Find the stylistic device and define it

 The clock had struck, time was bleeding away (A.Huxley)

a) metonymy   

b) periphrasis   

c) metaphor    

d) antonomasia
102. Find the stylistic device and define it

She was a sunny, happy sort of a creature. Too fond of the bottle ( A. Christie)

a) metonymy 

b) epithet   

c) simile 

d) repetition

e) irony
103. Find the stylistic device and define it

All at once there is a goal, a path through a shapeless day (A.Miller)

 a) metonymy 

 b) epithet 

 c) simile   

 d) repetition

e) antonomasia
104. Find the stylistic device and define it

...she has a nose that is at least three inches too long ( I.Shaw)

a) litotes   

b)irony

c) hyperbole 

d) metonymy

e) understatement 
105. Find the stylistic device and define it

 The next speaker was a tall gloomy man, Mr. Something Somebody ( J.B.Priestly) 

a) metonymy 

b) periphrasis   

c) synecdoche   

d) antonomasia

e) metaphor
106. Find the stylistic device and define it
 England has two eyes, Oxford and Cambridge. They are the  two eyes of England, and two intellectual eyes (Ch. Taylor)

a) metonymy

b) periphrasis 

c) synecdoche   

d) antonomasia and metaphor

e) metaphor
107. Find the stylistic device and define it

 He finds time to have a finger or a foot in most things that happen round here (J.Lindsay)

a) metonymy 

b) epithet 

c) simile   

d) personification

e) periphrasis
108. Find the stylistic device and define it

The young girl who had a yellow smock and a cold in the head that did not go too well together was helping an old lady  ( J.B.Priestly)

a) zeugma 

b) epithet

c) simile    

d) metaphor

e) pun
109. Find the stylistic device and define it

The Face of London was now strangely alerted...the voice of Mourning was heard in every street ( D.Defoe)

a)  personification  

b) epithet  

c) simile   

d) metaphor

e) metonomy
110. Find the stylistic device and define it

 He made his way through  the perfume and conversation ( I. Shaw)

a)  personification 

b) epithet  

c) simile

d) metonymy

e) pun
111. Find the stylistic device and define it

 Stoney smiled the sweet smile of an alligator (J.Steinbeck)

a) irony 

b) epithet  

c) simile  

d) metonymy

e) metaphor
112. Find the stylistic device and define it

The girl gave him a lipsticky smile ( J.D.Sallinger)

a)  irony  

b) epithet   

c) simile   

d) metonymy

e) hyperbole
113. Find the stylistic device and define it

She was a damned nice woman too ( A. Huxley)

a) trite  epithet 

b) oxymoron 

c) antithesis

d) genuine metaphor

e) hyperbole
114. Find the stylistic device and define it

.... for every look that passed between them, and every word they spoke and every card they played, the dwarf had eyes and ears ( Ch. Dickens)

a) trite  epithets   

b) oxymorons 

c)  metonymies  

d) simile

e) metaphor

115. Organize the following groups of words into the two major classes, name these classes: slangisms, borrowings, dialectisms, bookish words, neologisms, archaisms, vulgarisms, exotisms. 
116. Provide a one- or two-sentence explanation of the differences between lexical neologisms and stylistic neologisms.
117. Which of the following types of structural transformation of phraseologisms is not true?

a) expansion

b) reduction

c) convergence 
118. Point out which of the syntactical stylistic devices given below can be defined as a deliberate break of a sentence into two separate sentences or clauses: 

a) aposiopesis
 b) parcellation

c) ellipsis
120. Identify the type of repetition in the following: 
“Yes, but I was afraid, afraid I’d go to one who’d tell Paul.”
a) ordinary 
b) catch

d) chain
121. What syntactical EM is employed in the given sentence? 

“The widow Douglas, she took me for her son.”
122. Define the two syntactical expressive means that were used to create gradation in the given sentence: 

“He was her Europe, her emperor, her allied monarchs and august prince regent.” 
123. Choose the correct completion of the statement.
Metaphors which are used as a means of giving a name to an object produced by people in imaginary similarity of associations or emotions caused by the object, are called
a) cognitive metaphors

b) nominative metaphors

c) generalizing metaphors 
124. Which of the following statements is true?

a) Irony is a figure of the metaphorical group. 

b) Irony is based upon the opposition of form and meaning.

c) Irony is always expressed through graphical or paralinguistic markers. 
125. Organize the following figures into the two groups:

synecdoche, metaphor, allegory, periphrasis, epithet, euphemism. 
126. Which of the statements contain oxymoron?
a) He was condemned to a living death.
b) “Make mine a whiskey sour, please!”
c) No light, but rather darkness visible. 
127. Which figure of substitution is defined as a deliberate understatement of some feature? 
128. Which figure of combination creates a humorous effect in the following statement?

