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ПЕРЕДМОВА
Об’єктом вивчення курсу «Теорія інтерпретації тексту» є цілісний текст художнього мовлення – художній твір.

Мета викладання навчальної дисципліни «Теорія інтерпретації тексту» полягає в тому, щоб на основі теоретичних знань із граматики, лексикології, фонетики, стилістики навчити майбутніх фахівців аналізувати художній текст, здобувати всі види інформації, що є в ньому, виробити уміння правильно оцінювати твір, дивлячись на нього як на цілісну єдність форми і змісту.

Запропонований навчально-методичний посібник має за мету:

· виробити вміння ідентифікувати актуальні значення мовних одиниць;

· вдосконалювати вміння застосовувати лексико-граматичні трансформацій мовних одиниць у художнього перекладу;

· розвивати професійну компетенцію майбутніх перекладачів та їхніх загальних читацьких умінь; 

· формувати впевненість щодо використання мови як засобу комунікації; 

· формувати практичні навички обробки тексту у процесі його аналізу; 
· формувати у студентів уміння логічно мислити та уміння вчитися здобувати інформацію, порівнювати, узагальнювати, оцінювати.
У  навчально-методичному посібнику пропонується лекційний матеріал за основними темами курсу. До теоретичної частини додаються  завдання до планування семінарських занять, самостійної роботи студентів у процесі вивчення курсу та список рекомендованої літератури.

PART 1.  LECTURE SYNOPSIS

LITERARY TEXT AS AN OBJECT OF TEXT INTERPRETATION

Points under analysis:

1. Notion of a literary text.

2. Literary text as poetic structure.

3. Principles of poetic structure cohesion.

I. A literary work is a fragment of objective reality arranged in accordance with the vision of the author and permeated by his idea of the world. 

Both science and the arts aim at cognizing and interpreting the world we live in. But in contrast to science where the means of cognition is an inductive and deductive analysis, the means of cognition in literature and the other arts is a re-creation of objective reality in the form of images drawn from reality itself, i.e. the relation between reality and literature is essentially that of an object and its image.

An image is always similar to its object. The similarity between an object and its image is conditioned by the fact that the latter is representation of the former. It is implied in the word “image” itself which is defined in the dictionary as “a likeness of a person, animal or object”. The similarity between an object and its image may be great, nonetheless it will remain a similarity and never become an identity, for an object cannot be at the same time its own image.

Turning to the literary work, we may say that, regarded in terms of an object-image relationship, it is always representation of a life situation, whose image it is. In other words, the literary work in its re-creation of life gives images, which are similar to but not identical with life.

An image is always somebody’s creation, i.e. an image has not only its object but also its creator, the author. It implies that:

Firstly. An author, in setting out to re-create a fragment of reality, re-creates those features of it which, to him, seem to be most essential. Doing this he is guided by his own consciousness, his vision of the world. He makes a selection of the features to be represented in the image of the re-created reality, which alone makes the image dissimilar to the object (reality).

Secondly. The object, i.e. reality, is neutral to the observer; the image of reality created by the author is not. For through such an image, the author expresses his vision of the world, his attitude towards the world. Thus, in any image of reality (in a literary work), there are always present, side by side with objective features, subjective ones as well. The subjective is the organizing axis of the literary work, for, in expressing his vision of the world, the author represents reality in the way that he considers to be most fitting.

Literature is a medium for transmitting aesthetic information. To be operative, it must, like any other kind of communication, involve not only the addresser (the author) but also the addressee (the reader).

The literary work is an act of communication of the author with the reader. But the existence of the relationship: the author – the literary work – the reader should not automatically give grounds for an assumption that what the author has conveyed in the work passes on to the reader naturally and easily. In other words, reading of the work doesn’t necessarily result in the reader’s direct perception of what the author has conveyed.

The complexity of the literary work, since it is an involved interrelation of the objective and the subjective, the real and the imagined, the direct and the implied, makes the perception of it a creative effort. He, who penetrates into the subtleties of the literary work, is sharing the author’s aesthetic world.

II. While reading a literary text one gradually moves from the first word of it on to the last. The words one reads combine into phrases, phrases into sentences, sentences into paragraphs, paragraphs making up larger passages: chapters, sections and parts. All these represent the verbal layer of the literary text.

At the same time when one reads a text of imaginative literature one cannot but see another layer gradually emerging out of these verbal sequences. One sees that word sequences represent a series of events, conflicts and circumstances in which characters of the literary work happen to find themselves. All these word-sequences make a composition, a plot, a genre and a style, they all go to create an image of reality and through this image the author conveys his message, his vision of the world.

Plot, theme, composition, genre, style, image and the like make the supraverbal (poetic) layer which is entirely revealed in verbal sequences. The supraverbal and the verbal layers of the text are thus inseparable from each other. The fact that all elements the literary text, such as those mentioned above, materialize in word sequences makes the latter acquire a meaning that is superimposed by the whole of the literary text.

The cohesion of the supraverbal and the verbal layers constitutes the poetic structure of the literary text. There is nothing in the literary work that is not expressed in its poetic structure. It is the whole of the poetic structure that conveys the author’s message. One element (or component) of the poetic structure is as important as any other, for the author’s message is revealed through them. All the components of the poetic structure compose a hierarchy, an organization of interdependent layers. The basic unit of the poetic structure is the word. All the various layers of the structure, i.e. the syntactic, the semantic, the rhythmical, the compositional, the stylistic are expressed in words.

The concept of unity and interdependence of elements in the poetic structure may be illustrated by the following example. The simile “she was as hard as nails” when taken by itself is nothing other than just a play on words, a word-image. But within a literary text (in this case – “The Escape” by S. Mangham) it is a unit, which along with others in the system of different stylistic devices goes to depict the image of Ruth Barlow. The image of Ruth Barlow in its turn, as one the character-images together with all the other ones in the story, goes to convey the author’s message.

Representation of the literary work in terms of a structure or a hierarchy of layers presupposes the concept of macro- and micro-elements (components) and bears upon form-content relationship.

Macro- and micro-elements is a functional, not an absolute category. Within a literary work a simile, for instance, is a micro-element in relation to a macro-element which may be the image of a character, and the latter, in its turn, is a micro-element in relation to the macro-element which is the literary work itself, understood as an image of reality.

The fact that macro-elements of a literary work are made out of micro-elements means in the final analysis that micro-elements are form in relation to macro-elements which are content.

An isolated simile taken by itself as any other verbal entity is a unity of content and form. The same simile within a literary work is either form or content depending upon the element in relation to which it is taken. Thus, the simile “she was as hard as nails” is form in relation to the macro-element, the image of Ruth Barlow, which this simile goes to build up. On the other hand, the quoted simile is content in relation to the form, the elements which it is made up of: hard, nails.

III. Each literary work is a unique instance of imaginative representation of reality. Imaginative representation has its own principles (known as aesthetic principles) which cohere all elements of the literary text and render it possible for the latter to constitute a word complete in itself. These principles are common to all literary woks.

1. The principle of incomplete representation

A literary image represents features that are most characteristic of an object, or which at least, seem such to the author. For instance, in the description of a farm-house (“The Chrysanthemums” by J.Steinbeck) the following features are singled out: “It was a hard-swept looking house, with hard-polished windows, and a clean mud mat on the front steps”. No doubt, the farm-house had many other peculiarities. But those selected convey very well the image of the place.  Moreover, they indirectly suggest the image of its owner, the vigorous, beauty-seeking Eliza. So, the author, in depicting an image, makes a selection: he picks out part (or parts) which can stand for the whole.

All images in a literary text, those of people, events, situation, landscapes and the like are incompletely represented. At least two factors seem to condition this. First, the linguistic factor. Verbal representation of the whole image is a venture which cannot or should hardly ever be endeavoured. This would take up innumerable pages of writing in which the image itself would invariably be dissolved, for there is a considerable disproportion between linguistic means of representation and the reality which is to be represented. The second and the main is the aesthetic factor.  Literature, as we know, transmits aesthetic information. To achieve this aim literature must first of all stir up the reader’s interest. One way to do this is to make the reader strain his perceptive abilities and fill in for himself those fragments of the whole which have been gapped.

The part selected to represent the whole is a poetic detail.

2. The principle of analogy and contrast

Analogy and contrast are known to be universal principles of cognition. It is by analogy that the essence of a phenomenon is revealed, the similar and the contrastive in different phenomena discovered.

In the arts and especially in literature analogy / contrast is a way of imaginative cognition. The author contra- and juxtaposes images of real life and in that way reveals the good and the evil, the just and the unjust in life.

3. The principle of recurrence

The poetic structure of a text is so modeled that certain of its elements which have already occurred in the text recur again at definite intervals. These recurrent elements may be a poetic detail, an image, a phrase, a word. The recurrence of elements may have several functions:

· to organize the subject matter, giving it a dynamic flow;

· to represent the leit-motif of the literary work, expressing the author’s message.

VERTICAL STRUCTURE OF A LITERARY TEXT

Points under analysis:

1.Theme and idea of a literary text.

2. Plot of a literary text. Conflict and types of characters.

3. Composition of a literary text. 

4. Setting of a literary text.

5. Types of characterization in a literary text.

I. The theme of a literary text is the represented aspect of life. As literary texts commonly have human characters for their subject of depiction  the theme of a literary work may be understood as an interaction of human characters under certain circumstances such as some social or psychological conflict (war and peace, love and hatred, etc.). 

Within a single work the basic theme may alternate with rival themes and their relationship may be very complex. For instance, the basic theme of “The Forsyte Saga” may be defined as the life of the English middle class at the end of and after the Victorian epoch. This basic theme is disclosed mainly in the representation of the Forsyte family, specifically in its Jolion – Soames  lines. The by-themes in this comprehensive trilogy are numerous: the Boer and the First World war, the first Labour government, the post-war generation, the general strike, the arts and artists. They are all linked together to represent a unity. A link between the various constructive themes is indispensable: without such a link the literary work loses its essential characteristic, which is a unity of all its elements.

The theme of  a literary text can be easily understood from the plot (the surface layer) of the work: it allows of the schematic formulation, such, for instance, as: “this is a story of  human relations” and the like.

The idea of a literary text is the underlying thought and emotional attitude transmitted to the reader by the whole poetic structure of the literary work. Poetic structure being a multi-layered entity, all its layers pertain to the expression of the idea.

II. Plot is a sequence of events in which the characters are involved, the theme and the idea revealed. Events are made up of episodes, episodes of smaller action detail. Plot might be an artificial arrangement of life, but it is plot that gives a narrative its power, uniqueness and excellence.

The arrangement and interplay of elements to form plot may assume numerous patterns in fiction, but modern critics have focused on a five-part sequence of events or actions to illustrate a conventional plot. This sequence includes  

1) the beginning or exposition, which among other things introduces an unstable element that sets the plot in motion, i.e. in the exposition the necessary preliminaries to the action are laid out, such as the time, the place, the subject of the action;

2) rising action, a series of events – each event causing the one that follows – which heighten the conflict;

3) climax, the critical or most intense moment in the narrative;

4) falling action, a typically brief period in which there is less intensity of effect and an unraveling (what the French term denouement) of the conflict;

5) the ending or resolution of the conflict.

We can visualize the conventional plot pattern in terms of the accompanying pyramid – the diagram first proposed by the 19th century German critic Gustav Freytag.

G. Freytag used this diagram to analyse a five-part tragedy, but the scheme has had widespread utility in the analysis of plot in fiction. In fact, a great part of the pleasure that we experience in the reading of fiction derives from our perception of the rhythm of the narrative as it moves from stage to stage in the plot. We delight in discovering how conflicts arise and develop; how one event causes another in a heightening series of conflicts; how characters caught in these conflicts engage in choices that make the climax and resolution seem almost inevitable.

Central to this overview of plot is conflict, which is the opposition of forces. The contemporary American poet, novelist and critic Robert Penn Warren has put the matter bluntly: “No conflict, no story”. Conflict is at the root of the unstable situation that translates character and ideas into action. Without conflict, plot cannot exist.

We usually view conflict as the struggle of forces in relation to characters, for conflict at least in part is embodied in characters. When the main character (the protagonist) is fighting or struggling against someone (the antagonist) or something (the nonhuman force can also be the antagonist) outside himself or herself, we term this variety of conflict external. When the struggle or opposition of forces takes place inside the minds of characters, this type of conflict is internal. Characters may be involved in a variety of struggles: against other people; against society; against nature; against opposing forces within themselves; against fate or destiny. Seldom do we find a single type of conflict in a good story. Conflict is usually subtle and complex, composed of various forces in opposition.

Between the beginning and conclusion there is the very large business of organizing and resolving main and minor conflicts, placing protagonists and antagonists in correct relationship, selecting episodes and scenes to dramatize the conflicts. In developing plot, the author selects or invents plotting techniques. The well-established plotting techniques are: the use of foreshadowing (suggesting or hinting at the resolution beforehand); flashback (creating earlier episodes within the overall progression of action in plot); and subplots, double plots and multiple plots.

According to the number of elements in plot structure all works of narrative prose may be of two kinds. A literary text with all mentioned above elements of plot is said to have a closed plot structure. A literary work in which the action is represented without an obvious culmination, which does not contain all the above mentioned elements understood in their conventional sense, is said to have an open plot structure.

III. A literary text is characterized by the plurality of viewpoints that makes it versatile (= many-sided). V.A. Kukharenko distinguishes two main speech flows in a literary work: the author’s speech and the characters’ speech. 

According to V.A. Kukharenko the author’s speech may be of two types: the  author’s speech proper (собственно авторская речь) and the entrusted speech (перепорученная речь) when the author entrusts his role to a participant or a witness (a so-called  narrator) of events.

The author’s speech proper rests on such forms as description, narration and argumentation, which even in ancient rhetoric were considered to be the general forms of composition.

Narration is the presentation of events in their development. It plays the leading part in plot.

Description gives the features of objects and subjects of actions and states. Traditionally portrait and landscape belong to it.

 Portrait is one of the main means of individualization of a character. Besides appearance it gives information about his clothes, manners, accessory, i.e. about everything that reflects taste, liking, habits – character’s individuality. Portrait also defines social status of a character and is a temporal continuum of the text as costume reflects epoch, season and time. The peculiarity of description as well as portrait one is connected with enumeration of features. That’s why nouns with qualifying attributes prevail in it. Portrait is always appraising. It gives explicitly the author’s likes and dislikes.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                             

Landscape is a static compositional form of description.  But it also reflects dynamic nature processes: hurricane, earthquake, tsunami and volcano eruption. The general function of landscape is to create the background of plot. But mainly it is a detailed explanation of characters images.  

Argumentation contains information of causative-consecutive relations between objects and actions. It is static. It is argumentation that gives the author’s general viewpoint as it is the explanatory form of the author’s speech. In argumentation the author communicates directly with a reader addressing to him “dear reader”, “you” or uniting with him in “we”. Sometimes for giving argumentation the author uses not only the facts of the described events but of his previous experience. In this case we meet with the special kind of argumentation termed as “digression”. Digression is an insertion of the material that has no immediate relation to the theme or action. It may be critical, philosophical, lyrical.

