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Учебное пособие «Введение в аналитическое чтение и интерпретацию текста» предназначено для студентов третьего - четвертого курсов, обучающихся по специальности «Иностранный язык» в высших учебных заведениях. Оно может использоваться для спецкурсов и спецсеминаров по аналитическому чтению художественного текста и как дополнительный материал для занятий по практическому курсу английского языка. 
Основная цель данного пособия – познакомить студентов, изучающих английский язык, с особенностями структуры художественного текста; дать учащимся возможность проникнуть в авторский замысел и постичь зашифрованную в художественном тексте информацию; способствовать развитию навыка глубокого анализа текста. 
Дополнительная задача, поставленная составителями пособия, - способствовать более глубокому изучению английского языка. Только умение видеть цель применения языковых средств помогает глубже понять содержание художественного произведения, в котором форма языкового выражения играет важную роль. Наблюдение над характером использования различных стилистических приемов и языковых средств постепенно приучает студента видеть определенную целенаправленность в использовании этих средств. Полное понимание замысла автора приводит к адекватной интерпретации текста, что в свою очередь способствует высокому уровню обобщения эстетической информации.
Пособие «Введение в аналитическое чтение и интерпретацию текста» состоит из восьми глав. В них раскрываются теоретические аспекты таких основополагающих понятий интерпретации текста как рассказчик, сюжет, точка зрения, характеристика персонажа, место и время действия, символика текста, тема, текст как единое целое. Данные понятия вынесены в заглавия глав. Каждая глава дополняет предъыдущую с тем, чтобы в конечном итоге подготовить студента к комплексному восприятию и анализу художественного текста.

Систематизированное изложение основных положений теории литературы сопровождается текстами произведений английских и американских авторов, наглядно иллюстрирующих ту или иную теоретическую проблему и разнообразных по своим стилистическим особенностям. Развитая система упражнений направляет и систематизирует работу над текстом. В качестве приложения выступает словарь стилистических приемов, который призван расширить литературоведческую компетенцию студентов. Вместе взятые, главы пособия представляют собой оригинальное толкование современных подходов к анализу художественного текста и способствуют постепенному развитию навыков его интерпретации.
Работа с данным учебным пособием предваряет следующий этап развития и закрепления навыков анализа и интерпретации художественного текста, на котором студенты четвертого-пятого курсов, обучающихся по специальности «Иностранный язык» в высших учебных заведениях, используют учебное пособие Н.А. Шайдоровой, Н.С. Кузнецовой «Методы стилистического анализа и интерпретация текста» (В. Новгород: НовГУ, 2006). В связи с этим некоторые задания настоящего пособия предполагают использование вышеназванного пособия. Однако, учебное пособие «Введение в аналитическое чтение и интерпретацию текста» может рассматриваться как совершенно самостоятельный учебный материал, в этом случае, в зависимости от условий работы, преподаватели могут вносить свои коррективы, варьируя содержание и составляя дополнительные задания.

Reading is an action. Even though it is often done quietly and alone, reading is a profoundly social activity, and a vigorous and demanding one. There is nothing passive about reading; it requires attention, energy, an act of will. Texts have the potential for meaning, implication, response and result; but the reader must activate them, give them life, and turn them into a lively interplay of ideas and feelings. Reading makes the things happen, usually in the mind and imagination, but sometimes in the larger world as well, for the process of reading involves not just the consciousness of the self but awareness of the other – what is beyond the self. Reading doesn’t just happen to you; you have to do it, and doing it involves decision, reaching out, discovery, awareness. Reading is an act of power, and learning how to get the most out of its possibilities can be an invigorating activity. For all its association with quietness, solitude, and the sedentary life, reading involves – at its deepest level – action and interaction.

CHAPTER I

STORIES AND STORY-TELLERS

TASKS:  
1. After reading “The Zebra Storyteller” say what the purposes of the stories are.
2. Read the theoretical material after the story and make notes on the suggested purposes of the stories. Give definitions to such mentioned phenomena as message and expectations.
3. Writing suggestion: stop “The Zebra Storyteller” after paragraph (“… fit to be tied”) and in five to ten paragraphs write your own ending.
THE ZEBRA STORYTELLER
By Spencer Holst

Once upon a time there was a Siamese cat who pretended to be a lion and spoke inappropriate Zebraic.

That language is whinnied by the race of striped horses in Africa. 

Here now: An innocent zebra is walking in a jungle and approaching from another direction is the little cat; they meet.

"Hello there!" says the Siamese cat in perfectly pronounced Zebraic. "It certainly is a pleasant day, isn't it? The sun is shining, the birds are singing, isn't the world a lovely place to live today!"

The zebra is so astonished at hearing a Siamese cat speaking like a zebra, why— he's just fit to be tied.

So the little cat quickly ties him up, kills him, and drags the better parts of the carcass back to his den.

The cat successfully hunted zebras many months in this manner, dining on filet mignon of zebra every night, and from the better hides he made bow neckties and wide belts after the fashion of the decadent princes of the Old Siamese court.

He began boasting to his friends he was a lion, and he gave them as proof the fact that he hunted zebras.

The delicate noses of the zebras told them there was really no lion in the neighborhood. The zebra deaths caused many to avoid the region. Superstitious, they decided the woods were haunted by the ghost of a lion.

One day the storyteller of the zebras was ambling, and through his mind ran plots for stories to amuse the other zebras, when suddenly his eyes brightened, and he said, "That's it! I'll tell a story about a Siamese cat who learns to speak our language! What an idea! That'll make them laugh!"

Just then the Siamese cat appeared before him, and said, "Hello there! Pleasant day today, isn't it!"

The zebra storyteller wasn't fit to be tied at hearing a cat speaking his language, because he'd been thinking about that very thing.

He took a good look al the cat, and he didn't know why, but there was something about his looks he didn't like, so he kicked him with a hoof and killed him. That is the function of the storyteller. 

(1971)

The Zebra Storyteller suggests that the purpose of stories is to prepare us for the unexpected. Though the storyteller thinks he is just spinning stories out of his own imagination in order to amuse, his stories prove to be practical. When the extraordinary occurs—like a Siamese cat speaking Zebraic—the storyteller is prepared because he has already imagined it, and he alone is able to protect his tribe against the unheard-of.

Other storytellers make the function of fiction less extraordinary. According to them, fiction enables readers to avoid projecting false hopes and fears (such as the zebras' superstitious belief that they are being preyed on by the ghost of a lion) and shows them what they can actually expect in their everyday lives, so that they can prepare themselves. In George Eliot's novel Adam Bede, Hetty Sorrel is being paid admiring attention by the young squire, and she dreams of elopement, marriage, all sorts of vague pleasures. She does not dream that she will be seduced, made pregnant, abandoned. Her imagination has not been trained to project any “narrative” other than her dreams: “Hetty had never read a novel,” George Eliot tells us, “[so] how could she find a shape for her expectations?”

We are all storytellers, then, of one stripe or another. Whenever we plan the future or ponder a decision, we are telling stories—projecting expectations through narrative. Whether we tell stories or read them, we are educating our imaginations, either extending our mental experience in the actual, as Hetty might have done by reading novels, or preparing ourselves for the extraordinary and unexpected, like the zebra storyteller.

The actual and the extraordinary suggest two different uses readers make of fiction. Sometimes we want to read about people like ourselves, or about places, experiences, and ideas that are familiar and agreeable. Most of us initially prefer American literature and twentieth-century literature to literature remote in time or place. Indeed, stories must somehow be related to our own lives before we can find them intellectually or emotionally meaningful. No matter what our literary experience and taste, most of us relate in a special way to stories about people like us, experiences like our own, and especially to a story that mentions our hometown or neighborhood or the name of the street that we used to walk along on our way to school. No one would deny that one of the many things that fiction may be "for" is learning about ourselves and the world around us.

But occasionally the last thing we want is a story about people like ourselves, experiences like those of our everyday lives, and places and times like here and now. On such occasions we want (or are accused of wanting) to escape. If fiction must be relevant enough to relate meaningfully to us, it must also be "irrelevant", different, strange—as strange, perhaps, as a Siamese cat speaking Zebraic. It must take us out of ourselves, out of the confining vision of our own eyes, which is conditioned by our own background and experience, and show us that there are ways of looking at the world other than our own. So, in addition to many stories about approximately our own time and place, this collection includes a sprinkling of stories written in the last century, a few written in vastly different cultures, and a few written about worlds that have not existed or do not (yet) exist.

What a story shows us or teaches us we may call its message—an objective, universal truth that we were unaware of before reading the story. We gradually learn, however, that stories tell us not so much what life means as what it's like. Rather than abstract or "objective" truths, stories deal with perceptions. These perceptions may be translated into messages, but we soon discover that the messages boil down to things like "There's good and there's bad in everybody", "Hurting people is wrong," and "Everything is not what it seems"—messages we do not need Western Union, much less Western literature, to deliver. Indeed, we do not have to agree with what a story says or shows so long as we are convinced that if we had those eyes and were there, this is what we might see.

Whenever we can say yes, we are convinced, then we have been able to go beyond the limitations of our own vision, our own past and conditions. We are able to see a new world, or the same old world in a new way. And by recognizing that we can see things differently, we realize that things we used to think were fixed, objective entities "out there," were fixed only in our perceptions. Or, as is too often the case, we realize that we have been accepting things at face value; we have been perceiving what habit and convention have told us is "really there." Stories, then, may awaken us to look at things for ourselves. For example, we "know" that most ordinary tabletops are rectangular, but in a story we may be told that such a tabletop is diamond-shaped. We understand that if we were to look at the tabletop from a certain angle it would appear diamond-shaped. But doesn't that mean that the tabletop is rectangular only when we look at it from a certain angle? How often do we look at a tabletop from that angle? We look again, and we recognize that though we've always "known" such a tabletop is rectangular, we may have never actually seen it as one. The story has not only allowed us to see reality from another angle, but it has helped us to sharpen our own vision, our own experience.

In reading a story, you are also telling a story or many stories, projecting the possible futures of the events and the characters' lives much as you project your own future actions in the "story" of your own life. Your projection of the story's future—what is going to happen next—is conditioned by the details, including the specific words, of the story. But it is also conditioned by your life experience—your sense of what life is like—and by your reading experience—your sense of what stories are like. When, as the story unfolds, your expectations are modified or the unexpected occurs, fiction and your reality interact: you may simply reject the story's version of what life or the world is like—it's only fiction, after all— or you may reexamine your own views, adding possibilities or at least tentatively questioning what you formerly took for granted (do I really see a rectangle when I look at the tabletop?).

Ordinarily when we read, however, we may be only vaguely conscious—if we are conscious at all—of projecting the course and outcome of the story and, therefore, only vaguely aware if at all—of how the story affirms or modifies our total experience. We may be able to learn to heighten our awareness, and thus the impact of the story upon us and the pleasure we derive from it, by artificially stopping our reading at certain points and asking ourselves what we expect to happen or expect to be revealed next. In reading the story we might pause at the end of some paragraph and articulate – perhaps even briefly write down – what we expect to happen as this story develops, substantiating our expectations by indicating how details within the story contribute to those expectations. Then we may stop again after some more paragraphs and check on how our earlier expectations have been reinforced, modified, added to, or replaced by new ones generated by new details and develop- merits in the story. These stopping points are only examples: you may pause at any point and ask yourself what it is that you are anticipating.

Something like this taking in of detail, remembering past detail, and projecting forward is, going on at some level of consciousness in any involved reading of a story. It's what reading narrative is about. Though stop-and-go reading may seem artificial and awkward for a time—as touch typing does to someone who used to hunt and peck— keeping track of your thoughts while receding will increase your understanding of and your pleasure in reading. The purpose of such increased awareness, then, is not so much to improve your chances of guessing correctly how a story will develop and come out, but to make you aware of the possibilities that the text as well as your experience suggest about life. In other words, when you read with heightened consciousness, you enrich your responses and your experience of reading narrative.

CHAPTER II
PLOT

TASKS:
1. Read theoretical material concerning plot and write down definitions of plot, action, conflict, exposition, rising action, turning point or climax, falling action, conclusion, selection, flashback, curiosity, suspense. Consult the glossary of literary terms in book II to test your results.

In The Zebra Storyteller you can see the skeleton or the typical short story plot or plot structure. Plot simply means the arrangement of the action, an imagined event or a series of such events.

Action usually involves conflict, a struggle between opposing forces, and it often falls into something like the same five parts that we find in a play: exposition, rising action, turning point (or climax), falling action, conclusion. The conflict in this little tale is between the Siamese cat and the zebras, especially the zebra storyteller. The first part of the action, called the exposition, introduces the characters, situation, and, usually, time and place. The exposition here is achieved in three sentences: the time is "once upon a," the place Africa, the characters a Siamese cat who speaks Zebraic and an innocent zebra, and the situation their meeting. We then enter the second part of the plot, the rising action: events that complicate the situation and intensify or complicate the conflict or introduce new ones. The first event here is the meeting between an innocent zebra and the Zebraic-speaking cat. That initial conflict of zebra and cat is over in a hurry—the zebra who is "fit to be tied" is tied up and eaten. Complications build with the cat's continuing success in killing zebras, and the zebras' growing fears and consequent superstitious belief that the ghost of a lion haunts the region preying on zebras. The turning point or climax of the action is the third part of the story, the appearance of the zebra storyteller: until now the cat has had it all his way, but his luck is about to change. From this point on the complications that grew in the first part of the story are untangled—the zebra storyteller, for example, is not surprised when he meets a Siamese cat speaking Zebraic "because he'd been thinking about that very thing"; this is the fourth part of the story, the reverse movement or falling action. The story ends at the fifth part, the conclusion: the point at which the situation that was destabilized at the beginning of the story (when the Zebraic-speaking cat appeared) becomes stable once more: Africa is again free of cats speaking the language of zebras.

This typical arrangement of the action of a story is not just a formula for composing a narrative or for critical analysis; it also has its emotional and intellectual effect on your responses as reader. The exposition invites you to begin immediately building images of the time and place of the action, the people, the situation, and the issues involved, and even to identify with or root for one or more of the participants. You choose to be on the side of the zebras or the Siamese cat (though your choice is guided by the language and details of the story: the cat speaks "inappropriate" Zebraic; the zebra is introduced as "innocent”). As the situation becomes more complicated during the rising action, you are led to be increasingly concerned with how "your" zebras, the "good guys” are going to get out of this worsening situation (the cat eating more and more zebras), or, if the complications of the rising action are positive , you become more and more concerned about what is going to happen to turn things around (for even if you do not know about turning points in narrative, you know that sometimes things in stories and even in real life—knock on wood—seem too good to be true or too good to last). Consciously or unconsciously you become involved in the story, trying to anticipate how the complications will unravel, how everything will come out.

Another aspect of structure that affects you, the reader, is the order in which the events are told. In life, actions occur one after the other, sequentially. Not all stories, however, describe events chronologically. It is then, when historical order is disturbed, that a plot is created. "The king died and then the queen died," to use one critic's example, is not a plot, for it has not been "tampered with." "The queen died after the king died" includes the same historical events, but the order in which they are reported has been changed. The reader of the first sentence focuses on the king first; the reader of the second sentence focuses on the queen. While essentially the same thing has been said, the difference in focus and emphasis changes the effect and, in the broadest sense, the meaning as well. The history has been structured into plot.

The ordering of events, then, provides stories with structure and plot, and has its consequences in effect and meaning. The first opportunity for structuring a story is at the beginning, and beginnings are consequently particularly sensitive and important. Why does a story begin where it does? No event (at least since the Big Bang) is a true beginning; your own life story begins before you were born and even before you were conceived. So to begin a story the author has to make a selection, to indicate that for the purposes of this story the beginning is a given point rather than any other.

The point at which a story ends is also a sensitive and meaningful aspect of its structure. A typical beginning—first sentence or first discriminated occasion (the first encounter of a zebra with the Zebraic-speaking cat)—destabilizes the history: something happens that changes the ordinary life of one or more characters and sets off a new course of events, which constitute the story. A typical ending either reestablishes the old order (no more cats eating zebras) or establishes a new one. Endings, like beginnings, affect the reader and suggest meaning. And like beginnings, they are arbitrary structures that interrupt history, for all stories (or more precisely, histories) about individuals end the same way, as Margaret Atwood somewhat cynically suggests in Happy Endings: "John and Mary die. John and Mary die. John and Mary die." That is only true, of course, if you equate the story with the history, for the history not only extends backward as far as you can see but also forward to the end of the lives of those in the story. (And why not the lives of their children, grandchildren, and so on?) Not all stories end with the deaths of the characters who interest us; in fact, of the stories in this and the introductory chapters only Atwood's ends with the deaths of both its major characters, while "The Zebra Storyteller" ends with the death of the Zebraic-speaking cat. Where a story ends goes a long way to determining how it affects us and what we make of it. "The Zebra Storyteller" ends with the triumph of the zebra over the Siamese cat, leaving us with the feeling that good guys win, and with a moral that leads us to the "point" or meaning of the story. Some stories leave us without an answer and push us back into our own experiences and beliefs to choose between the possibilities. 

All questions about the effect or meaning of beginnings and endings follow from an assumption that we must now recognize: there are reasons for the structures of the narrative. Indeed, in a short story, in part because of its brevity, every detail, every arrangement or ordering must "count." One writer has said that if there is a gun on the wall at the beginning of a story, it must be fired by the end. The relevance of events or details is not limited, however, merely to future action—events in the plot—for most seem to have relevance in other ways. 

Structuring a story is not just a matter of choosing where to begin or end it, or of choosing or inventing affective and meaningful details, but also of ordering all the events in between. Sometimes, as Atwood says, the plot is "just one thing after another, a what and a what and a what." Even when that is the case, sometimes the reader is forced to think back to prior events. In a detective story, for example, the crime has usually been committed before the story begins, in the history and not in the plot. At the end, when the detective explains "who done it", you must think back not only to the crime, but to all the hints or clues that you have been given, including false clues or "red herrings" that make you look in the wrong direction. In such a story we expect the ending to explain what happened earlier. Sometimes, however, a story moves back; that is, instead of making you think of earlier events, it actually breaks into its own order, reaches back into the history, and presents or dramatizes a scene that happened before the fictional present. 

One reason for structuring the history into plot is to engage the reader's attention, to make the reader read on. This can be done not only by arousing the readers expectations of what will happen next but also by generating curiosity—the desire to know what is happening or has happened. It is the sheer power of curiosity, for example, that keeps us reading intensely when we know as little as Watson or Sherlock Holmes himself at the beginning of a story or "case." But it is not only the detective story that plays upon our curiosity. Even a title, such as The Zebra Storyteller, A Very Old Man with Enormous Wings, or The Secret Sharer, can make us curious enough to pick up a story; after that, it's up to the story to keep us engaged.

Perhaps stronger than curiosity is suspense—that particular kind of expectation involving anticipation of and doubt about what is going to happen next (as differentiated from expectations about what a character is like, what the theme is or how it will develop, and so on). Even in reading a little fable like The Zebra Storyteller our minds are—or should be—at work: a cat speaking Zebraic is killing zebras; the zebra storyteller thinking of plots comes up with the idea of a story about a cat that learns to speak Zebraic: "What an ideal That'll make 'em laugh!" he tells himself. Then he meets the cat—what will happen next? How many possibilities did you or can you anticipate? Even though you now know the ending, you could go back to this point in the story and, recalling your expectations, reconstruct or reinvent the rest of the story. Sometimes the suspense is generated and defined not so much by what happens within the story as it is by what we expect from stories.

In order to keep you engaged and alert, a story must make you ask questions about what will happen or what will be revealed next. To respond fully to a story you must be alert to the signals and guess along with the author. One way of seeing whether and how your mind is engaged in your reading is to pause at crucial points in the story and consciously explore what you think is coming. At least in one aspect, fiction is a guessing game.

Like all guessing games, from quiz shows to philosophy, the plot game in fiction has certain guidelines. A well-structured plot will play fair with you, offering at appropriate points all the necessary indications or clues to what will happen next, not just springing new and essential information on you at the last minute ("Meanwhile, unknown to our hero, the Marines were just on the other side of the hill . .” ). It is this playing fair that makes the ending of a well-structured story satisfying or, when you look back on it, inevitable. Most stories also offer a number of reasonable but false signals (red herrings) to get you off the scent, so that in a well-structured story the ending, though inevitable, is also surprising. And though there is usually an overarching action from beginning to end, in many stories there are layers of expectation or suspense, so that as soon as one question is answered another comes forth to replace it, keeping you in doubt as to the final outcome.

Unlike most guessing games, however, the reward is not for the right guess—anticipating the outcome before the final paragraph—but for the number of guesses, right and wrong, that you make, the number of signals you respond to. But, more important, you have missed the pleasure of learning the "truth" a story has to offer, and you know how much less meaningful it is to be told something than to learn for yourself, through your own experience. Fiction is a way of transmitting not just perception but experience.

Though plot is the structuring of events, an event can be an outcome or consequence as well as a happening, and the expectation, surprise, and perception surrounding plot structure can involve meaning as well as action.  Though expectations based on social, moral, or literary conventions that support the ordinary are not so consciously aroused as are those aroused by action and adventure—the kind of expectation described by the term suspense—their fulfillment, modification, or contradiction is a significant aim and effect of many stories. Fiction is in part a guessing game, but it is not merely a game. Many stories seek to give new insights into human perception, experience, meaning, or at least to challenge our more or less unconsciously held beliefs. They strive to tell truths—new, subjective truths, but truths—even though they "lie" about the actuality of the people and events represented. But first they have to get your attention, and one way is by arousing your curiosity and exciting your anticipation. That is one of the primary functions of plot. Alertness to signals, anticipating what is to come next, and remembering what has been said and signaled earlier are essential to fully appreciating and understanding stories and their structures. That is how you should function as a reader of plot.

HAPPY ENDINGS

By Margaret Atwood

John and Mary meet. What happens next? If you want a happy ending, try A.

A. John and Mary fall in love and get married. They both have worthwhile and remunerative jobs which they find stimulating and challenging. They buy a charming house. Real estate values go up. Eventually, when they can afford live-in help, they have two children, to whom they are devoted. The children turn out well. John and Mary have a stimulating and challenging sex life and worthwhile friends. They go on fun vacations together. They retire. They both have hobbies which they find stimulating and challenging. Eventually they die. This is the end of the story.

B. Mary falls in love with John but John doesn't fall in love with Mary. He merely uses her body for selfish pleasure and ego gratification of a tepid kind. He comes to her apartment twice a week and she cooks him dinner, you'll notice that he doesn't even consider her worth the price of a dinner out, and after he's eaten the dinner he fucks her and after that he falls asleep, while she does the dishes so he won't think she's untidy, having all those dirty dishes lying around, and puts on fresh lipstick so she'll look good when he wakes up, hut when he wakes up he doesn't even notice, he puts on his socks and his shorts and his pants and his shirt and his tie and his shoes, the reverse order from the one in which he took them off. He doesn't take off Mary's clothes, she takes them off herself, she acts as if she's dying for it every time, not because she likes sex exactly, she doesn't, but she wants John to think she does because if they do it often enough surely he'll get used to her, he'll come to depend on her and they will get married, but John goes out the door with hardly so much as a good-night and three days later he turns up at six o'clock and they do the whole thing over again.
Mary gets run-down. Crying is bad for your face, everyone knows that and so does Mary but she can't stop. People at work notice. Her friends tell her John is a rat, a pig, a dog, he isn't good enough for her, but she can't believe it. Inside John, she thinks, is another John, who is much nicer. This other John will emerge like a butterfly from a cocoon, a Jack from a box, a pit from a prune, if the first John is only squeezed enough.

One evening John complains about the food. He has never complained about the food before. Mary is hurt.

Her friends tell her they've seen him in a restaurant with another woman, whose name is Madge. It's not even Madge that finally gets to Mary: it's the restaurant. John has never taken Mary to a restaurant. Mary collects all the sleeping pills and aspirins she can find, and takes them and a half a bottle of sherry. You can see what kind of a woman she is by the fact that it's not even whiskey. She leaves a note for John. She hopes he'll discover her and get her to the hospital in time and repent and then they can get married, but this fails to happen and she dies. John marries Madge and everything continues as in A.

C. John, who is an older man, falls in love with Mary, and Mary, who is only twenty-two, feels sorry for him because he's worried about his hair falling out. She sleeps with him even though she's not in love with him. She met him at work. She's in love with someone called James, who is twenty-two also and not yet ready to settle down.

John on the contrary settled down long ago: this is what is bothering him. John has a steady, respectable job and is getting ahead in his field, but Mary isn't impressed by him, she's impressed by James, who has a motorcycle and a fabulous record collection. But James is often away on his motorcycle, being free. Freedom isn't the same for girls, so in the meantime Mary spends Thursday evenings with John. Thursdays are the only days John can get away.

John is married to a woman called Madge and they have two children, a charming house which they bought just before the real estate values went up, and hobbies which they find stimulating and challenging, when they have the time. John tells Mary how important she is to him, but of course he can't leave his wife because a commitment is a commitment. He goes on about this more than is necessary and Mary finds it boring, but older men can keep it up longer so on the whole she has a fairly good time.

One day James breezes in on his motorcycle with some top-grade California hybrid and James and Mary get higher than you'd believe possible and they climb into bed. Everything becomes very underwater, but along comes John, who has a key to Mary's apartment. He finds them stoned and entwined. He's hardly in any position to be jealous, considering Madge, but nevertheless he's overcome with despair. Finally he's middle-aged, in two years he’ll be bald as an egg and he can't stand it. He purchases a handgun, saying he needs it for target practice—this is the thin part of the plot, but it can be dealt with later—and shoots the two of them and himself.

Madge, after a suitable period of mourning, marries an understanding man called Fred and everything continues as in A, but under different names.
D. Fred and Madge have no problems. They get along exceptionally well and are good at working out any little difficulties that may arise. But their charming house is by the seashore and one day a giant tidal wave approaches. Real estate values go down. The rest of the story is about what caused the tidal wave and how they escape from it. They do, though thousands drown, but Fred and Madge are virtuous and lucky. Finally on high ground they clasp each other, wet and dripping and grateful, and continue as in A.

E. Yes, but Fred has a bad heart. The rest of the story is about how kind and understanding they both are until Fred dies. Then Madge devotes herself to charity work until the end of A. If you like, it can be "Madge," "cancer," "guilty and confused," and "bird watching."

F. If you think this is all too bourgeois, make John a revolutionary and Mary a counterespionage agent and see how far that gets you. Remember, this is Canada. You'll still end up with A, though in between you may get a lustful brawling saga of passionate involvement, a chronicle of our times, sort of.

You' ll have to face it, the endings are the same however you slice it. Don't be deluded by any other endings, they're all fake, either deliberately fake, with malicious intent to deceive, or just motivated by excessive optimism if not by downright sentimentality.

The only authentic ending is the one provided here: John and Mary die. John and Mary die. John and Mary die.

So much for endings. Beginnings are always more fun. True connoisseurs, however, are known to favor the stretch in between, since it's the hardest to do anything with.

That's about all that can be said for plots, which anyway are just one thing after another, a what and a what and a what. Now try How and Why.

TASKS:

1. We are advised by Margaret Atwood that if we want a happy ending, to try her sketch A. Does it have a happy ending? What does she claim is the only authentic ending for a story? What is the difference between the way Atwood uses the word “plot” and the way it is used in the introduction to this part concerning plot?
2. Choose one of Atwood’s “stories” and wrote a scene or two illustrating the “How” or the “Why”.
THE PLOT SUMMARY 

This is the sample summary where one hundred eight lines of E.A. Poe’s The Raven are summarized in about one hundred and eighty words or so like this, for example:

The speaker of Poe’s “The Raven” is sitting in his room late at night reading in order to forget the death of his beloved Lenore. There’s a tap at the door; after some hesitation he opens it and calls Lenore’s name, but there is only an echo. When he goes back into his room he hears the rapping again, this time at his window, and when he opens it a raven enters. He asks the raven his name, and it answers very clearly, “Nevermore.” When the speaker says that the bird, like his friends, will leave, the raven again says, “Nevermore.” As the speaker’s thoughts run back to Lenore, he realizes the aptness of the raven’s word: she shall sit there nevermore. But, he says, sooner or later he will forget her and the grief will lessen. “Nevermore,” the raven says again, too aptly. Now the speaker wants the bird to leave, but “Nevermore,” the raven says once again. At the end, the speaker knows he’ll never escape the raven or its dark message.

When you write a summary you should try to be as objective as possible; nevertheless, your summary will reflect not only the literary text but also your own understanding and attitudes. To summarize means to select and emphasize and so to interpret: that is, not to replicate the text in miniature, as a reduced photograph might replicate the original, but while reducing it to change the angle of vision and even the filter, to represent the essentials as the reader or summarizer sees them.

TASKS:
1. Compare three students’ summaries of Shakespeare’s “Hamlet”. Try to understand the reasons for viewing the text differently. Explain the difference:
1. A young man, seeking to avenge the murder of his father by his uncle, kills his uncle, but he himself and others die in the process.

2. In Denmark, many centuries ago, a young prince avenged the murder of his father, the king, by his uncle, who had usurped the throne, but the prince himself was killed as were others, and a well-led foreign army had no trouble successfully invading the decayed and troubled state.

3. From the ghost of his murdered father a young prince learns that his uncle, who has married the prince’s mother, much to the young man’s shame and disgust, is the father’s murderer, and the prince plots revenge, feigning madness, acting erratically – even to insulting the woman he loves – and, though gaining his revenge, causes the suicide of his beloved and the deaths of others and, finally, of himself.

2. Choose some well-known piece of literature and try your hand in summarizing it. 
3. Read the poem “The Raven” and write your variant of the plot summary.

The Raven

By Edgar Allan Poe
Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary,

Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore,

While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,

As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.

“ ‘Tis some visitor,” I muttered, “tapping at my chamber door –                         5

Only this, and nothing more.”

Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December,

And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor.

Eagerly I wished the morrow; - vainly I had sought to borrow

From my book surcrease of sorrow – sorrow for the lost Lenore –                    10

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore –

Nameless here for evermore.

And the silken sad uncertain rustling of each purple curtain

Thrilled me – filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before;

So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating                           15

“ ‘Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door –

Some late visitor entrating entance at my chamber door –

This is it, and nothing more.”

Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,

“Sir,” I said, “or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore;                               20

But tha fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping,

And so faintly you came tapping at my chamber door,

That I scarce was sure I heard you” – here I opened wide the door; -

Darkness there, and nothing more.

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing,          25

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before;

But the silence was unbroken, and the darkness gave no token,

And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, “Lenore!”

This I whispered, and an echo murmured bak the word, “Lenore!” –

             Merely this, and nothing more.                                                          30     

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning,

Soon I heard again a tapping somewhat louder than before.

“Surely,” said I “surely that is something at my window lattice;

Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore –                            35

Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore; -

‘Tis the wind and nothing more!”

Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter,

In there stepped a stately raven of the saintly days of yore;

Not the least obeisance made he; not an instant stopped or stayed he;

But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door –                   40

Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door –

Perched, and sat, and nothing more.

Then this ebony bird beguilling my sad fancy into smiling,

By the grave and stern decorum of the countance it wore,

“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I said, “art sure no

craven,                                                                                                                45

Ghastly grim and ancient raven wandering from the Nightly shore –

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian shore!”

Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.”

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discource so plainly, 

Though its answer little meaning – little relevancy bore,                                 50

For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being

Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door –

Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door,

With such name as “Nevermore”.

But the raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only                              55

That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour.

Nothing farther then he uttered – not a feather then he fluttered –

Till I scarcely more than muttered “Other friends have flown before –

On the morrow he will leave me, as my hopes have flown before.”

Then the bird said “Nevermore.”                                                                   60

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so artly spoken,

“Doubtless,” said I, “what it utters is its only stock and store

Caught from some unhappy mastre whom unmerciful Disaster

Follwed fast and followed fsater till his songs one burden bore –

Till the dirges of his Hope  that melancholy burden bore                                  65

Of ‘Never – nevermore’.”

But the raven still beguilling all my sad soul into smiling,

Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and bust and door;

Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking

Fancy into fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore –                            70

What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore

Meant in croaking “Nevermore”.

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllbale expressing

To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom’s core;

This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining                             75

On the cushion’s velever lining that the lamplight gloated o’er,

But whose velevt violet lining that the lamplight gloated o’er,

She shall press, ah, nevermore!

Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer

Swung by angels whose faint foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor.                   80

“Wretch,” I cried, “thy God hath lent thee – by these angels he hath sent

thee

Respite – respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore!

Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe (1) and forget this lost Lenore!”

Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.”

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil – prophet stiil, if bird or devil! –                     85

Whetehr Tempter sent, ot whether tempest tossed thee here ashore,

Desolate, yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted –

On this home by Horror haunted – tell me truly, I implore –

Is there – is there balm in Gilead (2)? – tell me – tell me, I implore!”

Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.”                                                                       90

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil – prophet stiil, if bird or devil! –

by that Heaven that bends above us – by that God we both adore –

Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within, the distant Aidenn,

It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore –

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore.”                     95

Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.”

“Be taht word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I shriekd upstarting –

“Get thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian shore!

Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken!

Leave my loneliness unbroken! – quit the bust above my door! 100
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off door!”

Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.”

And the raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting

On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;

And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming,                   105

And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor;

And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor

Shall be lifted – nevermore!   

