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ПРЕДИСЛОВИЕ

Учебно-методическое пособие «Методы стилистического анализа и интерпретация текста» предназначено для студентов третьего – пятого курсов, обучающихся по специальности «Иностранный язык» в высших учебных заведениях. Оно может использоваться для спецкурсов и спецсеминаров по стилистическому анализу художественного текста и как дополнительный материал для практических занятий по аналитическому чтению.

Основная цель данного пособия – научить студентов, изучающих английский язык, как можно полнее воспринимать богатую и разнообразную информацию, заключенную в художественном тексте, выделять средства передачи этой информации и давать их последовательное описание и глубокий анализ. Дополнительная задача – способствовать более глубокому изучению английского языка. Пособие представляет собой попытку соединения западных и отечественных литературоведческих подходов к интерпретации художественного текста.
Только умение видеть цель применения языковых средств дает возможность глубже понять содержание художественного произведения, в котором форма языкового выражения играет важную роль. Многие читатели, наслаждаясь совершенством формы художественного произведения, не в состоянии определить, что именно создает это чувство эстетического наслаждения. Наблюдение над характером использования различных стилистических приемов и языковых средств позволяет глубоко проникнуть в замысел автора и, более того, постепенно приучает читателя 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 состоит из трех глав, двух понятийных словарей и приложения. В главе I представлены разнообразные критические подходы к анализу и интерпретации художественных текстов, изложенные в A Handbook of Critical Approaches to Literature (New York: Oxford University Press, 1999). Основная часть подходов широко распространена в западном литературоведении и мало известна в отечественном. Знакомство с данным теоретическим материалом, а также с образцами его практического применения при анализе литературных произведений способствует расширению кругозора студентов. Аутентичный англоязычный материал сопровождается заданиями, разработанными авторами-составителями. 

Глава II, базирующаяся на материале пособия В.Б.Сосновской «Аналитическое чтение» (М.: «Высшая школа», 1974), представляет собой систематизированное изложение основных положений теории литературы, которые сопровождаются текстами произведений английских и американских авторов, разнообразных по своим стилистическим особенностям. Развитая система упражнений направляет и систематизирует работу над текстом. 
Глава III дает возможность студентам освоить метод сравнительного анализа на примере рассказов, аналогичных по тематике, но принадлежащих перу разных авторов и отличающихся по художественным средствам. 
Учебное пособие содержит словарь терминов и понятий и словарь литературных жанров, которые призваны расширить литературоведческую компетенцию студентов. 
В приложении дан примерный план анализа художественного произведения, который может быть видоизменен в зависимости от художественных особенностей текста; список наиболее употребительных слов и выражений, которые следует использовать при письменном и устном анализе текста. В приложении сделана подборка текстов для групповой работы, которая рассматривается авторами пособия как необходимый этап при выработке навыков анализа и интерпретации текста. Групповая работа может быть организована как в режиме самостоятельной работы, так и в режиме консультативной помощи преподавателя с последующей презентацией анализа текста на аудиторном занятии. Данные тексты могут быть использованы по усмотрению преподавателя для организации индивидуальной работы студентов.
Вместе взятые, главы пособия представляют собой оригинальное толкование современных подходов к анализу художественного текста и способствуют постепенному развитию навыков его интерпретации. В зависимости от условий работы преподаватели, использующие данное учебное пособие, могут вносить свои коррективы, варьируя содержание и составляя дополнительные задания.

CHAPTER I

The richness of great literature merits correspondingly rich responses – responses that may be reasoned as well as felt. Such responses come best when the reader appreciates a great work from as many perspectives as it legitimately opens itself to. We should recall the words of T.S. Eliot, "Criticism is as inevitable as breathing, and that we should be none the worse for articulating what passes in our minds when we read a book and feel an emotion about it." 

Theoretical material presented in this chapter deals with different types of criticism coexisting in the contemporary Western scholarship which have been thoroughly studied in A Handbook of Critical Approaches to Literature (New York: Oxford University Press, 1999). 