“The man who is always asking for a loan is always left alone.” 
129. By the stylistic criterion synonyms can be grouped into: synonyms-specifiers and ________________. 
130. Define which of the figures – metaphor or metonymy – the following epithets are based upon:
cat-and-dog life, a freezing mood, the kitten of a woman, a majestic sun. 
131. Choose the correct completion of the statement.

Practical oral, practical written, poetic oral and poetic written subsystems are
a) functional styles

b) functional types of language

c) functional types of speech 
108. Genres of the texts are distinguished according to their
a) semantic feature and thematic characteristics

c) compositional and stylistic properties

d) all of the above 
109. Fill in the gap with the correct term. 

While V.V. Vinogradov distinguishes the conversational style only, O.M. Morokhovsky differentiates between the literary conversational style and ________________________ style. 
110. The genre of essay belongs to

a) the scientific style

b) the publicistic style

c) the belles-lettre style 
111. The syntactical device used to reproduce two parallel lines of thought is termed

a) detachment;

b) parallel construction
c) metaphor

d) hyperbola

e) none
112. Choose the correct completion of the statement.

In studying language, stylistics chiefly leans upon 
a) the functional approach

b) the structural approach

c) the substantial approach 

d) all approaches

e) none
113. Onomatopoeia can be defined as
a) a combination of speech sounds which aims at imitating sounds produced by nature, people or animals

b) an effect of ease and comfort in pronouncing and hearing
c) a repetition of similar vowel sounds in close succession aimed at phonetic and semantic organization of an utterance 

d) words

e) sentences
114. Identify the morphological device in the following sentence:

“It was a dead leaf, deader than the deadest tree leaf.” 

detachment;

b) parallel construction
c) metaphor

d) hyperbola

e) none
115. Figures of replacement fall into the following groups:

a) figures of quantity and figures of quality

b) figures of quantity, figures of quality and irony

c) figures of similarity, figures of inequality and figures of contrast

d) metaphor

e) none
116. Types of Irony 

a) verbal

b) grammatical

c) classical

d) sarcastic

e) situational

V-I

Assignment 1. Analyse instrumentation and graphic means in the following:(20 grades)

1. There she sees a damsel bright, Drest in a silken robe of white. (Col​eridge)

2. E'en from the tomb the voice of Nature cries, E'en in our ashes live their wanted fires. (Gray)

3. And the silken sad uncertain rustling of each purple curtain Thrilled me - filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before. (Poe)

4. His soul swooned slowly as he heard the snow falling, faintly through universe and faintly falling like the descent of their last end, upon the living and the dead. (J. Joyce)

5. From the morn to the night, he's so joyous and bright, And he bubbles with wit and good humour! (Gilbert)

Assignment 2. Match each figure of quantity with its main stylistic feature: (5 grades)

1. Hyperbole. 2. Meiosis. 3. Litotes.

a) positive sense of a structure with double negation;

b) a deliberate exaggeration;

c) a deliberate diminution. 

Assignment 3. Indicate separately the cases of: a) hyperbole; b) meiosis; c) litotes: (5x3=15 grades)

1. A watched pot never boils. 

2. He said: "I thought I'd come up and have a word with you, father."         (A. Cronin). 

3. I have not seen you for ages.    

4. To write a novel is as simple for him as falling off a chair, I suppose. 

5. You make noise enough to wake the dead.

Assignment 4. Point out all Stylistic Devices in the following abstract and make your own literal translation into Ukrainian. Mind your attention toward the usage of Ukrainian equivalence of the Stylistic devices:(50grades)  

A breeze blew though the room, blew curtains in at one end and out the other like pale flags, twisting them up toward the frosted wedding-cake of the ceiling, and then rippled over the wine-colored rug, making a shadow on it as wind does on the sea.