(1844)

1. A drug reputed by the Greeks to cause forgetfulness or sorrow.

2. Cf. Jeremiah 8:22

To give an account of the form of a work or passage rather than merely a brief version of its content or plot (and a plot summary, even of a poem, is usually what we mean by “summary”) you may wish to write a description. We have given a summary of Poe’s “The Raven” earlier, concentrating there, as summaries tend to do, on subject and plot. A description, on the other hand, may concentrate on the form of the stanzas, the lines, the rhyme scheme, perhaps like this:

Poe’s “The Raven” is a poem of one hundred eight lines divided into eighteen six-line stanzas. If in describing the rhyme scheme you were to look just at the ends of the lines, you would notice only one or two unusual features: not only is there only one rhyme sound per stanza, lines 2, 4, 5, and 6 rhyming, but one rhyme sound is the same in all eighteen stanzas, so that there are seventy-two lines ending with the sound “ore”; in addition, the fourth and fifth lines of each stanza end with the identical word, and in six of the stanzas that word is “door” and in four of others “Lenore.” There is even more repetition: the last line of the first seven stanzas ends with the words “nothing more,” and the last eleven stanzas end with the word “Nevermore.” The rhyming lines – other than the last, which is very short – in each stanza are fifteen syllables long, the unrhymed lines sixteen. The longer lines give the effect of shorter ones, however, and add still further to the frequency of repeated sounds, for the first half of each opening line rhymes with the second half of the line, and so do the halves of line 3. There is still more: the first half of line 4 rhymes with the halves of line 3 (in the first stanza the rhymes are “dreary”/”weary” and “napping”/ “tapping”/ “rapping”). So at least nine words in each eight-line stanza are involved in the regular rhyme scheme, and in many stanzas there are added instances of rhyme or repetition. As if this were not enough, all the half-line rhymes are rich feminine rhymes, where both the accented and the following unaccented syllables rhyme – “dreary” / / x “weary” / / x.
This is a detailed and complicated description of a complex and unusual pattern of rhymes. Though there are many other elements of the poem we could describe – images and symbols, for example – the unusual and dominant element in this poem is clearly the intricate and insistent pattern of rhyme and repetition. Moreover, this paragraph shows how you can describe at length, in depth, and with considerable complexity certain aspects of a work without mentioning the content at all, but description of a work or passage, like summary, rarely stands alone as a piece of writing about literature. It is, instead, a tool, a means of supporting a point of view.

CHAPTER III
POINT OF VIEW

TASKS:

1. Read the theoretical material on point of view and pick out definitions of the following words: focus, voice, point of view, centered or central consciousness, psychological realism, unreliable character, limited point of view, narrator, author’s persona, auditor, unlimited focus. 
2. Compare them with the definitions given in the glossary in book II.

Structuring involves more than plot and the ordering of events; selection involves more than the choosing or inventing of incidents. 

Who is telling us the story—whose words are we reading? Where does this person stand in relation to what is going on in the story? In drama, events appear before us directly. Narrative, unlike drama, is always mediated. In narrative, someone is always between us and the events—a viewer, a speaker, or both. The way a story is mediated is a key element in fictional structure. This mediation involves both the angle of vision— the point from which the people, events, and other devils are viewed—and also the words in which the story is embodied. The viewing aspect is called the focus, and the verbal aspect the voice. Both are generally lumped together in the term point of view.

Focus acts much as a camera does, choosing what we can look at and the angle at which we can view it, framing, proportioning, emphasizing—even distorting. Plot is a structure that places us in a time relationship to the history; focus pierces us in a spatial relationship.

We must pay careful attention to the focus at any given point in a story. Is it fixed or mobile? Does it stay at more or less the same angle to, and at the same distance from, the characters and action, or does it move around or in and out? The limited, internal focus is usually called the centered or central consciousness.

The centered consciousness has been perhaps the most popular focus in fiction for the past hundred years—through most of the history of the modern short story, in fact— and its tightly controlled range and concentration on a single individual seem particularly suited for the short form. During much of this period, fiction, both long and short, has been in one sense realistic—that is, treating the everyday and the natural. It has become increasingly clear, however, that the apparently real is not necessarily what "is" but what is perceived by the senses and mind of the individual. (This is sometimes called psychological realism.) The centered consciousness, in which things, people, and events are narrated as if perceived through the filter of an individual character's consciousness, has, therefore, seemed the more realistic way to tell a story. It is a comfortable focus for readers, too. On the one hand, we can identify with someone whose thoughts and perception we share, even if the character is fallible. We can identify with point of view in a story told in the first person ("I"), too, but we are too close at times. We cannot escape. The camera cannot pull back as it can in a third-person story.

First-person stories, like Edgar Allan Poe's The Cask of Amontillado, are always limited, too, and almost always get inside the speaker's mind, though Montresor hides his plans from us. While the speaker cannot withdraw spatially from the narrator, he or she almost always is withdrawn temporally; that is, the “I” telling the story is older than the “I” experiencing the events. The narrator of Poe's story, for example, is telling what happened fifty years earlier.

The psychological realism gained by having a limited narrator exacts a price from the reader. If we don't hold the author (or the story) responsible for the absolute truth, validity, accuracy, and opinions of the focal character—if he or she is just telling us what he or she thinks, feels, sees—we must accept the possibility that the narrator's vision may be unreliable. 

When the point of view is limited, whether to a first-person narrator or to a centered consciousness, it is tied to that individual. When he or she leaves the room, the camera must go, too, and if we are to know what happens in the room when the focal character is gone, some means of bringing the information to that character must be devised, such as a letter or a report by another character. An unlimited point of view permits freedom. In The Zebra Storyteller we are with the first zebra (who is killed) when he meets a cat speaking Zebraic and are told he is “astonished”. We learn that the zebras can smell no lion and so "decided the woods were haunted by the ghost of a lion," and we get inside the mind of the storyteller and "hear" him speaking to himself. Throughout, the story seems free to see matter from one focus or another and even to dip inside a character's mind. There are no laws governing point of view in fiction, but there is a general feeling that once a point of view is chosen it ought to be consistent. 

Where the narrator plays some role in the story we are less likely to identify him or her with the author; where the narrator is an unidentified voice we often tend to do so. To say that a writer is a narrator is not necessarily wrong, but it can be misleading. We can dig up a few facts about the author's life and read them into the story, or, worse, read the character or detail of the story into the author's life. It is more prudent, therefore, especially on the basis of a single story, not to speak of the author but of the author's persona, the voice or figure of the author who tells and structures the story, who may or may not resemble in nature or values the actual person of the author. Mary Anne Evans wrote novels under the name of George Eliot; her first-person narrator speaks of "himself." That male narrator may be a good example of the persona or representative that most authors construct to "write" their stories.

We say write the stories. But just as poets write of singing their songs (poems), so we often speak of telling a story, and we speak of a narrator, which means a teller. There are stories, usually with first-person narrator, that make much of the convention of oral storytelling. The Cask of Amontillado is more subtly "oral." It even has an auditor, someone other than the reader—that is, a character or characters within the fiction—to whom the "speech" is addressed. The "You" in the second sentence is no more you the reader than the "I" is Poe. He is a silent character within the fiction, here one whose identity or role can, with some thought, be identified.

We are used to thinking of a story in terms of its plot, so that to summarize a story usually means giving a plot summary. But if you shift focus and voice, you will often find that though the history has not changed, the story has. You might want to test this out by rewriting The Cask of Amontillado in the voice and focus of the auditor. 

Point of view has been discussed here largely as a matter of structure, as having a role in creating the story and making it this story and no other. This structuring also engenders meaning and effect. What is the effect, for example, of having such a scoundrel as Montresor tell the story of The Cask of Amontillado in the first person? How do we feel about him during the story? Whose side are we on? Do we admire his cleverness or wit? Would we if the story was told from some other point of view?  The shifting, unlimited focus challenges and unsettles the reader's own sense of a verifiable reality and of having a completely and unquestionably autonomous self.  What do we learn? What do we feel? Much of what a story means, much of its effect upon us, depends on the eyes through which it is seen and on the voice that tells it to us.

THE CASK of AMONTILLADO

By Edgar Allan Poe

The thousand injuries of Fortunate I had borne as I best could, but when he ventured upon insult I vowed revenge. You, who so well know the nature of my soul, will not suppose, however, that I gave utterance to a threat. At length I would be avenged; this was a point definitively settled—but the very definitiveness with which it was resolved precluded the idea of risk. I must not only punish but punish with impunity. A wrong is unredressed when retribution overtakes its redresser. It is equally unredressed when the avenger fails to make himself felt as such to him who has done the wrong.

It must be understood that neither by word nor deed had I given Fortunate cause to doubt my good will. I continued, as was my wont, to smile in his face, and he did not perceive that my smile now was at the thought of his immolation.

He had a weak point—this Fortunate—although in other regards he was a man to be respected and even feared. He prided himself upon his connoisseur-ship in wine. Few Italians have the true virtuoso spirit. For the most part their enthusiasm is adopted to suit the time and opportunity, to practice imposture upon the British and Austrian millionaires. In painting and gemmary, Fortunate, like his countrymen, was a quack, but in the matter of old wines he was sincere. In this respect I did not differ from him materially;—I was skilful in the Italian vintages myself, and bought largely whenever I could.

It was about dusk, one evening during the supreme madness of the carnival season, that I encountered my friend. He accosted me with excessive warmth, for he had been drinking much. The man wore motley. He had on a tight-fitting parti-striped dress, and his head was surmounted by the conical cap and bells. I was so pleased to see him that I should never have done wringing his hand.

I said to him—“My dear Fortunate, you are luckily met. How remarkably well you are looking to-day. But I have received a pipe of what passes for Amontillado, and I have my doubts.”

"How?" said he. "Amontillado? A pipe? Impossible! And in the middle of the carnival!"

"I have my doubts”, I replied; "and I was silly enough to pay the full Amontillado price without consulting you in the matter. You were not to be found, and I was fearful of losing a bargain." "Amontillado!" "I have my doubts." "Amontillado!" "And I must satisfy them." "Amontillado!"

"As you are engaged, I am on my way to Luchresi. If any one has a critical turn it is he. He will tell me—" "Luchresi cannot tell Amontillado from Sherry."

"And yet some fools will have it that his taste is a match for your own." 

"Come, let us go." 

"Whither?" 

"To your vaults."

"My friend, no; I will not impose upon your good nature. I perceive you have an engagement. Luchresi—"

 "I have no engagement;—come."

"My friend, no. It is not the engagement, but the severe cold with which I perceive you are afflicted. The vaults are insufferably damp. They are encrusted with nitre."

"Let us go, nevertheless. The cold is merely nothing. Amontillado! You have been imposed upon. And as for Luchresi, he cannot distinguish Sherry from Amontillado." Thus speaking, Fortunate possessed himself of my arm; and putting on a mask of black silk and drawing a roquelair (2) closely about my person, I suffered him to hurry me to my palazzo.

There were no attendants at home; they had absconded to make merry in honour of the time. I had told them that I should not return until the morning, and had given them explicit orders not to stir from the house. These orders were sufficient, I well knew, to insure their immediate disappearance, one and all, as soon as my back was turned.

I took from their sconces two flambeaux, and giving one to Fortunate, bowed him through several suites of rooms to the archway that led into the vaults. I passed down a long and winding staircase, requesting him to be cautious as he followed. We came at length to the foot of the descent, and stood together upon the damp ground of the catacombs of the Montresors.

The gait of my friend was unsteady, and the bells upon his cap jingled as he strode. 'The pipe," said he.

"It is farther on," said I; "but observe the white web-work which gleams from these cavern walls."

He turned towards me, and looked into my eyes with two filmy orbs that distilled the rheum of intoxication. "Nitre?" he asked, at length.

"Nitre," I replied. "How long have you had that cough?" 

"Ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!"

My poor friend found it impossible to reply for many minutes. "It is nothing," he said, at last.

"Come," I said, with decision, "we will go back; your health is precious. You are rich, respected, admired, beloved; you are happy, as once I was. You are a man to be missed. For me it is no matter. We will go back; you will be ill, and I cannot be responsible. Besides, there is Luchresi—"

"Enough," he said; "the cough is a mere nothing; it will not kill me. I shall not die of a cough." "True—true," I replied; "and, indeed, I had no intention of alarming you unneccessarily—but you should use all proper caution. A draught of this Medoc (3) will defend us from the damps."

Here I knocked off the neck of a bottle which I drew from a long row of its fellows that lay upon the mould. "Drink," I said, presenting him the wine.

He raised it to his lips with a leer. He paused and nodded to me familiarly, while his bells jingled.

"I drink," he said, "to the buried that repose around us." 

"And I to your long life." He again took my arm, and we proceeded. 

"These vaults," he said, "are extensive." "The Montresors," I replied, "were a great and numerous family."

"I forget your arms."

"A huge human foot d'or, (4) in a field azure; the foot crushes a serpent rampant whose fangs are imbedded in the heel." "And the motto?" “Nemo me impune lacessit.” (5) "Good!" he said.

The wine sparkled in his eyes and the bells jingled. My own fancy grew warm with the Medoc. We had passed through long walls of piled skeletons, with casks and puncheons intermingling, into the inmost recesses of the catacombs. I paused again, and this time I made bold to seize Fortunate by an arm above the elbow.

'The nitre!" I said; "see, it increases. It hangs like moss upon the vaults. We are below the river's bed. The drops of moisture trickle among the bones. Come, we will go back ere it is too late. Your cough—"

"It is nothing," he said; "let us go on. But first, another draught of the Medoc." I broke and reached him a flagon of De Grave. He emptied it at a breath. His eyes flashed with a fierce light. He laughed and threw the bottle upwards with a gesticulation I did not understand.

I looked at him in surprise. He repeated the movement—a grotesque one. "You do not comprehend?" he said. "Not I," I replied.

"Then you are not of the brotherhood." "How?"

"You are not of the masons." "Yes, yes," I said; "yes, yes." "You? Impossible! A mason? "(6) "A mason," I replied. "A sign," he said, "a sign."

"It is this," I answered producing from beneath the folds of my roquelaire a trowel.

"You jest," he exclaimed, recoiling a few paces. "But let us proceed to the Amontillado."

"Be it so," I said, replacing the tool beneath the cloak and again offering him my arm. He leaned upon it heavily. We continued our route in search of the Amontillado. We passed through a range of low arches, descended, passed on, and descending again, arrived at a deep crypt, in which the foulness of the air caused our flambeaux rather to glow than flame.

At the most remote end of the crypt there appeared another less spacious. Its walls had been lined with human remains, piled to the vault overhead, in the fashion of the great catacombs of Paris. Three sides of this interior crypt were still ornamented in this manner. From the fourth side the bones had been thrown down, and lay promiscuously upon the earth, forming at one point a mound of some size. Within the wall thus exposed by the displacing of the bones, we perceived a still interior crypt or recess, in depth about four feet, in width three, in height six or seven. It seemed to have been constructed for no especial use within itself, but formed merely the interval between two of the colossal supports of the roof of the catacombs, and was backed by one of their circumscribing walls of solid granite.

It was in vain that Fortunate, uplifting his dull torch, endeavoured to pry into the depth of the recess. Its termination the feeble light did not enable us to see. "Proceed," I said; "herein is the Amontillado. As for Luchresi—" "He is an ignoramus," interrupted my friend, as he stepped unsteadily forward, while I followed immediately at his heels. In an instant he had reached the extremity of the niche, and finding his progress arrested by the rock, stood stupidly bewildered. A moment more and I had fettered him to the granite. In its surface were two iron staples, distant from each other about two feet, horizontally. From one of these depended a short chain, from the other a padlock. Throwing the links about his waist, it was but the work of a few seconds to secure it. He was too much astounded to resist. Withdrawing the key I stepped back from the recess.

"Pass your hand," I said, "over the wall; you canned help feeling the nitre. Indeed, it is very damp. Once more let me implore you to return. No? Then I must positively leave you. But I will first render you all the little attentions in my power."

"The Amontillado!" ejaculated my friend, not yet recovered from his astonishment.

"True," I replied; "the Amontillado."

As I said these words I busied myself among the pile of bones of which I have before spoken. Throwing them aside, I soon uncovered a quantity of building stone and mortar. With these materials and with the aid of my trowel, I began vigorously to wall up the entrance of the niche.

I had scarcely laid the first tier of the masonry when I discovered that the intoxication of Fortunate had in great measure worn off. The earliest indication I had of this was a low moaning cry from the depth of the recess. It was not the cry of a drunken man. There was then a long and obstinate silence. I laid the second tier, and the third, and the fourth; and then I heard the furious vibration of the chain. The noise lasted for several minutes, during which, that I might hearken to it with the more satisfaction, I ceased my labours and sat down upon the bones. When at last the clanking subsided, I resumed the trowel, and finished without interruption the fifth, the sixth, and the seventh tier. The wall was now nearly upon a level with my breast. I again paused, and holding the flambeaux over the mason-work, threw a few feeble rays upon the figure within.

A succession of loud and shrill screams, bursting suddenly from the throat of the chained form, seemed to thrust me violently back. For a brief moment I hesitated, I trembled. Unsheathing my rapier, I began to grope with it about the recess; but the thought of an instant reassured me. I placed my hand upon the solid fabric of the catacombs and felt satisfied. I reapproached the wall. I replied to the yells of him who clamoured. I re-echoed, I aided, I surpassed them in volume and in strength. I did this, and the clamourer grew still.

 It was now midnight, and my task was drawing to a close. I had completed the eighth, the ninth and the tenth tier. I had finished a portion of the last and the eleventh; there remained but a single stone to be fitted and plastered in. I struggled with its weight; I placed it partially in its destined position. But now there came from out the niche a low laugh that erected the hairs upon my head. It was succeeded by a sad voice, which I had difficulty in recognizing as that of the noble Fortunato. The voice said—

"Hal ha! ha!—he! he! he!—a very good joke, indeed—an excellent jest. We will have many a rich laugh about it at the palazzo—he! he! he!—over our wine—he! he! he!" "The Amontillado!" I said.

"He! he! he!—he! he! he!—yes, the Amontillado. But is it not getting late? Will not they be awaiting us at the palazzo—the Lady Fortunato and the rest? Let us be gone." "Yes," I said, "let us be gone." "for the love of God, Montresor!" "Yes," I said, "for the love of God!"

But to these words I hearkened in vain for a reply. I grew impatient. I called aloud— "Fortunato!" No answer. I called again— "Fortunato!"

No answer still. I thrust a torch through the remaining aperture and let it fall within. There came forth in return only a jingling of the bells. My heart grew sick; it was the dampness of the catacombs that made it so. I hastened to make an end of my labour. I forced the last stone into its position; I plastered it up. Against the new masonry I re-erected the old rampart of bones. For the half of a century no mortal has disturbed them. In pace requiescat!(7)
1. A cask holds 126 gallons.

2. Man’s heavy, knee-length cloak.

3. Like De Grave (below) a French wine.

4. Of gold.

5. “No one provokes me with impunity”

6. Masons or Freemasons, an international secret society condemned by the Catholic Church. Montresor means by mason one who builds with stone, brick.

7. May he rest in peace!
TASKS:
1. Who is the author, the “You”, addressed in the first paragraph of “The Cask of Amontillado”? 
2. When is the story being told? Why? 
3. How does your knowledge of the auditor and the occasion influence the story’s effect?
4. Read the commentary related to the story by E.A. Poe. Express your opinion on it. Pay attention to the perfect wording of the commentary, which makes it a work of literature by itself. 
THE LUST of HATE in POE'S THE CASK of AMONTILLADO

By D.H. Lawrence

The best (of Poe's) tales all have the same burden. Hate is as inordinate as love, and as slowly consuming, as secret, as underground, as subtle. All this underground vault business in Poe only symbolizes that which takes place beneath the consciousness. On top, all is fair-spoken. Beneath, there is the awful murderous extremity of burying alive. Fortunate, in The Cask of Amontillado, is buried alive out of perfect hatred, as the lady Madeline Usher  is buried alive out of love. The lust of hate is the inordinate desire to consume and unspeakably possess the soul of the hated one, just as true love is the desire to possess, or to be possessed by, the beloved, utterly. But in either case the result is the dissolution of both souls, each losing itself transgressing its own bounds.
The lust of Montresor is to devour utterly the soul of Fortunato. It would be no use killing him outright. If a man is killed outright his soul remains integral, free to return into the bosom of some beloved, where it can enact itself. In walling-up his enemy in the vault, Montresor seeks to bring about the indescribable capitulation of the man's soul, so that he, the victor, can possess himself of the very being of the vanquished. Perhaps this can actually be done. Perhaps, in the attempt, the victor breaks the bonds of his own identity, and collapses into nothingness, or into the infinite. Becomes a monster. 

(1923)

CHAPTER IV
CHARACTERIZATION
TASKS:

1. Pick out the definitions from the text of such notions as character, hero, villain, heroine, antihero, protagonist, antagonist, major characters, minor characters, round characters, flat characters, stereotypes, personality, nature, existential character. Consult the glossary in book II to compare the definitions.
2. After reading, dwell and comment on Arnold Bennett’s thought “The foundation of good fiction is character-creation and nothing else… Style counts; plot counts; originality of outlook counts. But none of these counts anything like so much as the convincingness of the characters”. 
3. Write an analysis of the character of Montresor from the story by E.A. Poe The Cask of Amontillado. Base your interpretation solidly on specific passages, incidents, and attitudes in the story.

In a good many stories the narrator is a disembodied offstage voice, without an identity or a personal history, without influence on the action, without qualities other than those that a voice and style may suggest. So it is in some of the earlier stories in this volume — The Zebra Storyteller, Poe's narrator, however, not only tells us the story but has a part in the action as well; without him we not only would not know story, but neither would there be a story. He looks back into his past; he is there in the story, speaking, listening, reacting. In addition to being the narrator, he is a character; someone who acts, appears, or is referred to as playing a part in a work.

The most common term for the character with the leading male role is hero, the "good guy," who opposes the villain, or "bad guy." The leading female character is the heroine. Heroes and heroines are usually larger than life, stronger or better than most human beings, almost godlike (and there's even a brand of heroes nowadays so close to being godlike that they are called superheroes). In most modern fiction, however, the leading character is much more ordinary, more like the rest of us. Such a character is called the antihero, not because he opposes the hero but because he is not like a hero in stature or perfection. An older and more neutral term than hero for the leading character, a term that does not imply either the presence or absence of outstanding virtue (and with the added advantage of referring equally to male and female), is protagonist, whose opponent is the antagonist. 
The major characters are those we see more of over a longer period of time; we learn more about them, and we think of them as more complex and, therefore, frequently more "realistic" than the minor characters, the figures who fill out the story. These major characters can grow and change as Judith does in Doris Lessing’s “Our Friend Judith”; by the end of this story the protagonist has acted unpredictably based on what we learned earlier in the story about her and her past actions. Characters who can thus "surprise convincingly," an influential critic says, are round characters. Because Poe's characters are not very complex and do not change in surprising ways, they are called flat. But we must be careful not to let terms like flat and round turn into value judgments. Because flat characters are less complex than round ones it is easy to assume they are artistically inferior but this is not always true.

The terms flat and round, like the terms hero and antihero, are not absolute or precise. They designate extremes or tendencies, not pigeonholes. Is Poe's Montresor entirely flat? Is Shakespeare's Falstaff? Charlie Chaplin's Little Tramp? Little Orphan Annie? Are all these characters equally flat? Are they all equally round? Our answers are less important than our looking carefully at these characters to see what we know about each of them, to what degree they can be summed up in a phrase or a sentence; to discover how we learned what we know about them and how our judgment has been controlled by the story; to think about and perhaps judge the assumptions about human motivation, behavior, and nature that underlie the character and his or her characterization. Flat and round are useful as categories but are even more useful as tools of investigation, as ways of focusing our attention and sharpening our perception.

Though most of Dickens's flat characters are highly individualized, not to say unique, some, like Fagin, the avaricious Jewish moneylender, are stereotypes: characters based on conscious or unconscious cultural assumptions that sex, age, ethnic or national identification, occupation, marital status, and so on are predictably accompanied by certain character traits, actions, even values. 

The stereotype may be very useful in creating a round character, one who can surprise convincingly. A stereotype is, after all, only a quick—and superficial—form of classification, and classification is a common first step in definitions. One of the chief ways we have of describing or defining is by placing the thing to be defined in a category or class and then distinguishing it from the other members of that class. A good deal of characterization—the art, craft, method of presentation, or creation of fictional personages— involves a similar process. Characters are almost inevitably identified by category—by sex, age, nationality, occupation, and so on. Paradoxically, the more groups a character is placed in, the more individual he or she becomes. Not all generalizations involve cultural stereotypes, of course. Some may involve generalized character traits that the story or narrator defines for us (and that we must accept unless events in the story prove otherwise). Physical characteristics also serve as categories. As with stereotypes, when physical characteristics are multiplied, the result is more and more particularizing or individualizing. The detailed physical description of Judith makes it possible to visualize her rather fully, almost to recognize her as an individual:
“Judith is tall, small-breasted, slender. Her light brown hair is parted in the centre and cut straight around her neck. A high straight forehead, straight nose, and full grave mouth are setting for her eyes, which are green, large and prominent. Her lids are very white, fringed with gold, and moulded close over the eyeball… (paragraph 7).

There are many other ways in which a character is characterized and individualized besides stereotyping and "destereotyping," and besides classifying and particularizing by physical description. In most cases we see what characters do and hear what they say; we sometimes learn what they think, and what other people think or say about them; we often know what kind of clothes they wear, what and how much they own, treasure, or covet; we may be told about their childhood, parents, or some parts of their past.

Though characterization is gradual, taking place sequentially through the story, it is not, as it may seem natural to assume, entirely cumulative. Our imagination does not work that way. Rather, just as at each point in the action we project some sort of configuration of how the story will come out or what the world of the story will be like or mean, so we project a more or less complete image of each character at the point at which the he or she is first mentioned or appears. This image is based on the initial reference in the text, our reading, and life experiences and associations. The next time the character is mentioned, or when he or she speaks or acts, we do not so much "adjust" our first impression as we project a new image (just as in the plot we project a new series of developments and a new outcome). There may be some carryover, but we do not in the course of the story put the character together like a Mr. Potato Head. Instead, we overlay one image on the other, and though the fined image may be the most enduring, the early images do not all disappear: our view of the character is multidimensional, flickering, like a time-lapse photograph. Perhaps that is why it is rare that any actor in a film based on a novel or story matches the way we imagined that character if we have read the book or story first –our imagination has not one image but rather a sequence of images associated with that character. It is also why some of us feel that seeing the film before reading the book hobbles the imagination. A particular character's physical attributes, for example, may not be described in a novel until after that character has been involved in some incident; the reader may then need to adjust his earlier vision of that character, which is not an option for the viewer of a film. It is thus the reader, rather than a casting director, who finalizes a character in his or her own imagination.

For no matter how many methods of characterization are employed, at some point the definition of the individual stops. No matter how individualized the character may be, he or she remains a member of a number of groups, and we make certain assumptions about that character based on our fixed or stereotyped notions of those groups. To destroy a stereotype, a story must introduce a stereotype to destroy. And somehow the destereotyped character, no matter how particularized, remains to some degree representative. If Judith turns out to be not as prudish and prissy as the stereotype of the English spinster has led us to believe, we may well conclude that the stereotype is false and that Judith is more representative of the real English spinster than the stereotype is. Indeed, this tendency to generalize from the particulars of a story extends beyond cultural groups, sometimes to human character at large: a human character, the story might seem to say, is not permanently fixed at birth, in infancy, childhood, ever.
One of the reasons it is so difficult to discuss character is precisely that the principles of definition and evaluation of fictional characters (not of their characterizations, the way they are presented) are the same as those we use for real people, an area of violent controversy and confusion. The very term character, when it refers not to a fictional personage but to a combination of qualities in a human being, is somewhat ambiguous. It usually has moral overtones, often favorable (a man of character); it is sometimes neutral but evaluative (character reference). Judgment about character (not characterization, remember) usually involves moral terms like good and bad and strong and weak. Personality usually implies that which distinguishes or individualizes a person, and the judgment called for is not so much moral as social—pleasing or displeasing. An older term, nature (it is in one’s nature to be so or do such), usually implies something inherent or inborn, something fixed and thus predictable. The existential character implies the opposite; that is, whatever our past, our conditioning, our pattern or previous behavior, we can, by choice, by free will, change all that right this minute.

Fictional characters thus frequently seem to be part of the history that lies behind the story or beyond the story as part of our own world, to exist in a reality hat is detachable from the words and events of the story in which they appear. We feel we might recognize Tom Jones, Jane Eyre, or Sherlock Holmes on the street, and we might be able to anticipate what they would say or do in our world, outside the story. Fictional characters are neither real nor detachable, of course, and they exist only in the words of the works in which they are presented. We must not forget the distinction between the character and the characterization, the method by which he or she is presented; so we must be careful to distinguish the good character, meaning someone whom, if real, we would consider virtuous, and the good characterization, meaning a fictional person who, no matter what his or her morality or behavior, is well presented.

We must recognize that characters are not finally detachable- that they have roles, functions, limitations, and their very existence in the context of the story; we must not confuse fictional characters with real people, or character with characterization. This is not to say, however, that we may not learn about real people from characters in fiction or learn to understand fictional characters in part from what we know about real people. For real people, too, exist in a context of other people and other elements, their history and geography and their “narrator," the one who is representing them —that is, you. Indeed, it may be worth paying particular attention to how stories create the images of people and what those images assume about human character precisely because this process and these assumptions are so similar to the way we get to know and understand real people. For we are all artists representing reality to ourselves. If we study the art of characterization we may become better artists, able to enrich both our reading and our lives.