In order to illustrate the way these approaches can be applied for text analysis the poem by Andrew Marvell To His Coy Mistress was chosen and analyzed. To make the perception of this piece of poetry complete additional information about the poet was taken from The Concise Oxford Companion to English Literature, ed. by M. Drabble and J. Stringer (Oxford-New York: Oxford University Press, 1996) and The Oxford Illustrated History of English Literature, ed. by P. Rogers (Oxford-New York: Oxford University Press, 1990)

Literary critics often make their judgments on the literary texts according to their assumptions based on different critical approaches and theories. In some approaches the work of art frequently appears to be of secondary importance, something that merely illustrated background. Such an approach often (many would say inevitably) led to the study of literature as essentially biography, history, or some other branch of learning, rather than as art. A story about a professor of English in a prestigious American university was told to ridicule such type of criticism that once dominated the study of literature and this story was received in good humor by all the enlightened teachers of literature. The professor entered the classroom one day and announced that the poem under consideration for that hour was to be Andrew Marvell’s To His Coy Mistress (this poem will be discussed further from the perspectives of major approaches to illustrate the process of their application). He then proceeded for the next fifty minutes to discuss Marvell’s politics, religion, and career. He described Marvell’s character, mentioned that he was respected by friend and foe alike, and speculated on whether he was married. At this point the bell rang, signaling the end of the class. The professor closed his sheaf of notes, looked up, smiling, and concluded, "Damn’ fine poem, men. Damn’ fine."

The opposite to this approach was a serious mistake, that of ignoring any information not in the work itself, however helpful or necessary it might be, made by some of the twentieth-century followers of New Criticism. The New Critics insisted that scholars concentrate on the work itself, on the text and learn the literary work per se (that is, as a separate unity divorced from extrinsic considerations). They maintained that literature had an intrinsic worth, that it was not just one of the means of transmitting biography and history. Now the controversy between two opposing factions has lessened and the rationale of the New Criticism seems to have put into clearer focus what a poem or play or piece of fiction is trying to do. Fortunately, the most astute critics have espoused a more eclectic approach and have fused a variety of techniques. They have certainly insisted on treating literature as literature, but they have not ruled out the possibility of further aesthetic illumination from traditional quarters.

In any event, while we may grant the basic position that literature is primarily art, it must be affirmed also that art does not exist in a vacuum. It is a creation by someone at some time in history, and it is intended to speak to other human beings about some idea or issue that has human relevance. Any work of art for that matter will always be more meaningful to knowledgeable people than to uninformed ones. It is surely dangerous to assume that a work of art must always be judged or looked at or taught as if it were disembodied from all experience except the strictly aesthetic. This chapter deals with some widely divergent interpretive approaches to literature but traditional methods retain their validity.

TASK: Study the information about Andrew Marvell, the English poet of the 17th century. It will help you in the discussion of the poem To His Coy Mistress which is used below to illustrate the process of application of major critical approaches.

Andrew Marvell (1621-1678) was famed in his days as patriot, satirist, and foe to tyranny. He is, first, a Renaissance poet, heir to a tradition going back to Virgil and Horace, Cicero and Plato, a tradition of involvement with the state in ethical and political terms. For him, as also for Milton, or Sidney, or Spenser, the poet has a responsible role in society, to encourage and celebrate ‘well doing’. He also follows Donne in blending lyricism with wit and paradox. But, while inheriting and revitalizing a tradition, he heralds a new age. With his satire he sums up the ability of 17th century literature to find fresh forms for new experiences.

In 1650 he wrote An Horatian Ode upon Cromwell’s Return from Ireland, perhaps the greatest political poem in English. The name of Marvell is associated with the group of Metaphysical Poets, the founder of which is considered to be John Donne. The label is misleading since none of the members of the group is seriously interested in metaphysics. The features their work is generally taken to display are sustained dialectic, paradox, novelty, incongruity, ‘muscular’ rhythms, giving the effect of a ‘speaking voice’, and the use of ‘conceits’, or comparisons in which tenor and vehicle can be related only by ingenious pseudo-logic. 

Among contemporaries A. Marvell was virtually unknown as a lyric poet. It was not until the First World War, with Grierson’s Metaphysical Lyrics and T.S. Eliot’s Andrew Marvell that the modern high estimation of his poetry began to prevail. Marvell’s oblique, ironic, and finally enigmatic way of treating what are often quite conventional poetic materials (as in The Nymph Complaining for the Death of her Faun or To His Coy Mistress) has especially intrigued the modern mind. According ot T.S. Eliot metaphysical poets, Andrew Marvell being one of them, had the advantage of writing at a time when thought and feeling were closely fused, before the ‘dissociation of sensibility’ set in about the time of Milton. The virtues of difficulty and tough newness were felt ot relate metaphysical poets to the modernists – Pound, Yeats, and Eliot himself.
Oliver Cromwell (1599-1658), soldier, politician, general, and from 1653 to 1658 Lord Protector, was the subject of innumerable contemporary pamphlets, satires, odes, and panegyrics. Marvell’s An Horatian Ode upon Cromwell’s Return from Ireland is a notable expression of balanced admiration for Cromwell’s ‘active star’: "If these the times, then this must be the man." 