The only completely stationary object in the room was an enormous couch on which two young women were buoyed up as though upon an anchored balloon. They were both in white, and their dresses were rippling and fluttering as if they had just been blown back in after a short flight around the house. I must have understood for a few moments listening to the whip and snap of the curtains and the groan of a picture on the wall. Then there was a boom as Tom Buchanan shut the rear windows and the caught wind died out about the room, and the curtains and the rugs and the rugs and the two young women ballooned slowly to the floor.  

                                                                    F. Scott Fitzgerald, “The Great Gatsby”

V-II
Assignment 1. Analyse instrumentation and graphic means in the following:(20 grades)

1. "Tutor?" he cried. "Tewtor? TerYEWtor?" (Wodehouse)

2. "Silence! Silen-n-n-n-nce!" (Shaw)

3. "But you ought to have it. If he takes it away from you he's unjust." (Bennett)

4. "From the morn to the night, he's so joyous and bright, And he bubbles with wit and good humour! (Gilbert)

5. But you ought to have it. If he takes it away from you he's unjust." (Bennett)

Assignment 2. Match each figure of quantity with its main stylistic feature:(5grades)

1. Hyperbole. 2. Meiosis. 3. Litotes.

a) positive sense of a structure with double negation;

b) a deliberate exaggeration;

c) a deliberate diminution. 

Assignment 3. Indicate separately the cases of: a) hyperbole; b) meiosis; c) litotes:(5x3=15 grades)

1. English and Americafl hands were as scarce as hen's teeth in this unhealthy place. (W. Foster). 

2. He would give the world for her fair eyes. 

3. Dear aunt, you frightened me out of my senses. (H. Fielding). 

4. A smile crossed Natt's face from ear to ear. (H. Caine). 

5. An unfortunate man would be drowned in a tea-cup.

Assignment 4. Point out all Stylistic Devices in the following abstract and make your own literal translation into Ukrainian. Mind your attention toward the usage of Ukrainian equivalence of the Stylistic devices:(50 grades)  

There was not a breath of air moving, nor a sound but that of the surf booming half a mile away along the beaches and against the rocks outside. A peculiar stagnant smell hung over the anchorage – a smell of sodden leaves and rotting tree trunks. I observed the doctor sniffing and sniffing, like some one tasting a bad egg.

“I don’t know about treasure,” he said, “but I’ll stake my wig there’s fever here.”

If the conduct of the men had been alarming in the boat, it became truly threatening when they had come abroad. They lay about the deck growling together in talk. The slightest order was received with a black look, and grudgingly and carelessly obeyed. Even the honest hands must have caught the infection, for there was not one man abroad to mend another. Mutiny, it was plain, hung over us like a thunder-cloud.

                                                              R.L. Stevenson, “Treasure Island”     

Теми на індивідуальну роботу

1. Cхарактеризуйте особливості сюжету оповідання М. Твена “Mistaken Identity”.

2. Визначте основні засоби характеристики героїв в оповіданні                 Ш. Джексон “Charles”.
3. Проаналізуйте способи викладу в оповіданні К. Менсфілд “The Ladie’s Maid”.

4. Надайте лінгвостилістичний аналіз оповідання С. Моема “The Escape”.

5. Розкрийте засоби визначення тональності оповідання Д. Паркер “Arrangement in Black and White”.

6. Визначте тему оповідання В. Вульф “The Legacy”. Як в оповіданні актуалізуються творчі інтенції авторки?

7. Розкрийте особливості творчого методу Дж. Джойса на прикладі оповідання “A Painful Case”.

8. Охарактеризуйте рівні актуалізації мовних одиниць на прикладі оповідання К. Чопін “The Story of an Hour”.

Теми рефератів:
1. Іронія як вираження авторської модальності в поезії 20 століття.

2. Роль аутодіалога в художньому творі.

3. Підтекст у художньому творі та засоби його вираження.

4. Функціонування антропонімів у поетичних текстах.

5. Категорія часу та простору в американських поетичних текстах 20 століття.

6. Лінгвостилістичні особливості оповідань С. Моема.

7. Метафоричне переосмислення реальності в англомовних поетичних текстах.

8. Стилістичне використання зниженої лексики у творі Дж. Дж. Селінджера «Над прірвою в житі».

9. Засоби вираження інтертекстуальності у художній прозі 20 століття.
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�Scala: La Scala is the name of the opera house in Milan, Italy


� A basso gli ufficiali!”: “Down with officers”





�Arditi: assault troops of the Italian Army, 1915-1918





�fratellanza: brotherhood


�abnegazione: renunciation, self-denial
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