OUR FRIEND JUDITH
By Dorris Lessing
I stopped inviting Judith to meet people when a Canadian woman remarked, with the satisfied fervour of one who has at last pinned a label on a rare specimen: "She is, of course, one of your typical English spinsters."
This was a few weeks after an American sociologist, having elicited from Judith the facts that she was fortyish, unmarried, and living alone, had enquired of me: "I suppose she has given up?" "Given up what?" I asked; and the subsequent discussion was unrewarding.
Judith did not easily come to parties. She would come after pressure, not so much—one felt—to do one a favour, but in order to correct what she believed to be a defect in her character. "I really ought to enjoy meeting new people more than I do," she said once. We reverted to an earlier pattern of our friendship: odd evenings together, an occasional visit to the cinema, or she would telephone to say: "I'm on my way past you to the British Museum. Would you care for a cup of coffee with me? I have twenty minutes to spare."
It is characteristic of Judith that the word "spinster," used of her, provoked fascinated speculation about other people. There are my aunts, for instance: aged seventy-odd, both unmarried, one an ex-missionary from China, one a retired matron of a famous London hospital. These two old ladies live together under the shadow of the cathedral in a country town. They devote much time to the Church, to good causes, to letter writing with friends all over the world, to the grandchildren and the great-grandchildren of relatives. It would be a mistake, however, on entering a house in which nothing has been moved for fifty years, to diagnose a condition of fossilised late-Victorian integrity. They read every book review in the Observer or the Times,(1) so that I recently got a letter from Aunt Rose enquiring whether I did not think that the author of On the Road (2) was not— perhaps?—exaggerating his difficulties. They know a good deal about music, and write letters of encouragement to young composers they feel are being neglected—"You must understand that anything new and original takes time to be understood." Well-informed and critical Tories, they are as likely to dispatch telegrams of protest to the Home Secretary (3) as letters of support. These ladies, my aunts Emily and Rose, are surely what is meant by the phrase "English spinster." And yet, once the connection has been pointed out, there is no doubt that Judith and they are spiritual cousins, if not sisters. Therefore it follows that one's pitying admiration for women who have supported manless and uncomforted lives needs a certain modification?
One will, of course, never know; and I feel now that it is entirely my fault that I shall never know. I had been Judith's friend for upward of five years before the incident occurred which I involuntarily thought of—stupidly enough—as the first time Judith's mask slipped.
A mutual friend, Betty, had been given a cast-off Dior (4) dress. She was too short for it. Also she said: "It's not a dress for a married woman with three children and a talent for cooking. I don't know why not, but it isn't." Judith was the right build. Therefore one evening the three of us met by appointment in Judith's bedroom, with the dress. Neither Betty nor I was surprised at the renewed discovery that Judith was beautiful. We had both often caught each other, and ourselves, in moments of envy when Judith's calm and severe face, her undemonstratively perfect body, succeeded in making everyone else in a room or a street look cheap.
Judith is tall, small-breasted, slender. Her light brown hair is parted in the centre and cut straight around her neck. A high straight forehead, straight nose,
a full grave mouth are setting for her eyes, which are green, large and prominent. Her lids are very white, fringed with gold, and moulded close over the eyeball, so that in profile she has the look of a staring gilded mask. The dress was of dark green glistening stuff, cut straight, with a sort of loose tunic. It opened simply at the throat. In it Judith could of course evoke nothing but classical images. Diana, perhaps, back from the hunt, in a relaxed moment? A rather intellectual wood nymph who had opted for an afternoon in the British Museum Reading Room? Something like that. Neither Betty nor I said a word, since Judith was examining herself in a long mirror, and must know she looked magnificent.
Slowly she drew off the dress and laid it aside. Slowly she put on the old cord skirt and woollen blouse she had taken off. She must have surprised a resigned glance between us, for she then remarked, with the smallest of mocking smiles: "One surely ought to stay in character, wouldn't you say?" She added, reading the words out of some invisible book, written not by her, since it was a very vulgar book, but perhaps by one of us: "It does everything for me, I must admit."
"After seeing you in it," Betty cried out, defying her, "I can't bear for anyone else to have it. I shall simply put it away." Judith shrugged, rather irritated. In the shapeless skirt and blouse, and without makeup, she stood smiling at us, a woman at whom forty-nine out of fifty people would not look twice.
A second revelatory incident occurred soon after. Betty telephoned me to say that Judith had a kitten. Did I know that Judith adored cats? "No, but of course she would," I said.
Betty lived in the same street as Judith and saw more of her than I did. I was kept posted about the growth and habits of the cat and its effect on Judith's life. She remarked for instance that she felt it was good for her to have a tie and some responsibility. But no sooner was the cat out of kittenhood than all the neighbours complained. It was a tomcat, ungelded, and making every night hideous. Finally the landlord said that either the cat or Judith must go, unless she was prepared to have the cat "fixed." (5) Judith wore herself out trying to find some person, anywhere in Britain, who would be prepared to take the cat. This person would, however, have to sign a written statement not to have the cat "fixed." When Judith took the cat to the vet to be killed, Betty told me she cried for twenty-four hours.
"She didn't think of compromising? After all, perhaps the cat might have preferred to live, if given the choice?"
"Is it likely I'd have the nerve to say anything so sloppy to Judith? It's the nature of a male cat to rampage lustfully about, and therefore it would be morally wrong for Judith to have the cat fixed, simply to suit her own convenience."
"She said that?"
"She wouldn't have to say it, surely?"
A third incident was when she allowed a visiting young American, living in Paris, the friend of a friend and scarcely known to her, to use her flat while she visited her parents over Christmas. The young man and his friends lived it up for ten days of alcohol and sex and marijuana, and when Judith came back it took a week to get the place clean again and the furniture mended. She telephoned twice to Paris, the first time to say that he was a disgusting young thug and if he knew what was good for him he would keep out of her way in the future; the second time to apologise for losing her temper. "I had a choice either to let someone use my flat, or to leave it empty. But having chosen that you should have it, it was clearly an unwarrantable infringement of your liberty to make any conditions at all. I do most sincerely ask your pardon." The moral aspects of the matter having been made clear, she was irritated rather than not to receive letters of apology from him—fulsome, embarrassed, but above all, baffled.
It was the note of curiosity in the letters—he even suggested coming over to get to know her better—that irritated her most. "What do you suppose he means?" she said to me. "He lived in my flat for ten days. One would have thought that should be enough, wouldn't you?"
The facts about Judith, then, are all in the open, unconcealed, and plain to anyone who cares to study them; or, as it became plain she feels, to anyone with the intelligence to interpret them.
She has lived for the last twenty years in a small two-roomed flat high over a busy West London street. The flat is shabby and badly heated. The furniture is old, was never anything but ugly, is now frankly rickety and fraying. She has an income of two hundred pounds (6) a year from a dead uncle. She lives on this and what she earns from her poetry, and from lecturing on poetry to night classes and extramural university classes.
She does not smoke or drink, and eats very little, from preference, not self-discipline.
She studied poetry and biology at Oxford, with distinction.
She is a Castlewell. That is, she is a member of one of the academic upper-middleclass families, which have been producing for centuries a steady supply of brilliant but sound men and women who are the backbone of the arts and sciences in Britain. She is on cool good terms with her family, who respect her and leave her alone.
She goes on long walking tours, by herself, in such places as Exmoor or West Scotland.
Every three or four years she publishes a volume of poems.
The walls of her flat are completely lined with books. They are scientific, classical and historical; there is a great deal of poetry and some drama. There is not one novel. When Judith says: "Of course I don't read novels," this does not mean that novels have no place, or a small place, in literature; or that people should not read novels; but that it must be obvious she can't be expected to read novels.
I had been visiting her flat for years before I noticed two long shelves of books, under a window, each shelf filled with the works of a single writer. The two writers are not, to put it at the mildest, the kind one would associate with Judith. They are mild, reminiscent, vague and whimsical. Typical English belles-lettres, in fact, and by definition abhorrent to her. Not one of the books in the two shelves has been read; some of the pages are still uncut. Yet each book is inscribed or dedicated to her: gratefully, admiringly, sentimentally and, more than once, amorously. In short, it is open to anyone who cares to examine these two shelves, and to work out dates, to conclude that Judith from the age of fifteen to twenty-five had been the beloved young companion of one elderly literary gentleman, and from twenty-five to thirty-five the inspiration of another.
During all that time she had produced her own poetry, and the sort of poetry, it is quite safe to deduce, not at all likely to be admired by her two admirers. Her poems are always cool and intellectual; that is their form, which is contradicted or supported by a gravely sensuous texture. They are poems to read often; one has to, to understand them.
I did not ask Judith a direct question about these two eminent but rather fusty lovers. Not because she would not have answered, or because she would have found the question impertinent, but because such questions are clearly unnecessary. Having those two shelves of books where they are, and books she could not conceivably care for, for their own sake, is publicly giving credit where credit is due. I can imagine her thinking the thing over, and deciding it was only fair, or perhaps honest, to place the books there; and this despite the fact that she would not care at all for the same attention be paid to her. There is something almost contemptuous in it. For she certainly despises people who feel they need attention.
For instance, more than once a new emerging wave of "modern" young poets have discovered her as the only "modern" poet among their despised and well-credited elders. This is because, since she began writing at fifteen, her poems have been full of scientific, mechanical and chemical imagery. This is how she thinks, or feels.
More than once has a young poet hastened to her flat, to claim her as an ally, only to find her totally and by instinct unmoved by words like "modern," "new," "contemporary." He has been outraged and wounded by her principle, so deeply rooted as to be unconscious, and to need no expression but a contemptuous shrug of the shoulders, that publicity seeking or to want critical attention is despicable. It goes without saying that there is perhaps one critic in the world she has any time for. He has sulked off, leaving her on her shelf, which she takes it for granted is her proper place, to be read by an appreciative minority.
Meanwhile she gives her lectures, walks alone through London, writes her poems, and is seen sometimes at a concert or a play with a middleaged professor of Greek, who has a wife and two children.
Betty and I had speculated about this professor, with such remarks as: Surely she must sometimes be lonely? Hasn't she ever wanted to marry? What about that awful moment when one comes in from somewhere at night to an empty flat?
It happened recently that Betty's husband was on a business trip, her children visiting, and she was unable to stand the empty house. She asked Judith for a refuge until her own home filled again.
Afterwards Betty rang me up to report: "Four of the five nights Professor Adams came in about ten or so."
"Was Judith embarrassed?"
"Would you expect her to be?"
"Well, if not embarrassed, at least conscious there was a situation?"
"No, not at all. But I must say I don't think he's good enough for her. He can't possibly understand her. He calls her Judy."
"Good God."
"Yes. But I was wondering. Suppose the other two called her Judy—'little Judy'—imagine it! Isn't it awful? But it does rather throw a light on Judith?"
"It's rather touching."
"I suppose it's touching. But I was embarrassed—oh, not because of the situation. Because of how she was, with him. 'Judy, is there another cup of tea in that pot?' And she, rather daughterly and demure, pouring him one."
"Well yes, I can see how you felt."
"Three of the nights he went to her bedroom with her—very casual about it, because she was being. But he was not there in the mornings. So I asked her. You know how it is when you ask her a question. As if you've been having long conversations on that very subject for years and years, and she is merely continuing where you left off last. So when she says something surprising, one feels such a fool to be surprised?"
"Yes. And then?"
"I asked her if she was sorry not to have children. She said yes, but one couldn't have everything."
"One can't have everything, she said?"
"Quite clearly feeling she has nearly everything. She said she thought it was a pity, because she would have brought up children very well."
"When you come to think of it, she would, too."
"I asked about marriage, but she said on the whole the role of a mistress suited her better."
"She used the word 'mistress'?"
"You must admit it's the accurate word."
"I suppose so."
"And then she said that while she liked intimacy and sex and everything, she enjoyed waking up in the morning alone and her own person."
"Yes, of course."
"Of course. But now she's bothered because the professor would like to marry her. Or he feels he ought. At least, he's getting all guilty and obsessive about it. She says she doesn't see the point of divorce, and anyway, surely it would be very hard on his poor old wife after all these years, particularly after bringing up two children so satisfactorily. She talks about his wife as if she's a kind of nice old charwoman, and it wouldn't be fair to sack her, you know. Anyway. What with one thing and another. Judith's going off to Italy soon in order to collect herself."
"But how's she going to pay for it?"
"Luckily the Third Programme's (7) commissioning her to do some arty programmes. They offered her a choice of The Cid—El Thid (8) you know—and the Borgias. Well, the Borghese, then. And Judith settled for the Borgias."
"The Borgias," I said, "Judith?"
"Yes, quite. I said that too, in that tone of voice. She saw my point. She says the epic is right up her street, whereas the Renaissance has never been on her wave length. Obviously it couldn't be, all the magnificence and cruelty and dirt. But of course chivalry and a high moral code and all those idiotically noble goings-on are right on her wave length."
"Is the money the same?"
"Yes. But is it likely Judith would let money decide? No, she said that one should always choose something new, that isn't up one's street. Well, because it's better for her character, and so on, to get herself unsettled by the Renaissance. She didn't say that, of course."
"Of course not."
Judith went to Florence; and for some months postcards informed us tersely of her doings. Then Betty decided she must go by herself for a holiday. She had been appalled by the discovery that if her husband was away for a night she couldn't sleep; and when he went to Australia for three weeks, she stopped living until he came back. She had discussed this with him, and he had agreed that if she really felt the situation to be serious, he would despatch her by air, to Italy, in order to recover her self-respect. As she put it.
I got this letter from her: "It's no use, I'm coming home. I might have known. Better face it, once you're really married you're not fit for man nor beast. And if you remember what I used to be like! Well! I moped around Milan. I sunbathed in Venice, then I thought my tan was surely worth something, so I was on the point of starting an affair with another lonely soul, but I lost heart, and went to Florence to see Judith. She wasn't there. She'd gone to the Italian Riviera. I had nothing better to do, so I followed her. When I saw the place I wanted to laugh, it's so much not Judith, you know, all those palms and umbrellas and gaiety at all costs and ever such an ornamental blue sea. Judith is in an enormous stone room up on the hillside above the sea, with grape vines all over the place. You should see her, she's got beautiful. It seems for the last fifteen years she's been going to Soho (9) every Saturday morning to buy food at an Italian shop. I must have looked surprised, because she explained she liked Soho. I suppose because all that dreary vice and nudes and prostitutes and everything prove how right she is to be as she is? She told the people in the shop she was going to Italy, and the signora (10) said, what a coincidence, she was going back to Italy too, and she did hope an old friend like Miss Castlewell would visit her there. Judith said to me: I felt lacking, when she used the word friend. Our relations have always been formal. Can you understand it?' she said to me. 'For fifteen years,' I said to her. She said: I think I must feel it's a kind of imposition, don't you know, expecting people to feel friendship for one.' Well. I said: 'You ought to understand it, because you're like that yourself.' 'Am I?' she said. 'Well, think about it’, I said. But I could see she didn't want to think about it. Anyway, she's here, and I've spent a week with her. The widow Maria Rineiri inherited her mother's house, so she came home, from Soho. On the ground floor is a tatty little rosticceria (11) patronised by the neighbours. They are all working people. This isn't tourist country, up on the hill. The widow lives above the shop with her little boy, a nasty little brat of about ten. Say what you like, the English are the only people who know how to bring up children, I don't care if that's insular. Judith's room is at the back, with a balcony. Underneath her room is the barber's shop, and the barber is Luigi Rineiri, the widow's younger brother. Yes, I was keeping him until the last. He is about forty, tall dark handsome, a great bull, but rather a sweet fatherly bull. He has cut Judith's hair and made it lighter. Now it looks like a sort of gold helmet. Judith is all brown. The widow Rineiri has made her a white dress and a green dress. They fit, for a change. When Judith walks down the street to the lower town, all the Italian males take one look at the golden girl and melt in their own oil like ice cream. Judith takes all this in her stride. She sort of acknowledges the homage. Then she strolls into the sea and vanishes into the foam. She swims five miles every day. Naturally. I haven't asked Judith whether she has collected herself, because you can see she hasn't. The widow Rineiri is matchmaking. When I noticed this I wanted to laugh, but luckily I didn't because Judith asked me, really wanting to know: 'Can you see me married to an Italian barber?' (Not being snobbish, but stating the position, so to speak.) 'Well yes,' I said, 'you're the only women I know who I can see married to an Italian barber.' Because it wouldn't matter who she married, she'd always be her own person. 'At any rate, for a time,' I said. At which she said, asperously, (12) 'You can use phrases like for a time in England but not in Italy.' Did you ever see England, at least London, as the home of licence, liberty and free love? No, neither did I, but of course she's right. Married to Luigi it would be the family, the neighbours, the church and the bambini.(13) All the same she's thinking about it, believe it or not. Here she's quite different, all relaxed and free. She's melting in the attention she gets. The widow mothers her and makes her coffee all the time, and listens to a lot of good advice about how to bring up that nasty brat of hers. Unluckily she doesn't take it. Luigi is crazy for her. At mealtimes she goes to the trattoria (14) in the upper square and all the workmen treat her like a goddess. Well, a film star then. I said to her, you're mad to come home. For one thing her rent is ten bob (15) a week, and you eat pasta and drink red wine till you bust for about one and sixpence. No, she said, it would be nothing but self-indulgence to stay. Why? I said. She said, she's got nothing to stay for. (Ho ho.) And besides, she's done her research on the Borghese, though so far she can't see her way to an honest presentation of the facts. What made these people tick? she wants to know. And so she's only staying because of the cat. I forgot to mention the cat. This is a town of cats. The Italians here love their cats. I wanted to feed a stray cat at the table, but the waiter said no; and after lunch, all the waiters came with trays crammed with leftover food and stray cats came from everywhere to eat. And at dark when the tourists go in to feed and the beach is empty—you know how empty and forlorn a beach is at dusk?—well cats appear from everywhere. The beach seems to move, then you see it's cats. They go stalking along the thin inch of grey water at the edge of the sea, shaking their paws crossly at each step, snatching at the dead little fish, and throwing them with their mouths up on to the dry stand. Then they scamper after them. You've never seen such a snarling and fighting. At dawn when the fishing boats come in to the empty beach, the cats are there in dozens. The fisherman throw them bits of fish. The cats snarl and fight over it. Judith gets up early and goes down to watch. Sometimes Luigi goes too, being tolerant. Because what he really likes is to join the evening promenade with Judith on his arm around and around the square of the upper town. Showing her off. Can you see Judith? But she does it. Being tolerant. But she smiles and enjoys the attention she gets, there's no doubt about it.
"She has a cat in her room. It's a kitten really, but it's pregnant. Judith says she can't leave until the kittens are born. The cat is too young to have kittens. Imagine Judith. She sits on her bed in that great stone room, with her bare feet on the stone floor, and watches the cat, and tries to work out why a healthy uninhibited Italian cat always fed on the best from the rosticceria should be neurotic. Because it is. When it sees Judith watching it gets nervous and starts licking at the roots of its tail. But Judith goes on watching, and says about Italy that the reason why the English love the Italians is because the Italians make the English feel superior. They have no discipline. And that's a despicable reason for one nation to love another. Then she talks about Luigi and says he has no sense of guilt, but a sense of sin; whereas she has no sense of sin but she has guilt. I haven't asked her if this has been an insuperable barrier, because judging from how she looks, it hasn't. She says she would rather have a sense of sin, because sin can be atoned for, and if she understood sin, perhaps she would be more at home with the Renaissance. Luigi is very healthy, she says, and not neurotic. He is a Catholic of course. He doesn't mind that she's an atheist. His mother has explained to him that the English are all pagans, but good people at heart. I suppose he thinks a few smart sessions with the local priest would set Judith on the right path for good and all. Meanwhile the cat walks nervously around the room, stopping to lick, and when it can't stand Judith watching it another sec​ond, it rolls over on the floor, with its paws tucked up, and rolls up its eyes, and Judith scratches its lumpy pregnant stomach and tells it to relax. It makes me nervous to see her, it's not like her, I don't know why. Then Luigi shouts up from the barber's shop, then he comes up and stands at the door laughing, and Judith laughs, and the widow says: Children, enjoy yourselves. And off they go, walking down to the town eating ice cream. The cat follows them. It won't let Judith out of its sight, like a dog. When she swims miles out to sea, the cat hides under a beach hut until she comes back. Then she carries it back up the hill, because that nasty little boy chases it. Well. I'm coming home tomorrow thank God, to my dear old Billy, I was mad ever to leave him. There is something about Judith and Italy that has upset me, I don't know what. The point is, what on earth can Judith and Luigi talk about? Nothing. How can they? And of course it doesn't matter. So I turn out to be a prude as well. See you next week."
It was my turn for a dose of the sun, so I didn't see Betty. On my way back from Rome I stopped off in Judith's resort and walked up through narrow streets to the upper town, where, in the square with the vine-covered trattoria at the corner, was a house with ROSTICCERIA written in black paint on a cracked wooden board over a low door. There was a door curtain of red beads, and flies settled on the beads. I opened the beads with my hands and looked into a small dark room with a stone counter. Loops of salami hung from metal hooks. A glass bell covered some plates of cooked meats. There were flies on the salami and on the glass bell. A few tins on the wooden shelves, a couple of pale loaves, some wine casks and an open case of sticky pale green grapes covered with fruit flies seemed to be the only stock. A single wooden table with two chairs stood in a corner, and two workmen sat there, eating lumps of sausage and bread. Through another bead curtain at the back came a short, smoothly fat, slender-limbed woman with grey​ing hair. I asked for Miss Castlewell, and her face changed. She said in an offended, offhand way: "Miss Castlewell left last week." She took a white cloth from under the counter, and flicked at the flies on the glass bell. "I'm a friend of hers," I said, and she said: Si,(16) and put her hands palm down on the counter and looked at me, expressionless. The workmen got up, gulped down the last of their wine, nodded and went. She ciao'd (17) them; and looked back at me. Then, since I didn't go, she called: "Luigi!" A shout came from the back room, there was a rattle of beads, and in came first a wiry sharp-faced boy, and then Luigi. He was tall, heavy-shouldered, and his black rough hair was like a cap, pulled low over his brows. He looked good-natured, but at the moment uneasy. His sister said something, and he stood beside her, an ally, and confirmed: "Miss Castlewell went away." I was on the point of giving up, when through the bead curtain that screened off a dazzling light eased a thin tabby cat. It was ugly and it walked uncomfortably, with its back quarters bunched up. The child suddenly let out a "Ssssss" through his teeth, and the cat froze. Luigi said something sharp to the child, and something encouraging to the cat, which sat down, looked straight in front of it, then began frantically licking at its flanks. "Miss Castlewell was offended with us," said Mrs. Rineiri suddenly, and with dignity. "She left early one morning. We did not expect her to go." I said: "Perhaps she had to go home and finish some work."
Mrs. Rineiri shrugged, then sighed. Then she exchanged a hard look with her brother. Clearly the subject had been discussed, and closed forever.
"I've known Judith a long time," I said, trying to find the right note. "She's a remarkable woman. She's a poet." But there was no response to this at all. Meanwhile the child, with a fixed bared-teeth grin, was staring at the cat, narrowing his eyes. Suddenly he let out another "Ssssssss" and added a short high yelp. The cat shot backwards, hit the wall, tried desperately to claw its way up the wall, came to its senses and again sat down and began its urgent, undirected licking at its fur. This time Luigi cuffed the child, who yelped in earnest, and then ran out into the street past the cat. Now that the way was clear the cat shot across the floor, up onto the counter, and bounded past Luigi's shoulder and straight through the bead curtain into the barber's shop, where it landed with a thud.
"Judith was sorry when she left us," said Mrs. Rineiri uncertainly. "She was crying."
"I'm sure she was."
"And so," said Mrs. Rineiri, with finality, laying her hands down again, and looking past me at the bead curtain. That was the end. Luigi nodded brusquely at me, and went into the back. I said goodbye to Mrs. Rineiri and walked back to the lower town. In the square I saw the child, sitting on the running board of a lorry parked outside the trattoria, drawing in the dust with his bare toes, and directing in front of him a blank, unhappy stare.
I had to go through Florence, so I went to the address Judith had been at. No, Miss Castlewell had not been back. Her papers and books were still here. Would I take them back with me to England? I made a great parcel and brought them back to England.
I telephoned Judith and she said she had already written for the papers to be sent, but it was kind of me to bring them. There had seemed to be no point, she said, in returning to Florence.
"Shall I bring them over?"
"I would be very grateful, of course."
Judith's flat was chilly, and she wore a bunchy sage-green woollen dress. Her hair was still a soft gold helmet, but she looked pale and rather pinched. She stood with her back to a single bar of electric fire—lit because I demanded it— with her legs apart and her arms folded. She contemplated me.
"I went to the Rineiris' house."
"Oh. Did you?"
"They seemed to miss you."
She said nothing.
"I saw the cat too."
"Oh. Oh, I suppose you and Betty discussed it?" This was with a small unfriendly smile.
"Well, Judith, you must see we were likely to?"
She gave this her consideration and said: "I don't understand why people discuss other people. Oh—I'm not criticising you. But I don't see why you are so interested. I don't understand human behaviour and I'm not particularly interested."
"I think you should write to the Rineiris."
"I wrote and thanked them, of course."
"I don't mean that."
"You and Betty have worked it out?"
"Yes, we talked about it. We thought we should talk to you, so you should write to the Rineiris."
"Why?"
"For one thing, they are both very fond of you."
"Fond," she said smiling.
"Judith, I've never in my life felt such an atmosphere of being let down."
Judith considered this. "When something happens that shows one there is really a complete gulf in understanding, what is there to say?"
"It could scarcely have been a complete gulf in understanding. I suppose you are going to say we are being interfering?"
Judith showed distaste. "That is a very stupid word. And it's a stupid idea. No one can interfere with me if I don't let them. No, it's that I don't understand people. I don't understand why you or Betty should care. Or why the Rineiris should, for that matter," she added with the small tight smile.
"Judith!"
"If you've behaved stupidly, there's no point in going on. You put an end to it."
"What happened? Was it the cat?"
"Yes, I suppose so. But it's not important." She looked at me, saw my ironical face, and said: "The cat was too young to have kittens. That is all there was to it."
"Have it your way. But that is obviously not all there is to it."
"What upsets me is that I don't understand at all why I was so upset then."
"What happened? Or don't you want to talk about it?"
"I don't give a damn whether I talk about it or not. You really do say the most extraordinary things, you and Betty. If you want to know, I'll tell you. What does it matter?"
"I would like to know, of course."
"Of course!" she said. "In your place I wouldn't care. Well, I think the essence of the thing was that I must have had the wrong attitude to that cat. Cats are supposed to be independent. They are supposed to go off by themselves to have their kittens. This one didn't. It was climbing up on to my bed all one night and crying for attention. I don't like cats on my bed. In the morning I saw she was in pain. I stayed with her all that day. Then Luigi—he's the brother, you know."
"Yes."
"Did Betty mention him? Luigi came up to say it was time I went for a swim. He said the cat should look after itself. I blame myself very much. That's what happens when you submerge yourself in somebody else."
Her look at me was now defiant; and her body showed both defensiveness and aggression. "Yes. It's true. I've always been afraid of it. And in the last few weeks I've behaved badly. It's because I let it happen."
"Well, go on."
"I left the cat and swam. It was late, so it was only for a few minutes. When I came out of the sea the cat had followed me and had had a kitten on the beach. That little beast Michele—the son, you know?—well, he always teased the poor thing, and now he had frightened her off the kitten. It was dead, though. He held it up by the tail and waved it at me as I came out of the sea. I told him to bury it. He scooped two inches of sand away and pushed the kitten in—on the beach, where people are all day. So I buried it properly. He had run off. He was chasing the poor cat. She was terrified and running up the town. I ran too. I caught Michele and I was so angry I hit him. I don't believe in hitting children. I've been feeling beastly about it ever since."
"You were angry."
"It's no excuse. I would never have believed myself capable of hitting a child. I hit him very hard. He went off, crying. The poor cat had got under a big lorry parked in the square. Then she screamed. And then a most remarkable thing happened. She screamed just once, and all at once cats just materialised. One minute there was just one cat, lying under a lorry, and the next, dozens of cats. They sat in a big circle around the lorry, all quite still, and watched my poor cat."
"Rather moving," I said.
"Why?"
"There is no evidence one way or the other," I said in inverted commas, "that the cats were there out of concern for a friend in trouble."
"No," she said energetically. "There isn't. It might have been curiosity. Or anything. How do we know? However, I crawled under the lorry. There were two paws sticking out of the cat's back end. The kitten was the wrong way round. It was stuck. I held the cat down with one hand and I pulled the kitten out with the other." She held out her long white hands. They were still covered with fading scars and scratches. "She bit and yelled, but the kitten was alive. She left the kitten and crawled across the square into the house. Then all the cats got up and walked away. It was the most extraordinary thing I've ever seen. They vanished again. One minute they were all there, and then they had vanished. I went after the cat, with the kitten. Poor little thing, it was covered with dust—being wet, don't you know. The cat was on my bed. There was another kitten coming, but it got stuck too. So when she screamed and screamed I just pulled it out. The kittens began to suck. One kitten was very big. It was a nice fat black kitten. It must have hurt her. But she suddenly bit out—snapped, don't you know, like a reflex action, at the back of the kitten's head. It died, just like that. Extraordinary, isn't it?" she said, blinking hard, her lips quivering. "She was its mother, but she killed it. Then she ran off the bed and went downstairs into the shop under the counter. I called to Luigi. You know, he's Mrs. Rineiri's brother."
"Yes, I know."
"He said she was too young, and she was badly frightened and very hurt. He took the alive kitten to her but she got up and walked away. She didn't want it. Then Luigi told me not to look. But I followed him. He held the kitten by the tail and he banged it against the wall twice. Then he dropped it into the rubbish heap. He moved aside some rubbish with his toe, and put the kitten there and pushed rubbish over it. Then Luigi said the cat should be destroyed. He said she was badly hurt and it would always hurt her to have kittens."
"He hasn't destroyed her. She's still alive. But it looks to me as if he were right."
"Yes, I expect he was."
"What upset you—that he killed the kitten?"
"Oh no, I expect the cat would if he hadn't. But that isn't the point, is it?"
"What is the point?"
"I don't think I really know." She had been speaking breathlessly, and fast. Now she said slowly: "It's not a question of right or wrong, is it? Why should it be? It's a question of what one is. That night Luigi wanted to go promenading with me. For him, that was that. Something had to be done, and he'd done it. But I felt ill. He was very nice to me. He's a very good person," she said, defiantly.
"Yes, he looks it."
"That night I couldn't sleep. I was blaming myself. I should never have left the cat to go swimming. Well, and then I decided to leave the next day. And I did. And that's all. The whole thing was a mistake, from start to finish."
"Going to Italy at all?"
"Oh, to go for a holiday would have been all right."
"You've done all that work for nothing? You mean you aren't going to make use of all that research?"
"No. It was a mistake."
"Why don't you leave it a few weeks and see how things are then?"
"Why?"
"You might feel differently about it."
"What an extraordinary thing to say. Why should I? Oh, you mean, time passing, healing wounds—that sort of thing? What an extraordinary idea. It's always seemed to me an extraordinary idea. No, right from the beginning I've felt ill at ease with the whole business, not myself at all."
"Rather irrationally, I should have said."
Judith considered this, very seriously. She frowned while she thought it over. Then she said: "But if one cannot rely on what one feels, what can one rely on?"
"On what one thinks, I should have expected you to say."
"Should you? Why? Really, you people are all very strange. I don't understand you." She turned off the electric fire, and her face closed up. She smiled, friendly and distant, and said: "I don't really see any point at all in discussing it. (1963)

NOTES

1. Prestigious London newspapers representing roughly the younger, more liberal establishment and the Establishment proper, respectively.

2. Jack Kerouac (1922-1969), a leading writer of the Beat Generation, 1950s forerunners of the hippies. Kerouac heroes felt themselves completely cut off from and victimized by American society.

3. Head of the British government department responsible for domestic matters.

4. Famous French designer of high fashions.
5. Gelded, castrated.
6. About one-third or even one-half of a subsistence income.
7. British Broadcasting Corporation public radio service (and now also television channel) specializing in classical music, literature and plays, lectures, etc. 

8. Castilian, standard Spanish, pronunciation of El Cid (rhymes with steed), the title of an eleventh-century soldier-hero and hero of many works of literature.
9. A section of London roughly equivalent to Greenwich Village in New York—foreign restaurants and groceries, haunt of writers, painters, and so forth—but in recent years increasingly known for prostitutes and pornography. 

10. Proprietress.
11. Grill.

12. Sharply, harshly.

13. Children.

14. Inexpensive restaurant.

15. Shillings. There were 20 shillings to the pound; one and sixpence, below, is one and a half shillings.

16. "Yes."

17. Said good-bye to
TASKS:

1. Write an analysis of the character of the narrator of “Our Fiend Judith”. Base your interpretation solidly on specific passages, incidents, and attitudes in the story. Before writing the analysis consider the following:
· Because we are told the story of “Our Friend Judith” by a friend, we never get to know Judith from the inside and are never very close to the action. This seems to have the effect of lessening the suspense and perhaps even our interest in or feelings for Judith. What is gained by this focus and voice? How does it change the meaning of the story? 
·  The friend says she blundered and lost her opportunity to find out what Judith and her life were really like. How did she lose the opportunity? Was it really a blunder? Could she have found out what she wanted to know if she had not “blundered”? What is the friend “really” like? 
2. Agree or disagree with one of these interpretations of Judith’s character. Or show why neither is satisfactory:
· Judith seems to be cool, intellectual, and respectable, but she is really fiery and passionate; she’s hypocritical, since she lives one kind of life in the open and another in secret.
· Judith is her own woman. She does not need a man to lean on or depend on, but has her own full  life, her profession, and does her own thing in her own way, the way men are praised for doing but women often condemned for doing.
CHAPTER V

SETTING

All stories, like all individuals, are embedded in a context or setting—a time and place. The time can be contemporary or historical (The Cask of Amontillado) or even mythically vague (The Zebra Storyteller). It can be very limited, only a few minutes elapsing or some years. The place can be rather fixed and interior or varied. It can be foreign or American or tied to a region or a locale. Just as character and plot are so closely interrelated as to be ultimately indistinguishable, so too are character, plot, and setting. Paradoxically, to see this interpenetration, we must think of them first as separable elements. The individuals in the stories are embedded in the specific context, and the more we know of the setting, and of the relationship of the character to the setting, the more likely we are to understand the character and the story.

In some stories setting, even when appropriate and natural, can symbolize whole ways of life or value systems. In Chekhov’s The Lady with the Dog, Yalta with its fruit, seashore, and semitropical climate exemplifies a more passionate, pleasurable, exciting life than the cold and cloudy, bureaucratic, intellectually rarefied air and routine of Moscow. 

If one of the functions of literature is to help us understand others and the way they see the world, setting—the time and place in which the fictional characters and action are embedded—is an essential element.

All questions about the effect or meaning of beginnings and endings follow from an assumption that we must now recognize: there are reasons for the structures of the narrative. Indeed, in a short story, in part because of its brevity, every detail, every arrangement or ordering must “count”. One writer has said that if there is a gun on the wall at the beginning of a story, it must be fired by the end. The relevance of events or details is not limited, however, merely to future action – events in the plot – for most seem to have relevance in other ways. The relevancy of a detail to a story is not always as simple and incontrovertible as the inevitable shooting of the gun. Though you ought to be alert as to how the details function in affecting you or contributing to your visualization or understanding of the people, incidents, and issues of the story, there is not necessarily a precise answer to the question of how a detail functions.

Place or setting is seldom insignificant or unrelated to a larger historical context. John Cheever's The Country Husband is set in the early to middle 1950s, close enough to our time so that we know the important things about the period - Elvis, Marilyn, all that. World War II seems distant, but not too distant; a man in midlife crisis served in the army during that time. It is set in suburban New York, not too remote or exotic a setting, since it has many of the qualities of the suburbs of any medium-sized to large city in the 1990s. Yet the story is still somewhat of a period piece. The myth of the calm, comfortable good life—peace and plenty in the suburbs after the decades of Depression and war, the milieu of “Father Knows Best” – still prevailed. Airplane accidents and alcoholic fathers and memories of war were banned. And seemed, at certain times, boring, almost unbearably so. All the excitement, all the romance of life, was gone, kept away by rows of white picket fences. The Country Husband is, despite its relative modernity, a historical story. Its time, place, and historical setting interact with its narrative. Some stories are more overtly historical, and their milieu—or the stereotypes associated with it—are more obviously significant than those in Cheever's tale. The protagonist and the plot of The Cask of Amontillado are Machiavellian (characterized by subtle or unscrupulous cunning; after the Italian Renaissance politician and writer Nicolo Machiavelli, 1469-1527), and the story is set in Italy during the Renaissance. 