Cavaliers, a name given to supporters of Charles I in the Civil War (1642-1649), derived from the Italian for horseman or knight and carrying overtones of courtly gallantry. 

TO HIS COY MISTRESS

Andrew Marvell

Had we but world enough, and time,

This coyness, Lady, were no crime.

We would sit down and think which way

To walk and pass our long love’s day.

Thou by the Indian Ganges’ side

Shouldst rubies find; I by the tide

Of Humber would complain. I would

Love you ten years before the Flood,

And you should, if you please, refuse

Till the conversion of the Jews.

My vegetable love should grow

Vaster than empires, and more slow;

An hundred years should go to praise

Thine eyes and on thy forehead gaze;

Two hundred to adore each breast,

But thirty thousand to the rest;

An age at least to every part,

And the last age should show your heart.

For, Lady, you deserve this state,

Nor would I love at lower rate.

But at my back I always hear

Time’s winged chariot hurrying near;

And younder all before us lie

Deserts of vast eternity.

Thy beauty shall no more be found,

Nor, in thy marble vault, shall sound

My echoing song; then worms shall try

That long preserved virginity,

And your quaint honor turn to dust,

And into ashes all my lust:

The grave’s a fine and private place,

But none, I think, do there embrace.

Now therefore, while your youthful hue

Sits on thy skin like morning dew,

And while thy willing soul transpires

At every pore with instant fires,

Now let us sport us while we may,

And now, like amorous birds of prey,

Rather at once our time devour

Than languish in his slow-chapped power.

Let us roll all our strength and all

Our sweetness up into one ball,

And tear our pleasures with rough strife

Thorough the iron gates of life:

Thus, though we cannot make our sun

Stand still, yet we will make him run.

TASK: Before reading the theoretical material, think about and explain the meaning of such words as common readers, literary criticism and precritical response. Do you see any difference between common reader perception of literary work and intelligent literary criticism?

THE PRECRITICAL RESPONSE

For centuries in western Europe, only the literature of classical antiquity was thought to have efficient merit for systematic study. Well into the nineteenth century, courses in British and American literature were not offered in universities. Yet it was inevitable that literature should one day become a part of the academic curriculum because it could move and interest large number of people, including the most cultivated and enlightened, it had obvious and pronounced didactic uses worthy of intellectual analysis. It "taught" something, so it was a source of "knowledge". In any event, once literature was established in the curriculum, it was subjected to the formal discipline of criticism, which ultimately consisted of taking it apart (and putting it back together again) to see how and why as well as what it was and meant.

A popular opinion has it that because literary critics have so rigorously pursued their studies, many "common readers" (a term that Dr. Samuel Johnson contributed to the lexicon) shy away from the rich and pleasurable insights that balanced, intelligent literary criticism can lead to.

Some professional critics (for example, a generation ago Susan Sontag in Against Interpretation mounted a frontal attack on most kinds of contemporary criticism, which, she maintained, actually usurp the place of a work of art) expressed the negative view of the effects of the criticism and claimed that critical analysis was the desecration of an art form. They stated that interpretation impoverished art and professional critics had been unquestionably harmful. The controversy arose between rational, professional response and subjective, less rational response to literature in the classroom involving appreciation and free association the extreme of which could be relativistic and non-rational. We believe that these options do not necessarily constitute a dilemma.

Our purpose in this chapter is to show that the pre-critical response is not only desirable but indeed essential in the fullest appreciation of literature. In doing so, we do not mean to suggest that analysis or expertise detracts from aesthetic sensitivity any more than we mean to suggest that a precritical response is an unworthy one.