It is necessary to say that the author’s speech is connected with such term as “point of view”. Point of view is the position or vantage point from which the author presents the action of the story. Although the history of fiction reveals numerous ways of disclosing information through different narrative perspectives, criticism traditionally has focused on three major types of point of view: 

1) omniscient, where the author sees  and knows everything , moving across space and time, commenting on character and action, an all-knowing, godlike creator;

2) first person, in which the author allows one character to tell the story, thereby limiting himself or herself to what  can be seen, heard,  felt, thought or known by that single character;

3) third person, in which actions, thoughts and perceptions are filtered in the third person (signaled by the pronouns “he”, “she”, “it”, “they”) through the mind of one character or the minds of several characters.

Interrelation between the author’s speech and point of view may be visualized in the following scheme:

The author’s speech

the author’s speech proper                                               the entrusted speech         

omniscient author                                           first person                  third person

In the early history of fiction authors would often call attention to the fact that they were telling the tale, and indeed this form of omniscience is one of the oldest points of view, stemming from the oral tradition. Many of the greatest 18th and 19th century novels use the omniscient method. For example, Tolstoy writes in one of the most famous opening paragraphs in “Anna Karenina”: “Happy families are all alike; every unhappy family is unhappy in its own way”. In  “Anna Karenina” we hear Tolstoy, the demigod, telling us his story, giving his views from the outset of the narrative.

As fiction moved toward the 20th century, it became increasingly unfashionable for authors to adopt a baldly omniscient point of view. The common aim of many modern fiction writers is to achieve invisibility by utilizing a variety of points of view. Typically, the storyteller will hide behind one of several first-person or third person points of view.  

With the first-person point of view the narrator speaks from the “I” frame of reference. The imaginary author can project himself or herself as a participant in the action, its observer, or both an observer and a participant. The advantage of the first-person point of view is that a special immediacy and intimacy can be achieved. However, there are significant limitations to the first-person point of view. The narrator cannot see into the minds of others; special angles or perspectives on events can’t be created easily; the events that the narrator hasn’t witnessed cannot be recounted reliably.

Authors try to avoid some problems posed by the first-person point of view by selecting a third-person point of view. The third-person point of view can be limited and unlimited. With a limited third-person point of view, the action is filtered through the mind or consciousness of only one character. With the limited third-person point of view the inner experience of one individual tend to unify the world of the narrative. If authors desire a greater perspective on action and events, they can resort to a multiple or unlimited third-person point of view. Here they enter of two or more characters.

A final variety of the third-person point of view arises when authors refuse to enter the mind of any character, achieving an objective or dramatic third-person point of view. In this situation, a writer views characters as we would other people in normal life. These figures are like characters on the street or figures in a play. We can interpret them only through their actions and words, their behaviour and dress, and what they say.                                                                            

As to the other speech flow in a literary work, i.e. the characters’ speech, it is not uniform (= homogeneous): a character speaks, reflects his thoughts in the form of outer, dialogue speech; sometimes a character thinks, speaking to himself and this process is presented in the form of inner speech.

  Dialogue is the speech of two or more characters addressed to each other.  Its main function id is to describe the way the characters communicate with each other. It’s clear that dialogue is the analog of oral speech and mainly exists to the rules of the latter. To preserve authenticity of oral speech in a literary text is necessary to present its main characteristics: emotionality, spontaneity, and context of situation. 

Lexical and syntactical structures of the characters’ speech differ greatly from the author’s one. In order to express an emotion the author describes it naming directly the character’s feelings, e.g. He was cowardly glad.

 A character expresses indirectly his feelings in the utterance. With this purpose: 

· the exclamatory words, interjections, vulgarisms, repetitions are used;

· the communicative type of a sentence is changed;

· exclamatory and interrogative constructions appear;

· punctuation plays a great role in the utterance;

· the sentence length is shortened, its structure is simplified;

· elliptical sentences are widespread;

· the wide usage of  orthoepic and grammar violation.                                                                                                                                              

In general the dialogue speech has many functions in a literary text: 

- it creates the self-characteristics of a hero;

- it brings the action nearer to the reader, makes it seem more swift and intense;

- it creates the effect of objectiveness and authenticity of events as the author keeps     from giving their description and appraising. The author entrusts this function to the character who speaks.   

  Inner speech renders the thoughts and feelings of a character which were not materialized in the spoken or written language by the character. It abounds in exclamatory words and phrases, elliptical constructions, breaks, conveying feelings and psychological states. When a person is alone with his thoughts and feelings, he can give vent to those strong emotions which he usually keeps hidden. Inner speech, on the one hand, fully discloses the character’s thoughts and feelings, his world outlook, and on the other hand, makes the desired impact on a reader. 

V.A. Kukharenko distinguishes such forms of inner speech as inner monologue, autodialogue, inner speech insertions and stream of consciousness. 

Inner monologue is the main form of inner speech. It appeared in literature in the 18th century. At first it was a diffuse monologue utterance that had all features of the written speech: complex sentence structure and bookish words. Such author’s remarks as “he thought”, “he thought to himself”, “he pondered” were the only signs that differed inner monologue from the oral one. At the end of the 19th-20th centuries inner monologue is an extensive part of a literary text – from one full-scale paragraph to two and more pages.  A life event gives rise to a chain of character’s thoughts. The character gives a retrospective (rare future) appraisal of this event. Inner monologue stops the development of plot: a hero thinks and the action comes to a standstill in order to come back at the moment it was interrupted by inner monologue. Inner monologue is always delimited from one side – on going out of inner speech into outer narrative. The latter always begins a new paragraph in which special lexical signals are introduced: “At that moment …”, “Just then …”, “At this very moment…”.

Autodialogue is a character’s talk to himself. Its semantics is clear: it is a struggle of the emotional and the rational expressed by two inner voices. Autodialogue is mainly a question-answer system in which questions are explained by the hero’s excited mood and answers have elucidative (= explanatory), calm, guiding and reasonable character.

Being an extensive part of a literary text inner monologue at some point of its development transfers, as a rule, into autodialogue where a hero argues with himself trying to solve agonizing problems. Autodialogue is inserted into inner monologue, i.e. it is delimited from two sides.

Inner speech insertions (or character’s inner reaction) are used for a hero’s immediate response (usually emotional) to the developed events. A dash, brackets and a full stop delimit inner reaction punctually. Giving character’s emotional perception of events inner speech insertions consist of emotionally coloured / stylistically marked words.

Stream of consciousness gives a reader an impression of the unending and uneven flow of ideas, feelings and memories in a person’s mind.

IY. Setting is the place and time of a story – where and when the narrative takes place. Real or imaginary, concrete or symbolic, a “slice of life” or a cultural panorama, a moment or an eternity, setting is the dramatic backdrop for a story. It is the wellspring of a story mood or atmosphere, the shaper of characters’ actions and emotional responses, the prompter of events.

As the place of fiction, setting is generally a physical locale that shapes a story mood and situates us emotionally in the universe of fiction. Setting may be dark or light, melancholy or gay, but it cannot exit without description.

As Eudora Welty once observed, the sense of setting in fiction is the centre of all our values and concerns. Through setting, we receive a tangible impression of the writer’s world.

Y. Characters are the people in narrative. We generally know their sex, physical features, age, job, education, status in society and family backgrounds. In other words, we know their outward form and behaviour.

Yet character is also a way of being; it determines how a person acts. As such, the writer must go beyond outward appearance that tells us who characters are. The author must reveal the inner qualities that motivate people and that make finely realized characters so memorable for readers.   

In real life, we rarely get close to the recesses of the human heart as writers do. People in life tend to hide their essential beings, to be unpredictable at times, to defy our best interpretations of them. These facts underscore an essential difference between actual people and invented characters, for the purpose of the author is not to conceal but to reveal character and to fix it for us so that we can understand it. Nevertheless, there are similarities in the ways we attempt to understand real and fictional characters. We do talk about people on an everyday basis, analyzing, criticizing and comparing them. We try to discover what lies beneath their looks, dress, speech, mannerisms, social gestures, actions and viewpoints.

With characterization writers try to capture and convey an entire life – sometimes an entire world – in a highly compressed form.

Basically we learn about people in fiction through direct and indirect characterization. With direct characterization, the author tells us what a character is like – the outer and inner qualities of his/her being. Direct characterization is a procedure far more common in the 18th - and 19th-century fiction than in modern one, although the method is still apparent today. More typically, however, modern fiction writers explore characters through indirect methods: what characters do, what they say, how they dress, what they look like, what they think, and what they say and think about one another. When presented with indirect characterization, readers must catch and interpret clues about personality, identify traits and discover characters’ inner motivation.

Regardless of the method of characterization, the author’s invented people will be static or dynamic, flat or fully rounded. We can say that a static character – one who doesn’t change in the course of the narrative – is relatively flat or one-dimensional, while a dynamic character who does change is round or fully dimensional.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                   

HORISONTAL STRUCTURE OF A LITERARY TEXT

Points under analysis:

1. Phonetic and graphical levels of language units actualization in a literary text.

2. Morphological level of language units actualization.

3.  Lexical level of language units actualization.

4. Syntactical level of language units actualization.

Phono-Graphical Level.

Onomatopoeia – the use of words whose sounds imitate those of the signified object or action, such as “hiss”, “murmur”, “grumble”.

Alliteration – the repetition of consonants, usually at the beginning of words.

Assonance – the repetition of similar vowels, usually in stressed syllables.

They both may produce the effect of euphony (a sense of ease and comfort in pronouncing and hearing), or cacophony (a sense of stain and discomfort in pronouncing and hearing).

1. This continual shushing annoyed him.

2. The fair breeze blue, the white foam flew,

The furrow followed free.

3. He swallowed the hint with a gulp and a gasp and a grin.

Graphon – the intentional violation of the graphical shape of a word (or word combination) used to reflect its authentic pronunciation. Graphon proved to be an extremely concise but effective means of supplying the information about the speaker’s origin, social and educational background, physical or emotional condition, physical defects of the speakers (stuttering, lisping, etc.), young age, lack of education, the influence of dialectal norms, intoxication, carelessness in speech, i.e., it conveys the atmosphere of authentic life communication, the informality of the speech act. Graphical changes may reflect not only the peculiarities of pronunciation, but are also used to convey the intensity of the stress, emphasizing and thus foregrounding the stressed words (usually in captions, posters, advertisements). Types of Graphon: 1) italics; 2) multiplication of a grapheme (Alllll are free); 3) capitalization of the word (HELP); 4) hyphenation (h-e-l-p).

1. “It do not take no nerve to do somepin when there ain’t nothing else you can do. We ain’t gonna die out. People is goin’ on – changin’ a little may be – but goin’.”

2. “My daddy is coming tomorrow on a nairplane.”

3. “I don’t weally know wevver I’m a good girl. The last thing he’ll do would be to be mixed with a hovvid woman.”

4. “Oh, well, then, you just trot over to the table and make your little mommy a gweat big drink.”

5. best jeans for this Jeaneration.

6. “Hey! Is it a goddamn cardroom? Attensh-HUT! Da-ress right! DHRESS!”

7. Kiddies and grown-ups too-oo-oo

We haven’t enough to do-oo-oo.

Syntactical Level.

Rhetorical question – a peculiar interrogative construction which semantically remains a statement.

One of the most prominent places belongs to repetition – recurrence of the same word, word combination, phrase for two or more times. According to the place, which the repeated unit occupies in the sentence (utterance), repetition is classified into several types:

1) Anaphora: a…, a…, a …. The main function – to create the background for the non-repeated unit.

2) Epiphora: … a, … a, …a. The main function is to add stress to the final words of the sentence.

3) Framing: a… …a. The function is to elucidate the notion mentioned in the beginning of the sentence. Between two appearances of the repeated unit there comes the developing middle part of the sentence which explains and clarifies what was introduced in the beginning, so that by the time it is used for the second time its semantics is concretized and specified.

4) Catch repetition: …a, a… . Specification of the semantics occurs here too, but on a more modest level.

5) Chain repetition: …a, a…b, b…c, c…. The effect is of the smoothly developing logical reasoning.

6) Ordinary repetition. Emphasizes both the logical and the emotional meanings of the repeated word or phrase.

7) Successive repetition: … a, a, a …. The most emphatic type of repetition, which signifies the peak of emotions of the speaker.

Suspense – a deliberate postponement of the completion of the sentence. Technically, suspense is organized with the help of introducing less important facts and details first, while the expected information of major importance is reserved till the end of the sentence (utterance).

Parallel constructions – a purely syntactical type of repetition for here we deal with the repetition of the structure of several successive sentences. Reversed parallelism is called chiasmus. The second part of a chiasmus is inversion of the first construction.

1. I wanted to knock over the table and hit him until my arm had no more strength in it, then give him the boot, give him the boot, give him the boot – I drew a deep breath.

2. Now he understood. He understood many things. One can be a person first. A man first and then a black man or a white man.

3. I might as well see the facts: good-bye Susan, good-bye a big car, good-bye a big house, good-bye power, good-bye the silly handsome dreams.

4. I wake up and I am alone and I walk round Warley and I’m alone; and I talk with people and I’m alone and I look at his face when I’m home and it’s dead.

5. To think better of it would be to slight a lady, to slight a lady would be to deficient in chivalry towards the sex, and chivalry towards the sex is a part of my character.

6. He ran away from the battle. He was an ordinary human being that didn’t want to kill or to be killed. So he ran away from the battle.

7. Obviously this is a streptococcal infection. Obviously.

8. He looked at me and I looked at him.

Inversion – a SD in which the direct word order is changed either completely so that the predicate (predicative) precedes the subject, or partially so that the object precedes the subject-predicate pair. Correspondingly, we differentiate between a partial and complete inversion.

Detachment – a SD based on singling out a secondary member of the sentence with the help of punctuation (intonation).

1. She was crazy about you. In the beginning.

2. Women are not made for attack. Wait they must.

3. Out came the chase – in went the horses – on sprang the boys – in got the travelers.

4. How many pictures of new journeys over pleasant country, of resting places under the free broad sky – how many tones of that one well-remembered voice, how many glimpses of the form, the fluttering dress, the hair that waived so gaily in the wind – how many visions of what had been and what he hoped was yet to be – rose up before him in the old, dull, silent church!

Ellipsis – deliberate omission of at least one member of the sentence. In contemporary prose it is mainly used in dialogue where it is consciously employed by the author to reflect the natural omissions characterizing oral colloquial speech.

One-member sentences – sentences consisting only of a nominal group, which is semantically self-sufficient. Isolated verbs cannot be considered one-member sentences as they always rely on the context for their semantic fulfillment and are thus heavily elliptisized sentences.

Break – reflects the emotional or/and psychological state of the speaker: a sentence may be broken because the speaker’s emotions prevent him from finishing it. Another cause of the break is the desire to cut short the information with which the sentence began.

1. In manner, close and dry. In voice, husky and low. In face, watchful behind a blind.

2. She merely looked at him weakly. The wonder of him! The beauty of love! Her desire toward him!

3. “I just work here,” he said softly. “If I didn’t -” he let the rest hang in the air, and kept on smiling.