THE COUNTRY HUSBAND
By John Cheever
To begin at the beginning, the airplane from Minneapolis in which Francis Weed was traveling East ran into heavy weather. The sky had been a hazy blue, with the clouds below the plane lying so close together that nothing could be seen of the earth. The mist began to form outside the windows, and they flew into a white cloud of such density that it reflected the exhaust fires. The color of the cloud darkened to gray, and the plane began to rock. Francis had been in heavy weather before, but he had never been shaken up so much. The man in the seat beside him pulled a flask out of his pocket and took a drink. Francis smiled at his neighbor, but the man looked away; he wasn't sharing his pain killer with anyone. The plane began to drop and flounder wildly. A child was crying. The air in the cabin was overheated and stale, and Francis' left foot went to sleep. He read a little from a paper book that he had bought at the airport, but the violence of the storm divided his attention. It was black outside the ports. The exhaust fires blazed and shed sparks in the dark, and, inside, the shaded lights, the stuffiness, and the window curtains gave the cabin an atmosphere of intense and misplaced domesticity. Then the light flickered and went out. "You know what I've always wanted to do?" the man beside Francis said suddenly. "I've always wanted to buy a farm in New Hampshire and raise beef cattle." The stewardess announced that they were going to make an emergency landing. All but the children saw in their minds the spreading wings of the Angel of Death. The pilot could be heard singing faintly, "I've got sixpence, jolly, jolly sixpence. I've got sixpence to last me all my life . . ." (1). There was no other sound.
The loud groaning of the hydraulic valves swallowed up the pilot's song, and there was a shrieking high in the air, like automobile brakes, and the plane hit flat on its belly in a cornfield and shook them so violently that an old man up forward howled, "Me kidneys! Me kidneys!" The stewardess flung open the door, and someone opened an emergency door at the back, letting in the sweet noise of their continuing mortality—the idle splash and smell of a heavy rain. Anxious for their lives, they filed out of the doors and scattered over the cornfield in all directions, praying that the thread would hold. It did. Nothing happened. When it was clear that the plane would not burn or explode, the crew and the stewardess gathered the passengers together and led them to the shelter of a barn. They were not far from Philadelphia, and in a little while a string of taxis took them into the city. "It's just like the Marne," (2) someone said, but there was surprisingly little relaxation of that suspiciousness with which many Americans regard their fellow travelers.
In Philadelphia, Francis Weed got a train to New York. At the end of that journey, he crossed the city and caught just as it was about to pull out the commuting train that he took five nights a week to his home in Shady Hill.
He sat with Trace Bearden. "You know, I was in that plane that just crashed outside Philadelphia," he said. "We came down in a field . . ." He had traveled faster than the newspapers or the rain, and the weather in New York was sunny and mild. It was a day in late September, as fragrant and shapely as an apple. Trace listened to the story, but how could he get excited? Francis had no powers that would let him re-create a brush with death—particularly in the atmosphere of a commuting train, journeying through a sunny countryside where already, in the slum gardens, there were signs of harvest. Trace picked up his newspaper, and Francis was left alone with his thoughts. He said good night to Trace on the platform at Shady Hill and drove in his secondhand Volkswagen up to the Blenhollow neighborhood, where he lived.
The Weeds' Dutch Colonial house was larger than it appeared to be from the driveway. The living room was spacious and divided like Gaul (3), into three parts. Around an ell to the left as one entered from the vestibule was the long table, laid for six, with candles and a bowl of fruit in the center. The sounds and smells that came from the open kitchen door were appetizing, for Julia Weed was a good cook. The largest part of the living room centered on a fireplace. On the right were some bookshelves and a piano. The room was polished and tranquil, and from the windows that opened to the west there was some late-summer sunlight, brilliant and as clear as water. Nothing here was neglected; nothing had not been burnished. It was not the kind of household where, after prying open a stuck cigarette box, you would find an old shirt button and a tarnished nickel. The hearth was swept, the roses on the piano were reflected in the polish of the broad top, and there was an album of Schubert waltzes on the rack. Louisa Weed, a pretty girl of nine, was looking out the western windows. Her young brother Henry was standing beside her. Her still younger brother, Toby, was studying the figures of some tonsured monks drinking beer on the polished brass of the woodbox. Francis, taking off his hat and putting down his paper, was not consciously pleased with the scene; he was not that reflective. It was his element, his creation, and he returned to it with that sense of lightness and strength with which any creature returns to his home. "Hi, everybody," he said. "The plane from Minneapolis. . ."
Nine times out of ten, Francis would be greeted with affection, but tonight the children are absorbed in their own antagonisms. Francis had not finished his sentence about the plane crash before Henry plants a kick in Louisa's behind. Louisa swings around, saying, "Damn you!" Francis makes the mistake of scolding Louisa for bad language before he punishes Henry. Now Louisa turns on her father and accuses him of favoritism. Henry is always right; she is persecuted and lonely; her lot is hopeless. Francis turns to his son, but the son has justification for the kick—she hit him first; she hit him on the ear, which is dangerous. Louisa agrees with this passionately. She hit him on the ear, and she meant to hit him on the ear, because he messed up her china collection. Henry says that this is a lie. Little Toby turns away from the woodbox to throw in some evidence for boys but accidentally pushes Toby into the woodbox. Toby begins to cry, Loisa is already crying. Just then, Julia Weed comes into that part of the room where the table is laid. She is a pretty, intelligent woman, and the white in her hair is premature. She does not seem to notice the fracas. "Hello, darling," she says serenely to Francis. "Wash your hands, everyone. Dinner is ready." She strikes a match and lights the six candles in this vale of tears. (4)
This simple announcement, like the war cries of the Scottish chieftains, only refreshes the ferocity of the combatants. Louisa gives Henry a blow on the shoulder. Henry, although he seldom cries, has pitched nine innings and is tired. He bursts into tears. Little Toby discovers a splinter in his hand and begins to howl. Francis says loudly that he has been in a plane crash and that he is tired. Julia appears again from the kitchen and, still ignoring the chaos, asks Francis to go upstairs and tell Helen that everything is ready. Francis is happy to go; it is like getting back to headquarters company. (5) He is planning to tell his oldest daughter about the airplane crash, but Helen is lying on her bed reading a True Romance magazine, and the first thing Francis does is to take the magazine from her hand and remind Helen that he has forbidden her to buy it. She did not buy it, Helen replies. It was given to her by her best friend, Bessie Black. Everybody reads True Romance. Bessie Black's father reads True Romance. There isn't a girl in Helen's class who doesn't read True Romance. Francis expresses his detestation of the magazine and then tells her that dinner is ready—although from the sounds downstairs it doesn't seem so. Helen follows him down the stairs. Julia has seated herself in the candlelight and spread a napkin over her lap. Neither Louisa nor Henry has come to the table. Little Toby is still howling, lying face down on the floor. Francis speaks to him gently. "Daddy was in a plane crash this afternoon, Toby. Don't you want to hear about it?" Toby goes on crying. "If you don't come to the table now, Toby," Francis says, "I'll have to send you to bed without any supper." The little boy rises, gives him a cutting look, flies up the stairs to his bedroom, and slams the door. "Oh, dear," Julia says, and starts to go after him. Francis says that she will spoil him. Julia says that Toby is ten pounds underweight and has to be encouraged to eat. Winter is coming, and he will spend the cold months in bed unless he has his dinner. Julia goes upstairs. Francis sits down at the table with Helen. Helen is suffering from the dismal feeling of having read too intently on a fine day, and she gives her father and the room a jaded look. She doesn't understand about the plane crash, because there wasn't a drop of rain in Shady Hill.
Julia returns with Toby, and they all sit down and are served. "Do I have to look at that big, fat slob?" Henry says, of Louisa. Everybody but Toby enters into this skirmish, and it rages up and down the table for five minutes. Toward the end, Henry puts his napkin over his head and, trying to eat that way, spills spinach all over his shirt. Francis asks Julia if the children couldn't have their dinner earlier. Julia's guns are loaded for this. She can't cook two dinners and lay two tables. She paints with lightning strokes that panorama of drudgery in which her youth, her beauty, and her wit have been lost. Francis says that he must be understood; he was nearly killed in an airplane crash, and he doesn't like to come home every night to a battlefield. Now Julia is deeply concerned. Her voice trembles. He doesn't come home every night to a battlefield. The accusation is stupid and mean. Everything was tranquil until he arrived. She stops speaking, puts down her knife and fork, and looks into her plate as if it is a gulf. She begins to cry. "Poor Mummy!" Toby says, and when Julia gets up from the table, drying her tears with a napkin, Toby goes to her side. "Poor Mummy," he says. "Poor Mummy!" And they climb the stairs together. The other children drift away from the battlefield, and Francis goes into the back garden for a cigarette and some air. 

It was a pleasant garden, with walks and flower beds and places to sit. The sunset had nearly burned out, but there was still plenty of light. Put into a thoughtful mood by the crash and the battle, Francis listened to the evening sounds of Shady Hill. "Varmints! Rascals!" old Mr. Nixon shouted to the squirrels in his bird-feeding station. "Avaunt and quit my sight!" A door slammed. Someone was cutting grass. Then Donald Goslin, who lived at the corner, began to play the "Moonlight Sonata." (6) He did this nearly every night. He threw the tempo out the window and played it nibato (7) from beginning to end, like an outpouring of tearful petulance, lonesomeness, and self-pity—of everything it was Beethoven's greatness not to know. The music rang up and down the street beneath the trees like an appeal for love, for tenderness, aimed at some lovely housemaid—some fresh-faced, homesick girl from Galway, looking at old snapshots in her third-floor room. "Here, Jupiter, here, Jupiter," Francis called to the Mercers' retriever. Jupiter crashed through the tomato vines with the remains of a felt hat in his mouth. Jupiter was an anomaly. His retrieving instincts and his high spirits were out of place in Shady Hill. He was as black as coal, with a long, alert, intelligent, rakehell face. His eyes gleamed with mischief, and he held his head high. It was the fierce, heavily collared dog's head that appears in heraldry, in tapestry, and that used to appear on umbrella handles and walking sticks. Jupiter went where he pleased, ransacking wastebaskets, clotheslines, garbage pails, and shoe bags. He broke up garden parties and tennis matches, and got mixed up in the processional at Christ Church on Sunday, barking at the men in red dresses. (8) He crashed through old Mr. Nixon's rose garden two or three times a day, cutting a wide swath through the Condesa de Sastagos, (9) and as soon as Donald Goslin lighted his barbecue fire on Thursday nights, Jupiter would get the scent. Nothing the Goslins did could drive him away. Sticks and stones and rude commands only moved him to the edge of the terrace, where he remained, with his gallant and heraldic muzzle, waiting for Donald Goslin to turn his back and reach for the salt. Then he would spring onto the terrace, lift the steak lightly off the fire, and run away with the Goslins' dinner. Jupiter's days were numbered. The Wrightsons' German gardener or the Farquarsons' cook would soon poison him. Even old Mr. Nixon might put some arsenic in the garbage that Jupiter loved. "Here, Jupiter, Jupiter!" Francis called, but the dog pranced off, shaking the hat in his white teeth. Looking at the windows of his house, Francis saw that Julia had come down and was blowing out the candles.
Julia and Francis Weed went out a great deal. Julia was well liked and gregarious, and her love of parties sprang from a most natural dread of chaos and loneliness. She went through the morning mail with real anxiety, looking for invitations, and she usually found some, but she was insatiable, and if she had gone out seven nights a week, it would not have cured her of a reflective look— the look of someone who hears distant music—for she would always suppose that there was a more brilliant party somewhere else. Francis limited her to two week-night parties, putting a flexible interpretation on Friday, and rode through the weekend like a dory in a gale. The day after the airplane crash, the Weeds were to have dinner with the Farquarsons.
Francis got home late from town, and Julia got the sitter while he dressed, and then hurried him out of the house. The party was small and pleasant, and Francis settled down to enjoy himself. A new maid passed the drinks. Her hair was dark, and her face was round and pale and seemed familiar to Francis. He had not developed his memory as a sentimental faculty. Wood smoke, lilac, and other such perfumes did not stir him, and his memory was something like his appendix—a vestigial repository. It was not his limitation at all to be unable to escape the past; it was perhaps his limitation that he had escaped it so successfully. He might have seen the maid at other parties, he might have seen her taking a walk on Sunday afternoons, but in either case he would not be searching his memory now. Her face was, in a wonderful way, a moon face—Norman or Irish—but it was not beautiful enough to account for his feeling that he had seen her before, in circumstances that he ought to be able to remember. He asked Nellie Farquar-son who she was. Nellie said that the maid had come through an agency, and that her home was Trenon, in Normandy—a small place with a church and a restaurant that Nellie had once visited. While Nellie talked on about her travels abroad, Francis realized where he had seen the woman before. It had been at the end of the war. He had left a replacement depot with some other men and taken a three-day pass in Trenon. On their second day, they had walked out to a crossroads to see the public chastisement of a young woman who had lived with the German commandant during the Occupation.
It was a cool morning in the fall. The sky was overcast, and poured down onto the dirt crossroads a very discouraging light. They were on high land and could see how like one another the shapes of the clouds and the hills were as they stretched off toward the sea. The prisoner arrived sitting on a three-legged stool in a farm cart. She stood by the cart while the Mayor read the accusation and the sentence. Her head was bent and her face was set in that empty half smile behind which the whipped soul is suspended. When the Mayor was finished, she undid her hair and let it fall across her back. A little man with a gray mustache cut off her hair with shears and dropped it on the ground. Then, with a bowl of soapy water and a straight razor, he shaved her skull clean. A woman approached and began to undo the fastenings of her clothes, but the prisoner pushed her aside and undressed herself. When she pulled her chemise over her head and threw it on the ground, she was naked. The women jeered; the men were still. There was no change in the falseness or the plaintiveness of the prisoner's smile. The cold wind made her white skin rough and hardened the nipples of her breasts. The jeering ended gradually, put down by the recognition of their common humanity. One woman spat on her, but some inviolable grandeur in her nakedness lasted through the ordeal. When the crowd was quiet, she turned—she had begun to cry—and, with nothing on but a pair of worn black shoes and stockings, walked down the dirt road alone away from the village. The round white face had aged a little, but there was no question but that the maid who passed his cocktails and later served Francis his dinner was the woman who had been punished at the crossroads.
The war seemed now so distant and that world where the cost of partisanship had been death or torture so long ago. Francis had lost track of the men who had been with him in Vesey. He could not count on Julia's discretion. He could not tell anyone. And if he had told the story now, at the dinner table, it would have been a social as well as a human error. The people in the Farquarsons' living room seemed united in their tacit claim that there had been no past, no war— that there was no danger or trouble in the world. In the recorded history of human arrangements, this extraordinary meeting would have fallen into place, but the atmosphere of Shady Hill made the memory unseemly and impolite. The prisoner withdrew after passing the coffee, but the encounter left Francis feeling languid; it had opened his memory and his senses, and left them dilated. Julia went into the house. Francis stayed in the car to take the sitter home.
Expecting to see Mrs. Henlein, the old lady who usually stayed with the children, he was surprised when a young girl opened the door and came out onto the lighted stoop. She stayed in the light to count her textbooks. She was frowning and beautiful. Now, the world is full of beautiful young girls, but Francis saw here the difference between beauty and perfection. All those endearing flaws, moles, birthmarks, and healed wounds were missing, and he experienced in his consciousness that moment when music breaks glass, and felt a pang of recognition as strange, deep and wonderful as anything in his life. It hung from her frown, from an impalpable darkness in her face—a look that impressed him as a direct appeal for love. When she had counted her books, she came down the steps and opened the car door. In the light, he saw that her cheeks were wet. She got in and shut the door.
"You're new," Francis said.
"Yes. Mrs. Henlein is sick. I'm Anne Murchison."
"Did the children give you any trouble?"
"Oh, no, no." She turned and smiled at him unhappily in the dim dashboard light. Her light hair caught on the collar of her jacket, and she shook her head to set it loose.
"You've been crying."
"I hope it was nothing that happened in our house."
"No, no, it was nothing that happened in your house." Her voice was bleak. "It's no secret. Everybody in the village knows. Daddy's an alcoholic, and he just called me from some saloon and gave me a piece of his mind. He thinks I'm immoral. He called just before Mrs. Weed came back."
"I'm sorry."
"Oh, Lord!" She gasped and began to cry. She turned toward Francis, and he took her in his arms and let her cry on his shoulder. She shook in his embrace, and this movement accentuated his sense of the fineness of her flesh and bone. The layers of their clothing felt thin, and when her shuddering began to dimin​ish, it was so much like a paroxysm of love that Francis lost his head and pulled her roughly against him. She drew away. "I live on Belleview Avenue," she said. "You go down Lansing Street to the railroad bridge."
"All right." He started the car.
"You turn left at that traffic light.. . . Now you turn right here and go straight on toward the tracks."
The road Francis took brought him out of his own neighborhood, across the tracks, and toward the river, to a street where the near-poor lived, in houses whose peaked gables and trimmings of wooden lace conveyed the purest feelings of pride and romance, although the houses themselves could not have offered much privacy or comfort, they were all so small. The street was dark, and, stirred by the grace and beauty of the troubled girl, he seemed, in turning into it, to have come into the deepest part of some submerged memory. In the distance, he saw a porch light burning. It was the only one, and she said that the house with the light was where she lived. When he stopped the car, he could see beyond the porch light into a dimly lighted hallway with an old-fashioned clothes tree. "Well, here we are," he said, conscious that a young man would have said something different.
She did not move her hands from the books, where they were folded, and she turned and faced him. There were tears of lust in his eyes. Determinedly—not sadly—he opened the door on his side and walked around to open hers. He took her free hand, letting his fingers in between hers, climbed at her side the two concrete steps, and went up a narrow walk through a front garden where dahlias, marigolds, and roses—things that had withstood the light frosts—still bloomed, and made a bittersweet smell in the night air. At the steps, she freed her hand and then turned and kissed him swiftly. Then she crossed the porch and shut the door. The porch light went out, then the light in the hall. A second later, a light went on upstairs at the side of the house, shining into a tree that was still covered with leaves. It took her only a few minutes to undress and get into bed, and then the house was dark.
Julia was asleep when Francis got home. He opened a second window and got into bed to shut his eyes on that night, but as soon as they were shut—as soon as he had dropped off to sleep—the girl entered his mind, moving with perfect freedom through its shut doors and filling chamber after chamber with her light, her perfume, and the music of her voice. He was crossing the Atlantic with her on the old Mauretania (10) and, later, living with her in Paris. When he woke from his dream, he got up and smoked a cigarette at the open window. Getting back into bed, he cast around in his mind for something he desired to do that would injure no one, and he thought of skiing. Up through the dimness in his mind rose the image of a mountain deep in snow. It was late in the day. Wherever his eyes looked, he saw broad and heartening things. Over his shoulder, there was a snow-filled valley, rising into wooded hills where the trees dimmed the whiteness like a sparse coat of hair. The cold deadened all sound but the loud, iron clanking of the lift machinery. The light on the trails was blue, and it was harder than it had been a minute or two earlier to pick the turns, harder to judge—now that the snow was all deep blue—the crust, the ice, the bare spots, and the deep piles of dry powder. Down the mountain he swung, matching his speed against the contours of a slope that had been formed in the first ice age, seeking with ardor some simplicity of feeling and circumstance. Night fell then, and he drank a Martini with some old friend in a dirty country bar.
In the morning, Francis' snow-covered mountain was gone, and he was left with his vivid memories of Paris and the Mauretania. He had been bitten gravely. He washed his body, shaved his jaws, drank his coffee, and missed the seventy-thirty-one. The train pulled out just as he brought his car to the station, and the longing he felt for the coaches as they drew stubbornly away from him reminded him of the humors of love. He waited for the eight-two, on what was now an empty platform. It was a clear morning; the morning seemed thrown like a gleaming bridge of light over his mixed affairs. His spirits were feverish and high. The image of the girl seemed to put him into a relationship to the world that was mysterious and enthralling. Cars were beginning to fill up the parking lot, and he noticed that those that had driven down from the high land above Shady Hill were white with hoarfrost. This first clear sign of autumn thrilled him. An express train—a night train from Buffalo or Albany—came down the tracks between the platforms, and he saw that the roofs of the foremost cars were covered with a skin of ice. Struck by the miraculous physicalness of everything, he smiled at the passengers in the dining car, who could be seen eating eggs and wiping their mouths with napkins as they traveled. The sleeping-car compartments, with their soiled bed linen, trailed through the fresh morning like a string of rooming-house windows. Then he saw an extraordinary thing; at one of the bedroom windows sat an unclothed woman of exceptional beauty, combing her golden hair. She passed like an apparition through Shady Hill, combing and combing her hair, and Francis followed her with his eyes until she was out of sight. Then old Mrs. Wrightson joined him on the platform and began to talk.
"Well, I guess you must be surprised to see me here the third morning in a row," she said, "but because of my window curtains I'm becoming a regular commuter. The curtains I bought on Monday I returned on Tuesday, and the curtains I bought Tuesday I'm returning today. On Monday, I got exactly what I wanted—it's a wool tapestry with roses and birds—but when I got them home, I found they were the wrong length. Well, I exchanged them yesterday, and when I got them home, I found they were still the wrong length. Now I'm praying to high heaven that the decorator will have them in the right length, because you know my house, you know my living-room windows, and you can imagine what a problem they present. I don't know what to do with them."
"I know what to do with them," Francis said.
"What?"
"Paint them black on the inside, and shut up."
There was a gasp from Mrs. Wrightson, and Francis looked down at her to be sure that she knew he meant to be rude. She turned and walked away from him, so damaged in spirit that she limped. A wonderful feeling enveloped him, as if light were being shaken about him, and he thought again of Venus combing and combing her hair as she drifted through the Bronx. The realization of how many years had passed since he had enjoyed being deliberately impolite sobered him. Among his friends and neighbors, there were brilliant and gifted people—he saw that—but many of them, also, were bores and fools, and he had made the mistake of listening to them all with equal attention. He had confused a lack of discrimination with Christian love, and the confusion seemed general and destructive. He was grateful to the girl for this bracing sensation of independence. Birds were singing—cardinals and the last of the robins. The sky shone like enamel. Even the smell of ink from his morning paper honed his appetite for life, and the world that was spread out around him was plainly a paradise.
If Francis had believed in some hierarchy of love—in spirits armed with hunting bows, in the capriciousness of Venus and Eros—or even in magical potions, philters, and stews, in scapulae and quarters of the moon,(11) it might have explained his susceptibility and his feverish high spirits. The autumnal loves of middle age are well publicized, and he guessed that he was face to face with one of these, but there was not a trace of autumn in what he felt. He wanted to sport in the green woods, scratch where he itched, and drink from the same cup.
His secretary, Miss Rainey, was late that morning—she went to a psychiatrist three mornings a week—and when she came in, Francis wondered what advice a psychiatrist would have for him. But the girl promised to bring back into his life something like the sound of music. The realization that this music might lead him straight to a trial for statutory rape at the country courthouse collapsed his happiness. The photograph of his four children laughing into the camera on the beach at Gay Head reproached him. On the letterhead of his firm there was a drawing of the Laocobn, (12) and the figure of the priest and his sons in the coils of the snake appeared to him to have the deepest meaning.
He had lunch with Pinky Trabert. At a conversational level, the mores of his friends were robust and elastic, but he knew that the moral card house would come down on them all—on Julia and the children as well—if he got caught taking advantage of a baby-sitter. Looking back over the recent history of Shady Hill for some precedent, he found there was none. There was no turpitude; there had not been a divorce since he lived there; there had not even been a breath of scandal. Things seemed arranged with more propriety even than in the Kingdom of Heaven. After leaving Pinky, Francis went to a jeweler's and bought the girl a bracelet. How happy this clandestine purchase made him, how stuffy and comi​cal the jeweler's clerks seemed, how sweet the women who passed at his back srnelled! On Fifth Avenue, passing Atlas with his shoulders bent under the weight of the world (13), Francis thought of the strenuousness of containing his physi-calness within the patterns he had chosen.
He did not know when he would see the girl next. He had the bracelet in his inside pocket when he got home. Opening the door of his house, he found her in the hall. Her back was to him, and she turned when she heard the door close. Her smile was open and loving. Her perfection stunned him like a fine day—a day after a thunderstorm. He seized her and covered her lips with his, and she struggled but she did not have to struggle for long, because just then little Gertrude Flannery appeared from somewhere and said, "Oh, Mr. Weed ..."
Gertrude was a stray. She had been born with a taste for exploration, and she did not have it in her to center her life with her affectionate parents. People who did not know the Flannerys concluded from Gertrude's behavior that she was the child of a bitterly divided family, where drunken quarrels were the rule. This was not true. The fact that little Gertrude's clothing was ragged and thin was her own triumph over her mother's struggle to dress her warmly and neatly. Garrulous, skinny, and unwashed, she drifted from house to house around the Blenhollow neighborhood, forming and breaking alliances based on an attachment to babies, animals, children her own age, adolescents, and sometimes adults. Opening your front door in the morning, you would find Gertrude sitting on your stoop. Going into the bathroom to shave, you would find Gertrude using the toilet. Looking into your son's crib, you would find it empty, and, looking further, you would find that Gertrude had pushed him in his baby carriage into the next village. She was helpful, pervasive, honest, hungry, and loyal. She never went home of her own choice. When the time to go arrived, she was indifferent to all its signs. "Go home, Gertrude," people could be heard saying in one house or another, night after night. "Go home, Gertrude. It's time for you to go home now, Gertrude." "You had better go home and get your supper, Gertrude." "I told you to go home twenty minutes ago, Gertrude." "Your mother will be worrying about you, Gertrude." "Go home, Gertrude, go home."
There are times when the lines around the human eye seem like shelves of eroded stone and when the staring eye itself strikes us with such a wilderness of animal feeling that we are at a loss. The look Francis gave the little girl was ugly and queer, and it frightened her. He reached into his pockets—his hands were shaking—and took out a quarter. "Go home, Gertrude, go home, and don't tell anyone, Gertrude. Don't—" He choked and ran into the living room as Julia called down to him from upstairs to hurry and dress.
The thought that he would drive Anne Murchison home later that night ran like a golden thread through the events of the party that Francis and Julia went to, and he laughed uproariously at dull jokes, dried a tear when Mabel Mercer told him about the death of her kitten, and stretched, yawned, sighed, and grunted like any other man with a rendezvous at the back of his mind. The bracelet was in his pocket. As he sat talking, the smell of grass was in his nose, and he was wondering where he would park the car. Nobody lived in the old Parker mansion, and the driveway was used as a lovers' lane. Townsend Street was a dead end, and he could park there, beyond the last house. The old lane that used to connect Elm Street to the riverbanks was overgrown, but he had walked there with his children, and he could drive his car deep enough into the brushwoods to be concealed.
The Weeds were the last to leave the party, and their host and hostess spoke of their own married happiness while they all four stood in the hallway saying good night. "She's my girl," their host said, squeezing his wife. "She's my blue sky. After sixteen years, I still bite her shoulders. She makes me feel like Hannibal crossing the Alps." (14)
The Weeds drove home in silence. Francis brought the car up the driveway and sat still, with the motor running. "You can put the car in the garage," Julia said as she got out. "I told the Murchison girl she could leave at eleven. Someone drove her home." She shut the door, and Francis sat in the dark. He would be spared nothing then, it seemed, that a fool was not spared: ravening lewdness, jealousy, this hurt to his feelings that put tears in his eyes, even scorn—for he could see clearly the image he now presented, his arms spread over the steering wheel and his head buried in them for love.
Francis had been a dedicated Boy Scout when he was young, and, remembering the precepts of his youth, he left his office early the next afternoon and played some round-robin squash, but, with his body toned up by exercise and a shower, he realized that he might better have stayed at his desk. It was a frosty night when he got home. The air smelled sharply of change. When he stepped into the house, he sensed an unusual stir. The children were in their best clothes, and when Julia came down, she was wearing a lavender dress and her diamond sunburst. She explained the stir: Mr. Hubber was coming at seven to take their photograph for the Christmas card. She had put out Francis' blue suit and a tie with some color in it, because the picture was going to be in color this year. Julia was lighthearted at the thought of being photographed for Christmas. It was the kind of ceremony she enjoyed.
Francis went upstairs to change his clothes. He was tired from the day's work and tired with longing, and sitting on the edge of the bed had the effect of deepening his weariness. He thought of Anne Murchison, and the physical need to express himself, instead of being restrained by the pink lamps of Julia's dressing table, engulfed him. He went to Julia's desk, took a piece of writing paper, and began to write on it. "Dear Anne, I love you, I love you, I love you . . ." No one would see the letter, and he used no restraint. He used phrases like "heavenly bliss," and "love nest." He salivated, sighed, and trembled. When Julia called him to come down, the abyss between his fantasy and the practical world opened so wide that he felt it affected the muscles of his heart.
Julia and the children were on the stoop, and the photographer and his assistant had set up a double battery of floodlights to show the family and the architectural beauty of the entrance to their house. People who had come home on a late train slowed their cars to see the Weeds being photographed for their Christmas card. A few waved and called to the family. It took half an hour of smiling and wetting their lips before Mr. Hubber was satisfied. The heat of the lights made an unfresh smell in the frosty air, and when they were turned off, they lingered on the retina of Francis' eyes.
Later that night, while Francis and Julia were drinking their coffee in the living room, the doorbell rang. Julia answered the door and let in Clayton Thomas. He had come to pay for some theatre tickets that she had given his mother some time ago, and that Helen Thomas had scrupulously insisted on paying for, though Julia had asked her not to. Julia invited him in to have a cup of coffee. "I won't have any coffee," Clayton said, "but I will come in for a minute." He followed her into the living room, said good evening to Francis, and sat awkwardly in a chair.
Clayton's father had been killed in the war, and the young man's father-lessness surrounded him like an element. This may have been conspicuous in Shady Hill because the Thomases were the only family that lacked a piece; all the other marriages were intact and productive. Clayton was in his second or third year of college, and he and his mother lived alone in a large house, which she hoped to sell. Clayton had once made some trouble. Years ago, he had stolen some money and run away; he had got to California before they caught up with him. He was tall and homely, wore hornrimmed glasses, and spoke in a deep voice.
"When do you go back to college, Clayton?" Francis asked.
"I'm not going back," Clayton said. "Mother doesn't have the money, and there's no sense in all this pretense. I'm going to get a job, and if we sell the house, we'll take an apartment in New York."
"Won't you miss Shady Hill?" Julia asked.
"No," Clayton said. "I don't like it."
"Why not?" Francis asked.
"Well, there's a lot here I don't approve of," Clayton said gravely. "Things like the club dances. Last Saturday night, I looked in toward the end and saw Mr. Granner trying to put Mrs. Minot into the trophy case. They were both drunk. I disapprove of so much drinking."
"It was Saturday night," Francis said.
"And all the dovecotes are phony," Clayton said. "And the way people clutter up their lives. I've thought about it a lot, and what seems to me to be really wrong with Shady Hill is that it doesn't have any future. So much energy is spent in perpetuating the place—in keeping out undesirables, and so forth—that the only idea of the future anyone has is just more and more commuting trains and more parties. I don't think that's healthy. I think people ought to be able to dream big dreams about the future. I think people ought to be able to dream great dreams."
"It's too bad you couldn't continue with college," Julia said. "I want to go to divinity school," Clayton said. "What's your church?" Francis asked.
"Unitarian, Theosophist, Transcendentalist, Humanist," (15) Clayton said. "Wasn't Emerson a transcendentalist?" Julia asked.
"I mean the English transcendentalists," Clayton said. "All the American tran-scendentalists were goops."
"What kind of job do you expect to get?" Francis asked. "Well, I'd like to work for a publisher," Clayton said, "but everyone tells me there's nothing doing. But it's the kind of thing I'm interested in. I'm writing a long verse play about good and evil. Uncle Charlie might get me into a bank, and that would be good for me. I need the discipline. I have a long way to go in forming my character. I have some terrible habits. I talk too much. I think I ought to take vows of silence. I ought to try not to speak for a week, and discipline myself. I've thought of making a retreat at one of the Episcopalian monasteries, but I don't like Trinitarianism."
"Do you have any girl friends?" Francis asked.
"I'm engaged to be married," Clayton said. "Of course, I'm not old enough or rich enough to have my engagement observed or respected or anything, but I bought a simulated emerald for Anne Murchison with the money I made cutting lawns this summer. We're going to be married as soon as she finishes school."
Francis recoiled at the mention of the girl's name. Then a dingy light seemed to emanate from his spirit, showing everything—Julia, the boy, the chairs—in their true colorlessness. It was like a bitter turn of the weather.
"We're going to have a large family," Clayton said. "Her father's a terrible rummy, and I've had my hard times, and we want to have lots of children. Oh, she's wonderful, Mr. and Mrs. Weed, and we have so much in common. We like all the same things. We sent out the same Christmas card last year without planning it, and we both have an allergy to tomatoes, and our eyebrows grow together in the middle. Well, goodnight."
Julia went to the door with him. When she returned, Francis said that Clayton was lazy, irresponsible, affected, and smelly. Julia said that Francis seemed to be getting intolerant; the Thomas boy was young and should be given a chance. Julia had noticed other cases where Francis had been short-tempered. "Mrs. Wrightson has asked everyone in Shady Hill to her anniversary party but us," she said.
"I'm sorry, Julia."
"Do you know why they didn't ask us?"
"Why?"
"Because you insulted Mrs. Wrightson."
"Then you know about it?"
"June Masterson told me. She was standing behind you."
Julia walked in front of the sofa with a small step that expressed, Francis knew, a feeling of anger.
"I did insult Mrs. Wrightson, Julia, and I meant to. I've never liked her parties, and I'm glad she's dropped us."
"What about Helen?"
"How does Helen come into this?"
"Mrs. Wrightson's the one who decides who goes to the assemblies."
"You mean she can keep Helen from going to the dances?"
"Yes."
"I hadn't thought of that."
"Oh. I knew you hadn't thought of it," Julia cried, thrusting hiltdeep into this chink of his armor. "And it makes me furious to see this kind of stupid thoughtlessness wreck everyone's happiness."
"I don't think I've wrecked anyone's happiness."
"Mrs. Wrightson runs Shady Hill and has run it for the last forty years. I don't know what makes you think that in a community like this you can indulge every impulse you have to be insulting, vulgar, and offensive."
"I have very good manners," Francis said, trying to give the evening a turn toward the light.
"Damn you, Francis Weed!" Julia cried, and the spit of her words struck him in the face. "I've worked hard for the social position we enjoy in this place, and I won't stand by and see you wreck it. You must have understood when you settled here that you couldn't expect to live like a bear in a cave."
"I've got to express my likes and dislikes."
"You can conceal your dislikes. You don't have to meet everything head on, like a child. Unless you're anxious to be a social leper. It's no accident that we get asked out a great deal! It's no accident that Helen has so many friends. How would you like to spend your Saturday nights at the movies? How would you like to spend your Sunday raking up dead leaves? How would you like it if your daughter spent the assembly nights sitting at her window, listening to the music from the club? How would you like it—" He did something then that was, after all, not so unaccountable, since her words seemed to raise up between them a wall so deadening that he gagged. He struck her full in the face. She staggered and then, a moment later, seemed composed. She went up the stairs to their room. She didn't slam the door. When Francis followed, a few minutes later, he found her packing a suitcase.
"Julia, I'm very sorry."
"It doesn't matter," she said. She was crying.
"Where do you think you're going?"
"I don't know. I just looked at a timetable. There's an eleven-sixteen into New York. I'll take that."
"You can't go, Julia."
"I can't stay. I know that."
"I'm sorry about Mrs. Wrightson, Julia, and I'm—"
"It doesn't matter about Mrs. Wrightson. That isn't the trouble."
"What is the trouble?"
"You don't love me."
"I do love you, Julia."
"No, you don't."
"Julia, I do love you, and I would like to be as we were—sweet and bawdy and dark—but now there are so many people."
"You hate me."
"I don't hate you, Julia."
"You have no idea of how much you hate me. I think it's subconscious. You don't realize the cruel things you've done."
"What cruel things, Julia?"
"The cruel acts your subconscious drives you to in order to express your hatred of me."
"What, Julia?"
"I've never complained."
"Tell me."
"You don't know what you're doing."
"Tell me."
"Your clothes."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean the way you leave your dirty clothes around in order to express your subconscious hatred of me."
"I don't understand."
"I mean your dirty socks and your dirty pajamas and your dirty underwear and your dirty shirts!" She rose from kneeling by the suitcase and faced him, her eyes blazing and her voice ringing with emotion. "I'm talking about the fact that you've never learned to hang up anything. You just leave your clothes all over the floor where they drop, in order to humiliate me. You do it on purpose!" She fell on the bed, sobbing.
"Julia, darling!" he said, but when she felt his hand on her shoulder she got up.
"Leave me alone," she said. "I have to go." She brushed past him to the closet and came back with a dress. "I'm not taking any of the things you've given me," she said. "I'm leaving my pearls and the fur jacket."
"Oh, Julia!" Her figure, so helpless in its self-deceptions, bent over the suitcase made him nearly sick with pity. She did not understand how desolate her life would be without him. She didn't understand the hours that working women have to keep. She didn't understand that most of her friendships existed within the framework of their marriage, and that without this she would find herself alone. She didn't understand about travel, about hotels, about money. "Julia, I can't let you go! What you don't understand, Julia, is that you've come to be dependent on me."
She tossed her head back and covered her face with her hands. "Did you say that / was dependent on you?" she asked. "Is that what you said? And who is it that tells you what time to get up in the morning and when to go to bed at night? Who is it that prepares your meals and picks up your dirty clothes and invites your friends to dinner? If it weren't for me, your neckties would be greasy and your clothing would be full of moth holes. You were alone when I met you, Francis Weed, and you'll be alone when I leave. When Mother asked you for a list to send out invitations to our wedding, how many names did you have to give her? Fourteen!"
"Cleveland wasn't my home, Julia."
"And how many of your friends came to the church? Two!"
"Cleveland wasn't my home, Julia."
"Since I'm not taking the fur jacket," she said quietly, "you'd better put it back into storage. There's an insurance policy on the pearls that comes due in January. The name of the laundry and maid's telephone number—all those things are in my desk. I hope you won't drink too much, Francis. I hope that nothing bad will happen to you. If you do get into serious trouble, you can call me."
"Oh, my darling, I can't let you go!" Francis said. "I can't let you go, Julia!" He took her in his arms.
"I guess I'd better stay and take care of you for a little while longer," she said.
Riding to work in the morning, Francis saw the girl walk down the aisle of the coach. He was surprised; he hadn't realized that the school she went to was in the city, but she was carrying books, she seemed to be going to school. His surprise delayed his reaction, but then he got up clumsily and stepped into the aisle. Several people had come between them, but he could see her ahead of him, wait​ing for someone to open the car door, and then, as the train swerved, putting out her hand to support herself as she crossed the platform into the next car. He followed her through that car and halfway through another before calling her name—"Anne! Anne!"—but she didn't turn. He followed her into still another car, and she sat down in an aisle seat. Coming up to her, all his feelings warm and bent in her direction, he put his hand on the back of her seat—even this touch warmed him—and leaning down to speak to her, he saw that it was not Anne. It was an older woman wearing glasses. He went on deliberately into another car, his face red with embarrassment and the much deeper feeling of having his good sense challenged; for if he couldn't tell one person from another, what evidence was there that his life with Julia and the children had as much reality as his dreams of iniquity in Paris or the litter, the grass smell, and the cave-shaped trees in Lovers' Lane.
Late that afternoon, Julia called to remind Francis that they were going out for dinner. A few minutes later, Trace Bearden called. "Look, fellar," Trace said. "I'm calling for Mrs. Thomas. You know? Clayton, that boy of hers, doesn't seem able to get a job, and I wondered if you could help. If you'd call Charlie Bell—I know he's indebted to you—and say a good word for the kid, I think Charlie would—"
"Trace, I hate to say this," Francis said, "but I don't feel that I can do anything for that boy. The kid's worthless. I know it's a harsh thing to say, but it's a fact. Any kindness done for him would backfire in everybody's face. He's just a worthless kid, Trace, and there's nothing else to be done about it. Even if we got him a job, he wouldn't be able to keep it for a week. I know that to be a fact. It's an awful thing, Trace, and I know it is, but instead of recommending that kid, I'd feel obligated to warn people against him—people who knew his father and would naturally want to step in and do something. I'd feel obliged to warn them. He's a thief. .."
The moment this conversation was finished, Miss Rainey came in and stood by his desk. "I'm not going to be able to work for you any more, Mr. Weed," she said. "I can stay until the seventeenth if you need me, but I've been offered a whirlwind of a job, and I'd like to leave as soon as possible."
She went out, leaving him to face alone the wickedness of what he had done to the Thomas boy. His children in their photograph laughed and laughed, glazed with all the bright colors of summer, and he remembered that they had met a bagpiper on the beach that day and he had paid the piper a dollar to play them a battle song of the Black Watch. (16) The girl would be at the house when he got home. He would spend another evening among his kind neighbors, picking and choosing dead-end streets, cart tracks, and the driveways of abandoned houses. There was nothing to mitigate his feeling—nothing that laughter or a game of Softball with the children would change—and, thinking back over the plane crash, the Farquarsons' new maid, and Anne Murchison's difficulties with her drunken father, he wondered how he could have avoided arriving at just where he was. He was in trouble. He had been lost once in his life, coming back from a trout stream in the north woods, and he had now the same bleak realization that no amount of cheerfulness or hopefulness or valor or perseverance could help him find, in the gathering dark, the path that he'd lost. He smelled the forest. The feeling of bleakness was intolerable, and he saw clearly that he had reached the point where he would have to make a choice.
He could go to a psychiatrist, like Miss Rainey; he could go to church and confess his lusts; he could go to a Danish-massage parlor (17) in the West Seventies that had been recommended by a salesman; he could rape the girl or trust that he would somehow be prevented from doing this; or he could get drunk. It was his life, his boat, and, like every other man, he was made to be the father of thousands, and what harm could there be in a tryst that would make them both feel more kindly toward the world? This was the wrong train of thought, and he came back to the first, the psychiatrist. He had the telephone number of Miss Rainey's doctor, and he called and asked for an immediate appointment. He was insistent with the doctor's secretary—it was his manner in business—and when she said that the doctor's schedule was full for the next few weeks, Francis demanded an appointment that day and was told to come at five.
The psychiatrist's office was in a building that was used mostly by doctors and dentists, and the hallways were filled with the candy smell of mouthwash and memories of pain. Francis' character had been formed upon a series of private resolves—resolves about cleanliness, about going off the high diving board or repeating any other feat that challenged his courage, about punctuality, honesty, and virtue. To abdicate the perfect loneliness in which he had made his most vital decisions shattered his concept of character and left him now in a condition that felt like shock. He was stupefied. The scene for his miserere met Deus (18) was, like the waiting room of so many doctor's offices, a crude token gesture toward the sweets of domestic bliss: a place arranged with antiques, coffee tables, potted plants, and etchings of snow-covered bridges and geese in flight, although there were no children, no marriage bed, no stove, even, in this travesty of a house, where no one had ever spent the night and where the curtained windows looked straight onto a dark air shaft. Francis gave his name and address to a secretary and then saw, at the side of the room, a policeman moving toward him. "Hold it, hold it," the policeman said. "Don't move. Keep your hands where they are." "I think it's all right, Officer," the secretary began. "I think it will be—" "Let's make sure," the policeman said, and he began to slap Francis' clothes, looking for what—pistols, knives, an icepick? Finding nothing, he went off and the secretary began a nervous apology: "When you called on the telephone, Mr. Weed, you seemed very excited, and one of the doctor's patients has been threatening his life, and we have to be careful. If you want to go in now?" Francis pushed open a door connected to an electrical chime, and in the doctor's lair sat down heavily, blew his nose into a handkerchief, searched in his pockets for cigarettes, for matches, for something, and said hoarsely, with tears in his eyes, "I'm in love, Dr. Herzog."
It is a week or ten days later in Shady Hill. The seven-fourteen has come and gone, and here and there dinner is finished and the dishes are in the dish-wash​ing machine. The village hangs, morally and economically, from a thread; but it hangs by its thread in the evening light. Donald Goslin has begun to worry the "Moonlight Sonata" again. Marcato ma semprepianissimo! (19) He seems to be wringing out a wet bath towel, but the housemaid does not heed him. She is writing a letter to Arthur Godfrey. (20) In the cellar of his house, Francis Weed is building a coffee table. Dr. Herzog recommends woodwork as a therapy, and Francis finds some true consolation in the simple arithmetic involved and in the holy smell of new wood. Francis is happy. Upstairs, little Toby is crying, because he is tired. He puts off his cowboy hat, gloves, and fringed jacket, unbuckles the belt studded with gold and rubies, the silver bullets and holsters, slips off his suspenders, his checked shirt, and Levi's, and sits on the edge of his bed to pull off his high boots. Leaving this equipment in a heap, he goes to the closet and takes his space suit off a nail. It is a struggle for him to get into the long tights, but he succeeds.
He loops the magic cape over his shoulders and, climbing onto the footboard of his bed, he spreads his arms and flies the short distance to the floor, landing with a thump that is audible to everyone in the house but himself.
"Go home, Gertrude, go home," Mrs. Masterson says. "I told you to go home an hour ago, Gertrude. It's way past your suppertime, and your mother will be worried. Go home!" A door on the Babcocks' terrace flies open, and out comes Virs. Babcock without any clothes on, pursued by a naked husband. (Their children are away at boarding school, and their terrace is screened by a hedge.) Over the terrace they go and in at the kitchen door, as passionate and handsome a nymph and satyr as you will find on any wall in Venice. Cutting the last of the roses in her garden, Julia hears old Mr. Nixon shouting at the squirrels in his bird-feeding station. "Rapscallions! Varmints! Avaunt and quit my sight!" A miserable cat wanders into the garden, sunk in spiritual and physical discomfort. Tied to its head is a small straw hat—a doll's hat—and it is securely buttoned into a doll's dress, from the skirts of which protrudes its long, hairy tail. As it walks, it shakes its feet, as if it had fallen into water.
"Here, pussy, pussy, pussy!" Julia calls.
"Here, pussy, here, poor pussy!" But the cat gives her a skeptical look and stumbles away in its skirts. The last to come is Jupiter. He prances through the tomato vines, holding in his generous mouth the remains of an evening slipper. Then it is dark; it is a night where kings in golden suits ride elephants over the mountains. (21)
(1958)