We maintain that knowledge, even of a specialized kind, is not in and of itself a deterrent to the enjoyment of literature. On the contrary such knowledge and the intelligent application of several interpretive techniques can enhance the pleasure that the common reader can derive from a piece of literature. Let us illustrate with an analogy. University students, future business and professional leader decide to take in a film on a Friday evening as a reward for a week of grinding study. They choose a film from eight films which are being shown simultaneously in different auditoriums and disappear into dark halls to thrill to torrid loves scenes, gory detective brutality, wild and crazy comedy, complex psychological drama, and amazing tales of the future. Everything immerses them in a pool of sensation.

Not far away from these avid fans, a smaller group of students are making their way into one of the auditoriums, but they lack none of the other group’s excitement and anticipation. They are members of one of the university’s film classes, they are accompanied by their professor. They are thoroughly informed on the history of moviemaking; they know both classic and contemporary films; they understand the technical operations of the camera and its myriad effects; they are familiar with acting styles, past and present. On the level of sense experience, they are receiving the same impressions as the other group of students. But because of their special knowledge, they comprehend what they are witnessing. Their knowledge does not dim their pleasure; it does not nullify any precritical, amateur response. It may even intensify it; it certainly compliments it. For there is no real opposition of responses here. These more knowledgeable movie-goers do not say to themselves at one point "Now we are feeling", and at another "Now we are knowing". By this stage the knowing is almost as instinctive as the feeling.

We may conclude that the precritical response is not an inferior response to literature. Rather, the precritical response employing primarily the senses and the emotions is an indispensable one if pleasure or delight is the aim of art. Without it the critic might as well be merely proofreading for factual accuracy or correct mechanical form. It may be said to underlie or even to drive the critical response.

Now we shall compare the students’ precritical response to a film with the common reader response to the constituting elements of the literary work to stress their likeness. 

Setting. The students’ precritical response to a film parallels the common reader’s precritical response to literature. Cavalier England in To His Coy Mistress corresponds to the setting of the work of literature. Precritical responses to setting in the works of literature are likely to be numerous and freewheeling. The actual setting of To His Coy Mistress must be inferred (a formal garden? the spacious grounds of a nobleman’s estate? Some Petit Trianon type of apartment?), but romantically connotative settings such as the "Indian Ganges" and the "tide of Humber" are alluded to, as are macabre or mind-boggling places like "marble vaults" and "deserts of vast eternity".

Plot. The students’ uncomplicated view of an individual film equals the reader’s precritical response to the conflict (plot) involving protagonist and antagonist. There are such time-honored plot ingredients as the escape, the chase, the capture, the revenge, enigma and bewilderment. The question may be the principal precritical response elicited by the plot in To His Coy Mistress: will the young Cavalier prevail with his Coy Mistress to make love before they are crushed in the maw of Time?

Character. Precritical reactions to the characters in To His Coy Mistress will no doubt vary with the degree to which the reader subscribes to situation ethics or adheres to a clearly articulated moral code influenced by cultural stereotypes. Strict constructionists will judge the male aggressor a wolf and a woman a tease at best. Libertines will envy the speaker his line. Feminists will deplore the male-chauvinist exploitation that is being attempted. 

Structure. The students’ awareness of the major complications and developments of a film plot and the importance of each to the outcome is akin to the reader’s or viewer’s unconscious sense of plot structure, the relatedness of actions, the gradual buildup in suspense from a situation full of potential to a climax and a resolution. A precritical response to the structure of To His Coy Mistress could certainly involve the recognition of the heightening intensity, stanza by stanza, of the lover’s suit – from the proper and conventional complimentary forms of verbal courting to more serious arguments about the brevity of life and, finally, to the bold and undisguised affirmation that sexual joy is the central goal of the lover’s life.

Style. The acting technique has its counterpart in the verbal style of a literary work. The precritical reader feels it in the urbane diction, learned allusion, and polished couplets of To His Coy Mistress.

Atmosphere. Defined as the mood or feeling that permeates an environment, atmosphere is a further common ingredient in the two parts of our analogy. Several factors combine to create it. To His Coy Mistress, which on the surface seems to have fewer overt atmosphere-producing elements, in fact has a fairly pronounced atmosphere (or atmospheres, since there are shifts). The atmosphere results from the diction and the tone of the speaker employs. The formal honorific "Lady" and its implied politeness create, if not a drawing-room atmosphere, a stylized one where there is romantic badinage, where gallants wax hyperbolic in a formulary way, and where fair maidens drop their eyes demurely or, if hyperbole becomes too warm, tap male wrists with a delicate fan. It is a mannered, controlled, ritualistic atmosphere. But in the second stanza, compliments give way to a professorial lecture as the aggressive male grows impatient with coyness carried too far, hence a dispiriting philosophical discussion about the brevity of life and the nothingness of the afterlife. Finally, in the third stanza, the atmosphere becomes electric and potentially physical as the diction becomes explicitly erotic.