Lexical Level.

Metaphor – transference of names based on the associated likeness between two objects. If a metaphor involves likeness between inanimate and animate objects, we deal with personification. Metaphor, as all other SDs, is fresh, original, genuine, when first used, and trite, hackneyed, stale when often repeated. When the speaker (or writer) in his desire to present an elaborated image does not limit its creation to a single metaphor but offers a group of them, each supplying another feature of the described phenomenon, this cluster is called a sustained (prolonged) metaphor.

1. And the skirts! What a sight were those skirts! They were nothing but vast decorated pyramids!

2. He smelled the ever-beautiful smell of coffee imprisoned in the can.

3. They walked along, two continents of experience and feeling, unable to communicate.

4. I am the new year. I am an unspoiled page in your book of time. I am your next chance in the art of living.

Metonymy – transference of names based on the contiguity (nearness) of objects or phenomena. If the transference is based on the relations between a part and a whole we deal with a synecdoche.

1. He went about the room, after the introduction, looking at her pictures, bronzes and clays, asking after the creator of this, the painter of that, where a third thing came from.

2. The skirt will be a mass of wrinkles in the back.

3. For several days he took an hour after his work to make inquiry taking with him some examples of his pen and inks.

4. He made his way through the perfume and conversation.

Zeugma – a SD based on the polysemantic structure of the word. The word is used once within the same context but is realized in at least two of its meaning simultaneously.

Pun – a SD based on the polysemantic nature of the word. The word is repeated several times within one context each time being realized in one of the meanings.

1. After a while and a cake he crept to the door.

2. I believed all men were brothers; she thought all men were husbands. I gave the whole mess up.

3. There is only one brand of tobacco allowed here – “Three Nuns”. None today, none tomorrow, and none the day after.

4. His sins were scarlet, but his books were read.

Epithet expresses characteristics of an object, both existing and imaginary. Its basic feature is its emotiveness and subjectivity: the characteristic attached to the object to qualify it is always chosen by the speaker himself.

Through long and repeated use epithets become fixed: true love, merry Christmas.

    Semantically there should be differentiated two main groups, the biggest of them being affective (they serve to convey the emotional evaluation of the object by the speaker: nasty, magnificent, etc.). The second group – figurative or transferred – is formed of metaphors, metonymies, similes expressed by adjectives: the smiling sun, the frowning cloud, the sleepless pillow, the tobacco-stained smile, a ghost-like face, a dreamlike experience.

1. Her painful shoes slipped off.

2. She was a faded white rabbit of a woman.

3. He loved the afterswim salt-and-sunshine smell of her hair.

4. He acknowledged an early-afternoon customer with a be-with-you-in-a-minute look.

Hyperbole – a SD in which emphasis is achieved through deliberate exaggeration. When it is directed the opposite way, when some feature is intentionally underrated, we deal with understatement.

1. Her family is one aunt about a thousand years old.

2. We danced on the handkerchief-big space between the speak-easy tables.

3. The rain had thickened, fish could have swum through the air.

4. She wore a pink hat, the size of a button.

Oxymoron – a combination of two semantically contradictory notions, that helps to emphasize contradictory qualities simultaneously existing in the described phenomenon as a unity. Originality of oxymoron becomes especially evident in non-attributive structures: the street damaged with improvements, silence was louder than thunder.

1. There were some bookcases of superbly unreadable books.

2. He behaved pretty lousily to her.

3. The lightless light looked down from the night sky.

4. It was an open secret.

5. Their bitter-sweet union did not last long.

6. You have got two beautiful bad examples for parents.

7. He caught a ride home to the crowded loneliness of the barracks.

8. The garage was full of nothing.

9. She was a damned nice woman. Too.

Antonomasia – a lexical SD in which a proper is used instead of a common noun or vice versa, i.e. a SD, in which the nominal meaning of a proper name is suppressed by its logical meaning or the logical meaning acquires the new – nominal – component.

“He took little satisfaction in telling each Mary, shortly after arrived, something …” The attribute “each”, used with the name. Turns it into a common noun, denoting any female. Here we deal with a case of antonomasia of the first type.

       Another type of antonomasia we meet when a common noun serves as an individualizing name: “There are three doctor’s in an illness like yours. I don’t mean only myself, my partner and the radiologist who does your X-rays, the three I’m referring to are Dr. Rest, Dr. Diet and Dr. Fresh Air.” Still another type of antonomasia is presented by the so-called “speaking names”: Mr. Snake, Mr. Surface.

1. Her mother is perfectly unbearable. Never met such a Gorgon.

2. A stout middle-aged man, with enormous owl-eyed spectacles was sitting on the edge of a great table. I turned to him. “Don’t ask me,” said Mr. Owl Eyes washing his hands of the whole matter.

3. Now let me introduce you – that’s Mr. What’s-his-name, you remember him, don’t you? And over there in the corner, that’s the Major, and there’s Mr. What-do-you-call-him, and that’s an American.

Lexico-Syntactical Stylistic Devices.

Antithesis – a semantic opposition emphasized by its realization in similar structures. The main function is to stress the heterogeneity of the described phenomenon, to show that the latter is a dialectal unity of two (or more) opposing features.

1. Some people have much to live on but little to live for.

2. If we don’t know who gains by his death, we do know who loses by it.

Climax – a SD in which next word combination (clause, sentence) is logically more important or emotionally stronger and more explicit. There are three types of climax: logical, emotive and quantitative.

1. She felt better, immensely better.

2. For that one instant there was no else in the room, in the house, in the world, besides themselves.

3. Like a well, like a tomb, the prison had no knowledge of the brightness outside.

Anticlimax – climax suddenly interrupted by an unexpected turn of the thought which defeats the expectations of the reader and ends in complete semantic reversal of the emphasized idea.

1. He was inconsolable – for an afternoon.

2. Secretly, after the nightfall, he visited the home of the Prime Minister. He examined it from top to bottom. He measured all the doors and windows. He took up the flooring. He inspected the plumbing. He examined the furniture. He found nothing.

Simile – an imaginative comparison of two unlike objects belonging to two different classes.

Children! Breakfast is as good as any other meal and I won’t have you gobbling like wolves.

Litotes – a two-component structure in which two negations are joined to give a positive evaluation.

1. He said this in a voice not empty of self-love.

2. He had a confidence in the world, and not without reason.

3. I felt I wouldn’t say “no” to a cup of tea.

Periphrasis – using a roundabout form of expression instead of a simpler one, i.e. using a more or less complicated syntactical structure instead of a word.

1. The hospital was crowded with the surgically interesting products of the fighting in America.

2. I took my obedient feet from him.

She was still fat after childbirth; the destroyer of her figure sat at the head of the table.
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Kate Chopin (1851-1904)

Kate Chopin was the American writer who wrote about the South life experience. “The Story of an Hour”, first published in Vogue magazine in 1894, is a brief portrait of a woman’s reaction to the inevitability of death and possibility of freedom.

THE STORY OF AN HOUR 

Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with a heart trouble, great care was taken to break to her as gently as possible the news of her husband’s death.

It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences, veiled hints that revealed in half concealing. Her husband’s friend Richards was there, too, near her. It was he who had been in the newspaper office when intelligence of the railroad disaster was received, with Brently Mallard’s name leading the list of “killed.” He had only taken the time to assure himself of its truth by a second telegram, and had hastened to forestall any less careful, less tender friend in bearing the sad message.

She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same, with a paralyzed inability to accept its significance. She wept at once with sudden, wild abandonment, in her sister’s arms. When the storm of grief had spent itself she went away to her room alone. She would have no one follow her.

There stood, facing the open window, a comfortable, roomy armchair. Into this she sank, pressed down by a physical exhaustion that haunted her body and seemed to reach into her soul.

She could see in the open square before her house the tops of trees that were all aquiver with the new spring life. The delicious breath of rain was in the air. In the street below a peddler was crying his wares. The notes of a distant song which some one was singing reached her faintly, and countless sparrows were twittering in the eaves.

There were patches of blue sky showing here and there through the clouds that had met and piled above the other in the west facing her window.

She sat with her head thrown back upon the cushion of her chair, quite motionless, except when a sob came up into her throat and shook her, as a child who has cried itself to sleep continues to sob in its dreams.

She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke repression and even a certain strength. But now there was a dull stare in her eyes, whose gaze was fixed away off yonder on one of those patches of blue sky. It was not a glance of reflection, but rather indicated a suspension of intelligent thought.

There was something coming to her and she was waiting for it, fearfully. What was it? She did not know; it was too subtle and elusive to name. But she felt it creeping out of the sky, reaching toward her through the sounds, the scents, the color that filled the air.

Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously. She was beginning to recognize this thing that was approaching to possess her, and she was striving to beat it back with – as powerless as her two white slender hands would have been.

When she abandoned herself a little whispered word escaped her slightly parted lips. She said it over and over under her breath: “Free, free, free!” The vacant stare and the look of terror that had followed it went from her eyes. They stayed keen and bright. Her pulses beat fast, and the coursing blood warmed and relaxed every inch of her body.

She did not stop to ask if it were not a monstrous joy that held her. A clear and exalted perception enabled her to dismiss the suggestion as trivial.
She knew that she would weep again when she saw the kind, tender hands folded in death; the face that had never looked save upon her, fixed and gray and dead. But she saw beyond that bitter moment a long procession of years to come that would belong to her absolutely. And she opened and spread her arms out to them in welcome.

There would be on one to live for her during those coming years; she would live for herself. There would be no powerful will bending her in the blind persistence with which men and women believe they have a right to impose a private will upon a fellow-creature. A kind intention or a cruel intention made the act seem no less a crime as she looked upon it in that brief moment of illumination.

And yet she had loved him – sometimes. Often she had not. What did it matter! What could love, the unsolved mystery, count for in face of this possession of self- assertion which she suddenly recognized as the strongest impulse of her being!

“Free! Body and soul free!” she kept whispering.

Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the key-hole, imploring for admission. “Louise, open the door! I beg; open the door – you will make yourself ill. What are you doing, Louise? For heaven’s sake open the door.”

“Go away. I am not making myself ill.” No; she was drinking in a very elixir of life through that open window.

Her fancy was running riot along those days ahead of her. Spring days, and summer days, and all sorts of days that would be her own. She breathed a quick prayer that life might be long. It was only yesterday she had thought with a shudder that life might be long.

She arose at length and opened the door to her sister’s importunities. There was a feverish triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself unwittingly like a goddess of Victory. She clasped her sister’s waist and together they descended the stairs. Richards stood waiting for them at the bottom.

Some one was opening the front door with a latchkey. It was Brently Mallard who entered, a little travel-stained, composedly carrying his gripsack and umbrella. He had been far from the scene of accident, and did not even know there had been one. He stood amazed at Josephine’s piercing cry; at Richards’ quick motion to screen him from the view of his wife.

But Richards was too late.

When the doctor came they said she had died of heart disease – of joy that kills.

Questions on comprehension (and for discussion):

1. What do you learn about Mrs. Mallard from the very brief description of her face?

2. Why does the author contrast Mrs. Mallard’s profound grief with the scene she sees through the bedroom window?

3. How can you explain the usage of synonyms to the word “look” in paragraphs 8 and 11? What is their role in the story?

4. How can you characterized relations in the Mallards family? Were the Mallards happy? 
5. What do you discover about the connection between freedom and death during the “hour” of the story?

6. What does the title of the story express?

John Galsworthy (1867-1933)
John Galsworthy was an English novelist, the Nobel Prize winner (1932), known for his portrayals of the British upper classes and for his social satire. Galsworthy was trained as a lawyer and his legal knowledge colours many of his literary works. Galsworthy attacked the smug conventionality and self-righteous hypocrisy of the middle classes, and championed the artist, the rebel, and the underdog. "The Japanese Quince" was first published in 1910.

THE JAPANESE QUINCE

As Mr. Nilson, well known in the City, opened the window of his dress​ing room on Campden Hill, he experienced a peculiar sweetish sensation in the back of his throat, and a feeling of emptiness just under his fifth rib. Hooking the window back, he noticed that a little tree in the Square Gardens had come out in blossom, and that the thermometer stood at sixty. “Perfect morning,” he thought; “spring at last!”

Resuming some meditations on the price of Tintos, he took up an ivory-backed hand-glass and scrutinized his face. His firm, well-coloured cheeks, with their neat brown mustaches, and his round, well-opened, clear grey eyes, wore a reassuring appearance of good health. Putting on his black frock coat, he went downstairs.

In the dining room his morning paper was laid out on the sideboard. Mr. Nilson had scarcely taken it in his hand when he again became aware of that queer feeling. Somewhat concerned, he went to the French window and de​scended the scrolled iron steps into the fresh air. A cuckoo clock struck eight.
“Half an hour to breakfast,” he thought; “I’ll take a turn in the Gardens.”

He had them to himself, and proceeded to pace the circular path with his morning paper clasped behind him. He had scarcely made two revolutions, however, when it was borne in on him that, instead of going away in the fresh air, the feeling had increased. He drew several deep breaths, having heard deep breathing recommended by his wife’s doctor; but they augmented rather than diminished the sensation – as of some sweetish liquor in course within him, together with a faint aching just above his heart. Running over what he had eaten the night before, he could recollect no unusual dish, and it occurred to him that it might possibly be some smell affecting him. But he could detect nothing except a faint sweet lemony scent, rather agreeable than otherwise, which evidently emanated from the bushes budding hi the sunshine. He was on the point of resuming his promenade, when a blackbird close by burst into song, and looking up, Mr. Nilson saw at a distance of perhaps five yards a little tree, in the heart of whose branches the bird was perched. He stood star​ing curiously at this tree, recognizing it for that which he had noticed from his window. It was covered with young blossoms, pink and white, and little bright green leaves both round and spiky; and on all this blossom and these leaves the sunlight glistened. Mr. Nilson smiled; the little tree was so alive and pretty! And instead of passing on, he stayed there smiling at the tree.

“Morning like this!” he thought; “and here I am the only person in the Square who has the – to come out and –!” But he had no sooner conceived this thought than he saw quite near him a man with his hands behind him, who was also staring up and smiling at the little tree. Rather taken aback, Mr. Nilson ceased to smile, and looked furtively at the stranger. It was his next-door neighbour, Mr. Tandram, well known in the City, who had occupied the adjoining house for some five years. Mr. Nilson perceived at once the awkwardness of his position, for, being married, they had not yet had occa​sion to speak to one another. Doubtful as to his proper conduct, he decided at last to murmur: “Fine morning!” and was passing on, when Mr. Tandram an​swered: “Beautiful, for the time of year!” Detecting a slight nervousness in his neighbor’s voice, Mr. Nilson was emboldened to regard him openly. He was of about Mr. Nilson’s own height, with firm, well-coloured cheeks, neat brown mustaches, and round, well-opened, clear grey eyes; and he was wear​ing a black frock coat. Mr. Nilson noticed that he had his morning paper clasped behind him as he looked up at the little tree. And, visited somehow by the feeling that he had been caught out, he said abruptly:

“Er – can you give me the name of that tree?”

 Mr. Tandram answered:

“I was about to ask you that,” and stepped towards it. Mr. Nilson also ap​proached the tree.