NOTES

1. Song popular with Allied troops in World War II.

2. On September 8. 1914, over 1.000 Paris taxi-cabs were requisitioned to move troops to the Marne River to halt the encircling Germans.

3. Ancient France (Gaul) is so described by Julius Caesar in 771.

4.  Common figurative reference to earthly life (vale is valley), though here the tears are literal.
5.  That is, like escaping from combat to relative safety behind the lines.
6. Beethoven's Sonata no. 14, a famous and frequently sentimentalized piano composition.

7. With intentional deviations from strict tempo.

8. Probably the choir.

9. Uncommon yellow and red roses, difficult to grow.

10 The original Mauretania (1907-1935), sister ship of the Lusitania, which was sunk by the Germans in 1915, was the most famous transatlantic liner of its day.

11. Love-inducing and predictive magic. Scapulae: shoulderblades or bones of the back.

12. Famous Greek statue, described here, now in the Vatican museum; the "meaning" for Weed seems to reside in the physical struggle, not in the legend (in which the priest and his sons were punished for warning the Trojans about the wooden horse).

13. In Greek legend the Titan Atlas supported the heavens on his shoulders but has come to be depicted as bearing the globe; the statue is at Rockefeller Center.
14. The Carthaginian general (274-183 B.C.) attacked the Romans from the rear by crossing the Alps, considered impregnable, with the use of elephants.

15. All are deviations from orthodox Christianity and tend to be more man- than God-oriented, though their differences hardly seem reconcilable; the American transcendentalists tended to change the emphasis from the study of thought to belief in "intuition."

16. Originally a British Highland regiment that became a line regiment and distinguished itself in battle.

17. Sometimes fronts for houses of prostitution.

18. "Have mercy upon me, O God"; first words of Psalm 51. 

19. Stressed but always very softly. 

20. At the time of the story, host of a daytime radio program especially popular with housewives.

21. In Sinclair Lewis’s Main Street (1920) the protagonist leaves a small town for Washington, D.C., where, as she tells her son, “We’re going to find elephants with golden howdahs from which peep young maharanees with necklaces of rubies...”
TASKS:

         1. In Cheever’s story, why does Mr. Nixon shout “Varmints! Rascals! …. Avaunt and quit my sight!” at the squirrels? What does this line add? What would be lost without it?
2. You may see the effects and implications differently from your groupmates. These differences of selection and explanation may shed light on why readers respond to, understand, and judge stories differently. Choose any detail from the story “The Country Husband” that interests you and analyze its effects and implications.
3. Rearrange the incidents in “The Country Husband” in chronological order. The structured story begins, “To begin at the beginning…” and tells about the near-crash of Francis’s plane. Why is that the beginning? What is it the beginning of? 
4. Describe the location, appearance, and socioeconomic makeup of Shady Hill in “The Country Husband”. Why is the dog Jupiter “an anomaly”? Why do Clayton Thomas and Anne also not “belong”? Who wins the struggle between Francis Weed and Shady Hill?
5. Write a story or a sketch or outline of a story centering on the same situation in “The Country Husband” but set in a place and time you know.
6. Write a full length description of the setting of any story you choose.
CHAPTER VI

SYMBOLS
One of the chief devices for bridging the gap between the writer's vision and the reader's is the symbol, commonly defined as something that stands for something else: a flower, for example, may be seen as a symbol of a particular state. Symbols are generally figurative; that is, they compare or put together two unlike things. A senator, on the other hand, represents a state literally: the state is a governmental unit, and the senator is a member of the government. But the flower has nothing to do with government and so represents the state only figuratively.

But why speak of anything in terms of something else? Why should snakes commonly be symbolic of evil? Sure, some snakes are poisonous, but for some people so are bees, and a lot of snakes are not only harmless but actually helpful ecologically. (In Kipling's The Jungle Book the python Ka, while frightening, is on the side of law and order.) Through repeated use over the centuries, the snake has become a traditional symbol of evil—not just danger, sneakiness, and repulsiveness, but theological, absolute evil. 

A single item, even something as traditionally fraught with meaning as a snake or a rose, becomes a symbol only when its potentially symbolic meaning is confirmed by something else in the story, just as a point needs a second point to define a line. Multiple symbols, potential symbols, direct and indirect hints such as Brown's mention of the devil: these are among the ways in which details may be identified as symbols (for interpreting symbols is relatively easy once you know what is and what probably is not a symbol).

 One form of what may be called an indirect hint is repetition. The cask of Amontillado remains a thing pure and simple. Repetition, then, calls attention to details and may alert us to potential symbolic overtones, but it does not necessarily turn a thing into a symbol; as long as we get the suggestions of significance, however, agreeing on exactly what—or when— something may be called a symbol is not important.

Direct hints may take the form of explicit statements. (Authors are not so anxious to hide their meanings as some readers are prone to believe.) We also may be alerted to the fact that something is standing for something else when it does not by itself seem to make literal sense. It does not take us long to realize that The Cask of Amontilliado is not entirely as realistic a story as The Lady with the Dog. When things do not seem explicable in terms of everyday reality, we often look beyond them for some meaning.

We must remember, however, that symbols do not exist solely for the transmission of a meaning we can paraphrase; they do not disappear from the story, our memory, or our response once their "meaning" has been sucked out of them. 

Few symbols can be exhausted or neatly translated into an abstract phrase or equivalent: the something else" that the "something" stands for is ultimately elusive. After you have read Ann Beattie's Janus try to paraphrase just what the bowl stands for. It is not that the bowl means nothing, but that it means so many things that no single equivalence will do; even an abstract statement seems to reduce rather than fully explain the significance to the reader.

When a figure is expressed as an explicit comparison, often signaled by like or as, it is called a simile: "eyes as blue as the sky"; "the baby brother I'd never known looked out from the depths of his private life, like an animal waiting to be coaxed into the light". An implicit comparison or identification of one thing with another unlike itself, without a verbal signal but just seeming to say "A is B," is called a metaphor: "What I hate about being my age is how nice everyone tries to be. . . . everybody is pelting me with sugar cubes”. Sometimes all figures are loosely referred to as metaphors.

An allegory is like a metaphor in that one thing (usually nonrational, abstract, religious) is implicitly spoken of in terms of something that is concrete and usually sensuous (perceptible by the senses), but the comparison in allegory is extended to include a whole work or a large portion of a work. The Pilgrim's Progress is probably the most famous prose allegory in English; its central character is named Christian; he was born in the City of Destruction and sets out for the Celestial City, passes through the Slough of Despond and Vanity Fair, meets men named Pliable and Obstinate, and so on.

When an entire story is symbolic, it is sometimes called a myth. Myth originally meant a story of communal origin that provided an explanation or religious interpretation of man, nature, the universe, and the relation between them. When used by one culture to describe the stories of another culture, the word usually implies that the stories are false: we speak of classical myths, but Christians do not speak of Christian myth. We also apply the term myth now to stories by individuals, sophisticated authors, but often there is still the implication that the mythic story relates to a communal or group experience, whereas a symbolic story may be more personal or private. A plot or character element that recurs in cultural or crosscultural myths is now widely called an archetype.

A symbol can be as brief and local as a metaphor or as extended as an allegory. Like an allegory, it usually speaks in concrete terms of the non- or superrational, the abstract, that which is not immediately perceived by the senses. Though some allegories can be complex, with paraphrasable equivalences, allegory usually implies one-to-one relationships (as do the names from The Pilgrim's Progress), and literary symbols usually have highly complex or even inexpressible equivalences, as in "Janus." "Janus" is complexly symbolic in that there are areas of meaning or implication that cannot be rendered in other terms or conveniently separated from the particulars of the story. The ultimate unparaphrasable nature of most symbolic images or stories is not vagueness but richness, not disorder but complexity.

JANUS

By Ann Beattie

The bowl was perfect. Perhaps it was not what you'd select if you faced a shelf of bowls, and not the sort of thing that would inevitably attract a lot of attention  at a crafts fair, yet it had real presence. It was as predictably admired as a mutt  who has no reason to suspect he might be funny. Just such a dog, in fact, was  often brought out (and in) along with the bowl.                              

Andrea was a real estate agent, and when she thought that some prospective buyers might be dog lovers, she would drop off her dog at the same time she placed the bowl in the house that was up for sale. She would put a dish of water in the kitchen for Mondo, take his squeaking plastic frog out of her purse and drop it on the floor. He would pounce delightedly, just as he did every day at home, batting around his favorite toy. The bowl usually sat on a coffee table, though recently she had displayed it on top of a pine blanket chest and on a lacquered table. It was once placed on a cherry table beneath a Bonnard still life, where it held its own.

Everyone who has purchased a house or who has wanted to sell a house must be familiar with some of the tricks used to convince a buyer that the house is quite special: a fire in the fireplace in early evening; jonquils in a pitcher on the kitchen counter, where no one ordinarily has space to put flowers; perhaps the slight aroma of spring, made by a single drop of scent vaporizing from a lamp bulb.

The wonderful thing about the bowl, Andrea thought, was that it was both subtle and noticeable—a paradox of a bowl. Its glaze was the color of cream and seemed to glow no matter what light it was placed in. There were a few bits of color in it—tiny geometric flashes—and some of these were tinged with flecks of silver. They were as mysterious as cells seen under a microscope; it was difficult not to study them, because they shimmered, flashing for a split second, and then resumed their shape. Something about the colors and their random placement suggested motion. People who liked country furniture always commented on the bowl, but then it turned out that people who felt comfortable with Biedermeier loved it just as much. But the bowl was not at all ostentatious, or even so noticeable that anyone would suspect that it had been put in place deliberately. They might notice the height of the ceiling on first entering a room, and only when their eye moved down from that, or away from the refraction of sunlight on a pale wall, would they see the bowl. Then they would go immediately to it and comment. Yet they always faltered when they tried to say something. Perhaps it was because they were in the house for a serious reason, not to notice some object.

Once, Andrea got a call from a woman who had not put in an offer on a house she had shown her. That bowl, she said—would it be possible to find out where the owners had bought that beautiful bowl? Andrea pretended that she did not know what the woman was referring to. A bowl, somewhere in the house? Oh, on a table under the window. Yes, she would ask, of course. She let a couple of days pass, then called back to say that the bowl had been a present and the people did not know where it had been purchased. 

When the bowl was not being taken from house to house, it sat on Andrea's coffee table at home. She didn't keep it carefully wrapped (although she transported it that way, in a box); she kept it on the table, because she liked to see it. it was large enough so that it didn't seem fragile, or particularly vulnerable if anyone sideswiped the table or Mondo blundered into it at play. She had asked her husband to please not drop his house key in it. It was meant to be empty. 

When her husband first noticed the bowl, he had peered into it and smiled briefly. He always urged her to buy things she liked. In recent years, both of them had acquired many things to make up for all the lean years when they were graduate students, but now that they had been comfortable for quite a while, the pleasure of new possessions dwindled. Her husband had pronounced the bowl “pretty”, and he had turned away without picking it up to examine it. He had no more interest in the bowl than she had in his new Leica. 

She was sure that the bowl brought her luck. Bids were often put in on houses where she had displayed the bowl. Sometimes the owners, who were always asked to be away or to step outside when the house was being shown, didn't even know that the bowl had been in their house. Once—she could not imagine how—she left it behind, and then she was so afraid that something might have happened to it that she rushed back to the house and sighed with relief when the woman owner opened the door. The bowl, Andrea explained—she had purchased a bowl and set it on the chest for safekeeping while she toured the house with the prospective buyers, and she . . . She felt like rushing past the frowning woman and seizing her bowl. The owner stepped aside, and it was only when Andrea ran to the chest that the lady glanced at her a little strangely. In the few seconds before Andrea picked up the bowl, she realized that the owner must have just seen that it had been perfectly placed, that the sunlight struck the bluer part of it. Her pitcher had been moved to the far side of the chest, and the bowl predominated. All the way home, Andrea wondered how she could have left the bowl behind. It was like leaving a friend at an outing—just walking off. Sometimes there were stories in the paper about families forgetting a child somewhere and driving to the next city. Andrea had only gone a mile down the road before she remembered.

 In time, she dreamed of the bowl. Twice, in a waking dream—early in the morning, between sleep and a last nap before rising—she had a clear vision of it. It came into sharp focus and startled her for a moment—the same bowl she looked at every day.

She had a very profitable year selling real estate. Word spread, and she had more clients than she felt comfortable with. She had the foolish thought that if only the bowl were an animate object she could thank it. There were times when she wanted to talk to her husband about the bowl. He was a stockbroker, and sometimes told people that he was fortunate to be married to a woman who had such a fine aesthetic sense and yet could also function in the real world. They were a lot alike, really—they had agreed on that. They were both quiet people—reflective, slow to make value judgments, but almost intractable once they had come to a conclusion. They both liked details, but while ironies attracted her, he was more impatient and dismissive when matters became many sided or unclear. But they both knew this; it was the kind of thing they could talk about when they were alone in the car together, coming home from a party or after a weekend with friends. But she never talked to him about the bowl. When they were at dinner, exchanging their news of the day, or while they lay in bed at night listening to the stereo and murmuring sleepy disconnections, she was often tempted to come right out and say that she thought that the bowl in the living room, the cream-colored bowl, was responsible for her success. But she didn't say it. She couldn't begin to explain it. Sometimes in the morning, she would look at him and feel guilty that she had such a constant secret.

Could it be that she had some deeper connection with the bowl—a relationship of some kind? She corrected her thinking: how could she imagine such a thing, when she was a human being and it was a bowl? It was ridiculous. Just think of how people lived together and loved each other . . . But was that always so clear, always a relationship? She was confused by these thoughts, but they remained in her mind. There was something within her now, something real, that she never talked about.

The bowl was a mystery, even to her. It was frustrating, because her involvement with the bowl contained a steady sense of unrequited good fortune; it would have been easier to respond if some sort of demand were made in return. But that only happened in fairy tales. The bowl was just a bowl. She did not believe that for one second. What she believed was that it was something she loved.

In the past, she had sometimes talked to her husband about a new property she was about to buy or sell—confiding some clever strategy she had devised to persuade owners who seemed, ready to sell. Now she stopped doing that, for all her strategies involved the bowl. She became more deliberate with the bowl, and more possessive. She put it in houses only when no one was there, and removed it when she left the house. Instead of just moving a pitcher or a dish, she would remove all the other objects from a table. She had to force herself to handle them carefully, because she didn't really care about them. She just wanted them out of sight.

She wondered how the situation would end. As with a lover, there was no exact scenario of how matters would come to a close. Anxiety became the operative force. It would be irrelevant if the lover rushed into someone else's arms, or wrote her a note and departed to another city. The horror was the possibility of the disappearance. That was what mattered.

She would get up at night and look at the bowl. It never occurred to her that she might break it. She washed and dried it without anxiety, and she moved it often, from coffee table to mahogany corner table or wherever, without fearing an accident. It was clear that she would not be the one who would do anything to the bowl. The bowl was only handled by her, set safely on one surface or another; it was not very likely that anyone would break it. A bowl was a poor conductor of electricity: it would not be hit by lightning. Yet the idea of damage persisted. She did not think beyond that—to what her life would be without the bowl. She only continued to fear that some accident would happen. Why not, in a world where people set plants where they did not belong, so that visitors touring a house would be fooled into thinking that dark corners got sunlight—a world full of tricks?

She had first seen the bowl several years earlier, at a crafts fair she had visited half in secret, with her lover. He had urged her to buy the bowl. She didn't need any more things, she told him. But she had been drawn to the bowl, and they had lingered near it. Then she went on to the next booth, and he came up behind her, tapping the rim against her shoulder as she ran her fingers over a wood carving. "You're still insisting that I buy that?" she said. "No," he said. "I bought it for you." He had bought her other things before this—things she liked more, at first—the child's ebony-and-turquoise ring that fitted her little finger; the wooden box, long and thin, beautifully dovetailed, that she used to hold paper clips; the soft gray sweater with a pouch pocket. It was his idea that when he could not be there to hold her hand she could hold her own—clasp her hands inside the lone pocket that stretched across the front. But in time she became more attached to the bowl than to any of his other presents. She tried to talk herself out of it. She owned other things that were more striking or valuable. It wasn't an object whose beauty lumped out at you; a lot of people must have passed it by before the two of them saw it that day.

Her lover had said that she was always too slow to know what she really loved. Why continue with her life the way it was? Why be two-faced, he asked her. He had made the first move toward her. When she would not decide in his favor, would not change her life and come to him, he asked her what made her think she could have it both ways. And then he made the last move and left. It was a decision meant to break her will, to shatter her intransigent ideas about honoring previous commitments.

Time passed. Alone in the living room at night, she often looked at the bowl sitting on the table, still and safe, unilluminated. In its way, it was perfect: the world cut in half, deep and smoothly empty. Near the rim, even in dim light, the eye moved toward one small flash of blue, a vanishing point on the horizon.

TASKS: 
1. In reading "Janus", what impression do you get of Andrea—and her attachment to the bowl—in the first half of the story? What expectations—if any—are aroused by that first half? 
2. What does it mean to you that Andrea thought the bowl was meant to be empty? What other qualities of the bowl seem to suggest something about Andrea or her life? 
3. Andrea wonders how the situation would end. This probably makes some readers, perhaps most, think about how this story is going to end. How does it? 
4. Where did Andrea get the bowl? How significant is that? Why is the story called "Janus"?
5. Paraphrase several possible meanings of the bowl in "Janus." Argue for one or explain how the symbol of the bowl may be both meaningful and yet elude any possible paraphrase of its meaning.
6. After reading Ann Beattie’s story “Janus” and theoretical material on symbols, dwell and comment on D.H. Lawrence thought “You can’t give a great symbol a “meaning”, anymore than you can give a cat a “meaning”. Symbols are organic units of consciousness with a life of their own, and you can never explain them away...An allegorical image has a meaning…; symbols … don’t “mean something”. They stand for units of human feeling, human experience. A complex of emotional experience is a symbol.”
7. Write an analysis of the symbols used in one of the stories included in  this textbook.
CHAPTER VII
THEME

If you ask what a story is “about”, an author is likely to answer by telling you the subject. Indeed, many authors tell you the subject in their titles: An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge, Her First Ball. Though a subject is always concrete, it may be stated at greater length than the few words of a title: “a man's thoughts as he faces execution for spying during the Civil War” (An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge); “a young girl's excitement at her first grown-up dance and an incident that temporarily depresses her” (Her First Ball).

A friend might be more likely to tell you what a story is about by giving you a summary of the action: during World War II, a Chinese woman who is fleeing the Japanese has to abandon her twin daughters. Having escaped, she searches for them but cannot find them. She moves to America and there has another daughter. The mother dies, and not long after, a letter from China reveals that the twins have been found, alive and grown up. The “American” daughter—who does not identity herself as Chinese-American but just American—goes to China, finds her sisters, and sees the resemblance to her and her mother in their faces. She knows now that she “is Chinese”. (We sometimes call this a plot summary, but you will notice that this summary describes the history, the events, in more or less chronological order, while the plot arranges or structures the history differently.)

Your teacher may well explain a story by summarizing its theme. Some refer to the central idea, the thesis, or even the message of the story, and that is roughly what we mean by theme: a generalization or abstraction from the story. 

Discussions of literature in or out of class sometimes seem to suggest that stories exist for their themes, that we read only to get the "point" or message. But most themes, you must admit, are somewhat less than earth-shattering. No wonder, then, that some skeptics contend that stories are only elaborate ways of "saying something simple," that literature is a game in which authors hide their meanings under shells of words. Could it be that we really read fiction for fun, and all our talk about themes is just hiding from our Puritan natures the fact that we are goofing off? But articulating the theme of a story is neither the purpose of nor the excuse for reading fiction, nor do authors hide their meanings like Easter eggs. In order to relate his or her unique vision of reality to an absent and unknown reader, a writer must find a way of communicating—some common ground on which to meet the various unique individuals who will read the story.

Common experiences, common assumptions, common language, and commonplaces offer such ground. Readers reach out from their own subjective worlds toward that new and different vision of the author with the help of the common elements (the general), and especially through the commonplaces of theme, bringing back the particulars and generalizations of the story to their own reading and living experience. In Janus, the reader sees a successful suburban real estate agent who is married to a stockbroker but who has lost her lover, a man she truly loved, because she could not or would not decide to leave her husband; a woman whose world is "perfect," but cut in half and empty, like the beloved bowl her lover picked out for her and gave her. Generalizing, the reader may conclude that what the story says (its theme) is that life or a full or happy life, is more than convention and material success, that love is more important than comfort and “perfection” Though the reader's own situation and choices may be considerably different from those of the protagonist in Beattie's story, he or she may be led by the story to ponder what is truly important and valuable in life, what “the perfect life” consists of, thereby coming to a greater understanding of the story—and, whether he or she agrees with the conclusions of the story or not, to a fuller understanding of the issues and theme of the story.

The significance of any story is modified to some extent by the reader's experience of books and life. You should not reduce every story to the dimensions of what you already know and feel, but you should reach out to the story and bring it back to you as an addition to and modification of your own experience. To make a story yours, to make it more than a yarn about a woman who sells real estate and has been unfaithful to her stockbroker husband and was left by her lover because she would not get a divorce, requires translating it somehow into terms that, while not necessarily psychological or moral precepts, alter or broaden to some degree your own vision of yourself, others, life in general.

Some critics would say that theme is related to the story as integrally as symbolic meaning is to detail; that is telling us something we did not know before, its theme and its story modify each other. A statement that can do justice to all the complexity and all the particulars of the story is not likely to take the simple form of a message. Indeed, it is the complex particularity of literature, its ultimate irreducibility, that makes critics and teachers reject message (which suggests a simple packaged statement) as a suitable term even for the paraphrasable thematic content of a story. Allusion as well as symbols, plot, focus and voice, and character are elements that contribute to and must be accounted for in paraphrasing a theme. That is why theme is important and why it comes last in a discussion of the elements of fiction.

But remember, the theme is an inadequate abstraction from the story; the story and its details do not disappear or lose significance once distilled into theme, nor could you reconstruct a story merely from its paraphrased theme. Indeed, theme and story, history and structure, do not so much interact, are not so much interrelated, as they are fused, inseparable.