“Sure to have its name on, I should think,” he said. Mr. Tandram was the first to see the little label, close to where the blackbird had been sitting. He read it out. 

“Japanese quince!”

“Ah!” said Mr. Nilson, “thought so. Early flowerers.”

“Very,” assented Mr. Tandram, and added: “Quite a feelin’ in the air today.”

Mr. Nilson nodded. 

“It was a blackbird singin’,” he said.

“Blackbirds,” answered Mr. Tandram. “I prefer them to thrushes myself; more body in the note.” And he looked at Mr. Nilson in an almost friendly way.
“Quite,” murmured Mr. Nilson. “These exotics, they don’t bear fruit. Pretty blossoms!” and he again glanced up at the blossom, thinking: “Nice fellow, this, I rather like him.”

Mr. Tandram also gazed at the blossom. And the little tree, as if appreci​ating their attention, quivered and glowed. From a distance the blackbird gave a loud, clear call. Mr. Nilson dropped his eyes. It struck him suddenly that Mr. Tandram looked a little foolish; and, as if he had seen himself, he said: “I must be going in. Good morning!”

A shade passed over Mr. Tandram’s face, as if he, too, had suddenly no​ticed something about Mr. Nilson.

“Good morning,” he replied, and clasping their journals to their backs they separated.

Mr. Nilson retraced his steps toward his garden window, walking slowly so as to avoid arriving at the same time as his neighbour. Having seen Mr. Tandram mount his scrolled iron steps, he ascended his own in turn. On the top step he paused.

With the slanting spring sunlight darting and quivering into it, the Japa​nese quince seemed more living than a tree. The blackbird had returned to it, and was chanting out his heart.

Mr. Nilson sighed; again he felt that queer sensation, that choky feeling in his throat.

The sound of a cough or sigh attracted his attention. There, in the shadow of his French window, stood Mr. Tandram, also looking forth across the Gar​dens at the little quince tree.

Unaccountably upset, Mr. Nilson turned abruptly into the house, and opened his morning paper.

Notes on the text

the price of Tintos – evidently the price of the Tinto Company shares is meant;

the French window – a folding door that serves as a door and a window, opening on to a garden or balcony.

Questions on comprehension (and for discussion):

1. Although we are given only a brief glimpse of Mr. Nilson’s life, there are many clues as to what the whole of his life is like. What kind of house and district does he live in? To what social class does he belong? What kind of existence does he lead? 
2. Mr. Nilson at first thinks something is wrong with his health. What really is troubling him? How do the terms in which his symptoms are described (paragraphs I and 5) help to define his “ailment”?
3. What principle of poetic structure cohesion is very vivid in the story? What is the significance of characters’ similarity?
4.  Although this story contains little action, it dramatizes a significant conflict. What are the opposed forces? How can the conflict be stated in terms of protagonist and antagonist? Is the conflict external or internal? How is it resolved—that is, which force wins?
5. What role does the little tree play in the story?

Graham Greene (1904-1991)

Graham Greene was an English writer. He was educated at Oxford. His first book of verse was published when he was at college. Graham Greene worked as editor, literary and film critic. He was rather a prolific writer and wrote over thirty novels, many short stories, travel books, plays and essays. 

THE CASE FOR THE DEFENCE

It was the strangest murder trial I ever attended. They named it the Peckham murder in the headlines, though Northwood Street, where the old woman was found battered to death, was not strictly speaking in Peckham. This was not one of those cases of circumstantial evidence, in which you feel the jurymen’s anxiety – because mistakes have been made – like domes of silence muting the court. No, this murderer was all but found with the body; no one present when the Crown counsel outlined his case believed that the man in the dock stood any chance at all.

He was a heavy stout man with bulging bloodshot eyes. All his muscles seemed to be in his thighs. Yes, an ugly customer, one you wouldn’t forget in a hurry – and that was an important point because the Crown proposed to call four witnesses who hadn’t forgotten him, who had seen him hurrying away from the little red villa in Northwood Street. The clock had just struck two in the morning.

Mrs. Salmon in 15 Northwood Street had been unable to sleep; she heard a door click shut and thought it was her own gate. So she went to the window and saw Adams (that was his name) on the steps of Mrs. Parker’s house. He had just come out and was wearing gloves. He had a hammer in his hand and she saw him drop it into the laurel bushes by the front gate. But before he moved away, he had looked up – at her window. The fatal instinct that tells a man when he is watched exposed him in the light of a street-lamp to her gaze – his eyes suffused with horrifying and brutal fear, like an animal’s when you raise a whip. I talked afterwards to Mrs. Salmon, who naturally after the astonishing verdict went in fear herself. As I imagine did all the witnesses – Henry MacDougall, who had been driving home from Benfleet late and nearly ran Adams down at the corner of Northwood Street. Adams was walking in the middle of the road looking dazed. And old Mr. Wheeler, who lived next door to Mrs. Parker, at No. 12, and was wakened by a noise – like a chair falling – through the thin-as-paper villa wall, and got up and looked out of the window, just as Mrs. Salmon had done, saw Adams’s back and, as he turned, those bulging eyes. In Laurel Avenue he had been seen by yet another witness – his luck was badly out; he might as well have committed the crime in broad daylight.

“I understand,” counsel said, “that the defence proposes to plead mistaken identity. Adams’s wife will tell you that he was with her at two in the morning on February 14, but after you have heard the witnesses for the Crown and examined carefully the features of the prisoner, I do not think you will be prepared to admit the possibility of a mistake.”

It was all over, you would have said, but the hanging.

After the formal evidence had been given by the police​man who had found the body and the surgeon who examined it, Mrs. Salmon was called. She was the ideal witness, with her slight Scotch accent and her expression of honesty, care and kindness.

The counsel for the Crown brought the story gently out. She spoke very firmly. There was no malice in her, and no sense of importance at standing there in the Central Criminal Court with a judge in scarlet hanging on her words and the reporters writing them down. Yes, she said, and then she had gone downstairs and rung up the police station.

“And do you see the man here in court?”

She looked straight across at the big man in the dock, who stared hard, at her with his Pekingese eyes without emotion.

“Yes,” she said, “there he is.”

“You are quite certain?”

She said simply, “I couldn’t be mistaken, sir.”

It was all as easy as that.

“Thank you, Mrs. Salmon.”

Counsel for the defence rose to cross-examine. If you had reported as many murder trials as I have, you would have known beforehand what line he would take. And I was right, up to a point.

“Now, Mrs. Salmon, you must remember that a man’s life may depend on your evidence.”

“I do remember it, sir.”

“Is your eyesight good?”

“I have never had to wear spectacles, sir.”

“You are a woman of fifty-five?”

“Fifty-six, sir.”

“And the man you saw was on the other side of the road.”

“Yes, sir.”

“And it was two o’clock in the morning. You must have remarkable eyes, Mrs. Salmon.'

“No, sir. There was moonlight, and when the man looked up, he had the lamplight on his face.”

“And you have no doubt whatever that the man you saw is the prisoner?”

I couldn’t make out what he was at. He couldn’t have expected any other answer than the one he got.

“None whatever, sir. It isn’t a face one forgets.”

Counsel took a look round the court for a moment. Then he said: “Do you mind, Mrs. Salmon, examining again the people in court? No, not the prisoner. Stand up, please, Mr. Adams,” and there at the back of the court, with thick stout body and muscular legs and a pair of bulging eyes, was the exact image of the man in the dock. He was even dressed the same – tight blue suit and striped tie.

“Now think very carefully, Mrs. Salmon. Can you still swear that the man you saw drop the hammer in Mrs. Parker’s garden was the prisoner – and not this man, who is his twin brother?”

Of course she couldn’t. She looked from one to the other and didn’t say a word.

There the big brute sat in the dock with his legs crossed and there he stood too at the back of the court and they both stared at Mrs. Salmon. She shook her head.

What we saw then was the end of the case. There wasn’t a witness prepared to swear that it was the prisoner he’d seen. And the brother? He had his alibi, too; he was with his wife.

And so the man was acquitted for lack of evidence. But whether—if he did the murder and not his brother – he was punished or not, I don’t know. That extraordinary day had an extraordinary end. I followed Mrs. Salmon out of court and we got wedged in the crowd who were waiting, of course, for the twins. The police tried to drive the crowd away, but all they could do was keep the roadway clear for traffic. I learned later that they tried to get the twins to leave by a back way, but they wouldn’t. One of them – no one knew which – said, “I’ve been acquitted, haven’t I?” and they walked bang out of the front entrance. Then it happened. I don’t know how; though I was only six feet away. The crowd moved and somehow one of the twins got pushed on to the road right in front of a bus.

He gave a squeal like a rabbit and that was all; he was dead, his skull smashed just as Mrs. Parker’s had been. Divine vengeance? I wish I knew. There was the other Adams getting on his feet from beside the body and looking straight over at Mrs. Salmon. He was crying, but whether he was the murderer or the innocent man, nobody will ever be able to tell. But if you were Mrs. Salmon, could you sleep at night?

Notes on the Text

circumstantial evidence – evidence that tends to prove a fact by
proving circumstances which afford a basis for a reasonable inference
of the occurrence of the fact. Evidence not giving direct proof, but
consisting of facts that, taken together, may be accepted as proof;

jurymen – a body of persons, 12 in number, in Britain and the
U.S.A., who have to decide the truth of a case tried before a judge;

the Crown Counsel – a barrister appointed to represent the State
in the law courts in Britain; acting as Public Prosecutor;

a witness for the Crown – a witness called by the prosecutor to
prove that the accused is guilty;

the Central Criminal Court – also called Old Bailey as it is
situated in the courts or baileys enclosed between the inner defensive
circuits of the ancient city wall;

judge in scarlet – when hearing a case in a law court in Britain
the judge wears a wig and a red gown

Pekingese – the man’s bulging eyes resembled those of
a small Chinese dog called “pekingese”.

Questions on comprehension (and for discussion):

1. Why does a case of circumstantial evidence arouse anxiety in the jurymen?

2. What did the man in the dock look like?

3. Why does the author say that Adams might have committed the crime in broad daylight?

4. How is Mrs. Salmon characterized?

5. What are the opposed forces? How can the conflict be stated in terms of protagonist and antagonist? Is the conflict external or internal? 

6. How is the effect of the twin brother’s appearance built up?

7. Why is the verdict called astonishing?

8. Comment on the concluding paragraph of the story.                                                           

Victor Sawdon Pritchett 

Victor S. Pritchett, a popular English writer, was born in 1900. In many of his stories and novels Pritchett exposes the prejudices and hypocrisy of the British middle class. His stories show a shrewd understanding of human nature.

THE FLY IN THE OINTMENT

It was the dead hour of a November afternoon. Under the ceiling of level mud-coloured cloud, the latest office buildings of the city stood out alarmingly like new tomb​stones, among the mass of older buildings. And along the streets the few cars and the few people appeared and disappeared slowly as if they were not following the roadway or the pavement but some inner, personal route. Along the road to the main station, at intervals of two hundred yards or so, unemployed men and one or two beggars were dribbling slowly past the desert of public buildings to the next patch of shop fronts. 

Presently a taxi stopped outside one of the under​ground stations and a man of forty-five paid his fare and made off down one of the small streets.

Better not arrive in a taxi, he was thinking. The old man will wonder where I got the money.

He was going to see his father. It was his father’s last day at his factory, the last day of thirty years’ work and life among these streets, building a business out of nothing, and then, after a few years of prosperity, letting it go to pieces in a chafer of rumour, idleness, quarrels, accusa​tions and, at last, bankruptcy.

Suddenly all the money quarrels of the family, which nagged in the young man’s mind, had been dissolved. His dread of being involved in them vanished. He was overcome by the sadness of his father’s situation. Thirty years of your life come to an end. I must see him. I must help him. All the same, knowing his father, he had paid off the taxi and walked the last quarter of a mile.

It was a shock to see the name of the firm, newly painted too, on the sign outside the factory and on the brass of the office entrance, newly polished. He pressed the bell at the office window inside and it was a long time before he heard footsteps cross the empty room and saw a shadow cloud the frosted glass of the window.

“It’s Harold, Father,” the young man said. The door was opened.

“Hullo, old chap. This is very nice of you, Harold,” said the old man shyly, stepping back from the door to let his son in, and lowering his pleased, blue eyes for a second’s modesty.

“Naturally I had to come,” said the son, shyly also. And then the father, filled out with assurance again and taking his son’s arm, walked him across the floor of the empty workroom.

“Hardly recognize it, do you? When were you here last?” said the father.

This had been the machine-room, before the machines had gone. Through another door was what had been the showroom, where the son remembered seeing his father, then a dark-haired man, talking in a voice he had never heard before, a quick, bland voice, to his customers. Now there were only dustlines left by the shelves on the white brick walls, and the marks of the showroom cupboards on the floor. The place looked large and light. There was no throb of machines, no hum of voices, no sound at all, now, but the echo of their steps on the empty floors. Already, though only a month bankrupt, the firm was becoming a ghost.

The two men walked towards the glass door of the office. They were both short. The father was well-dressed in an excellent navy-blue suit. He was a vigorous, broad man with a pleasant impish smile. The sunburn shone through the clipped white hair of his head and he had the simple, trim, open-air look of a snow-man. The son beside him was round-shouldered and shabby, a keen but anxious fellow in need of a hair-cut and going bald.

“Come in, Professor,” said the father. This was an old family joke. He despised his son, who was, in fact, not a professor but a poorly paid lecturer at a provincial university.

“Come in,” said the father, repeating himself, not with the impatience he used to have, but with the habit of age. “Come inside, into my office. If you can call it an office now,” he apologized. “This used to be my room, do you remember, it used to be my office. Take a chair. We’ve still got a chair. The desk’s gone, yes, that’s gone, it was sold, fetched a good price – what was I saying?” he turned a bewildered look to his son. “The chair. I was saying they have to leave you a table and a chair. I was just going to have a cup of tea, old boy, but – pardon me,” he apologized again, “I’ve only one cup. Things have been sold for the liquidators and they’ve cleaned out nearly everything. I found this cup and teapot upstairs in the foreman’s room. Of course, he’s gone, all the hands have gone, and when I looked around just now to lock up before taking the keys to the agent when I hand over today, I saw this cup. Well, there it is. I’ve made it. Have a cup?”

“No, thanks,” said the son, listening patiently to his father. “I have had my tea.”

“You’ve had your tea? Go on. Why not have another?”

“No, really, thanks,” said the son. “You drink it.”

“Well,” said the father, pouring out the tea and lifting the cup to his soft rosy face and blinking his eyes as he drank, “I feel badly about this. This is terrible. I feel really awful drinking this tea and you standing there watching me, but you say you’ve had yours – well, how are things with you? How are you? And how is Alice? Is she better? And the children? You know I’ve been thinking about you – you look worried. Haven’t lost sixpence and found a shilling have you, because I wouldn’t mind doing that?”

“I’m all right,” the son said, smiling to hide his irri​tation. “I’m not worried about anything. I’m just worried about you. This” – he nodded with embarrassment to the dismantled showroom, the office from which even the calendars and wastepaper-basket had gone – “this” – what was the most tactful and sympathetic word to use? –“this is bad luck,” he said.