THE LOTTERY

By Shirley Jackson
The morning of June 27th was clear and sunny, with the fresh warmth a full-summer day; the flowers were blossoming profusely and the grass richly green. The people of the village began to gather in the square, berwep the post office and the bank, around ten o'clock; in some towns there were many people that the lottery took two days and had to be started on June 26tl but in this village, where there were only about three hundred people th whole lottery took less than two hours, so it could begin at ten o'clock in th morning and still be through in time to allow the villagers to get home fc noon dinner.
The children assembled first, of course. School was recently over for th summer, and the feeling of liberty sat uneasily on most of them; they tended t gather together quietly for a while before they broke into boisterous play, an their talk was still of the classroom and teacher, of books and reprimand Bobby Martin had already stuffed his pockets full of stones, and the other boys soon followed his example, selecting the smoothest and roundest stone Bobby and Harry Jones and Dickie Delacroix — the villagers pronounced th name "Dellacroy" — eventually made a great pile of stones in one corner of the square and guarded it against the raids of the other boys. The girls stoo aside, talking among themselves, looking over their shoulders at the boy and the very small children rolled in the dust or clung to the hands of the older brothers or sisters.
Soon the men began to gather, surveying their own children, speaking of planting and rain, tractors and taxes. They stood together, away from the pile of stones in the corner, and their jokes were quiet and they smiled rather than laughed. The women, wearing faded house dresses and sweaters, came shortly after their menfolk. They greeted one another and exchanged bits of gossip as they went to join their husbands. Soon the women, standing by their husbands, began to call to their children, and the children came reluctantly, having to be called four or five times. Bobby Martin ducked under his mother's grasping hand and ran, laughing, back to the pile of stones. His father spoke up sharply, and Bobby came quickly and took his place between his father and his oldest brother.
The lottery was conducted — as were the square dances, the teen-age club, the Halloween program — by Mr. Summers, who had time and energy to devote to civic activities. He was a round-faced, jovial man and he ran the coal business, and people were sorry for him, because he had no children, his wife was a scold. When he arrived in the square, carrying the black wooden box, there was a murmur of conversation among the villagers, and he waved and called, "Little late today, folks." The postmaster, Mr. Graves followed him, carrying a three-legged stool, and the stool was put in the center of the square and Mr. Summers set the black box down on it. The villagers kept their distance, leaving a space between themselves and the stool, and when Mr Summers said, "Some of you fellows want to give me a hand?" there was a hesitation before two men, Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter, came forward to hold the box steady on the stool while Mr. Summers stirred up the papers inside it.
The original paraphernalia for the lottery had been lost long ago, and the black box now resting on the stool had been put into use even before Old Man Warner, the oldest man in town, was born. Mr. Summers spoke frequently to the villagers about making a new box, but no one liked to upset even as much tradition as was represented by the black box. There was a story that the present box had been made with some pieces of the box that had preceded it, the one that had been constructed when the first people settled down to make a village here. Every year, after the lottery, Mr. Summers began talking again about a new box, but every year the subject was allowed to fade off without anything's being done. The black box grew shabbier each year; by now it was no longer completely black but splintered badly along one side to show the original wood color, and in some places faded or stained.
Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter, held the black box securely on the stool until Mr. Summers had stirred the papers thoroughly with his hand. Because so much of the ritual had been forgotten or discarded, Mr. Summers had been successful in having slips of paper substituted for the chips of wood that had been used for generations. Chips of wood, Mr. Summers had argued, had been all very well when the village was tiny, but now that the population was more than three hundred and likely to keep on growing, it was necessary to use something that would fit more easily into the black box. The night before the lottery, Mr. Summers and Mr. Graves made up the slips of paper and put them in the box, and it was then taken to the safe of Mr. Summers's coal company and locked up until Mr. Summers was ready to take it to the square next morning. The rest of the year, the box was put away, sometimes one place, sometimes another; it had spent one year in Mr. Graves's barn and another year underfoot in the post office, and sometimes it was set on a shelf in the Martin grocery and left there.
There was a great deal of fussing to be done before Mr. Summers declared the lottery open. There were the lists to make up — of heads of families, heads of households in each family, members of each household in each family. There was the proper swearing-in of Mr. Summers by the postmaster, as the official of the lottery; at one time, some people remembered, there had been a recital of some sort, performed by the official of the lottery, a perfunctory tuneless chant that had been rattled off duly each year; some people believed that the official of the lottery used to stand just so when he said or sang it, others believed that he was supposed to walk among the people, but years and years ago this part of the ritual had been allowed to lapse. There had been, also, a ritual salute, which the official of the lottery had had to use in adressing each person who came up to draw from the box, but this also had changed with time, until now it was felt necessary only for the official to speak o each person approaching. Mr. Summers was very good at all this; in his white shirt and blue jeans, with one hand resting carelessly on the black box, he seemed very proper and important as he talked interminably to Mr Graves and the Martins.
Just as Mr. Summers finally left off talking and turned to the assembled villagers, Mrs. Hutchinson came hurriedly along the path to the square, her sweater thrown over her shoulders, and slid into place in the back of the crowd. "Clean forgot what day it was," she said to Mrs. Delacroix, who stood next to her, and they both laughed softly. "Thought my old man was out back stacking wood," Mrs. Hutchinson went on, "and then I looked out the window and the kids was gone, and then I remembered it was the twenty-seventh and came a-running." She dried her hands on her apron, and Mrs. Delacroix said, "You're in time, though. They're still talking away up there."
Mrs. Hutchinson craned her neck to see through the crowd and found her husband and children standing near the front. She tapped Mrs. Delacroix on the arm as a farewell and began to make her way through the crowd. The people separated good-humoredly to let her through; two or three people said, in voices just loud enough to be heard across the crowd, "Here comes your Missus, Hutchinson," and "Bill, she made it after all." Mrs. Hutchinson reached her husband, and Mr. Summers, who had been waiting, said cheerfully, "Thought we were going to have to get on without you, Tessie." Mrs. Hutchinson said, grinning, "Wouldn't have me leave m'dishes in the sink, now, would you, Joe?" and soft laughter ran through the crowd as the people stirred back into position after Mrs. Hutchinson's arrival.
"Well, now," Mr. Summers said soberly, "guess we better get started, get this over with, so's we can go back to work. Anybody ain't here?" "Dunbar," several people said. "Dunbar, Dunbar." Mr. Summers consulted his list. "Clyde Dunbar," he said. "That's right. He's broke his leg, hasn't he? Who's drawing for him?"
"Me, I guess," a woman said, and Mr. Summers turned to look at her. "Wife draws for her husband," Mr. Summers said. "Don't you have a grown boy to do it for you, Janey?" Although Mr. Summers and everyone else in the village knew the answer perfectly well, it was the business of the official of the lottery to ask such questions formally. Mr. Summers waited with an expression of polite interest while Mrs. Dunbar answered.
"Horace's not but sixteen yet," Mrs. Dunbar said regretfully. "Guess I gotta fill in for the old man this year."
"Right," Mr. Summers said. He made a note on the list he was holding-Then he asked, "Watson boy drawing this year?"
A tall boy in the crowd raised his hand. "Here," he said. "I'm drawing for m'mother and me." He blinked his eyes nervously and ducked his head a several voices in the crowd said things like "Good fellow, Jack," and "Glad to see your mother's got a man to do it."
"Well," Mr. Summers said, "guess that's everyone. Old Man Warner make it?"
"Here," a voice said, and Mr. Summers nodded.
A sudden hush fell on the crowd as Mr. Summers cleared his throat and looked at the list. "All ready?" he called. "Now, I'll read the names — heads of families first — and the men come up and take a paper out of the box. Keep the paper folded in your hand without looking at it until everyone has had a turn. Everything clear?"
The people had done it so many times that they only half listened to the directions; most of them were quiet, wetting their lips, not looking around. Then Mr. Summers raised one hand high and said, "Adams." A man disengaged himself from the crowd and came forward. "Hi, Steve," Mr. Summers said and Mr. Adams said, "Hi, Joe." They grinned at one another humorlessly and nervously. Then Mr. Adams reached into the black box and took out a folded paper. He held it firmly by one corner as he turned and went hastily back to his place in the crowd, where he stood a little apart from his family, not looking down at his hand.
"Allen," Mr. Summers said, "Anderson.... Bentham." "Seems like there's no time at all between lotteries any more," Mrs. Delacroix said to Mrs. Graves in the back row. "Seems like we got through with the last one only last week."
"Time sure goes fast," Mrs. Graves said.
"Clark Delacroix."
"There goes my old man," Mrs. Delacroix said. She held her breath while her husband went forward.
"Dunbar," Mr. Summers said, and Mrs. Dunbar went steadily to the box while one of the women said, "Go on, Janey," and another said, "There she goes."
"We're next," Mrs. Graves said. She watched while Mr. Graves came around from the side of the box, greeted Mr. Summers gravely, and selected a slip of paper from the box. By now, all through the crowd there were men holding the small folded papers in their large hands, turning them over and over nervously. Mrs. Dunbar and her two sons stood together, Mrs. Dunbar holding the slip of paper.
"Harburt.... Hutchinson."
"Get up there, Bill," Mrs. Hutchinson said, and the people near her laughed.
"Jones."
"They do say," Mr. Adams said to Old Man Warner, who stood next to him, "that over in the north village they're talking of giving up the lottery." Old Man Warner snorted. "Pack of crazy fools," he said. "Listening to the young folks, nothing's good enough for them. Next thing you know, they'll wanting to go back to living in caves, nobody work any more, live that way for a while. Used to be a saying about 'Lottery in June, corn be heavy soon.' First thing you know, we'd all be eating stewed chickweed and acorns. There's always been a lottery," he added petulantly. "Bad enough to see young Joe Summers up there joking with everybody."
"Some places have already quit lotteries," Mrs. Adams said. "Nothing but trouble in that," Old Man Warner said stoutly. "Pack of young fools."
"Martin." And Bobby Martin watched his father go forward. "Overdyke. ... Percy."
"I wish they'd hurry," Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son. "I wish they'd hurry."
"They're almost through," her son said.
"You get ready to run tell Dad," Mrs. Dunbar said.
Mr. Summers called his own name and then stepped forward precisely and selected a slip from the box. Then he called, "Warner."
"Seventy-seventh year I been in the lottery," Old Man Warner said as he went through the crowd. "Seventy-seventh time."
"Watson." The tall boy came awkwardly through the crowd. Someone said. "Don't be nervous, Jack," and Mr. Summers said, "Take your time, son."
"Zanini."
After that, there was a long pause, a breathless pause, until Mr. Summers, holding his slip of paper in the air, said, "All right, fellows." For a minute, no one moved, and then all the slips of paper were opened. Suddenly, all the women began to speak at once, saying, "Who is it?" "Who's got it?" "Is it the Dunbars?" "Is it the Watsons?" Then the voices began to say, "It's Hutchinson. It's Bill," "Bill Hutchinson's got it."
"Go tell your father," Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son.
People began to look around to see the Hutchinsons. Bill Hutchinson was standing quiet, staring down at the paper in his hand. Suddenly, Tessie Hutchinson shouted to Mr. Summers, "You didn't give him time enough to take any paper he wanted. I saw you. It wasn't fair!"
"Be a good sport, Tessie," Mrs. Delacroix called, and Mrs. Graves said, "All of us took the same chance."
"Shut up, Tessie," Bill Hutchinson said.
"Well, everyone," Mr. Summers said, "that was done pretty fast, and now we've got to be hurrying a little more to get done in time." He consulted his next list. "Bill," he said, "you draw for the Hutchinson family. You got any other households in the Hutchinsons?"
"There's Don and Eva," Mrs. Hutchinson yelled. "Make them take their chance!"
"Daughters drew with their husbands' families, Tessie," Mr. Summers said gently. "You know that as well as anyone else."
"It wasn't fair," Tessie said.
"I guess not, Joe," Bill Hutchinson said regretfully. "My daughter draws with her husband's family, that's only fair. And I've got no other family excep the kids."
"Then, as far as drawing for families is concerned, it's you," Mr. Summers said in explanation, "and as far as drawing for households is concerned, that's you, too. Right?"
"Right," Bill Hutchinson said.
"How many kids, Bill?" Mr. Summers asked formally.
"Three," Bill Hutchinson said. "There's Bill, Jr., and Nancy, and 1 Dave. And Tessie and me."
"All right, then," Mr. Summers said. "Harry, you got their tickets back?"
Mr. Graves nodded and held up the slips of paper. "Put them in the box, then," Mr. Summers directed. "Take Bill's and put it in."
"I think we ought to start over," Mrs. Hutchinson said, as quietly as she ould. "I tell you it wasn't fair. You didn't give him time enough to choose. Everybody saw that."
Mr. Graves had selected the five slips and put them in the box, and he dropped all the papers but those onto the ground, where the breeze caught them and lifted them off.
"Listen, everybody," Mrs. Hutchinson was saying to the people around her.
"Ready, Bill?" Mr. Summers asked, and Bill Hutchinson, with one quick elance around at his wife and children, nodded.
"Remember," Mr. Summers said, "take the slips and keep them folded until each person has taken one. Harry, you help little Dave." Mr. Graves took the hand of the little boy, who came willingly with him up to the box. "Take a paper out of the box, Davy," Mr. Summers said. Davy put his hand into the box and laughed. "Take just one paper," Mr. Summers said. "Harry, you hold it for him." Mr. Graves took the child's hand and removed the folded paper from the tight fist and held it while little Dave stood next to him and looked up at him wonderingly.
"Nancy next," Mr. Summers said. Nancy was twelve, and her school friends breathed heavily as she went forward, switching her skirt, and took a slip daintily from the box. "Bill, Jr.," Mr. Summers said, and Billy, his face red and his feet overlarge, nearly knocked the box over as he got a paper out. "Tessie," Mr. Summers said. She hesitated for a minute, looking around defiantly, and then set her lips and went up to the box. She snatched a paper out and held it behind her.
"Bill," Mr. Summers said, and Bill Hutchinson reached into the box and felt around, bringing his hand out at last with the slip of paper in it.
The crowd was quiet. A girl whispered, "I hope it's not Nancy," and the sound of the whisper reached the edges of the crowd.
"It's not the way it used to be," Old Man Warner said clearly. "People ain't the way they used to be."
"All right," Mr. Summers said. "Open the papers. Harry, you open little Dave's."
Mr. Graves opened the slip of paper and there was a general sigh through the crowd as he held it up and everyone could see that it was blank. Nancy and Bill, Jr., opened theirs at the same time, and both beamed and laughed, turning around to the crowd and holding their slips of paper above their heads.
"Tessie," Mr. Summers said. There was a pause, and then Mr. Summers
looked at Bill Hutchinson, and Bill unfolded this paper and showed it. It was blank.
"It's Tessie," Mr. Summers said, and his voice was hushed. "Show us her paper, Bill."
Bill Hutchinson went over to his wife and forced the slip of paper out of her hand. It had a black spot on it, the black spot Mr. Summers had made the night before with the heavy pencil in the coal-company office. Bill Hutchin held it up and there was a stir in the crowd.
"All right, folks," Mr. Summers said. "Let's finish quickly."
Although the villagers had forgotten the ritual and lost the original black box, they still remembered to use stones. The pile of stones the boys had made earlier was ready; there were stones on the ground with the blowin scraps of paper that had come out of the box. Mrs. Delacroix selected a stone so large she had to pick it up with both hands and turned to Mrs. Dunbar "Come on," she said. "Hurry up."
Mrs. Dunbar had small stones in both hands, and she said, gasping for breath, "I can't run at all. You'll have to go ahead and I'll catch up with you."
The children had stones already, and someone gave little Davy Hutchinson a few pebbles.
Tessie Hutchinson was in the center of a cleared space by now, and she held her hands out desperately as the villagers moved in on her. "It isn't fair," she said. A stone hit her on the side of the head.
Old Man Warner was saying, "Come on, come on, everyone." Steve Adams was in the front of the crowd of villagers, with Mrs. Graves beside him.
"It isn't fair, it isn't right," Mrs. Hutchinson screamed and then they were upon her.
(1948)
TASK:
1. Define the theme and by-themes of this story. Try to explain your opinion by using the text quotations.
CHAPTER VIII
REPRESENTING THE LITERARY TEXT
Discussing story-writing in terms of plot,
character, and theme is like 
trying to describe the expression 
on a face by saying where the eyes, 
nose, and mouth are.
 Flannery O’Connor
If writing about literature is using words about words you should know the stages in preparing a paper about literature. 
Here, briefly, is a summary, step by step, of the stages that we suggest you move through in preparing it.

Stage One: Deciding what to write about 

· Read the work straight through, thoughtfully. Make notes at the end on any points that caught your attention.

· Read the work again more slowly, pausing to think through all parts you don’t understand. When you finish, write a three or four-sentence summary.

· Read the work again, carefully but quickly. Decide what you feel most strongly about in the work, and write down the one thing you would most want to explain to a friend about how the story, poem, or play works, or (if the work still puzzles you) the one question you would most like to be able to answer.

· Decide how the statement you made at the end of your third reading relates to the summary you wrote down after the second reading.

· Write a one-paragraph “promise” of what your paper is going to argue.

Stage Two: Planning and drafting your paper
· Read the work at least twice more, and make notes on anything that relates to your thesis.

· Read through all your notes so far, and for each write a sentence articulating how it relates to your thesis.

· Transfer your notes to note cards of uniform size.

· Read though all your notes again, and record any new observations or ideas on additional cards.

· Set aside your note cards for the moment, and make a brief outline of the major points you intend to make.

· Sort the note cards into piles corresponding to the major points in your outline. Sort the cards in each separate pile into the most likely order of their use in the paper.

· Make a more detailed outline (including the most significant examples) from your pile of note cards on each point.

· Reconsider your order of presentation, and make any necessary adjustments.

Stage Three: Rewriting
· Go over your writing, word by word, sentence by sentence, and paragraph by paragraph, in draft after draft until your paper expresses  your ideas clearly and concisely.

Stage Four: Final preparation
· If you have not been working on a computer, type or word-process your paper.

· Proofread carefully for errors of all kinds – spelling, typing, and so forth.

· Proofread again. Find your mistakes before someone else does.

· Congratulate yourself on a job well done.
THE WHOLE TEXT

Plot, point of view, character, setting, symbol, and theme are useful concepts. But they do not really exist as discrete parts or constituents of a finished work. Analyzing a story means breaking it down into pieces we can handle. Analyzing may require talking or writing about a story in terms of its "elements," but we must remain aware of the arbitrariness of those distinctions and of the inextricable, organic integrity of the story itself. 
TASK: As you read the story that follows, apply all that you have learned about the plot, the structure, and the elements of fiction, but be especially alert to how the elements interact. Notice how, after taking it apart in order to analyze it, we can put the story back together.

DEATH by LANDSCAPE 

By Margaret Atwood

Now that the boys are grown up and Rob is dead, Lois has moved to a condominium apartment in one of the newer waterfront developments. She is relieved not to have to worry about the lawn, or about the ivy pushing its muscular little suckers into the brickwork, or the squirrels gnawing their way into the attic and eating the insulation off the wiring, or about strange noises. This building has a security system, and the only plant life is in pots in the solarium.
Lois is glad she's been able to find an apartment big enough for her pictures. They are more crowded together than they were in the house, but this arrangement gives the walls a European look: blocks of pictures, above and beside one another, rather than one over the chesterfield, one over the fireplace, one in the front hall, in the old acceptable manner of sprinkling art around so it does not get too intrusive. This way has more of an impact. You know it's not supposed to be furniture.
None of the pictures is very large, which doesn't mean they aren't valuable. They are paintings, or sketches and drawings, by artists who were not nearly as well known when Lois began to buy them as they are now. Their work later turned up on stamps, or as silk-screen reproductions hung in the principals' offices of high schools, or as jigsaw puzzles, or on beautifully printed calendars sent out by corporations as Christmas gifts, to their less important clients. These artists painted mostly in the twenties and thirties and forties; they painted landscapes. Lois has two Tom Thomsons, three A.Y. Jacksons, a Lawren Harris. She has an Arthur Lismer, she has a J.E.H. MacDonald. She has a David Milne. They are pictures of convoluted tree trunks on an island of pink wave-smoothed stone, with more islands behind; of a lake with rough, bright, sparsely wooded cliffs; of a vivid river shore with a tangle of bush and two beached canoes, one red, one gray; of a yellow autumn woods with the ice-blue gleam of a pond half-seen through the interlaced branches.
It was Lois who'd chosen them. Rob had no interest in art, although he could see the necessity of having something on the walls. He left all the decorating decisions to her, while providing the money, of course. Because of this collection of hers, Lois's friends — especially the men — have given her the reputation of having a good nose for art investments.
But this is not why she bought the pictures, way back then. She bought them because she wanted them. She wanted something that was in them, although she could not have said at the time what it was. It was not peace: she does not find them peaceful in the least. Looking at them fills her with a wordless unease. Despite the fact that there are no people in them or even animals, it's as if there is something, or someone, looking back out.
When she was thirteen, Lois went on a canoe trip. She'd only been on overnights before. This was to be a long one, into the trackless wilderness, as Cappie put it. It was Lois's first canoe trip, and her last.
Cappie was the head of the summer camp to which Lois had been sent ever since she was nine. Camp Manitou, it was called; it was one of the better ones, for girls, though not the best. Girls of her age whose parents could afford it were routinely packed off to such camps, which bore a generic resemblance to one another. They favored Indian names and had hearty, energetic leaders, who were called Cappie or Skip or Scottie. At these camps you learned to swim well and sail, and paddle a canoe, and perhaps ride a horse or play tennis. When you weren't doing these things you could do Arts and Crafts and turn out dingy, lumpish clay ashtrays for your mother — mothers smoked more then — or bracelets made of colored braided string.
Cheerfulness was required at all times, even at breakfast. Loud shouting and the banging of spoons on the tables were allowed, and even encouraged, at ritual intervals. Chocolate bars were rationed, to control tooth decay and pimples. At night, after supper, in the dining hall or outside around a mosquito-infested campfire ring for special treats, there were singsongs. Lois can still remember all the words to "My Darling Clementine," and to "My Bonnie Lies over the Ocean," with acting-out gestures: a rippling of the hands for the "ocean," two hands together under the cheek for "lies." She will never be able to forget them, which is a sad thought.
Lois thinks she can recognize women who went to these camps, and were good at it. They have a hardness to their handshakes, even now; a way of standing, legs planted firmly and farther apart than usual; a way of sizing you up, to see if you'd be any good in a canoe — the front, not the back. They themselves would be in the back. They would call it the stern.
She knows that such camps still exist, although Camp Manitou does not. They are one of the few things that haven't changed much. They now offer copper enameling, and functionless pieces of stained glass baked in electric ovens, though judging from the productions of her friends' grandchildren the artistic standards have not improved.
To Lois, encountering it in the first year after the war, Camp Manitou seemed ancient. Its log-sided buildings with the white cement in between the half-logs, its flagpole ringed with white-washed stones, its weathered gray dock jutting out into Lake Prospect, with its woven rope bumpers and its rusty rings for tying up, its prim round flowerbed of petunias near the office door, must surely have been there always. In truth it dated only from the first decade of the century; it had been founded by Cappie's parents, who'd thought of camping as bracing to the character, like cold showers, and had been passed along to her as an inheritance, and an obligation.
Lois realized, later, that it must have been a struggle for Cappie to keep Camp Manitou going, during the Depression and then the war, when money did not flow freely. If it had been a camp for the very rich, instead of the merely well off, there would have been fewer problems. But there must have been enough Old Girls, ones with daughters, to keep the thing in operation, though not entirely shipshape: furniture was battered, painted trim was peeling, roofs leaked. There were dim photographs of these Old Girls dotted around the dining hall, wearing ample woolen bathing suits and showing their fat, dimpled legs, or standing, arms twined, in odd tennis outfits with baggy skirts.
In the dining hall, over the stone fireplace that was never used, there was a huge molting stuffed moose head, which looked somehow carnivorous. It was a sort of mascot; its name was Monty Manitou. The older campers spread the story that it was haunted, and came to life in the dark, when the feeble and undependable lights had been turned off or, due to yet another generator failure, had gone out. Lois was afraid of it at first, but not after she got used to it.
Cappie was the same: you had to get used to her. Possibly she was forty, or thirty-five, or fifty. She had fawn-colored hair that looked as if it was cut with a bowl. Her head jutted forward, jigging like a chicken's as she strode around the camp, clutching notebooks and checking things off in them. She was like their minister in church: both of them smiled a lot and were anxious because they wanted things to go well; they both had the same overwashed skins and stringy necks. But all this disappeared when Cappie was leading a singsong, or otherwise leading. Then she was happy, sure of herself, her plain face almost luminous. She wanted to cause joy. At these times she was loved, at others merely trusted.
There were many things Lois didn't like about Camp Manitou, at first. She hated the noisy chaos and spoon-banging of the dining hall, the rowdy singsongs at which you were expected to yell in order to show that you were enjoying yourself. Hers was not a household that encouraged yelling. She hated the necessity of having to write dutiful letters to her parents claiming she was having fun. She could not complain, because camp cost so much money.
She didn't much like having to undress in a roomful of other girls, even in the dim light, although nobody paid any attention, or sleeping in a cabin with seven other girls, some of whom snored because they had adenoids or colds, some of whom had nightmares, or wet their beds and cried about it. Bottom bunks made her feel closed in, and she was afraid of falling out of top ones; she was afraid of heights. She got homesick, and suspected her parents of having a better time when she wasn't there than when she was, although her mother wrote to her every week saying how much they missed her. All this was when she was nine. By the time she was thirteen she liked it. She was an old hand by then.
Lucy was her best friend at camp. Lois had other friends in the winter, when there was school and itchy woolen clothing and darkness in the afternoons, but Lucy was her summer friend.
She turned up the second year, when Lois was ten, and a Bluejay. (Chickadees, Bluejays, Ravens, and Kingfishers — these were the names Camp Manitoe assigned to the different age groups, a sort of totemic clan system. In those days, thinks Lois, it was birds for girls, animals for boys: wolves, and so forth. Though some animals and birds were suitable and some were not. Never vultures, for instance; never skunks, or rats.)
Lois helped Lucy to unpack her tin trunk and place the folded clothes on the wooden shelves, and to make up her bed. She put her in the top bunk right above her, where she could keep an eye on her. Already she knew that Lucy was an exception, to a good many rules; already she felt proprietorial.
Lucy was from the United States, where comic books came from, and the movies. She wasn't from New York or Hollywood or Buffalo, the only American cities Lois knew the names of, but from Chicago. Her house was on the lake shore and had gates to it, and grounds. They had a maid, all of the time. Lois's family only had a cleaning lady twice a week.
The only reason Lucy was being sent to this camp (she cast a look of minor scorn around the cabin, diminishing it and also offending Lois, while at the same time daunting her) was that her mother had been a camper here. Her mother had been a Canadian once, but had married her father, who had a patch over one eye, like a pirate. She showed Lois the picture of him in her wallet. He got the patch in the war. "Shrapnel," said Lucy. Lois, who was unsure about shrapnel, was so impressed she could only grunt. Her own two-eyed, unwounded father was tame by comparison. "My father plays golf," she ventured at last. "Everyone plays golf," said Lucy. "My mother plays golf." Lois's mother did not. Lois took Lucy to see the outhouses and the swimming dock and the dining hall with Monty Manitou's baleful head, knowing in advance they would not measure up.
This was a bad beginning; but Lucy was good-natured, and accepted Camp Manitou with the same casual shrug with which she seemed to accept everything. She would make the best of it, without letting Lois forget that this was what she was doing.
However, there were things Lois knew that Lucy did not. Lucy scratched the tops off all her mosquito bites and had to be taken to the infirmary to be daubed with Ozonol. She took her T-shirt off while sailing, and although the counselor spotted her after a while and made her put it back on, she burnt spectacularly, bright red, with the X of her bathing-suit straps standing out in alarming white; she let Lois peel the sheets of whispery-thin burned skin off her shoulders. When they sang "Alouette" around the campfire, she did not know any of the French words. The difference was that Lucy did not care about the things she didn't know, whereas Lois did.
During the next winter, and subsequent winters, Lucy and Lois wrote to each other. They were both only children, at a time when this was thought to be a disadvantage, so in their letters they pretended to be sisters, or even twins. Lois had to strain a little over this, because Lucy was so blond, with translucent skin and large blue eyes like a doll's, and Lois was nothing out of the ordinary — just a tallish, thinnish, brownish person with freckles. They signed their letters LL, with the L's entwined together like the monograms on a towel. (Lois and Lucy, thinks Lois. How our names date us. Lois Lane, Superman’s girlfriend, enterprising female reporter; “I love Lucy.” Now we are obsolete, and it’s little Jennifers, little Emilys, little Alexandras and Caro​lines and Tiffanys.)
They were more effusive in their letters than they ever were in person. They bordered their pages with X's and O's, but when they met again in the summers it was always a shock. They had changed so much, or Lucy had. It was like watching someone grow up in jolts. At first it would be hard to think up things to say.
But Lucy always had a surprise or two, something to show, some marvel to reveal. The first year she had a picture of herself in a tutu, her hair in a ballerina's knot on the top of her head; she pirouetted around the swimming dock, to show Lois how it was done, and almost fell off. The next year she had given that up and was taking horseback riding. (Camp Manitou did not have horses.) The next year her mother and father had been divorced, and she had a new stepfather, one with both eyes, and a new house, although the maid was the same. The next year, when they had graduated from Bluejays and entered Ravens, she got her period, right in the first week of camp. The two of them snitched some matches from their counselor, who smoked illegally, and made a small fire out behind the farthest outhouse, at dusk, using their flashlights. They could set all kinds of fires by now; they had learned how in Campcraft. On this fire they burned one of Lucy's used sanitary napkins. Lois is not sure why they did this, or whose idea it was. But she can remember the feeling of deep satisfaction it gave her as the white fluff singed and the blood sizzled, as if some wordless ritual had been fulfilled.
They did not get caught, but then they rarely got caught at any of their camp transgressions. Lucy had such large eyes, and was such an accomplished liar.
This year Lucy is different again: slower, more languorous. She is no longer interested in sneaking around after dark, purloining cigarettes from the counselor, dealing in black-market candy bars. She is pensive, and hard to wake in the mornings. She doesn't like her stepfather, but she doesn't want to live with her real father either, who has a new wife. She thinks her mother may be having a love affair with a doctor; she doesn't know for sure, but she's seen them smooching in his car, out on the driveway, when her stepfather wasn't there. It serves him right. She hates her private school. She has a boyfriend, who is sixteen and works as a gardener's assistant. This is how she met him: in the garden. She describes to Lois what it is like when he kisses her — rubbery at first, but then your knees go limp. She has been forbidden to see him, and threatened with boarding school. She wants to run away from home.
Lois has little to offer in return. Her own life is placid and satisfactory, but there is nothing much that can be said about happiness. "You're so lucky," Lucy tells her, a little smugly. She might as well say boring because this is how it makes Lois feel.
Lucy is apathetic about the canoe trip, so Lois has to disguise her own excitement. The evening before they are to leave, she slouches into the campfire ring as if coerced, and sits down with a sigh of endurance, just as Lucy does.
Every canoe trip that went out of camp was given a special send-off by Cappie and the section leader and counselors, with the whole section in attendance. Cappie painted three streaks of red across each of her cheeks with a lipstick. They looked like three-fingered claw marks. She put a blue circle on her forehead with fountain-pen ink, and tied a twisted bandanna around her head and stuck a row of frazzle-ended feathers around it, and wrapped herself in a red-and-black Hudson's Bay blanket. The counselors, also in blankets but with only two streaks of red, beat on tom-toms made of round wooden cheese boxes with leather stretched over the top and nailed in place. Cappie was Chief Cappeosota. They all had to say "How!" when she walked into the circle and stood there with one hand raised.
Looking back on this, Lois finds it disquieting. She knows too much about Indians: this is why. She knows, for instance, that they should not even be called Indians, and that they have enough worries without other people taking their names and dressing up as them. It has all been a form of stealing.
But she remembers, too, that she was once ignorant of this. Once she loved the campfire, the flickering of light on the ring of faces, the sound of the fake tom-toms, heavy and fast like a scared heartbeat; she loved Cappie in a red blanket and feathers, solemn, as a Chief should be, raising her hand and saying, "Greetings, my Ravens." It was not funny, it was not making fun. She wanted to be an Indian. She wanted to be adventurous and pure, and aboriginal.
"You go on big water," says Cappie. This is her idea — all their ideas — of how Indians talk. "You go where no man has ever trod. You go many moons." This is not true. They are only going for a week, not many moons. The canoe route is clearly marked, they have gone over it on a map, and there are prepared campsites with names that are used year after year. But when Cappie says this — and despite the way Lucy rolls up her eyes — Lois can feel the water stretching out, with the shores twisting away on either side, immense and a little frightening.
"You bring back much wampum," says Cappie. "Do good in war, my braves, and capture many scalps." This is another of her pretenses: that they are boys, and bloodthirsty. But such a game cannot be played by substituting the word "squaw." It would not work at all.
Each of them has to stand up and step forward and have a red line drawn across her cheeks by Cappie. She tells them they must follow in the paths of their ancestors (who most certainly, thinks Lois, looking out the window of her apartment and remembering the family stash of daguerreotypes and sepia-colored portraits on her mother's dressing table, the stiff-shirted, black-coated, grim-faced men and the beflounced women with their severe hair and their corseted respectability, would never have considered heading oft onto an open lake, in a canoe, just for fun).
At the end of the ceremony they all stood and held hands around the circle, and sang taps. This did not sound very Indian, thinks Lois. It sounded like a bugle call at a military post, in a movie. But Cappie was never one to be much concerned with consistency, or with archeology.
***