“Bad luck?” said the old man sternly.

“I mean,” stammered his son, “I heard about the cred​itors’ meeting. I knew it was your last day – I thought I’d come along, I ... to see how you were.”

“Very sweet of you, old boy,” said the old man with zest. “Very sweet. We’ve cleared everything up. They got most of the machines out today. I’m just locking up and handing over. Locking up is quite a business. There are so many keys. It’s tiring, really. How many keys do you think there are to a place like this? You wouldn’t believe it, if I told you.”

“It must have been worrying,” the son said.

“Worrying? You keep on using that word. I’m not worrying. Things are fine,” said the old man, smiling aggressively. I feel they’re fine. I know they’re fine.”

“Well, you always were an optimist,” smiled his son.

“Listen to me a moment. I want you to get this idea,” said his father, his warm voice going dead and rancorous and his nostrils fidgeting. His eyes went hard, too. A different man was speaking, and even a different face; the son noticed for the first time that like all big-faced men his father had two faces. There was the outer face like a soft warm and careless daub of innocent sealing-wax and inside it, as if thumbed there by a seal, was a much smaller one, babyish, shrewd, scared and hard. Now this little inner face had gone greenish and pale and dozens of little veins were broken on the nose and cheeks. The small, drained, purplish’ lips of this little face were speaking. The son leaned back instinctively to get just another inch away from this little face.

“Listen to this,” the father said and leaned forward on the table as his son leaned back, holding his right fist up as if he had a hammer and was auctioning his life. “I am sixty-five. I don’t know how long I shall live, but let me make this clear: if I were not an optimist I wouldn’t be here: I wouldn’t stay another minute.” He paused, fixing his son’s half-averted eyes to let the full meaning of his words bite home, “I’ve worked hard,” the father went on. “For thirty years I built up this business from nothing. You wouldn’t know it, you were a child, but many’s the time coming down from the North I’ve slept in this office to be on the job early the next morning.” He looked decided and experienced like a man of forty, but now softened to sixty again. The ring in the hard voice began to soften into a faint whine and his thick nose sniffed. “I don’t say I’ve always done right,” he said. “You can’t live your life from A to Z like that. And now I haven’t a penny in the world. Not a cent. It’s not easy at my time of life to begin again. What do you think I’ve got to live for? There’s nothing holding me back. My boy, if I wasn’t an optimist I’d go right out. I’d finish it!” Suddenly the father smiled and the little face was drowned in a warm flood of triumphant smiles from the bigger face. He rested his hands on his waistcoat and that seemed to be smiling too, his easy coat smiling, his legs smiling and even winks of light on the shining shoes. Then he frowned.

“Your hair’s going thin,” he said. “You oughtn’t to be losing your hair at your age. I don’t want you to think I’m criticizing you, you’re old enough to live your own life, but your hair you know – you ought to do something about it. If you used oil every day and rubbed it in with both hands, the thumbs and forefingers is what you want to use, it would be better. I’m often thinking about you and I don’t want you to think I’m lecturing you, because I’m not, so don’t get the idea this is a lecture, but I was thinking, what you want, what we all want, I say this for myself as well as you, what we all want is ideas – big ideas. We go worrying about but you just want bigger and better ideas. You ought to think big. Take your case. You’re a lecturer. I wouldn’t be satisfied with lecturing to a small batch of people in a university town. I’d lecture the world. You know, you’re always doing yourself injustice. We all do. Think big.”

“Well,” said his son, still smiling, but sharply. He was very angry. “One’s enough in the family. You’ve thought big till you bust.”

He didn’t mean to say this, because he hadn’t really the courage, but his pride was touched.

“I mean,” said the son, hurriedly covering it up in a panic, – “I’m not like you ... I ...”

“What did you say?” said the old man. “Don’t say that.” It was the smaller of the two faces speaking in a panic. “Don’t say that. Don’t use that expression. That’s not a right idea. Don’t you get a wrong idea about me. We paid sixpence in the pound,” said the old man proudly.

The son began again, but his father stopped him.

“Do you know,” said the bigger of his two faces, getting bigger as it spoke, “some of the oldest houses in the city are in Queer Streets some of the biggest firms in the country? I came up this morning with Mr. Higgins, you remember Higgins? They’re in liquidation. They are. Oh yes. And Moore, he’s lost everything. He’s got his chauffeur, but it’s his wife’s money. Did you see Beltman in the trade papers? Quarter of a million deficit. And how long are Prestons going to last?”

The big face smiled and overflowed the smaller one. The whole train, the old man said, was practically packed with bankrupts every morning. Thousands had gone. Thousands? Tens of thousands. Some of the biggest men in the City were broke.

A small man himself, he was proud to be bankrupt with the big ones; it made him feel rich.

“You’ve got to realize, old boy,” he said gravely, “the world’s changing.  You’ve got to move with the times.”

The son was silent. The November sun put a few strains of light through the frosted window and the shadow of its bars and panes was weakly placed on the wall behind his father’s head. Some of the light caught the tanned scalp that showed between the white hair. So short the hair was that the father’s ears protruded and, framed against that reflection of the window bars, the father suddenly took (to his son’s fancy) the likeness of a convict in his cell and the son, startled, found himself asking: Were they telling the truth when they said the old man was a crook and that his balance sheets were cooked? What about that man they had to shut up at the meeting, the little man from Birmingham, in a mackintosh ...?

“There’s a fly in the room,” said the old man suddenly, looking up in the air and getting to his feet. “I’m sorry to interrupt what you were saying, but I can hear a fly. I must get it out.”

“A fly?” said his son, listening.

“Yes, can’t you hear it? It’s peculiar how you can hear everything now the machines have stopped. It took me quite a time to get used to the silence. Can you see it, old chap? I can’t stand flies, you never know where they’ve been. Excuse me one moment.”

The old man pulled a duster out of a drawer.

“Forgive this interruption. I can’t sit in a room with a fly in it,' he said apologetically. They both stood up and listened. Certainly in the office was a small dying fizz of a fly, deceived beyond its strength by the autumn sun.

“Open the door, will you, old boy,” said the old man with embarrassment. “I hate them.”

The son opened the door and the fly flew into the light. The old man struck at it but it sailed away higher.

“There it is,” he said, getting up on the chair. He struck again and the son struck too as the fly came down. The old man got on top of his table. An expression of disgust and fear was curled on his smaller face; and an expression of apology and weakness.

“Excuse me,” he said again, looking up at the ceiling.

“If we leave the door open or open the window it will go,” said the son.

“It may seem a fad to you,” said the old man shyly. “I don’t like flies. Ah, here it comes.”

They missed it. They stood helplessly gaping up at the ceiling where the fly was buzzing in small circles round the cord of the electric light.

“I don’t like them,” the old man said.

The table creaked under his weight. The fly went on to the ceiling and stayed there. Unavailingly the old man snapped the duster at it.

“Be careful,” said the son. “Don’t lose your balance.”

The old man looked down. Suddenly he looked tired and old, his body began to sag and a look of weakness came on to his face.

“Give me a hand, old boy,” the old man said in a shaky voice. He put a heavy hand on his son’s shoulder and the son felt the great helpless weight of his father’s body.

“Lean on me.”

Very heavily and slowly the old man got cautiously down from the table to the chair. “Just a moment, old boy,” said the old man. Then, after getting his breath, he got down from the chair to the floor.

“You all right?” his son asked.
“Yes, yes,” said the old man out of breath. “It was only that fly. Do you know, you’re actually more bald at the back than I thought. There’s a patch there as big as my hand. I saw it just then. It gave me quite a shock. You really must do something about it. How are your teeth? Do you have any trouble with your teeth? That may have something to do with it. Hasn’t Alice told you how bald you are?”

“You’ve been doing too much. You’re worried,” said the son, soft with repentance and sympathy. “Sit down. You’ve had a bad time.”

“No, nothing,” said the old man shyly, breathing rather hard. “A bit. Everyone’s been very nice. They came in and shook hands. The staff came in. They all came in just to shake hands. They said, “We wish you good luck.””

The old man turned his head away. He actually wiped a tear from his eye. A glow of sympathy transported the younger man. He felt as though a sun had risen.
“You know –” the father said uneasily, flitting a glance at the fly on the ceiling as if he wanted the fly as well as his son to listen to what he was going to say – “you know,” he said, “the world’s all wrong. I’ve made my mistakes. I was thinking about it before you came. You know where I went wrong? You know where I made my mistake?”

The son’s heart started to a panic of embarrassment. For heaven’s sake, he wanted to shout, don’t! Don’t stir up the whole business. Don’t humiliate yourself before me. Don’t start telling the truth. Don’t oblige me to say we know all about it, that we have known for years the mess you’ve been in, that we’ve seen through the plausible stories you’ve spread, that we’ve known the people you’ve swindled.

“Money’s been my trouble,” said the old man. “I thought I needed money. That’s one thing it’s taught me. I’ve done with money. Absolutely done and finished with it. I never want to see another penny as long as I live. I don’t want to see or hear of it. If you came in now and offered me a thousand pounds I should laugh at you. We deceive ourselves. We don’t want the stuff. All I want now is just to go to a nice little cottage by the sea,” the old man said. “I feel I need air, sun, life.” The son was appalled.

“You want money even for that,” the son said irritably. “You want quite a lot of money to do that.”        

“Don’t say I want money,” the old man said vehemently. “Don’t say it. When I walk out of this place tonight I’m going to walk into freedom. I am not going to think of money. You never know where it will come from. You may see something. You may meet a man. You never know. Did the children of Israel worry about money? No, they just went out and collected the manna. That’s what I want to do.”

The son was about to speak. The father stopped him. 

“Money,” the father said, “isn’t necessary at all.”

 Now, like the harvest moons in full glow, the father’s face shone up at his son.

“What I came round about was this,” said the son awkwardly and dryly. “I’m not rich. None of us is. In fact, with things as they are we’re all pretty shaky and we can’t do anything. I wish I could, but I can’t. But” – after the assured beginning he began to stammer and to crinkle his eyes timidly – “but the idea of your being – you know, well short of some immediate necessity, I mean – well, if it is ever a question of – well, to be frank, cash, I’d raise it somehow.”
He coloured. He hated to admit his own poverty, he hated to offer charity to his father. He hated to sit there knowing the things he knew about him. He was ashamed to think how he, how they all dreaded having the gregarious, optimistic, extravagant, uncontrollable, disingenuous old man on their hands. The son hated to feel he was being in some peculiar way which he could not understand, mean, cowardly and dishonest.

The father’s sailing eyes came down and looked at his son'’ nervous, frowning face and slowly the dreaming look went from the father’s face. Slowly the harvest moon came down from its rosy voyage. The little face suddenly became dominant within the outer folds of skin like a fox looking out of a hole of clay. He leaned forward brusquely on the table and somehow a silver-topped pencil was in his hand preparing to note something briskly on a writing-pad.

“Raise it?” said the old man sharply. “Why didn’t you
tell me before you could raise money? How can you raise
it? Where? By when?”
Notes on the Text

showroom – a room where goods for sale are displayed;

liquidation – an official announcement of bankruptcy; the settling of the affairs of a business in bankruptcy; 

foreman – a man who is in charge of a group of workmen. He tells them what to do and sees that they do it;

in Queer Street (here) – in debt; in trouble;

the manna – (in the Bible) food miraculously provided by
god for the Israelites during their forty years in the desert;

the harvest moon – the full moon nearest to the autumnal equinox
(September 22 or 23).

Questions on comprehension (and for discussion):

1. Why was the young man afraid of coming to his father’s office in a taxi?

2. How did the old man receive his son?

3. What did the office look like?

4. Why was the son suddenly overcome by the sadness of his father’s situation?

5. What made the old man call himself an optimist?

6. What did the old man mean when he told his son to think big?

7. What did the old man say about money? What was his real attitude toward money?

8. What did the transformations in the old man’s face point to?

9. How are the two characters presented?

10. What role does the episode of the fly play in the story?

W.W. Jacobs (1863-1943)
Although W.W. Jacobs worked as a civil servant in England, he devoted his spare time to what he enjoyed doing most-writing fiction. Jacobs’ most famous story is “The Monkey’s Paw”, which has also been dramatized as a one-act play. “The Monkey’s Paw” is one of many stories in which a person is given three wishes. Many such stories have similar plots. This story is one of the best ever written on the theme of three wishes.

THE MONKEY'S PAW

Without, the night was cold and wet, but in the small parlor of Lakesnam Villa the blinds were drawn and the fire burned brightly. Father and son were at chess, the former, who possessed ideas about the game involving radical changes, putting his king into such sharp and unnecessary perils that it even provoked comment from the white-haired old lady knitting placidly by the fire.

“Hark at the wind,” said Mr. White, who, having seen a fatal mistake af​ter it was too late, was amiably desirous of preventing his son from seeing it.
“I’m listening,” said the latter, grimly surveying the board as he stretched out his hand. “Check.”

“I should hardly think that he’d come tonight,” said his father, with his hand poised over the board.

“Mate,” replied the son.

“That’s the worst of living so far out,” bawled Mr. White, with sudden and unlooked-for violence; “of all the beastly, slushy, out-of-the-way places to live in, this is the worst. Pathway’s a bog, and the road’s a torrent. I don’t know what people are thinking about. I suppose because only two houses on the road are let, they think it doesn’t matter.”

“Never mind, dear,” said his wife soothingly; “perhaps you’ll win the next one.”

Mr. White looked up sharply, just in time to intercept a knowing glance between mother and son. The words died away on his lips, and he hid a guilty grin in his thin gray beard.

“There he is,” said Herbert White, as the gate banged to loudly and heavy footsteps came toward the door.

The old man rose with hospitable haste, and, opening the door, was heard condoling with the new arrival. The new arrival also condoled with himself, so that Mrs. White said, “Tut, tut!” and coughed gently as her husband en​tered the room, followed by a tall burly man, beady of eye and rubicund of visage.

“Sergeant Major Morris,” he said, introducing him.

The sergeant major shook hands, and, taking the proffered seat by the fire, watched contentedly while his host got out whiskey and tumblers and stood a small copper kettle on the fire.

At the third glass his eyes got brighter, and he began to talk, the little family circle regarding with eager interest this visitor from distant parts, as he squared his broad shoulders in the chair and spoke of strange scenes and doughty deeds, of wars and plagues and strange peoples.
“Twenty-one years of it,” said Mr. White, nodding at his wife and son. “When he went away he was a slip of a youth in the warehouse. Now look at him.”

“He don’t look to have taken much harm,” said Mrs. White politely.

“I’d like to go to India myself,” said the old man, “just to look around a bit, you know.”

“Better where you are,” said the sergeant major, shaking his head. He put down the empty glass and, sighing softly, shook it again.

“I should like to see those old temples and fakirs and jugglers,” said the old man. “What was that you started telling me the other day about the mon​key’s paw or something, Morris?”

“Nothing,” said the soldier hastily. “Leastways, nothing worth hearing.”

“Monkey’s paw?” said Mrs. White curiously.