After breakfast the next morning they set out from the main dock, in four canoes, three in each. The lipstick stripes have not come off completely, and still show faintly pink, like healing burns. They wear their white denim sailing hats, because of the sun, and thin-striped T-shirts, and pale baggy shorts with the cuffs rolled up. The middle one kneels, propping her rear end against the rolled sleeping bags. The counselors going with them are Pat and Kip. Kip is no-nonsense; Pat is easier to wheedle, or fool.
There are white puffy clouds and a small breeze. Glints come from the little waves. Lois is in the bow of Kip's canoe. She still can't do a J-stroke very well, and she will have to be in the bow or the middle for the whole trip. Lucy is behind her; her own J-stroke is even worse. She splashes Lois with her paddle, quite a big splash.
"I'll get you back," says Lois.
"There was a stable fly on your shoulder," Lucy says.
Lois turns to look at her, to see if she's grinning. They're in the habit of splashing each other. Back there, the camp has vanished behind the first long point of rock and rough trees. Lois feels as if an invisible rope has broken. They're floating free, on their own, cut loose. Beneath the canoe the lake goes down, deeper and colder than it was a minute before.
"No horsing around in the canoe," says Kip. She's rolled her T-shirt sleeves up to the shoulder; her arms are brown and sinewy, her jaw determined, her stroke perfect. She looks as if she knows exactly what she is doing.
The four canoes keep close together. They sing, raucously and with defiance; they sing "The Quartermaster's Store," and "Clementine," and "Alou-ette." It is more like bellowing than singing.
After that the wind grows stronger, blowing slantwise against the bows, and they have to put all their energy into shoving themselves through the water.
Was there anything important, anything that would provide some sort of reason or clue to what happened next? Lois can remember everything, every detail; but it does her no good.
They stopped at noon for a swim and lunch, and went on in the afternoon. At last they reached Little Birch, which was the first campsite for overnight. Lois and Lucy made the fire, while the others pitched the heavy canvas tents. The fireplace was already there, flat stones piled into a U. A burned tin can and a beer bottle had been left in it. Their fire went out, and they had to restart it. "Hustle your bustle," said Kip. "We're starving."
The sun went down, and in the pink sunset light they brushed their teeth and spat the toothpaste froth into the lake. Kip and Pat put all the food that wasn't in cans into a packsack and slung it into a tree, in case of bears.
Lois and Lucy weren't sleeping in a tent. They'd begged to be allowed to sleep out; that way they could talk without the others hearing. If it rained, they told Kip, they promised not to crawl dripping into the tent over everyone's legs: they would get under the canoes. So they were out on the point.
Lois tried to get comfortable inside her sleeping bag, which smelled of musty storage and of earlier campers, a stale salty sweetness. She curled herself up, with her sweater rolled up under her head for a pillow and her flashlight inside her sleeping bag so it wouldn't roll away. The muscles of her sore arms were making small pings, like rubber bands breaking.
Beside her Lucy was rustling around. Lois could see the glimmering oval of her white face.
"I've got a rock poking into my back," said Lucy.
"So do I," said Lois. "You want to go into the tent?" She herself didn't, but it was right to ask.
"No," said Lucy. She subsided into her sleeping bag. After a moment she said, "It would be nice not to go back."
"To camp?" said Lois.
"To Chicago," said Lucy. "I hate it there."
"What about your boyfriend?" said Lois. Lucy didn't answer. She was either asleep or pretending to be.
There was a moon, and a movement of the trees. In the sky there were stars, layers of stars that went down and down. Kip said that when the stars were bright like that instead of hazy it meant bad weather later on. Out on the lake there were two loons, calling to each other in their insane, mournful voices. At the time it did not sound like grief. It was just background.
The lake in the morning was flat calm. They skimmed along over the glassy surface, leaving V-shaped trails behind them; it felt like flying. As the sun rose higher it got hot, almost too hot. There were stable flies in the canoes, landing on a bare arm or leg for a quick sting. Lois hoped for wind.
They stopped for lunch at the next of the named campsites, Lookout Point. It was called this because, although the site itself was down near the water on a flat shelf of rock, there was a sheer cliff nearby and a trail that led up to the top. The top was the lookout, although what you were supposed to see from there was not clear. Kip said it was just a view.
Lois and Lucy decided to make the climb anyway. They didn't want to hang around waiting for lunch. It wasn't their turn to cook, though they hadn't avoided much by not doing it, because cooking lunch was no big deal, it was just unwrapping the cheese and getting out the bread and peanut butter, but Pat and Kip always had to do their woodsy act and boil up a billy tin for their own tea.
They told Kip where they were going. You had to tell Kip where you were going, even if it was only a little way into the woods to get dry twigs for kindling. You could never go anywhere without a buddy.
"Sure," said Kip, who was crouching over the fire, feeding driftwood into it. "Fifteen minutes to lunch."
"Where are they off to?" said Pat. She was bringing their billy tin of water from the lake.
"Lookout," said Kip.
"Be careful," said Pat. She said it as an afterthought, because it was what she always said.
"They're old hands," Kip said.
Lois looks at her watch: it's ten to twelve, she is the watch-minder; Lucy is careless of rime. They walk up the path, which is dry earth and rocks, big rounded pinky-gray boulders or split-open ones with jagged edges. Spindly balsam and spruce trees grow to either side, the lake is blue fragments to the left. The sun is right overhead; there are no shadows anywhere. The heat comes up at them as well as down. The forest is dry and crackly.
It isn't far, but it's a steep climb and they're sweating when they reach the top. They wipe their faces with their bare arms, sit gingerly down on a scorching-hot rock, five feet from the edge but too close for Lois. It's a lookout all right, a sheer drop to the lake and a long view over the water, back the way they've come. It's amazing to Lois that they've traveled so far, over all that water, with nothing to propel them but their own arms. It makes her feel strong. There are all kinds of things she is capable of doing.
"It would be quite a dive off here," says Lucy.
"You'd have to be nuts," says Lois.
"Why?" says Lucy. "It's really deep. It goes straight down." She stands up and takes a step nearer the edge. Lois gets a stab in her midriff, the kind she gets when a car goes too fast over a bump. "Don't," she says.
"Don't what?" says Lucy, glancing around at her mischievously. She knows how Lois feels about heights. But she turns back. "I really have to pee," she says.
"You have toilet paper?" says Lois, who is never without it. She digs in her shorts pocket.
"Thanks," says Lucy.
They are both adept at peeing in the woods: doing it fast so the mosqui​toes don't get you, the underwear pulled up between the knees, the squat with the feet apart so you don't wet your legs, facing downhill. The exposed feeling of your bum, as if someone is looking at you from behind. The etiquette when you're with someone else is not to look. Lois stands up and starts to walk back down the path, to be out of sight.
"Wait for me?" says Lucy.
Lois climbed down, over and around the boulders, until she could not see Lucy; she waited. She could hear the voices of the others, talking and laughing, down near the shore. One voice was yelling, "Ants! Ants!" Someone must have sat on an ant hill. Off to the side, in the woods, a raven was croaking, a hoarse single note.
She looked at her watch: it was noon. This is when she heard the shout.
She has gone over and over it in her mind since, so many times that the first, real shout has been obliterated, like a footprint trampled by other footprints. But she is sure (she is almost positive, she is nearly certain) that it was not a shout of fear. Not a scream. More like a cry of surprise, cut off too soon. Short like a dog's bark.
"Lucy?" Lois said. Then she called "Lucy!" By now she was clambering back up, over the stones of the path. Lucy was not up there. Or she was not in sight.
“Stop fooling around,” Lois said. “It’s lunchtime.” But Lucy did not rise from
behind a rock or step out, smiling, from behind a tree. The sunlight was all around; the rocks looked white. "This isn't funny!" Lois said, and it wasn't, panic was rising in her, the panic of a small child who does not know where the bigger ones are hidden. She could hear her own heart. She looked quickly around; she lay down on the ground and looked over the edge of the cliff. It made her feel cold. There was nothing.
She went back down the path, shambling; she was breathing too quickly; she was too frightened to cry. She felt terrible — guilty and dismayed, as if she had done something very bad, by mistake. Something that could never be repaired. "Lucy's gone," she told Kip.
Kip looked up from her fire, annoyed. The water in the billy can was boiling. "What do you mean, gone?" she said. "Where did she go?"
"I don't know," said Lois. "She's just gone."
No one had heard the shout, but then, no one had heard Lois calling, either. They had been talking among themselves, by the water.
Kip and Pat went up to the lookout and searched and called, and blew their whistles. Nothing answered.
Then they came back down, and Lois had to tell exactly what had happened. The other girls all sat in a circle and listened to her. Nobody said anything. They all looked frightened, especially Pat and Kip. They were the leaders. You did not just lose a camper like this, for no reason at all.
"Why did you leave her alone?" said Kip.
"I was just down the path," said Lois. "I told you. She had to go to the bathroom." She did not say pee in front of people older than herself.
Kip looked disgusted.
"Maybe she just walked off into the woods and got turned around," said one of the girls.
"Maybe she's doing it on purpose," said another.
Nobody believed either of these theories.
They took the canoes and searched around the base of the cliff, and peered down into the water. But there had been no sound of falling rock; there had been no splash. There was no clue, nothing at all. Lucy had simply vanished.
That was the end of the canoe trip. It took them the same two days to go back that it had taken coming in, even though they were short a paddler. They did not sing.
After that, the police went in a motorboat, with dogs; they were the Mounties and the dogs were German shepherds, trained to follow trails in the woods. But it had rained since, and they could find nothing.
Lois is sitting in Cappie's office. Her face is bloated with crying, she's seen that in the mirror. By now she feels numbed; she feels as if she has drowned. She can't stay here. It has been too much of a shock. Tomorrow her parents are coming to take her away. Several of the other girls who were on the canoe trip are also being collected. The others will have to stay, because their parents are in Europe, or cannot be reached.
Cappie is grim. They’ve trued to hush it up, but of course everyone in camp knows. Soon the papers will know too. You can't keep it quiet, but what can be said? What can be said that makes any sense? "Girl vanishes in broad daylight, without a trace." It can't be believed. Other things, worse things, will be suspected. .Negligence, at the very least. But they have always taken such care. Bad luck will gather around Camp Manitou like a fog; parents will avoid it, in favor of other, luckier places. Lois can see Cappie thinking all of this, even through her numbness. It's what anyone would think.
Lois sits on the hard wooden chair in Cappie's office, beside the old wooden desk, over which hangs the thumbtacked bulletin board of normal camp routine, and gazes at Cappie through her puffy eyelids. Cappie is now smiling what is supposed to be a reassuring smile. Her manner is too casual: she's after something. Lois has seen this look on Cappie's face when she's been sniffing out contraband chocolate bars, hunting down those rumored to have snuck out of their cabins at night.
"Tell me again," says Cappie, "from the beginning." 
Lois has told her story so many times by now, to Pat and Kip, to Cappie, to the police, that she knows it word for word. She knows it, but she no longer believes it. It has become a story. "I told you," she says. "She wanted to go to the bathroom. I gave her my toilet paper. I went down the path, I waited for her. I heard this kind of shout..."
"Yes," says Cappie, smiling confidingly, "but before that. What did you say to each other?"
Lois thinks. Nobody has asked her this before. "She said you could dive off there. She said it went straight down." "And what did you say?" "I said you'd have to be nuts."
"Were you mad at Lucy?" says Cappie, in an encouraging voice. 
"No," says Lois. "Why would I be mad at Lucy? I wasn't ever mad at Lucy." She feels like crying again. The times when she has in fact been mad at Lucy have been erased already. Lucy was always perfect.
"Sometimes we're angry when we don't know we're angry," says Cap-pie, as if to herself. "Sometimes we get really mad and we don't even know it. Sometimes we might do a thing without meaning to, or without knowing what will happen. We lose our tempers."
Lois is only thirteen, but it doesn't take her long to figure out that Cappie is not including herself in any of this. By we she means Lois. She is accusing Lois of pushing Lucy off the cliff. The unfairness of this hits her like a slap. "I didn't!" she says.
"Didn't what?" says Cappie softly. "Didn't what, Lois?" 
Lois does the worst thing. She begins to cry. Cappie gives her a look like a pounce. She's got what she wanted.
Later, when she was grown up, Lois was able to understand what this interview had been about. She could see Cappie's desperation, her need for a story, a real story with a reason in it; anything but the senseless vacancy Lucy had left for her to deal with. She wanted Lois to supply the reason, to be the reason. It wasn’t even for the newspapers or the parents, because could never make such an accusation without proof. It was for herself: something to explain the loss of Camp Manitou and of all she had worked for, the years of entertaining spoiled children and buttering up parents and making a fool of herself with feathers stuck in her hair. Camp Manitou was in fact lost. It did not survive.
Lois worked all this out, twenty years later. But it was far too late. It was too late even ten minutes afterwards, when she'd left Cappie's office and was walking slowly back to her cabin to pack. Lucy's clothes were still there, folded on the shelves, as if waiting. She felt the other girls in the cabin watching her with speculation in their eyes. Could she have done it? She must have done it. For the rest of her life, she has caught people watching her in this way.
Maybe they weren't thinking this. Maybe they were merely sorry for her. But she felt she had been tried and sentenced, and this is what has stayed with her: the knowledge that she had been singled out, condemned for something that was not her fault.
Lois sits in the living room of her apartment, drinking a cup of tea. Through the knee-to-ceiling window she has a wide view of Lake Ontario, with its skin of wrinkled blue-gray light, and of the willows of Centre Island shaken by a wind, which is silent at this distance, and on this side of the glass. When there isn't too much pollution she can see the far shore, the foreign shore; though today it is obscured.
Possibly she could go out, go downstairs, do some shopping; there isn't much in the refrigerator. The boys say she doesn't get out enough. But she isn't hungry, and moving, stirring from this space, is increasingly an effort.
She can hardly remember, now, having her two boys in the hospital, nursing them as babies; she can hardly remember getting married, or what Rob looked like. Even at the time she never felt she was paying full attention. She was tired a lot, as if she was living not one life but two: her own, and another, shadowy life that hovered around her and would not let itself be realized — the life of what would have happened if Lucy had not stepped sideways, and disappeared from time.
She would never go up north, to Rob's family cottage or to any place with wild lakes and wild trees and the calls of loons. She would never go anywhere near. Still, it was as if she was always listening for another voice, the voice of a person who should have been there but was not. An echo.
While Rob was alive, while the boys were growing up, she could pretend she didn't hear it, this empty space in sound. But now there is nothing much left to distract her.
She turns away from the window and looks at her pictures. There is the pinkish island, in the lake, with the intertwisted trees. It's the same landscape they paddled through, that distant summer. She's seen travelogues of this country, aerial photographs; it looks different from above, bigger, more hopeless: lake after lake, random blue puddles in dark green bush, the trees like bristles.
How could you ever find anything there, once it was lost? Maybe if they cut it all down, drained it all away, they might find Lucy's bones, some time, wherever they are hidden. A few bones, some buttons, the buckle from her shorts.

But a dead person is a body; a body occupies space, it exists somewhere. You can see it; you put it in a box and bury it in the ground, and then it's in a box in the ground. But Lucy is not in a box, or in the ground. Because she is nowhere definite, she could be anywhere.
And these paintings are not landscape paintings. Because there aren't any landscapes up there, not in the old, tidy European sense, with a gentle hill, a curving river, a cottage, a mountain in the background, a golden evening sky. Instead there's a tangle, a receding maze, in which you can become lost almost as soon as you step off the path. There are no backgrounds in any of these paintings, no vistas; only a great deal of foreground that goes back and back, endlessly, involving you in its twists and turns of tree and branch and rock. No matter how far back in you go, there will be more. And the trees themselves are hardly trees; they are currents of energy, charged with violent color.
Who knows how many trees there were on the cliff just before Lucy disappeared? Who counted? Maybe there was one more, afterwards.
Lois sits in her chair and does not move. Her hand with the cup is raised halfway to her mouth. She hears something, almost hears it: a shout of recognition, or of joy.
She looks at the paintings, she looks into them. Every one of them is a picture of Lucy. You can't see her exactly, but she's there, in behind the pink stone island or the one behind that. In the picture of the cliff she is hidden by the clutch of fallen rocks toward the bottom, in the one of the river shore she is crouching beneath the overturned canoe. In the yellow autumn woods she's behind the tree that cannot be seen because of the other trees, over beside the blue sliver of pond; but if you walked into the picture and found the tree, it would be the wrong one, because the right one would be further on.
Everyone has to be somewhere, and this is where Lucy is. She is in Lois's apartment, in the holes that open inwards on the wall, not like windows but like doors. She is here. She is entirely alive.

(1990)
SUPPLEMENT
GLOSSARY OF STYLISTIC DEVICES AND EXPRESSIVE MEANS

“Figures of speech” have traditionally been classified into two types in the study of rhetoric – tropes and  figures, the phrase which appears on the title page of the 1773 book, A System of Rhetoric, where its author,  John Stirling attempted to define each trope in rhyme.  In general,  a trope is a device that involves meaning, and a figure one that involves expression, but the terms are not always distinguished.

In the following discussion of the tropes, the dictionary definition is given first. This is followed by an example taken from different literary sourses. Then, for some tropes, follows a couplet from John Stirling’s A System of Rhetoric (1733) that attempts to define each trope in rhyme.

ACCENT (L. accentus).  Rhythmically significant stress on certain syllables of a verse, usually at approximately regular intervals; the beat of poetic rhythm.

ALEXANDRINE (L. Alexandrinus). A verse of 12 syllables (13 when with feminine rhyme), consisting regularly of 6 iambics. The term is derived from the fact that certain 12th- and 13th-century poems on Alexander the Great were written in this metre.  

E.g.: A music lent new gladness to the morning air. (Thomson) 

ALLEGORY (Gr. allegoria “description of one thing under the name of another”) A story which teaches a lesson because the people and places in it stand for other ideas. This is the veiled presentation of the meaning metaphorically implied. In an allegory a series of actions are symbolic while the characters are often types or personifications.

E.g. Fables in which animal portray human beings; E. Spenser’s Faaerie Queene, which has thingly veiled political and religious significance;  John Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress, a religious allegory.

ALLITERATION (L.  ad  ‘to’  +  lit(t)era  ‘letter’): a phonetic stylistic device; a repetition of the same consonant at the beginning of the neighbouring words.

E.g. “Five miles meandering witth a mazy motion …” Beowulf.

ALLUSION  (L.  alludere   ‘to allude’) : a hint at something, presumably known to the reader, frequently from literature or mythology.  

E.g.: “ ‘No, ‘he said wistfully, ‘I suppose not. It’s time to dress.’

To dress – to dine, and if to dine, to sleep – to sleep, to dream. And then what dreams might come!”  (Galsworthy)

AMBIGUITY  (L. ambigere ‘to wander about’): accidental or deliberate expression of the idea whereby two or more meanings may be understood.

E.g.:

Golden lads and girls all must.

As chimney-sweepers, come to dust.

(Shakespeare, Cymbeline)

AMPHIBRACH  (Gr.  amphibrachys   ‘short at both ends’):  a metrical foot of three syllables accented on the middle one. ( x / x ) See: foot
E.g.:

The waters are flashing,

The white hail is dashing,

The lightnings are glancing,

The hoar-spray is dancing –

Away!

(Shelley)

ANACHRONISM  (Gr. ana  ‘back’  +  chronos  ‘time’): the mistaken mention of an object, person or situation, etc., at a time impossible for that object, person or situation to have existed; an error in chronology by which events are misplaced in order.

E.g.: The reference to the striking clock in Shakespeare’s  Julius Caesar.
Anachronism can be also used for humorous effect.  E.g.: in M. Twain’s A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur’s Court.
ANADIPLOSIS  (Gr. ‘doubling’): a repetition of the last word or any prominent word in a sentence or clause, at the beginning of the next, with an adjunct idea.

E.g.:  “We were… talking about how bad we were -  bad from a medical point of view I mean, of course.” (Jerome K.Jerome)

ANAPAEST  (Gr.  anapaistos  ‘reversed’): a metrical foot of three syllables with the first two unaccented, the last accented. ( x x / ) See: foot
E.g.:

When the web that we weave is complete,

And the shuttle exchanged for the sword…   

(Byron)

ANAPHORA  (Gr.  anaphora   ‘carrying back’):  the repetition of words or phrases at the beginning of successive clauses, sentences or lines.

E.g.:

…  to see the minutes how they run,

How many make the hour full complete;

How many hours bring about the day;

How many  days will finish up the year;

How many  years a mortal man may live.

(Shakespeare, Henry VI,  Part 3)

ANASTROPHE (Gr. Anastrephein “to turn up or back”): a kind of inversion; purposeful placing of some word at  the beginning of a sentence with a view of heightening its effect.

E. g.: 

Him the Almighty Power

Hurled headlong flaming from the ethereal sky.

 (Milton)
ANTICLIMAX  (Gr.  anti  ‘against’ + klimax ‘ladder’): a  slackening of tension in a sentence or longer piece of writing wherein the ideas fall off in dignity, or become less important at the close.

E.g.:  “The woman who could face the very devil himself – or a mouse – loses her grip and goes all to pieces in front of a flash of lightning.” (M. Twain)

ANTITHESIS (Gr.): lexico-syntactical SD, an opposition or contrast of ideas, expressed by using words which are  the opposites of, or strongly contrasted with, each other.

E.g. “ He must increase, but  I must  decrease”, “in newness  of spirit, not in the oldness of the letter.
ANTONOMASIA ( Gr. ‘naming instead’): lexical SD.

1. A figure of speech close to metonymy, which substitutes an epithet, or descriptive phrase, or official title for a proper name.  

E.g. “The Conqueror of Waterloo” for Wellington.

2. The use of the proper name to express a general idea.

E.g. “He is the Napoleon of crime.”  (Conan Doile)

ANTONYM  (Gr. anti  ‘against’  +  onoma  ‘name’): a word of contrary meaning to another.  Sometimes antonyms serve to express an antithesis.

E.g.: “There were two figures walking in a side path; one was rather short and  stout; the other rather tall and slim. They were Mr. Tupman and Mr. Jingle.” (Ch. Dickens)

APHORISM (Gr.  aphorismos  ‘brief definition’): the pointed, pithy statement of a general truth.

E.g.: “He who loves not his country, can love nothing.” (Byron)

APODIA  (Gr. a  “not” + podos  “foot” ): absence of feet in one of the lines of a poem.

E. g. :

Yet were life a channel, where

Hope lay coffined with Despair;

Yet were truth a sacred lie,

Love were lust.

(Shelley)  
APOKOINU CONSTRUCTION (Gr.): syntactical SD, an asyndetical connection of two clauses where one word has two syntactical functions.

E.g.:“Then sprung from his seat Hagen thus spoke”. (The word Hagen  is the subject of both sentences.)

This construction was widely spread in Old and Middle English. In Modern English it represents a hasty, careless colloquial speech.

E.g.: “Here is a gentleman wants to know you” (Galsworthy). 

APOSIOPESIS ( Gr. aposiopan ‘to be quite silent’)  a rhetorical artifice, in which the speaker comes to a sudden halt, as if unable or unwilling to proceed.

Aposiopesis leaves imperfect Sense;

Yet such a silent Pause speakes Eloquence.

E.g.: 

1. Love made Jove - but we must speak nothing rushly of the gods. 

2. Tristram’s Uncle Toby has just spoken an incomplete sentence,        “My sister, I dare say, does not care to let a man come so near her… .” and the narrative goes on.

APOSTROPHE  (Gr. ‘turning away’)  a figure of speech, by which a speaker or writer suddenly stops in his discourse, and turns to address pointedly some person or thing, either present or absent; an exclamatory address.
Apostrophe for greater Themes or less,

Doth turn aside to make a short Address.

E.g.:  

Men of England, wherefore plough

For the lords who lay ye low? 

(Shelley)

ASSONANCE  ((L. assonare ‘to respond’) a phonetic stylistic device;  repeating a vowel sound, often in  the middle of words, in poetry.

E.g.: pale/brave

ASYNDETON  (Gr.)    syntactical SD, the deliberate avoidance of conjunctions.

E.g.:      

No warmth – no cheerfulness, no healful ease,

No comfortable feel in any member;

No shade, no shine, no butterflies, no beers,

No fruits, no flowers, no leaves, no birds,

November!                                                 
 (Th.Hood)

BALLAD  STANZA: the typical stanza of the English popular ballads printed usually as a four-line stanza with unrhymed first and third lines of four accents each and rhymed second and fourth lines of three accents each.

E.g.:  
Now Robin Hood is to Nottingham gone,

With a link a down and a down,

And there he met with a proud sheriff,

Was walking along the town.

          (Robin Hood Rescuing the Widow’s Three Sons)

BARBARISM  (L. barbarus  ‘strange’, ‘foreign’): a word or expression borrowed from another language and recorded in the vocabulary stock of the language that has borrowed it.

E.g.: French words  amour propre (self-esteem),  chic (stylish), chagrin (vexation), bon mot (witticism), entre nous (confidentially), belles lettres (fiction).  The stylistic function of barbarisms is to add to atmosphere and character a peculiar flavour.

E.g.: “As to Mr.  Bosinney – she maintained that he was very  chic.”

                                                                                        (Galsworthy)

BARD (Celt. “singer”): a professional singer or poet, as among the ancient Celts, whose occupation was to compose and sing verses in honor of heroes and their deeds. Hence, any poet in figurative meaning, as “the bard of Avon) for Shakespeare.

BATHOS   (Gr.  ‘depth’): a stylistic figure closely akin to anticlimax, the difference lying in the fact of it being a descent from the grand or elevated to the ludicrous.

BLANK VERSE     (Fr.  blanc  ‘white’)  any verses, especially  iambic pentameters, that do not rhyme.  Used by Marlow, Shakespeare, Milton and many other poets, this is the most characteristic English form.

E.g.: 
O good old man! how well in thee appears

The constant service of the antique world.
 (Shakespeare)

CAESURE (L. caesura “division”, “stop”): a rhythmic break about the middle of the verse; it usually coincides with a sense pause. ( I )
E. g.:  
I shot an arrow   I  into the air,

It fell to earth     I I knew not where;

For so switly it flew,   I  the sight

Could not follow it     I  in its flight.
 (Longfellow)
CARICATURE  (It. caricatura  ‘funny distorted picture’)

CARTOON  (It. cartone  ‘pasteboard’)  a way of drawing or writing which makes the special features of a person or group stronger, so that they ridiculous.  
E. g.:  Dickens often resorts to caricature while picturing his villains.

CHIASMUS, OR ANTIMETABOLE  (Gr. chiasmos  ‘cross arrangement’, a syntactical figure in which the order of words in one of two parallel clauses is inverted in the other.

Antimetabole  puts chang’d Words again

By Contraries: as the Example will explain:

A Poem is a speaking Picture; a Picture is a mute Poem.

In this figure two or more words are repeated in reverse order, for example,

Ah my dear God! Though I am clean forgot,

Let me not love thee, if I love thee not.
 ( G. Herbert)


CHORIAMB (Gr. choreios “trochee” + iambos  “iambus”): a foot of four syllables, the first and last stressed, and the others unstressed, that is a trochee and iambus united.


E. g.: Day after day, flight after flight  go forth. (Crabbe) 
CLICHÉ   (Fr.): a stereotyped expression, a trite phrase that has lost precise meaning through iteration.


Here are examples of newspaper cliches: ‘fishing in troubled waters’, ‘to wrap in fog’, ‘to sow the seeds of doubt’, ‘ducks and drakes’, ‘to have clean hands’.

CLIMAX  (Gr.  klimax ‘ladder’)

1. The highest point of an action in a story; culmination preceding the denouement (see  crisis).

2. Lexico-syntactical SD.  Series arranged in order of increasing importance, the last term in such a series.

A Climax by gradation still ascends,

Until the Sense with finish’d Period ends.

E. g.: It was a mistake… a blunder… lunacy…. (W. Deeping)

COLLOQUIALISM  (L. colloquiun  ‘conversation’), the use of informal expressions appropriate to everyday speech rather than to the formality of writing, and differing in pronunciation, vocabulary, or grammar.  An example is  Kipling’s ballad beginning

When ‘Omer smote ‘is bloomin’ lyre

He’d ‘eard men sing by land and sea;

An’ what he thought ‘e might require,

‘E went an’ took – the same as me!


COMMON MEASURE  or CIMMON METRE, a form of verse quatrain (also called the ‘hymnal stanza) often used in hymns.  Like the  ballad metre, its first and third  lines have four stresses and its second and fourth have three; but it tends to be more regularly iambic, and it more often rhymes not only the second and fourth lines ( a b c b ) but the first and third too (a b a b ).  A variant form is  LONG MEASURE or LONG METRE, in which all four lines have four stresses, and in which the rhyme scheme  a a b b  is sometimes also used.   

CONNOTATION  (L.connotatio   ‘additional meaning’), the suggestive significance of a word apart from its recognizes meaning; an implication,  an association.

E.g. the word soldier may connote ideas of bravery, war, parades, etc.

COUPLET (Fr.)  two successive lines of verse alike in number of syllables and accents that rhyme.

E.  g.: 
So Castlereagh has cut his throat! The worst

Of this is, that his own was not the first.
(Byron)

CRISIS,  the most important part of a play, when the action takes an important turn and the feelings of the audience are strongest.

DACTYL  (Gr.  dactylos  ‘finger’), a metrical foot of three syllables, with the first one accented. ( / x x ) See: foot

E.g.:  Lovers of Lordship and troublers of states.  (Spenser)

DETACHMENT (Fr.  detacher  ‘to separate’)

1. A syntactic stylistic figure consisting in separating a secondary part of a sentence with the aim of emphasizing it.  
E. g.:  
“She told him of Johnsy’s fancy, and how she feared she would, indeed, light and fragile as a leaf herself, float away, when her slight hold upon the world grew weaker.”  (O. Henry)

2. A manner of narration in which the author stands aloof from and is unaffected by the events and characters he portrays.

DICTION ,  POETIC DICTION  (L. dictio  ‘saying’), a specific English term denoting the choice of words, the mode of expression in poetry.

DIMETER  (Gr.), verse of two measures, with two accents.  

E.g. amphibrachic dimeter:
Hurrah, for the masses    x  / x  II  x / x

The lawyers are asses.    x / x   II  x / x

The law is illegal,           x / x   II  x / x

The Commons are regal….   x / x   II  x / x

                                               (Popular Chartist song)


DISLOCATION  (L. dis  ‘away’  + locare ‘to place’): a syntactic stylistic figure; the displacing of words or clauses, the violation of the rule of the  proximity having a comical effect as its  result.


E.g.: “Erected to the memory of John Smith who was shot as a mark of affection by his brother.”


DOGGEREL: a comic or burlesque verse, low in style, often irregular in measure, trivial or undignified.


ELEGY (Gr. elegos “mournful poem”):

1. A poem of subjective character, sometimes reflective, but more often a lament, especially of unrequited love.

2. A song of lamentation for the dead. The term elegy is now most commonly used in this latter sense in English literature. E. g.: Th. Gray’s Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard; Shelley’s Adonais;  Tennyson’s In Memoriam.

 ELISION  ( L.  elidere ‘to strike out’)  leaving out a vowel or a syllable, or running two vowels together, to make the correct metre in a line or verse.

E. g. :  
The dream of home, the dream of home,

Steals  o’er the heart, too soon to fleet.
(Th. Moore)

ELLIPSIS  (Gr.  elleipsis  ‘defect’) a syntactic stylistic figure, leaving out words which give the full sense.
  E.g.: “In wit (he was) a man: (in) simplicity (he was) a child.” (A. Pope)

EMPHASIS  (Gr.  ‘significance’): selective stress given to one or more words to attract attention to their special importance, emotional or logical, when they are to be intensified or contrasted.

END-RHYME: the occurrence of rhyme at the end of lines of verses; there are three main kinds of end-rhyme:  masculine, feminine and triple.
END-STOPPED VERSE: form of poetry in which a distinct grammatical construction, usually marked by punctuation, ends with the line.

E.g.:   
Our hands are met, but not our heart;

Our hands will never met again.

Friends, if we have ever been,

Friends, we cannot now remain:

I only know I loved you once,

I only know I loved in vain.
(Th. Hood)

ENGLISH (or SHAKESPEAREAN) sonnet (It. Sonetto): a poem of 14 verses in iambic pentameter, divided by rhyme-scheme into 3 quatrains and a couplet, the latter often being epigrammatic or climatic in character. The rhyme pattern of the English sonnet is:  a b a b, c d cc d, e f e f, g g.

E. g.:
Sonnet 10:

For shame! Deny that thou bear’st love to any,

Who for thyself art so unprovident.

Grant, if thou wilt, thou art belov’d of many,

But  that thou none lov’st is most evident;

For thou art so possess’d with murderous hate,

That ‘gainst thyself thou stick’st not to conspire,

Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate,

Which to repair should be thy chief desire.

O, change thy thought, that I may change my mind!

Shall hate be fairer lodg’d than gentle love?

Be, as thy presence is, gracious and kind,

Or to thyself, at least, kind-hearted prove:

Make thee another self, for love of me,

That beauty still may live in thine or thee.

 (Shakespeare)
ENJAMBEMENT  (Fr. enjamber  ‘to overstep”,  run-on verse ) running on the sense of one line of poetry to the next:

E.g.: 
1. 
I have lived long enough.  My way of

life

Is fall’n into the sear, the yellow leaf    
  (Shakespeare, Macbeth)

2.

My soul is dark – Oh! Quickly string

The harp I yet can brook to hear;

And let thy gentle fingers fling

Its melting murmurs o’er  mine ear.
(Byron)

3. Edward Lear practiced syllabic enjambment in his nonsense verse, dividing whole words:

When he walks in his waterproof white,

The children run after him so!