“Well, it’s just a bit of what you might call magic, perhaps,” said the ser​geant major offhandedly.

His three listeners leaned forward eagerly.

The visitor absent-mindedly put his empty glass to his lips and then set it down again. His host filled it for him.

“To look at,” said the sergeant major, fumbling in his pocket, “it’s just an ordinary little paw, dried to a mummy.”

He took something out of his pocket and proffered it. Mrs. White drew back with a grimace, but her son, taking it, examined it curiously.

“And what is there special about it?” inquired Mr. White as he took it from his son and, having examined it, placed it upon the table.

“It had a spell put on it by an old fakir,” said the sergeant major, “a very holy man. He wanted to show that fate ruled people’s lives, and that those who interfered with it did so to their sorrow. He put a spell on it so that three separate men could each have three wishes from it.”

His manner was so impressive that his hearers were conscious that their light laughter jarred somewhat.

“Well, why don’t you have three, sir?” said Herbert White cleverly.

The soldier regarded him in the way that middle age is wont to regard presumptuous youth. “I have,” he said quietly, and his blotchy face whitened.

“And did you really have the three wishes granted?” asked Mrs. White.

“I did,” said the sergeant major, and his glass tapped against his strong teeth.

“And has anybody else wished?” inquired the old lady.

“The first man had his three wishes, yes,” was the reply. “I don’t know what the first two were, but the third was for death. That’s how I got the paw.”

His tones were so grave that a hush fell upon the group.

“If you’ve had your three wishes, it’s no good to you now, then, Morris,” said the old man at last. “What do you keep it for?”

The soldier shook his head. “Fancy, I suppose,” he said slowly. “I did have some idea of selling it, but I don’t think I will. It has caused enough mis​chief already. Besides, people won’t buy. They think it’s a fairy tale, some of them, and those who do think anything of it want to try it first and pay me afterward.”

“If you could have another three wishes,” said the old man, eyeing him keenly, “would you have them?”

“I don’t know,” said the other. “I don’t know.”

He took the paw, and dangling it between his front finger and thumb, sud​denly threw it upon the fire. White, with a slight cry, stooped down and snatched it off.

“Better let it burn,” said the soldier solemnly.

“If you don’t want it, Morris,” said the old man, “give it to me.”

“I won’t,” said his friend doggedly. “I threw it on the fire. If you keep it, don’t blame me for what happens. Pitch it on the fire again, like a sensible man.”

The other shook his head and examined his new possession closely. “How do you do it?” he inquired.

“Hold it up in your right hand and wish aloud,” said the sergeant major, “but I warn you of the consequences.”

“Sounds like the Arabian Nights,” said Mrs. White, as she rose and began to set the supper. “Don’t you think you might wish for four pairs of hands for me?”

Her husband drew the talisman from his pocket and then all three burst into laughter as the sergeant major, with a look of alarm on his face, caught him by the arm. “If you must wish,” he said gruffly, “wish for something sensible.”

Mr. White dropped it back into his pocket, and placing chairs, motioned his friend to the table. In the business of supper the talisman was partly forgotten, and afterward the three sat listening in an enthralled fashion to a sec​ond installment of the soldier’s adventures in India.

“If the tale about the monkey paw is not more truthful than those he has been telling us,” said Herbert, as the door closed behind their guest, just in time for him to catch the last train, “we shan’t make much out of it.”

“Did you give him anything for it, Father?” inquired Mrs. White, regard​ing her husband closely.

“A trifle,” said he, coloring slightly. “He didn’t want it, but I made him take it. And he pressed me again to throw it away.”

“Likely,” said Herbert, with pretended horror. “Why, we’re going to be rich, and famous, and happy. Wish to be an emperor, Father, to begin with: then you can’t be bossed around.”

He darted round the table, pursued by the maligned Mrs. White armed with an antimacassar.

Mr. White took the paw from his pocket and eyed it dubiously. “I don’t know what to wish for, and that’s a fact,” he said slowly. “It seems to me I’ve got all I want.”

“If you only cleared the house, you’d be quite happy, wouldn’t you?” said Herbert, with his hand on his shoulder. “Well, wish for two hundred pounds, then; that’ll just do it.”

His father, smiling shamefacedly at his own credulity, held up the talis​man, as his son, with a solemn face somewhat marred by a wink at his mother, sat down at the piano and struck a few impressive chords.

“I wish for two hundred pounds,” said the old man distinctly.

A fine crash from the piano greeted the words, interrupted by a shudder​ing cry from the old man. His wife and son ran toward him.

“It moved,” he cried, with a glance of disgust at the object as it lay on the floor. “As I wished it twisted in my hands like a snake.”

“Well, I don’t see the money,” said his son, as he picked it up and placed it on the table, “and I bet I never shall.”

“It must have been your fancy, Father,” said his wife, regarding him anxiously.

He shook his head. “Never mind, though; there’s no harm done, but it gave me a shock all the same.”

They sat down by the fire again while the two men finished their pipes. Outside, the wind was higher than ever, and the old man started nervously at the sound of a door banging upstairs. A silence unusual and depressing set​tled upon all three, which lasted until the old couple rose to retire for the night.
“I expect you’ll find the cash tied up in a big bag in the middle of your bed,” said Herbert, as he bade them good night, “and something horrible squatting up on top of the wardrobe watching you as you pocket your ill-got​ten gains.”

II

In the brightness of the wintry sun next morning as it streamed over the breakfast table Herbert laughed at his fears. There was an air of prosaic wholesomeness about the room which it had lacked on the previous night, and the dirty, shriveled little paw was pitched on the sideboard with a carelessness which betokened no great belief in its virtues.

“I suppose all old soldiers are the same,” said Mrs. White. “The idea of our listening to such nonsense! How could wishes be granted in these days? And if they could, how could two hundred pounds hurt you, Father?”

“Might drop on his head from the sky,” said the frivolous Herbert.

“Morris said the things happened so naturally,” said his father, “that you might if you so wished attribute it to coincidence.”

“Well, don’t break into the money before I come back,” said Herbert, as he rose from the table. “I’m afraid it’ll turn you into a mean, avaricious man, and we shall have to disown you.”

His mother laughed, and followed him to the door, watched him down the road, and, returning to the breakfast table, was very happy at the expense of her husband’s credulity. All of which did not prevent her from scurrying to the door at the postman’s knock, nor prevent her from referring somewhat shortly to retired sergeant majors of bibulous habits when she found that the post brought a tailor’s bill.

“Herbert will have some more of his funny remarks, I expect, when he comes home,” she said, as they sat at dinner.

“I dare say,” said Mr. White, pouring himself out some beer; “but for all that, the thing moved in my hand; that I’ll swear to.”

“You thought it did,” said the old lady soothingly.

“I say it did,” replied the other. “There was no thought about it. I had just—What’s the matter?”

His wife made no reply. She was watching the mysterious movements of a man outside, who, peering in an undecided fashion at the house, appeared to be trying to make up his mind to enter. In mental connection with the two hundred pounds, she noticed that the stranger was well dressed and wore a silk hat of glossy newness. Three times he paused at the gate, and then walked on again. The fourth time he stood with his hand upon it, and then with sudden resolution flung it open and walked up the path. Mrs. White at the same moment placed her hands behind her, and hurriedly unfastening the strings of her apron, put that useful article of apparel beneath the cushion of her chair.

She brought the stranger, who seemed ill at ease, into the room. He gazed furtively at Mrs. White, and listened in a preoccupied fashion as the old lady apologized for the appearance of the room, and her husband’s coat, a garment which he usually reserved for the garden. She then waited patiently for him to broach his business, but he was at first strangely silent.

“I – was asked to call,” he said at last, and stooped and picked a piece of cotton from his trousers. “I came from Maw and Meggins.”

The old lady started. “Is anything the matter?” she asked breathlessly. “Has anything happened to Herbert? What is it? What is it?”

Her husband interposed. “There, there, Mother,” he said hastily. “Sit down and don’t jump to conclusions. You’ve not brought bad news, I’m sure, sir,” and he eyed the other wistfully.

“I’m sorry –” began the visitor.

“Is he hurt?” demanded the mother.

The visitor bowed in assent. “Badly hurt,” he said quietly, “but he is not in any pain.”

“Oh, thank God!” said the old woman, clasping her hands. “Thank God for that! Thank-”

She broke off suddenly as the sinister meaning of the assurance dawned upon her and she saw the awful confirmation of her fears in the other’s averted face. She caught her breath, and turning to her husband, laid her trembling old hand upon his. There was a long silence.

“He was caught in the machinery,” said the visitor at length, in a low voice.

“Caught in the machinery,” repeated Mr. White, in a dazed fashion, “yes.”

He sat staring blankly out at the window, and taking his wife’s hand between his own, pressed it as he had been wont to do in their old courting days nearly forty years before. “He was the only one left to us,” he said, turning gently to the visitor. “It is hard.”

The other coughed, and, rising, walked slowly to the window. “The firm wished me to convey their sincere sympathy with you in your great loss,” he said, without looking around. “I beg that you will understand I am only their servant and merely obeying orders.”

There was no reply; the old woman’s face was white, her eyes staring, and her breath inaudible; on the husband’s face was a look such as his friend the sergeant might have carried into his first action.

“I was to say that Maw and Meggins disclaim all responsibility,” con​tinued the other. “They admit no liability at all, but in consideration of your son’s services they wish to present you with a certain sum as compensa​tion.”

Mr. White dropped his wife’s hand, and rising to his feet, gazed with a look of horror at his visitor. His dry lips shaped the words, “How much?”

“Two hundred pounds,” was the answer.

Unconscious of his wife’s shriek, the old man smiled faintly, put out his hands like a sightless man, and dropped, a senseless heap, to the floor.

III

In the huge new cemetery, some two miles distant, the old people buried their dead, and came back to a house steeped in shadow and silence. It was all over so quickly that at first they could hardly realize it, and remained in a state of expectation as though of something else to happen – something else which was to lighten this load, too heavy for old hearts to bear. But the days passed, and expectations gave place to resignation – the hopeless resignation of the old, sometimes miscalled apathy. Sometimes they hardly exchanged a word, for now they had nothing to talk about, and their days were long to weariness.

It was about a week after that that the old man, waking suddenly in the night, stretched out his hand and found himself alone. The room was in dark​ness, and the sound of subdued weeping came from the window. He raised himself in bed and listened.

“Come back,” he said tenderly. “You will be cold.”

“It is colder for my son,” said the old woman, and wept afresh.

The sound of her sobs died away on his ears. The bed was warm, and his eyes heavy with sleep. He dozed fitfully, and then slept until a sudden wild cry from his wife awoke him with a start.

“The monkey’s paw!” she cried wildly. “The monkey’s paw!” -

He started up in alarm. “Where? Where is it? What’s the matter?”

She came stumbling across the room toward him. “I want it,” she said quietly. “You’ve not destroyed it?”

“It’s in the parlor, on the bracket,” he replied, marveling. “Why?”

She cried and laughed together, and bending over, kissed his cheek.

“I only just thought of it,’ she said hysterically. “Why didn’t I think of it before? Why didn’t you think of it?”

“Think of what?” he questioned.

“The other two wishes,” she replied rapidly. “We’ve only had one.”

“Was not that enough?” he demanded fiercely.

“No,” she cried triumphantly; “we’ll have one more. Go down and get it quickly, and wish our boy alive again.”

The man sat up in bed and flung the bedclothes from his quaking limbs. “You are mad!” he cried, aghast.

“Get it,” she panted; “get it quickly, and wish – Oh, my boy, my boy!”

Her husband struck a match and lit the candle. “Get back to bed,” he said unsteadily. “You don’t know what you are saying.”

“We had the first wish granted,” said the old woman feverishly; “why not the second?”

“A coincidence,” stammered the old man.

“Go and get it and wish,” cried his wife, quivering with excitement.

The old man turned and regarded her, and his voice shook. “He has been dead ten days, and besides he – I would not tell you else, but – I could only recognize him by his clothing. If he was too terrible for you to see then, how now?”

“Bring him back,” cried the old woman, and dragged him toward the door. “Do you think I fear the child I have nursed?”

He went down in the darkness, and felt his way to the parlor, and then to the mantelpiece. The talisman was in its place, and a horrible fear that the un​spoken wish might bring his mutilated son before him ere he could escape from the room seized upon him, and he caught his breath as he found that he had lost the direction of the door. His brow cold with sweat, he felt his way round the table, and groped along the wall until he found himself in the small passage with the unwholesome thing in his hand.

Even his wife’s face seemed changed as he entered the room. It was white and expectant, and to his fears seemed to have an unnatural look upon it. He was afraid of her.

“Wish!” she cried, in a strong voice.

“It is foolish and wicked,” he faltered.

“Wish!” repeated his wife.

He raised his hand. “I wish my son alive again.”

The talisman fell to the floor, and he regarded it shudderingly. Then he sank trembling into a chair as the old woman, with burning eyes, walked to the window and raised the blind.

He sat until he was chilled with the cold, glancing occasionally at the figure of the old woman peering through the window. The candle end, which had burned below the rim of the china candlestick, was throwing pulsating shadows on the ceiling and walls, until, with a flicker larger than the rest, it expired. The old man, with an unspeakable sense of relief at the failure of the talisman, crept back to his bed, and a minute or two afterward the old woman came silently and apathetically beside him.

Neither spoke, but both lay silently listening to the ticking of the clock. A stair creaked, and a squeaky mouse scurried noisily through the wall. The darkness was oppressive, and after lying for some time screwing up his cour​age, the husband took the box of matches, and striking one, went downstairs for a candle.

At the foot of the stairs the match went out, and he paused to strike an​other, and at the same moment a knock, so quiet and stealthy as to be scarcely audible, sounded on the front door.

The matches fell from his hand. He stood motionless, his breath sus​pended until the knock was repeated. Then he turned and fled swiftly back to his room, and closed the door behind him. A third knock sounded through the house.

‘What’s that?” cried the old woman, starting up.

“A rat,” said the old man, in shaking tones – “a rat. It passed me on the stairs.”

His wife sat up in bed listening. A loud knock resounded through the house.

“It’s Herbert!” she screamed. “It’s Herbert!”

She ran to the door, but her husband was before her, and catching her by the arm, held her tightly.

“What are you going to do?” he whispered hoarsely.

“It’s my boy; it’s Herbert!” she cried, struggling mechanically. “I forgot it was two miles away. What are you holding me for? Let’s go. I must open the door.”

“Don’t let it in,” cried the old man, trembling.

“You’re afraid of your own son,” she cried, struggling. “Let me go. I’m coming, Herbert; I’m coming.”

There was another knock, and another. The old woman with a sudden wrench broke free and ran from the room. Her husband followed to the land​ing, and called after her appealingly as she hurried downstairs. He heard the chain rattle back and the bottom bolt drawn slowly and stiffly from the socket. Then the old woman’s voice, strained and panting.

“The bolt,” she cried loudly. “Come down. I can’t reach it.”