Calling out, “He’s come out in his night-

Gown, this crazy old Englishman, oh!”
ENVOY: a final short stanza of a poem, usually explanatory or commentatory; specifically, a short stanza appended to a ballade and some other metrical forms.

EPISTROPHE  (Gr. epi  “over’   +  strepho  “I address’): a phonetic stylistic device; the repetition of sounds or words in successive clauses or sentences at the end of relatively completed fragments of speech.

E.g.: 
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,

As of someone gently rapping, rapping  at my chamber door.
 “’Tis some visitor,” I muttered, “tapping  at my chamber door –
                                      Only this, and nothing more.”
………………………………………………………………………..

“Let me see, then, what threat is, and this mystery explore – 

Let my heart be still a moment, and this mystery explore;

                                      ‘Tis the wind, and nothing more!”

(E.A. Poe)
EPITHET  (Gr.  epitheton  ‘addition’)  a lexical stylistic device,  a word or phrase expressing some quality of a person, thing, idea or phenomenon; it serves to emphasize a certain property or feature.


Epithet is of special significance in different kinds of poetry, each epoc and each genre having its own stock of traditional epithets, sometimes called fixed. Examples of the latter are numerous in popular ballads (green wood, merry men, lady gay, true love, yellow hair, etc.).  The choice of epithets is one of the primary characteristics of a poet’s style. 

 E.  g.: 
        
The quarrel of the sparrows in the eaves,

The full round moon and the star-laden sky,
And the loud song of the ever-singing leaves,
Has hid away  earth’s old and weary cry.        
 (W.B. Yeats)

EUPHEMISM  (Gr.  euphemeo  “I speak politely’)  a figure of speech in which  an inoffensive word or expression is substituted for an unpleasant; a way of describing an offensive thing by an inoffensive expression.

E.g.: “He is the comfort of my life, and he is the image of – of him that is gone  (is dead).” (Thackery)

“He has the sun very strong in his eyes (is drunk).” (Dickens)

EUPHONY  (Gr.  eu ‘well’  + phone ‘sound’ )  a phonetic stylistic device;  an effective combination of sounds capable of producing a certain artistic impression.  Alongside of onomatopoeia, alliteration  and  assonance euphony is a kind of sound instrumentation, in which the meaning of a word,  or rather the general mood of the verse or prose passage is supported by a sound image.  

E. g.: 
In notes with many a winding bout

Of linked sweetness long drawn out,

With wanton heed and giddy cunning

The melting voice through mazes running…
(Milton)

EXCLAMATION  (L.  exclamare  ‘to cry out’)  a syntactic stylistic device; a group of words used interjectionally to express some sudden emotion.  An emphatic or vehement speech or sentence, an outcry.

E.g.:  My father’s spirit in arms!  All is not well.  (Shakespeare, Hamlet)

EYE-RHYME: two or more words that, according to orthography, suggest normal rhyme, but do not actually fulfill its requirements as pronounced.

E.g.:  
Sweet is the juniper, but sharp his bough;

Sweet is the firbloom but his branches  rough…
FALLING RHYTHM : (also called ’descending rhythm’), a rhythmical effect often found in metrical verse in which the unstressed syllables are perceived as being attached to the preceding stressed syllables rather than to those following.   In the terms of classical prosody, lines composed of dactyls or trochees may be marked by falling rhythm, although this is not inevitable.  Falling rhythm is less common in English verse than its opposite, rising rhythm. 

FEMININE RHYME; agreement in sound of the last two syllables in which the first syllables are accented.
E.g.:
I’m attired quite out of all reason.
My hair is done up in a cue:

In short, sir. “the belle of the  season”
Is wasting an hour upon you.
(Bret Harte)

 FIGURE (or FIGURE OF SPEECH), an expression that departs from the accepted literal sense or from the normal order of words, or in which an emphasis is produced by patterns of sound.   Such FIGURATIVE LANGUAGE is an important resource of poetry, although not every poem will use it; it is also constantly present in all other kinds of speech and writing, even though it usually passes unnoticed.  The ancient theory of rhetoric named and categorized dozens of figures, drawing a rough and often disputed distinction between those (known as tropes or figures of thought) that extend the meaning of words, and those  that merely affect their order or their impact upon the audience (known as figures of speech, schemes, or rhetorical figures).  The most important  tropes are metaphor, simile, metonymy, synecdoche, personification, and irony; other include hyperbole (overstatement), litotes (understatement) and periphrasis (circumlocution).  The minor rhetorical figures can emphasize or enliven a point in several different ways: by placing words in contrast with one another (antithesis), by repeating words in various patterns (anadiplosis, anaphora, antistrophe, chiasmus), by changing the order of words (hyperbation), by missing out conjunctions (asyndeton), by changing course or breaking off in mid-sentence (anacoluthon, aposiopesis), or by assuming special models of address (apostrophe) or inquiry (rhetorical question).  A further category of figures, sometimes known as ‘figures of sound’, achieves emphasis by the repetition of sounds, as in alliteration, assonance and consonance. 

FOOT:  a metrical unit of versification; it consists normally of one accented syllable and one or more unaccented syllables, the foot being accordingly disyllabic or trisyllabic.  This is an arrangement of stressed and unstressed syllables, and whether the stressed  or unstressed syllable(s) comes first. It is derived from Latin and Greek verse, which was based upon the length of syllable, not stress, and therefore has never been a really satisfactory way of analysis. However, its terminology is applied to the stress patterns of English verse and has been widely used since the sixteenth century.

Foot                   Pattern of unstressed ( x ) and stressed ( / ) syllables
Iamb(us) (iambic)                             x /

Trochee (trochaic)                            / x

Anapaest (anapaestic)                      x x /

Dactyl (dactylic)                              / x x

Amphibrach (amphibrachic)           x / x

Paeon (paeonic)                              / x x x 

Spondee (spondaic)                        / / 

There are then a number of feet to a line of verse Five feet make up a pentameter  line, and the iambic pentameter – x / x / x / x / x / - is a common line used by Chaucer, Shakespeare, Milton, Pope, Wordsworth and many other poets, 
See:  accent, amphibrach, anapaest, dactyl, iamb(us), measure, metre, metrical pattern, rhyme, trochee,  spondee.

FRAMING:  a kind of repetition in which the opening word is repeated at the end of a sense-group or a sentence (in prose), or at the end  of a line or stanza (in verse).

E.g.: 
“No wonder his father  wanted to know what Bosinney meant, no wonder.”  (Galsworthy)  

Adieu, adieu – I fly, adieu,

I vanish in the heaven’s blue,

Adieu, adieu!
 (Byron)

FREE VERSE:  verse in which the lines can vary in length, with  no strict metre.


GRADATION  (L.gradus  ‘step’):  in this figure of speech a number of ideas are so arranged that each succeeding  one rises above its predecessor in impressiveness or force.

          E.g.: “Little by little, bit by bit, and day by day, and year by year, the baron got the worst of some disputed question.”  (Ch. Dickens) 


GRAPHON:    phonetic expressive means,  graphical fixation of phonetic peculiarities of pronunciation with the ensuing violation of the accepted spelling.

E. g.:  “She mimicked a lisp.  “I don’t  weally know wevver I’m a good girl.” (J.Braine)

HEAD-RHYME:  stringing  together lines biginning with the same sound, or syllable, or even word.

E.g.: 
He the strongest of all mortals,

He the mightiest among many,

For his very strength he loved him,

For his strength allied to goodness.
(Longfellow)

HEROIC COUPLET  a pair of lines in iambic pentametre  that rhyme.

HEXAMETRE  (Gr.  hex  ‘six’  + metron ‘measure’)   a verse of six feet, which in the typical form consists of five dactyls and a trochee or spondee.  Hexametre is the Greek and Latin heroic metre.  

E.  g.: 
Ye who believe in affection that hopes and endures and is patient,

Ye who believe in the beauty and strength of a woman’s devotion,

List to the mournful tradition, still sung by the pines of the forest…

                                               (Longfellow)

HYPERBOLE  (Gr. hyperbole   ‘excess’),  lexical stylistic  device, exaggerated or extravagant statement, used to express strong feeling or produce a strong impression, and not intended to be understood literally.

Hyperbole soars high, or creeps too low;

Exceeds the Truth, Things wonderful to show.

E. g.:  “The Victories of Love are more than the Sands of the Sea, Hairs of the Head, Drops of Rain, Stars of the Sky, Leaves of the Trees, Motes in the Sun, Pellets of Hail, Drops of Dew, Hybla’s Bees, the Birds of the Air, the Fishes of the Sea, Flowers of the Spring, Apples of Autumn, Summer’s Flies, Summer’s Ants, Blades of Grass, Ears of Corn, Boughs of the Forest, etc. (J. Pool). 

HYPHENATION  graphical stylistic means, the changed type of spelling which is used to indicate the additional stress on the emphasized word or part of the word.

E. g.: “…I ref-use his money altogezzer.” (Ch. Dickens)

IAMBIC: a metrical form in which each foot consists of an unstressed syllable followed by a stressed one. ( x / )

E. g.:
I never saw a man who looked

With such a wistful eye

Upon that little tent of blue

Which prisoners call the sky….
 (O. Wilde) 

IDIOM    (Gr.  idioma   ‘peculiar expression’, ‘phrase’), an expression peculiar only to one language, the meaning of which as a whole cannot be derived from the meaning of the elements and which does not admit of literal translation.

E. g.: “Then he remembered how odious he had always said the elderly were to spoke the wheels of youth. “ (Galsworthy) 

IMAGERY  (Fr. image ); broadly defined, any sensory detail or evocation in a literary work; more narrowly, the use of figurative language to evoke a feeling, to call to mind an idea, or to describe an object.

INTERNAL RHYME:  the repetition of sounds in accented syllables within a verse, just before the caesure, and at the end of the verse.

E.g.: 
The sun came up upon the left’

Out of the sea came he;

And he shone bright and on the right
Went down into the sea.
    (Coleridge)

IRONY  (Gr. eironeia  ‘dissimulation’): lexical stylistic device.  The intended meaning is the opposite of that expressed by the words used; usually taking the form of sarcasm or ridicule in which laudatory expressions are used to imply condenmation or contempt.

An  Irony, dissembling with an Air,

Thinks otherwise than what the Words declare.

E.g.: Love is weak, forsooth! and every thing overcomes it; yes, indeed. (J. Pool)

INVERSION : syntactical stylistic device. which deals with the displacement of the predicate (which is the case  of complete inversion)   or with the displacement of secondary members of the sentence (which is the case of partial inversion) and their shift into the front, opening position in the sentence.

E. g.: 
Gay and merry was the time; and right gay and merry were at least four of the numerous hearts that were gladdened by its coming. (Ch. Dickens)

KENNING : a metaphorical phrase or word having a conventional meaning in poetic diction commonly used in Anglo-Saxon.

E.g.: ring-giver for king;  word-board for vocabulary, cavern-warder  for monster (in Beowulf)

LITOTES   (Gr.  litos  ‘plain’, ‘simple’): ironical understatement, especially expressing an affirmative by the negative of its contrary, e.g.  not small  for great.

Litotes does more Sense than Words include,

And often by two Negatives hath stood.

E.g.: Love overcometh no small things. (J. Pool)

MALAPROPISM: a confused, comically inaccurate use of a long word or words.  The term comes from the character Mrs. Malaprop (after a French mal a propos, ‘inappropriately’) in Sheridan’s play  The Rivals (1775): her bungled attempts at learned speech include a reference to another character as ‘the very pine-apple of politeness’, instead of  ‘pinnacle’.

MASCULINE RHYME: the commonest kind of rhyme, between single stressed syllables (e.g. delay/stay) at the ends of verse lines.  In contrast with feminine rhyme, which adds further unstressed syllables after the rhyming stressed syllables, masculine rhyme matches only the final syllable with its equivalent in the paired line.

E.g.: 
And all the rest forget,

But one remembers yet.
(Christina Rossetti)

MAXIM, a short and memorable statement of a general principle; thus an aphorism, expecially one that imparts advice or guidance.  Behjamin Franklin included several celebrated examples in his Poor Richard’s Almanack (1733-58), including the maxim “Three may keep a secret, if two of them are dead.”

MEASURE, an older word for METRE.  The term is also used to refer to any metrical unit such as a foot or a line.

METAPHOR  (Gr.  metaphora  ‘transference’):  lexical stylistic device, a name or descriptive term is transferred to some object different from, but analogous to, that to which it is properly applicable.

A metaphor, in place of proper Words,

Resemblance puts; and Dress to Speech affords.

By its structure a metaphor can be simple, e.g.:

Wherefore, bees of England, forge

Many a weapon, chain and scourge,

That these stingless drones may spoil

The forced produce of your toil?   
(Shelly)

or sustained, e.g.: 

“In November a cold, unseen stranger, whom the doctors  called Pneumonia, stalked about the colony, touching one here and one there with icy fingers.” (O. Henry)

METONYMY  (Gr.  metonymia  ‘changing of name’):  lexical stylistic device, the use of one word for another that it suggests, as the effect for the cause, the cause for the effect, the sign for the thing signified, the container for the thing contained; the instrument for the action, etc.

A Metonymy does new Names impose,

And Things for Things by near Relation shows.

E.g.: Both Heaven and Earth know the power of love. (J. Pool)

METRE      (Gr. metron  ‘measure’): formal rhythm in lines of verse.  The verse line is divided into feet which contain different rhythms and stresses.  The commonest English metre is the  iambic pentametre, with five iambs or iambic feet.

METRICAL PATTERN: the description of a poem in terms of its prevailing distribution of accents, the length of its verses, its rhyme-scheme, and its division into stanzas.

E. g.:  1   She walks in beauty, like the night         (a)
           2   Of cloudless climes and starry skies;     (b)

           3   And all that’s best of dark and bright     (a)

           4   Met in her aspect and her eyes;               (b)

           5   Thus mellow’d to that tender light          (a)

           6    Which heaven to gaudy day denies.       (b)

                 x /  I  x /  I  x /  I  x /

                 x /  I  x /  I  x /  I  x /

                 x /  I  x /  I  x /  I  x /

                 / x  I  x /  I  x x  I x /

                 x /  I  x x  I  x /  I x /

                 x /  I  x /   I  x /  I  x /

The metrical pattern of these verses may be described as a sestet in iambic tetrameter (a verse consisting of four syllables)  rhymed alternately.

MONORHYME (Gr.  monos  ‘single’  + rhyme): a verse or poetical composition in which all the lines end in the same rhyme. An example of monorhyme can be found in one of the poems by Lewis Carrol included in his book Through the Looking-Glass.
E.g.:   
…I weep, for it reminds me so

Of that old man I used to know –

Whose look was mild, whose speech was slow,

Whose hair was whiter than the snow,

Whose face was very like a crow,

With eyes, like cinders, all aglow,

Who seemed distracted with his woe,

Who rocked his body to and fro,

And muttered mumblingly and low,

As if his mouth were full of dough,

Who snorted like a buffalo –

That summer evening long ago

A-sitting on a gate.

MULTIPLICATION: graphical expressive means, the changed type of spelling which is used to indicate the additional stress on the emphasized word or part of the word.

E.g.: ‘laaaarge’,  ‘rrrruin’.

NEOLOGISM   (Gr.  neos  ‘new’  +  logos  ‘word’):  a new-coined word or phrase, or new use of  a word, e.g.  sputnik, baby-moon, summit conference, motel  etc.  Some authors apply this term to the so-called nonce-words, i.e.  words, coined for one occasion. 
 E.g.:  “What a face for wrappers!  Sort of Mona Lisa-ish!”  (Galsowrthy)

OCTOMETER  (L. octo ‘eight’  + metre): a verse containing eight feet.

E.g.: 
Comrades, leave me her a little, while as yet ‘tis early morn,

Leave me here, and when you want me sound upon the bugle horn.

                            (Tennyson)

OCTAVE: a stanza of eight lines.

ONOMATOPOEIA  (Gr.  onomatopoiia  ‘word-making’):  a phonetic stylistic device, the formation of a name or word by an imitation of the sound associated with the thing or action: buzz, cuckoo, bang, hiss.

Onomatopeia coins a Word from Sound,

By which alone the Meaning may be found.

English and American authors often resort to onomatopoeia, e.g.: “And now there came the chock-chock of wooden hammers!” (Mansfield)

OTTAVA RIMA  (It. ottavo  ‘the eighth’,  rima  ‘rhyme’).  A  stanza of eight lines with three rhymes,  the first six lines rhyming alternately and the last two forming a couplet; thus,  a b a b a b c c 
  E.g.: Byron’s  Don Juan.  

OXYMORON   (Gr.  oxys  ‘sharp’  +   moros  ‘foolish’):  the joining together of apparent contradictions, e.g.: faith unfaithful kept him falsely true (J. Pool)

In  Oxymoron  Contradictions meet;

And jarring Epithets and Subjects greet.

E.g.: ”Who can express the great littleness, and little Greatness; the childish manliness, and manly Childishness of that blind  God?” (J. Pool)

PARADOX   (Gr.  para ‘irregular’, ‘wrong’ + doxa  “opinion’): a statement which though it appears to be self-contradictory, nevertheless involves truth or at least an element of truth.

E. g.: ”Wine costs money, blood costs nothing.” (G.B. Shaw)

“I adore political parties.  They are the only place left to us where people don’t talk politics.” (O. Wilde)

PARALLELISM  (Gr.  parallelos   ‘going beside’): a syntactic stylistic device; specific similarity of construction of adjacent word groups equivalent, complementary,  or antithetic in sense, especially for rhetorical effect or rhythm. 
 E.g.: “What we anticipate seldom occurs;  what we least expect generally happens. “ (Disraeli)

PARISON : an even balance in the parts of the sentence.  In a sequence of clauses or phrases like,

A Youth of frolicks, an old Age of Cards,

Fair to no purpose, artful to no end,

Young without Lovers, old without a Friend

the grammatical structure of each pair is identical and balanced, while the lexical words change.  This figure was called parison in traditional rhetoric.  It is a common feature of literary writing, and is now generally called  parallelism.
PARENTHESIS  (Gr.  parentithenai  ‘to put in beside’): an explanatory or qualifying word, clause, or sentence inserted into a passage with which it has not necessarily any grammatical connection.  Usually it is marked off by brackets, dashes, or commas.

Parenthesis is independent Sense,

Closed in a Sentence by this ( ) double Fence.

E.g.: I believe, (nor is my belief vain) that the power of Love is above all things. (J. Pool)  

PENTAMETER  (Gr.  pente  ‘five’  +  metron  ‘measure’ ): a verse of five feet with five accents.
 E.  g.:

I prithee, daughter, do not make me mad:

I will not trouble thee, my child; farewell.
(Shakespeare, King Lear)

PERIPHRASIS   (Gr.  peri ‘all round’  + phrazein  ‘to speak’): lexico-syntactical stylistic device.  That figure of speech which consists in expressing the meaning of a word, phrase, etc., by many or several words instead of by few or one;  a roundabout way of speaking, circumlocution.

Periphrasis of Words doth use a train,

Intending one Thing only to explain.

E.g.: “I understand you are poor, and wish to earn money by nursing the little boy, my son, who has been so prematurely deprived of what can never be replaced” (his mother).  (Ch. Dickens)

PERSONIFICATION  (L.  persona  ‘person’): treating an abstraction or an inanimate object as if it were a person by endowing it with humanlike qualities. 

 E.g.:  “The  sun springs down on the rough and tumbling town.  It runs through the hedges of Goosegog Lane, cuffing the birds to sing.  Spring whips green down Cocle Row, and the shells ring out.  (Dylan Thomas)

Dylan Thomas in Under Milk Wood personifies the sunrise and likens it to an energetic person.

PLEONASM  (Gr.  pleonasmos  ‘redundancy’): an over-fullness of words in speaking or writing;  the use of more words than are necessary to express the bare idea, either as a fault of style or as a device purposely used for special force or claerness.

E.g.:  
Doolittle:  I’ll tell you, Govenor, if you’ll only let me get a word in.  I’m willing to tell you.  I’m wanting to tell you.  I’m waiting to tell you.  (G.B.Shaw)

POEM   (Gr.   poiein  ‘to compose’):

1. A short metrical piece of writing inspired by deep feeling and the desire to communicate an experience.

2. A composition in verse, either in blank verse or rhymed, characterized by imagination and poetic diction.

POLYSYNDETON  (Gr.  poly  ‘many’  + syndetos  ‘connected’): syntactical stylistic device, repetition of conjunctions in close succession, as of one connecting homogeneous parts, or clauses, or sentences; opposed to asyndeton (see).

E.g.: 
And in the sky the stars are met,

And  on the wave a deeper blue,

And  on the leaf a browner hue,

And in the heaven that clear obscure…
(Byron)

PROSODY  (Gr.prosoidia  ‘tone or accent of a syllable’): the science of versification; the subject  which deals with principles and methods of versification, esp. with syllable quantities, their ordering and accents; more widely, the systematic study of metrical structure, including varieties of poetic feet and metres, rhymes and rhyming patterns, types of stanzas and strophes.

PUN or PARONOMASIA  (It. puntiglio  ‘fine point’): lexical stylistic device;  the use of a word in such a way as to suggest two or more meanings, or the use of two or more words of the same or nearly the same sound with different meanings.

Paranomasia to the Sense alludes,

When Words but little vary’d it includes.

E.g.:The example of pun can be found in Hilaire Belloc’s epigram On His Books:

When I am dead, I hope it may be said:

“His sins were scarlet, but his books were read”.
  Here the pun is based on two homophones, read and red.
PURISM  (L. purus  ‘pure’): a tendency to purify the literary language from abundant foreign elements, or from vulgarisms.

PYRRHIC  FOOT  (Gr. pyrrhichios):  a metrical foot consisting of two unaccented syllables, which lost one or more of the accents because it includes an unaccented form word or unaccented syllables of a polysyllabic word. 

E.g.: the third foot in the second line of the following:

Stay, my charmer, can you leave me?

Cruel, cruel to deceive me!
 (R. Burns)

QUATRAIN  (L. quatuor   ‘four’): a stanza or poem of four lines related in thought and usually in rhyme-scheme (most commonly four iambic pentameters, rhyming (a b a b).

REFRAIN  (Fr.): a phrase, verse or  stanza repeated at various points in a poem, frequently at the end of each stanza or of another division of a poetic composition.

E.g.: in Burns’ poem My Heart’s in the Highlands the following stanza serves as refrain:

My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here,

My heart’s in the Highlands, a-chasing the deer,

Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe,

My heart’s in the Highlands wherever I go.

REPETITION  (L. repetitio): syntactical stylistic device, a reiteration of the same word or phrase with the view of expressiveness.

E.g.: the beginning of Bleak House by Dickens:

“Fog everywhere.  Fog up the river, where it flows among green aits and meadows;  fog down the river, where it rolls defiled among the tiers of shipping, and the waterside pollutions of a great (and dirty) city.  Fog on the Essex marshes, fog on the Kentish heights.  Fog creeping into the cabooses of collier-brigs; fog lying out on the yards, and hovering in the rigging of great ships; fog drooping on the gun-wales of barges and small boats.”

RHETORICAL QUESTION: a question asked for the sake of persuasive effect rather than as a genuine request for information, the speaker implying that the answer is too obvious to require a reply, as in Milton’s line:

For what can war but endless war still breed?

RHYTHM  (Gr. rhythmos): a term applied to both verse and prose.  When applied to verse it refers to the measured alteration of accented and unaccented syllables; when applied to prose it refers to the measured flow of words and phrases.

RHYME: the correspondence of terminal sounds in two or more poetic lines.  Rhyme may sometimes occur in the middle of  the line or at the head of it.

RHYME-SCHEME  (Gr. schema  ‘shape’): the pattern of repeated sounds in poetry.  It is commonly represented by substitution of successive letters of the alphabet for each new rhyming sound.

E.g.:
It is the hour when from the boughs

The nightingale’s high note is heard;

It is the hour when lovers’ vows

Seem sweet in every whisper’d  word;

And gentle winds. and waters near,

Make music to the lonely ear.
    (Byron)

Here the rhyming-scheme is  a b a b c c. 

     RIME RICHE (reem reesh): a kind of rhyme (also called ‘identical rhyme’) in which the rhyming elements include matching consonants before the stressed vowel sounds.  Often this means the rhyming of two words with the same sound and sometimes the same spelling but different meanings, e.g. seen/scene.  The term is also covers word-endings where the consonant preceding the vowel sound is the same: compare/despair.  An even more excessive kind of rhyme is rime tres riche, in which not only the preceding consonant but also the vowel sound before that remains the same: allowed/aloud.  Usually avoided in English, rimes riches are found far more often in French verse.

      RISING RHYTHM: a rhythmic effect often found in metrical verse in which the unstressed syllables are perceived as being linked with the succeeding stressed syllables rather than with those preceding them.  In terms of classical prosody, lines composed of  iambs  or anapaests may show this rising rhythm, although this is not inevitable.  Rising rhythm in English verse is far more common than its opposite, falling rhythm.

        RULE OF PROXIMITY  (L.  proximus  ‘the nearest’): a rule which demands that qualifying words and phrases should be placed as near to the words and phrases which are qualified; the correct place for qualifying words is immediately before or after the words which they qualify.

          The rule being not observed, we face the so-called dislocation.

          SARCASM  (Gr. sarkazein  ‘to sneer’): bitter, caustic taunt correspondingly worded, expressing contempt on occasion of some offence or shortcoming.  Sarcasm is related to irony but differs from the latter by the absence of transferred or hidden meaning; besides, sarcasm is always cutting while irony may be sometimes gentle.

          E.g.:   
Resplendent sight!  Behold the coxcomb Czar,

The Autocrat of waltzes and of war!…

With no objection to true Liberty

Except that it would make the nation free.
(Byron)

          SESTET (It. Sestetto, from  sesto  “the sixth”): the last six lines of a sonnet which point out more definitely the idea expressed in the preceding octave of the sonnet.
          SIMILE (or SIMILITUDO)   (L.  similis   ‘like’):   an imaginative

 comparison of one thing with another, especially as an ornament in poetry or rhetoric. 

          E.g.: “And there was a pink cloud  like a watchful cherub floating above their  heads .”(Mansfield)

           Similes may vary from a short, simple comparison, as in Milton’s description of Lucifer in  Paradise Lost (Book I, lines 589-91):
…he above the rest

In shape and gesture proudly eminent

Stood  like a Tow’r
to long, ‘extended similes’, which were a particular feature of epic poetry from Homer onwards.  

             A simile is an explicit comparison of one thing to another, most often linked by like or as, sometimes by as when, and so .

             E.g.:  Milk-churns stand at Coronation Corner  like short silver policemen.   The town ripples like a lake in the waking breeze.  Night in the four-ale, quiet  as  a domino…. (Dylan Thomas,  Under Milk Wood)       

             SONNET (It. Sonetto ): a poem of 14 verses confined to a single theme and closely connected metrically by an interlocking scheme. The lines of a sonnet are grouped either into a octave and a sestet, or into three quatrains and a couplet. Also see: English (Shakespearean) sonnet. 

             SPENSERIAN STANZA, an English poetic stanza of nine iambic lines, the first eight being pentameters while the ninth is a longer line known either as an iambic hexameter or as an alexandrine.  The rhyme scheme is   

 a b a b b c b c c.  The stanza is named after Edmund Spenser, who invented it – probably on the basis of the ottava rima stanza – for his long allegorical romance  The Faerie Queene (1590-1596).

              SPONDEE: a metrical unit (foot) consisting of two stressed syllables.  Spondees occur regularly in several Greek and Latin metres, and as substitutes for other feet, as in the dactylic hexameter; but in English the spondee is an occasional device of metrical variation.  The normal alternation of stressed and unstressed syllables in English speech makes it virtually impossible to compose a complete line of true spondees.

              E.g.:  
I saw thee weep – the  bright tear

Came o’er that eye of blue…
(Byron)

              STANZA   (It.): a group of verse lines forming a section of a poem and sharing the same structure as all or some of the other sections of the same poem, in terms of the lengths of its lines, its metre, and usually its rhyme scheme.  In printed poems,  stanzas are separated by spaces.  Stanzas are often loosely referred to as ‘verses’, but this usage causes serious confusion and is best avoided, since a verse is, strictly speaking, a single line.  The term is most often applied to groups of four lines or more, the four line quatrain being by far the most common, in the ballad metre and various other forms.  Among the longer and more complex kinds of stanza used in English are the Burns stanza, ottava rima, rhyme royal, and the  Spenserian stanza; but there are many others with no special names.

             STYLE (L. stilus  ‘a style, an iron pin for writing’):
 1. The distinctive manner of the expression of thought peculiar to an author.  Thus style me be terse or diffuse, pithy or pointless; obscure or perspicuous; explicit or vague; simple or rhetorical; light or ponderous, etc.

 2. Characteristics of the writing or diction or artistic expression proper to a school or period.  E.g.: Byronic  style.

            SYMBOL, in the simplest sense, anything that stands for or represents  something else beyond it – usually an idea conventionally associated with it.  Objects like flags and crosses can function symbolically; and words are also symbols.  In the semiotics of C.S. Peirce, the term denotes a kind of sign that has no natural or resembling connection with its referent, only a conventional one: this is the case with words.  In literary usage, however, a symbol is a specially evocative kind of image; that is, a word or phrase referring to a concrete object, scene, or action which also has some further significance associated with it: roses, mountains, birds, and voyages have all been used as common literary symbols.  

            It is therefore usually too simple to say that a literary symbol ‘stands for’ some idea as if it were just a convenient substitute for a fixed meaning; it is usual a substantial image in its own right, around which further significances may gather according to differing interpretations.

           SYNECDOCHE  (Gr.), a common figure of speech ( or trope) by which something is referred to indirectly, either by naming only some part or constituent of it (e.g. ‘hands’ for manual labourers) or – less often – by naming some more comprehensive entity of which it is a part (e.g. ‘the law’ for a police officer).  Usually regarded as a special kind of metonymy, synecdoche occurs frequently in political journalism (e.g. ‘Moscow’ for the Soviet  government) and sports commentary (e.g. ‘Liverpool’ for one of that city’s football teams), but also has literary uses like Dickens’s habitual play with bodily parts: the character of Mrs Merdle in Little Dorrit is referred to as ‘the Bosom’.

             SYNONYM   (Gr. synonymos  ‘synonymous’): one or more words or phrases having the same or nearly the same essential meaning, but suitable for different contexts.

             E.g.: “The   men snub the boys and order them about; the caremen snub the sweepers; the artisans snub the uskilled labourers; the foremen drive and bully both the labourers and the artisans; the assitant  engineers find fault with the foremen; the chief engineers drop on assistants.”  (G.B. Shaw)

           SYNONYMICAL REPETITION : the repetition of the same notion by means of different synonyms, especially typical of epic poems.

           E.g.: 
Should you ask me, whence these stories,

Whence these legends  and  traditions….
 (Longfellow)

          TAUTOLOGY  (Gr.  tauto ‘the same’  + logos  ‘word’):a needless repetition of the meaning in other words.
  E.g.: “Audible to the ear”,  “They all unanimously agreed to go”.

           TRIPLET  (L.  triplus   ‘three fold’): a stanza of three rhymed verses.

           TRITE METAPHOR: a metaphor that has lost its expressiveness as a result of long usage.

          E.g.: “And there  smouldered in the silent, positive Victorine a fierce resentment”.   (Galsworthy)

           TROCHEE  (Gr. trochaios  ‘running foot’): a metrical foot of two syllables accented on the first.

           E.g.: 
Wealth I ask not, hope nor love,

Nor a friend to know me;

All I seek, the heaven above

And the road below me.
  (Stevenson)

          UNDERSTATEMENT:  literally, a statement which deliberately errs on the side of moderation, which does not represent with completeness all the aspects of a case.  As a stylistic device understatement means representing things as less, or less strongly, than may be done truthfully, and is in this respect akin to litotes.  Understatement is considered by many as an essential attribute of English humor.

          E.g.: “Alice …. had read several nice little stories about children who had got burnt, and eaten up by wild beasts, and other unpleasant things, all because they  would not remember the simple rules their friends had taught  them, such as, that a red-hot poker will burn you if you hold it too long; and that if you cut your finger very deeply with a knife, it usually bleeds; and she had never forgotten that, if you drink too much from a bottle marked ‘poison’, it is almost certain to disagree with you sooner or later.”   (Lewis Carroll,  Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland)

          VERSE: 
1.poetry, as distinct from prose.  The term is usually more neutral than poetry, indicating that the technical requirements of rhythm and metre are present, while poetic merit may or may not be.  It is almost always 

reserved for metrical compositions, the looser non-metrical category of free verse being the special case.

2. a line of poetry; or, in common usage, a stanza, especially of a hymn or song.  Strictly, the term should refer to a line rather than a stanza, although the battle to retain this distinction seems to have a line of poetry; or, in common usage, a stanza, especially of a been lost.  Even so, to avoid confusion it is preferable to call a line a line and a stanza a stanza.

   VERSIFICATION: the techniques, principles, and practice of composing verse, especially in its technical aspects of metre, rhyme, and stanza form; or the conversion of a prose passage or work into metrical verse form. 

           VOCABULARY: the whole stock of words at command in a literary composition, or of a writer.

           VULGARISM  (L. vulgus  ‘common people’): a coarse phrase or expression, or an irregular grammar form used only in colloqual, especially in unrefined or low speech.  Vulgarisms are used to emphasize the coarseness and lack of education of certain characters.

           E.g.:  “Your bloody money,’ he said.”  (Hemingway)

          ZEUGMA   (Gr.  ‘yoke’): use of a word in the same grammatical relation to two adjacent words in the context, one metaphorical and the other literal in sense.

          E.g.:  “And the boys took their places and their books.” (Dickens)
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