But her husband was on his hands and knees groping wildly on the floor in search of the paw. If he could only find it before the thing outside got in. A perfect fusillade of knocks reverberated through the house, and he heard the scraping of a chair as his wife put it down in the passage against the door. He heard the creaking of the bolt as it came slowly hack, and at the same moment he found the monkey’s paw, and frantically breathed his third and last wish.

The knocking ceased suddenly, although the echoes of it were still in the house. He heard the chair drawn back and the door opened. A cold wind rushed up the staircase, and a long loud wail of disappointment and misery from his wife gave him courage to run down to her side, and then to the gate beyond. The street lamp flickering opposite shone on a quiet and deserted road.

Notes on the Text

check –  chess move that places the opponent's king in danger. If the opponent fails to protect the king, the result is "checkmate* and the end of the game;

rubicund of visage – red-faced;

doughty – courageous;

antimacassar: ornamental, protective cloth covering for the hack or arms of a chair;

bibulous – fond of drinking;

fusillade  – firing of many guns; here, repeated knocking.

Questions on comprehension (and for discussion):

1. What was the fakir’s purpose in placing the spell on the paw?

2. What were Mr. White’s three wishes?
3. What were Mrs. White’s actions while her husband was searching for the paw and making his last wish?
4. What are two clues during the first evening of the story that hint that the paw is not necessarily a desirable gift?
5. Morris says that his wishes were granted so naturally “that you might... attribute it to coincidence.” In what way can the events that the Whites experienced be explained as coincidence?
6. Could Mr. White have worded his first two wishes more carefully in order to prevent any possible misfortune? If so, how? If not, why not?

7. Do you think the old fakir's attitude toward fate was correct? Why or why not?

8.  What other stories or films on the theme of three wishes do you know?

Katherine Mansfield (1888-1923)
Katherine Mansfield was a British short-story writer, born in New Zealand. Her first collection of short stories appeared in 1911. “Miss Brill” was first published in 1922. We view the people and events of this story almost entirely through the eyes and feelings of its protagonist. The author relies upon indirect presentation for her characterization of Miss Brill.

MISS BRILL

Although it was so brilliantly fine – the blue sky powdered with gold and great spots of light like white wine splashed over the Jardins Publiques – Miss Brill was glad that she had decided on her fur. The air was motionless, but when you opened your mouth there was just a faint chill, like a chill from a glass of iced water before you sip, and now and again a leaf came drifting – from nowhere, from the sky. Miss Brill put up her hand and touched her fur. Dear little thing! It was nice to feel it again. She had taken it out of its box that afternoon, shaken out the moth powder, given it a good brush, and rubbed the life back into the dim little eyes. “What has been happening to me?” said the sad little eyes. Oh, how sweet it was to see them snap at her again from the red eiderdown! ... But the nose, which was of some black composi​tion, wasn’t at all firm. It must have had a knock, somehow. Never mind – a little dab of black sealing-wax when the time came – when it was absolutely necessary ... Little rogue! Yes, she really felt like that about it. Little rogue biting its tail just by her left ear. She could have taken it off and laid it on her lap and stroked it. She felt a tingling in her hands and arms, but that came from walking, she supposed. And when she breathed, something light and sad – no, not sad, exactly – something gentle seemed to move in her bosom.
There were a number of people out this afternoon, far more than last Sunday. And the band sounded louder and gayer. That was because the Sea​son had begun. For although the band played all the year round on Sundays, out of season it was never the same. It was like some one playing with only the family to listen; it didn’t care how it played if there weren’t any strangers present. Wasn’t the conductor wearing a new coat, too? She was sure it was new. He scraped with his foot and flapped his arms like a rooster about to crow, and the bandsmen sitting in the green rotunda blew out their cheeks and glared at the music. Now there came a little “flutey” bit – very pretty! – a little chain of bright drops. She was sure it would be repeated. It was; she lifted her head and smiled.

Only two people shared her “special” seat: a fine old man in a velvet coat, his hands clasped over a huge carved walking-stick, and a big old woman, sit​ting upright, with a roll of knitting on her embroidered apron. They did not speak. This was disappointing, for Miss Brill always looked forward to the conversation. She had become really quite expert, she thought, at listening as though she didn’t listen, at sitting in other people’s lives just for a minute while they talked round her.

She glanced, sideways, at the old couple. Perhaps they would go soon. Last Sunday, too, hadn’t been as interesting as usual. An Englishman and his wife, he wearing a dreadful Panama hat and she button boots. And she’d gone on the whole time about how she ought to wear spectacles; she knew she needed them; but that it was no good getting any; they’d be sure to break and they’d never keep on. And he’d been so patient. He’d suggested every​thing – gold rims, the kind that curve round your ears, little pads inside the bridge. No, nothing would please her. “They’ll always be sliding down my nose!” Miss Brill had wanted to shake her.

The old people sat on the bench, still as statues. Never mind, there was al​ways the crowd to watch. To and fro, in front of the flower beds and the band rotunda, the couples and groups paraded, stopped to talk, to greet, to buy a handful of flowers from the old beggar who had his tray fixed to the railings. Little children ran among them, swooping and laughing; little boys with big white silk bows under their chins, little girls, little French dolls, dressed up in velvet and lace. And sometimes a tiny staggerer came suddenly rocking into the open from under the trees, stopped, stared, as suddenly sat down “flop,” until its small high-stepping mother, like a young hen, rushed scolding to its rescue. Other people sat on the benches and green chairs, but they were nearly always the same, Sunday after Sunday, and – Miss Brill had often no​ticed – there was something funny about nearly all of them. They were odd, silent, nearly all old, and from the way they stared they looked as though they’d just come from dark little rooms or even – even cupboards!

Behind the rotunda the slender trees with yellow leaves down drooping, and through them just a line of sea, and beyond the blue sky with gold-veined clouds.
Tum-tum-tum tiddle-um! tiddle-um! tum tiddley-um tum ta! blew the band.
Two young girls in red came by and two young soldiers in blue met them, and they laughed and paired and went off arm-in-arm. Two peasant women with funny straw hats passed, gravely, leading beautiful smoke-colored don​keys. A cold, pale nun hurried by. A beautiful woman came along and dropped her bunch of violets, and a little boy ran after to hand them to her, and she took them and threw them away as if they’d been poisoned. Dear me! Miss Brill didn’t know whether to admire that or not! And now an ermine toque and a gentleman in gray met just in front of her. He was tall, stiff, dig​nified, and she was wearing the ermine toque she’d bought when her hair was yellow. Now everything, her hair, her face, even her eyes, was the same color as the shabby ermine, and her hand, in its cleaned glove, lifted to dab her lips, was a tiny yellowish paw. Oh, she was so pleased to see him – de​lighted! She rather thought they were going to meet that afternoon. She de​scribed where she’d been – everywhere, here, there, along by the sea. The day was so charming – didn’t he agree? And wouldn’t he, perhaps?... But he shook his head, lighted a cigarette, slowly breathed a great deep puff into her face, and, even while she was still talking and laughing, flicked the match away and walked on. The ermine toque was alone; she smiled more brightly than ever. But even the band seemed to know what she was feeling and played more softly, played tenderly, and the drum beat, “The Brute! The Brute!” over and over. What would she do? What was going to happen now? But as Miss Brill wondered, the ermine toque turned, raised her hand as though she’d seen some one else, much nicer, just over there, and pattered away. And the band changed again and played more quickly, more gaily than ever, and the old couple on Miss Brill’s seat got up and marched away, and such a funny old man with long whiskers hobbled along in time to the music and was nearly knocked over by four girls walking abreast.

Oh, how fascinating it was! How she enjoyed it! How she loved sitting here, watching it all! It was like a play. It was exactly like a play. Who could believe the sky at the back wasn’t painted? But it wasn’t till a little brown dog trotted on solemn and then slowly trotted off, like a little “theater” dog, a lit​tle dog that had been drugged, that Miss Brill discovered what it was that made it so exciting. They were all on stage. They weren’t only the audience, not only looking on; they were acting. Even she had a part and came every Sunday. No doubt somebody would have noticed if she hadn’t been there; she was part of the performance after all. How strange she’d never thought of it like that before! And yet it explained why she made such a point of starting from home at just the same time each week – so as not to be late for the per​formance – and it also explained why she had quite a queer, shy feeling at tell​ing her English pupils how she spent her Sunday afternoons. No wonder! Miss Brill nearly laughed out loud. She was on the stage. She thought of the old invalid gentleman to whom she read the newspaper four afternoons a week while he slept in the garden. She had got quite used to the frail head on the cotton pillow, the hollowed eyes, the open mouth and the high pinched nose. If he’d been dead she mightn’t have noticed for weeks; she wouldn’t have minded. But suddenly he knew he was having the paper read to him by an actress! “An actress!” The old head lifted; two points of light quivered in the old eyes. “An actress – are ye?” And Miss Brill smoothed the newspaper as though it were the manuscript of her part and said gently: “Yes, I have been an actress for a long time.”

The band had been having a rest. Now they started again. And what they clayed was warm, sunny, yet there was just a faint chill – a something, what was it? – not sadness – no, not sadness – a something that made you want to sing. The tune lifted, lifted, the light shone; and it seemed to Miss Brill that in another moment all of them, all the whole company, would begin singing. The young ones, the laughing ones who were moving together, they would begin, and the men’s voices, very resolute and brave, would join them. And then she too, she too, and the others on the benches – they would come in with a kind of accompaniment – something low, that scarcely rose or fell, something so beautiful – moving... And Miss Brill’s eyes filled with tears and she looked smiling at all the other members of the company. Yes, we under​stand, we understand, she thought – though what they understood she didn’t know.

Just at that moment a boy and girl came and sat down where the old cou​ple had been. They were beautifully dressed; they were in love. The hero and heroine, of course, just arrived from his father’s yacht. And soil soundlessly singing, still with that trembling smile, Miss Brill prepared to listen.

“No, not now,” said the girl. “Not here, I can’t.”

“But why? Because of that stupid old thing at the end there?” asked the boy. “Why does she come here at all – who wants her? Why doesn’t she keep her silly old mug at home?”

“It’s her fu-fur which is so funny,” giggled the girl. “It’s exactly like a fried whiting.”

“Ah, be off with you!” said the boy in an angry whisper. Then: “Tell me, ma petite chere –”

“No, not here,” said the girl. “Not yet.”

On her way home she usually bought a slice of honey cake at the baker’s. It was her Sunday treat. Sometimes there was an almond in her slice, some​times not. It made a great difference. If there was an almond it was like car​rying home a tiny present – a surprise – something that might very well not have been there. She hurried on the almond Sundays and struck the match for the kettle in quite a dashing way.

But today she passed the baker’s by, climbed the stairs, went into the little dark room – her room like a cupboard – and sat down on the red eiderdown. She sat there for a long time. The box that the fur came out of was on the bed. She unclasped the necklet quickly; quickly, without looking, laid it in​side. But when she put the lid on she thought she heard something crying.

Notes on the Text

Jardins Publiques – is French for Public Gardens.

Questions on comprehension (and for discussion):

1. What nationality is Miss Brill? What is the story’s setting? Why is it important?
2. How old is Miss Brill? What are her circumstances? Why does she listen in on conversations ?
3. Why does Miss Brill enjoy her Sundays in the park? Why especially this Sunday?
4. Of what importance to the story is the woman in the ermine toque?
5. What is Miss Brill’s mood at the beginning of the story? What is it at the end?
Why? Is she a static or a developing character?

6. What function does Miss Brill’s fur serve in the story? What is the meaning of the
final sentence?
Donald Barthelme (b.1931)
Donald Barthelme is an American short-story writer and novelist. Barthelme worked as a journalist, an editor, and a museum director before settling in New York City where he began publishing his stories in The New Yorker. Barthelme's first collection of stories, Come Back, Dr. Caligari (1964), was characterized as “pop art”. Barthelme experi​ments with the traditional format of fiction: he tests, avoids, and contradicts it. At present, Barthelme teaches creative writing at the University of Houston. “The Au​thor” questions the authority and accuracy of authorship.

THE AUTHOR

My deranged mother has written another book.  This one is called “The Bough” and is even worse than the others. I refer not to its quality – it exhibits the usual “coruscating wit” and “penetrating social observation” – but to the extent to which it utilizes, as a kind of mulch pile, the lives of her children.
This one, as I say, is even worse than the others (two American Book Award nominations and a Literary Guild alternate). My poor brother Sampson, who appears as “Rafe,” is found, in the first chapter, performing a laparoscopy upon a patient who had been under the impression she was pay​ing for quite another procedure. My brother is a very busy and popular doctor and a hiatus in his office staffing was responsible for this understandable if la​mentable mixup. What the book does not say is that the laparoscopy disclosed a fair amount of endometriosis which was then dealt with in a highly skilled and professional manner, thus averting considerable patient disgruntlement. Mother never puts anything good about any of us into her books.

“Rafe”’s relations with “Molly” (read Callie, Sam’s wife) are, as you might imagine, not spared. Some time ago Sam and Callie had a little dis​agreement about his conduct during the Miami OB-GYN meeting when he was missing for some hours during a presentation on ultrasound and she learned that he had been out drinking with a bunch of heavily armed survivalists who liked to shoot up life-size plywood cutouts of Gorbachev with their (more or less illegal) Ingram M-11s which they can fire one-handed with a can of Stroh’s in the other. Girl survivalists were also present. O.K., so my brother Sam is a gun nut. Why tell everybody in the world? Intervention is what surgeons are all about. How my mother gleans these details is beyond me, as none of us has spoken to her since 1974, when “Fumed Oak” was published.

My mother’s treatment of my sister Virginia – “Alabama” in the book (Mother’s masks are clear glass) – is flatly vicious. Virginia has had some tough times of late, what with the accident and the fallout from the accident. In “The Bough” “Alabama” has a blood-alcohol reading of 18% immedi​ately after the crash, and that happens to be the right number, as many of Vir​ginia’s friends have recognized. What is truly reprehensible is the (painfully accurate) analysis of my sister’s character. Virginia did her dissertation on Emerson; so does “Alabama.” That certain passages in “Alabama” ’s disser​tation offer striking parallels to recent work by Joel Porte (Harvard Univer​sity Press) and Eric Cheyfitz (Johns Hopkins University Press) is announced for the first time in “Bough”; I had not thought Mother that much of a scholar. The line in the book “They shouldn’t let me go into a bar without training wheels on” is pure Virginia.

My other brother, Denis (the “good brother” in the book), has asked his lawyers to look into the legal aspects. They have told him that suing one’s mother is an awkward business at best and the appearance of filial impiety more or less cancels, for jurors, any merit such a suit might possess. They also pointed out, very reasonably, that the public nature of such an action, in​volving a well-known author, would tend to call attention to some of the very things we are not anxious to emphasize: for example, Denis’s practice of pur​chasing U.S. Army morphine Syrettes from disaffected Medical Corps master sergeants and the ingenious places he finds to hide them in the office (hollowed-out cigars, his computer’s surge suppressor) and the consequences of this for his brokerage business, all finely detailed in “The Bough.” I must say I have never read a more telling account of the jouissance produced by high-grade morphine. What busy little bee brought her this news?

“The Bough” is No. 9 this week on the Los Angeles Times list. Thus does Stamford provide titillation for Santa Barbara, by way of Mother’s bee-loud glade in Old Lyme. Somehow she uncovered the specifics of my “theft” of several inconsequential medicine bundles (cloth, painted wood, feathers) from the Native American Institute, where I am the former curator-at-large. I say “theft” because I wish to be as hard on myself as possible in this matter; others might call it “creative deaccessioning,” and the Ghost Dance material (drum charts, dance notation) received in exchange, which the board would never have realized the value of, will be my monument. Yes, the finder’s fee charged to the transaction was quite substantial, in the high six figures, as Mother does not fail to note, but Willie Leaping Deer and I earned every penny of it. No one who fully understands the Ghost Dance, whose object was to render the participants impervious to the encroachments of the white man (rifle bullets included), would have hesitated for a moment. “Mark” has a ridiculous affair with a Dakota shaman of ambiguous sex, and none of that is true except the trance scene; furthermore, the chanting on that occasion in​volved no intoxicants save “Pinafore,” which I was teaching Wokodah and which he greatly enjoyed.

It is not that we, my mother’s children, lead or claim to lead exemplary lives. But couldn’t she widen her horizons just a bit?

“Mother, why do you do this to us?” I asked her recently.

Mother is handsome still, and bears a carefully cultivated resemblance to Virginia Woolf.

“What?” she said. “Do what?”

I was holding up a copy of “The Bough.” “This,” I said, more or less pointing it at her.

“But you’re mine,” she said.

Questions on comprehension (and for discussion):

1. How does the mother’s characterization of her children differ from the narrator’s description of them?
2. At what points does the narrator reveal his unreliability as an interpreter of the events and characters depicted in the story?
3. Who is the “author” referred to in the title? Which of the two accounts of the family is more “penetrating” – the mothers or the narrators? How do the mother’s last words comment on the roles of mother and author?
4. How does the narrator’s complaint that his “mother never puts anything good about any of us in her books” establish the conflict in the story?
5. How do the many literary allusions and references to place and occupation establish the social class and values in the story?

Ernest Hemingway (1899-1961)

Ernest Hemingway was an American novelist. He received the 1954 Nobel Prize for literature. Hemingway’s style is characterized by the terseness and calculated simplicity.

HILLS LIKE WHITE ELEPHANTS

The hills across the valley of the Ebro were long and white. On this side there was no shade and no trees and the station was between two lines of rails in the sun. Close against the side of the station there was the warm shadow of the building and a curtain, made of strings of bamboo beads, hung across the open door into the bar, to keep out flies. The American and the girl with him sat at a table in the shade, outside the building. It was very hot and the ex​press from Barcelona would come in forty minutes. It stopped at this junction for two minutes and went on to Madrid.

“What should we drink?” the girl asked. She had taken off her hat and put it on the table.

“It’s pretty hot,” the man said.

“Let’s drink beer.”

“Dos cervezas” the man said into the curtain.

“Big ones?” a woman asked from the doorway.

“Yes. Two big ones.”

The woman brought two glasses of beer and two felt pads. She put the felt pads and the beer glasses on the table and looked at the man and the girl. The girl was looking off at the line of hills. They were white in the sun and the country was brown and dry.

“They look like white elephants,” she said.

“I’ve never seen one,” the man drank his beer.

“No, you wouldn’t have.”

“I might have,” the man said. “Just because you say I wouldn’t have doesn’t prove anything.”

The girl looked at the bead curtain. “They’ve painted something on it,” she said. “What does it say?” “Anis del Toro. It’s a drink.”

“Could we try it?”

The man called “Listen” through the curtain. The woman came out from the bar.

“Four reales.”

“We want two Anis del Toro.”

“With water?”
“Do you want it with water?”

“I don’t know,” the girl said. “Is it good with water?”

“It’s all right.”

“You want them with water?” asked the woman.

“Yes, with water.”

“It tastes like licorice,” the girl said and put the glass down.

“That”s the way with everything.”

“Yes,” said the girl. “Everything tastes of licorice. Especially all the things you’ve waited so long for, like absinthe.”

“Oh, cut it out.”

“You started it,” the girl said. “I was being amused. I was having a fine time.”

“Well, let’s try to have a fine time.”

“All right. I was trying, I said the mountains looked like white elephants. Wasn’t that bright?”

“That was bright.”

“I wanted to try this new drink. That’s all we do, isn’t it – look at things and try new drinks.”

“I guess so.”

The girl looked across at the hills. “They’re lovely hills,” she said. “They don’t really look like white elephants. I just meant the coloring of their skin through the trees.” “Should we have another drink?”

“All right.”

The warm wind blew the bead curtain against the table.

“The beer’s nice and cool,” the man said.

“It’s lovely,” the girl said.

“It’s really an awfully simple operation, Jig,” the man said. “It’s not re​ally an operation at all.”

The girl looked at the ground the table legs rested on.

“I know you wouldn’t mind it, Jig. It’s really not anything. It’s just to let the air in.”

The girl did not say anything.

“I’ll go with you and I’ll stay with you all the time. They just let the air in and then it’s all perfectly natural.” “Then what will we do afterward?” “We’ll be fine afterward. Just like we were before.” “What makes you think so?” “That’s the only thing that bothers us. It’s the only thing that’s made us unhappy.”

The girl looked at the bead curtain, put her hand out and took hold of two of the strings of beads.

“And you think then we’ll be all right and be happy.”

“I know we will. You don’t have to be afraid. I’ve known lots of people that have done it.”

“So have I,” said the girl. “And afterward they were all so happy.” “Well,” the man said, “if you don’t want to you don’t have to. I wouldn’t have you do it if you didn’t want to. But I know it’s perfectly simple.”

“And you really want to?”

“I think it’s the best thing to do. But I don’t want you to do it if you don’t really want to.”

“And if I do it you’ll be happy and things will be like they were and you’ll love me?”

“I love you now. You know I love you.”

‘I know. But if I do its then it will be nice again if I say things are like white elephants, and you’ll like it?”

“I’ll love it. I love it now but I just can’t think about it. You know how I get when I worry.”

“If I do it you won’t ever worry.”

“I won’t worry about that because it’s perfectly simple.”

“Then I’ll do it. Because I don’t care about me.”

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t care about me.”

“Well, I care about you.”

“Oh, yes. But I don’t care about me. And I’ll do it and then everything will be fine.”

“I don’t want you to do it if you feel that way.’ The girl stood up and walked to the end of the station. Across, on the other side, were fields of grain and trees along the banks of the Ebro. Far away, beyond the river, were mountains. The shadow of a cloud moved across the field of grain and she saw the river through the trees.

“And we could have all this,” she said. “And we could have everything and every day we make it more impossible.” “What did you say?” “I said we could have everything.” “We can have everything.” “No, we can’t.”

“We can have the whole world.” “No, we can’t.” “We can go every​where.” “No, we can’t. It isn’t ours any more.” “It’s ours.”

“No, it isn’t. And once they take it away, you never get it back.” “But they haven’t taken it away.” “We’ll wait and see.”

“Come on back in the shade,” he said. “You mustn’t feel that way.” “I don’t feel any way,” the girl said. “I just know things.” “I don’t want you to do anything that you don’t want to do – ” “Nor that isn'’ good for me,” she said. “I know. Could we have another beer.”

“All right. But you’ve got to realize – ” “I realize,” the girl said. “Can’t we stop talking?” They sat down at the table and the girl looked across at the hills on the dry side of the valley and the man looked at her and at the table.
“You’ve got to realize,’ he said, “that I don’t want you to do it if you don’t want to. I’m perfectly willing to go through with it if it means anything to you.”

“Doesn’t it mean anything to you? We could get along.” “Of course it does. But I don’t want anybody but you. I don’t want any one else. And I know it’s perfectly simple.” “Yes, you know it’s perfectly simple.” “It’s all right for you to say that, but I do know it.” “Would you do something for me now?” “I’d do anything for you.”

“Would you please please please please please please please stop talking?”
He did not say anything but looked at the bags against the wall of the sta​tion. There were labels on them from all the hotels where they had spent nights.

“But I don’t want you to,” he said. “I don’t care anything about it.”

“I’ll scream,” said the girl.

The woman came out through the curtains with two glasses of beer and put them down on the damp felt pads. “The train comes in five minutes,” she said.
“What did she say?” asked the girl.

“That the train is coming in five minutes.”

The girl smiled brightly at the woman, to thank her.

“I’d better take the bags over to the other side of the station,” the man said. She smiled at him.

“All right. Then come back and we’ll finish the beer.” He picked up the two heavy bags and carried them around the station to the other tracks. He looked up the tracks but could not see the train. Coming back, he walked through the barroom, where people waiting for the train were drinking. He drank an Anis at the bar and looked at the people. They were all waiting rea​sonably for the train. He went out through the bead curtain. She was sitting at the table and smiled at him. “Do you feel better?” he asked. “I feel fine,” she said. “There’s nothing wrong with me. I feel fine.”
Questions on comprehension (and for discussion):

1. How sincere is the man in his insistence that he would not have the girl undergo the operation if she does not want to and that he is "perfectly willing to go through with it" (what is "it"?) if it means anything to the girl? How many times does he repeat these ideas ? What significance has the man's drinking an Anis by himself before rejoining the girl at the end of the story ?
1. Much of the conversation seems to be about trivial things (ordering drinks, the weather, and so on). What purposes does this conversation serve? What relevance has the girl's remark about absinthe ?
2. What purpose does the setting serve—the hills across the valley, the treeless road tracks and station ? What is contributed by the precise information about time at the end of the first paragraph ?
3. Which of the two characters is more "reasonable"? Which wins the conflict between them ? The point of view is objective. Does this mean that we cannot tell whether the sympathy of the author lies more with one character than with the other? Explain your answer.
4. What is the point of the girl's comparison of the hills to white elephants? Does the remark assume any significance for the reader beyond its significance for the characters? Why does the author use it for his title?
1. The main topic of discussion between the man and the girl is never named! What is the "awfully simple operation"? Why is it not named? What different attitudes are taken toward it by the man and the girl? Why?
2. What is indicated about the past life of the man and the girl? How? What has happened to the quality of their relationship? Why? How do we know? How accurate is the man's judgment about their future?
    Though the story consists mostly of dialogue, and though it contains strong emotional conflict, it is entirely without adverbs indicating the tone of the remarks. How does Hemingway indicate tone? At what points are the characters insincere? Self-deceived? Ironic or sarcastic? To what extent do they give open expression to their feelings? Does either want an open conflict? Why or why not? Trace the various phases of emotion in the girl.

HOW TO ENTERPRET THE STORY (example)

     The story under analysis is “The Japanese Quince” by John Galsworthy. J. Galsworthy is considered one of the most prominent English writers of the end of the 19th and the beginning of the 20th centuries. “The Japanese Quince” is devoted to the life of rich upper-middle class people. The idea of the story is that businessmen in their daily routine have no time to look at the thing around them. All day long they are busy with making money, they do not pay attention to the sky, to the weather, to nature in general. This story is a signal for us to stop sometimes and see that the sky is blue and clean, the ground is covered with green grass, i.e. there are a lot of beautiful and interesting things besides our business. Galsworthy used the third-person point of view in this story. It helps to create the atmosphere of objectiveness, characters are viewed as we would view other people in normal life. The story is based on the principle of analogy. We observe only 2 characters. But the author depicts them as brothers-twins. They are alike in everything: in their physical appearances, in their spiritual and mental make-up, in the stand they take on all essential issues of life. This fact proves that there are there are a lot of people of such kind as Mr. Nilson and Mr. Tandram. The story goes on early in the morning in the garden. All the events go on during half an hour before breakfast (setting-place).

       “The Japanese Quince” starts with exposition. Mr. Nilson, well-known in the City, a man of business stood up and opened the window early in the morning and experienced a peculiar sweetish sensation in the back of his throat. The author describes it as a feeling of emptiness because it was of the unknown origin for Mr. Nilson. Hooking the window back Mr. Nilson saw a little tree in blossom. But for him it only proved that spring had come at last. 

   While depicting Mr. Nilson the author uses descriptive attributes. His cheeks were firm and well-coloured, his moustaches were neat and brown, his eyes were round, well-opened, clear. Everything in his appearance reassured of his good health. He went downstairs and, of course, as a real businessman, he began reading a newspaper early in the morning. But again he became aware of that sweetish feeling. In this case the author uses the attribute “queer” that proves that Mr. Nilson had a usual day schedule, and that feeling was out of it. As there was time before breakfast, half an hour, he decided to have a walk in the garden, of course, with the morning newspaper as a real businessman. It was impossible for him to walk without thinking about his affairs. While walking he tried to remember what he had eaten the night before, it occurred to him that it might be some dish smell affecting him. He was on the point of going back when a black-bird began singing. Mr. Nilson looked up and saw a little tree for the second time. He was shocked and impressed. The choice of words proves this fact. The author doesn’t use neutral “look” but emotionally coloured “stare” together with the adverb “curiously”. Now Mr. Nilson really noticed the tree. We observe the description of the tree. Just simple descriptive attributes are used. Blossoms were pink and white, leaves were little, bright green, round and spiky.

    Epithet is used in the description: the tree was pretty (as if it were a young girl). Mr. Nilson smiled. He had a pleasant feeling that he was the only person in the world observing the beauty of the tree. He was happy. And then the climax of the story comes. It turned out that Mr. Nilson was not the only person in the garden. Mr. Tandram, Mr. Nilson’s next-door neighbour, was in the garden, too. He is described analogously, even the same words are used. Mr. Tandram was well-known in the City, his appearance proved his good health. Neighbours were even dressed in the same way, they had black frock-coat on. Though they were neighbours they had not occasion to speak to one another, they even didn’t know what to speak about if it was not connected with business. Their dialogue is short, laconic, it’s connected with the name of the tree, and the blackbirds on it. They were so impressed that they even liked one another. They looked at one another in an almost friendly way. They didn’t look at the tree they admired it. Emotionally coloured verbs are used: “glanced”, “gaze”. They were three in the garden: two men and the tree. The similie “the tree as if appreciating their attention, quivered and glowed” proves that the quince was the third participant.

     But suddenly the blackbird gave a loud, clear call. Mr. Nilson dropped his eyes. It struck him suddenly that Mr. Tandram looked a little foolish and as if he had seen himself he understood that he was foolish too. A shade passed over Mr. Tandram’s face. He understood the situation, too. Again the principle of analogy.

    There was nothing for them but say “good-bye” to each other. They didn’t want to leave, but they had to, they hadn’t to be foolish. They looked back at the tree. The Japanese quince seemed more living than a tree. The quince is a symbol of new life (it was spring!), unknown to Mr. Nilson and Mr. Tandram. They were interested in this life, but their first interest was business, and the last sentences of the story assume this fact.

    The story is composed of narration, descriptions and a short dialogue.

  Narration is dynamic, it gives a continuous account of events. In the story we observe the descriptions of both men, and the tree. A short dialogue vividly reproduces the essential features of the English speech: the use of elliptical sentences, interjections (Er! Ah!), brings the action nearer to the reader, makes it seem more swift and intense.
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