Theme. The often rich and underlying idea of the action is the theme. In a literary work theme may be as obvious as the message in Uncle Tom’ s Cabin that "Slavery is cruel and morally degrading and must go" or the implicit and complex aspect, one that requires very intentional thinking to discern, it is not likely to elicit the precritical response that the more palpable features do. This is not to say that it will not be felt as will Marvell’s speaker’s cavalier defiance of all-conquering Time.

In short, regardless of the extent to which close scrutiny and technical knowledge aid in literary analysis, there is no substitute for an initial personal, appreciative response to the basic ingredients of literature: setting, plot, character, structure, style, atmosphere, and theme. The reader, who manages to proceed without that response sacrifices the spontaneous joy of seeing any art object whole, the wondrous sum of myriad parts.

TEXTUAL SCHOLARSHIP: A PREREQUISITE TO CRITICISM

James Thorpe, author of Principles of Textual Criticism writes that textual criticism has as its ideal the establishment of an authentic text, or the ‘text which the author intended". We frequently assume that the text before us has come down unchanged from its original form. More often than not, the reverse is the case; what we see is the result of painstaking collation of textual variants, interpretation, and emendation or conjecture. One of the most famous textual cases includes Dickens’s two endings for Great Expectations: after seeing the first "unhappy" ending in proof, Dickens wrote another and authorized only it. Later editors have published the first version as having more aesthetic integrity, but Dickens never authorized it.

However, though textual critics must and do make aesthetic judgments, they do so in order to establish by means as scientific as possible an authentic text for the literary critic, who may then proceed to interpret and evaluate. Textual criticism is therefore treated in this book not as a traditional interpretive approach to literature but as an indispensable tool for further meaningful analysis.

Some words on textual problems in Andrew Marvell’s To His Coy Mistress will set the stage for our consideration of the poem. One of these problems is the last word in this couplet:


Now therefore, while the youthful hue

Sits on thy skin like morning dew.

Instead of "dew", the first edition of the poem had "glew", which we now know is a dialectal variant of "glow", although it was earlier thought to be another spelling of "glue", a senseless reading in the context. "Lew" (dialectal "warmth") was also suggested as a possibility. But when someone conjectured "dew", probably in the eighteen century, it was apparently so happy an emendation that virtually all textbooks have long printed it without any explanation. We followed these textbooks in this edition.

Two other words in the poem that must be explained are "transpires" and instant" in this couplet:

And while thy willing soul transpires

At every pore with instant fires.

In each case, the word is much nearer to its Latin original than to its twentieth-century meaning. "Transpires" thus means literally "breathes forth", and "instant" means "now present" and "urgent". Admittedly, this sort of linguistic information borders on the technical, but an appreciation of the meaning of the words is imperative for a full understanding of the poem.

TASK: While reading the theoretical material below arrange it in the form of the chart including information about: 

· the followers/supporters/authors of each approach discussed

· time or period when the approach came into existence

· key words and ideas

· advantages and disadvantages of each approach

NATURE AND SCOPES OF TRADITIONAL APPROACHES

There are two types of traditional critical approaches to literature, the HISTORICAL – BIOGRAPHICAL and the MORAL – PHILOSOPHICAL; each will be defined, discussed, and applied to the poem selected for analysis.

Although the HISTORICAL – BIOGRAPHICAL approach has been evolving over many years, its basic tenets are perhaps most clearly articulated in the writing of the 19th century French critic H.A.Taine, whose phrase race, milieu, et moment, elaborated in his History of English Literature, bespeaks a hereditary and environmental determinism. This approach sees a literary work chiefly, if not exclusively, as a reflection of its author’s life and times or the life and times of the characters of the work.

Many kinds of literary works, even some lyric poems are susceptible to historical-biographical analysis. For instance, we know some facts about Marvell and his times that may help to explain this framework of logical argument as well as the tone and learned allusions that pervade his poem To His Coy Mistress.

First, Marvell was an educated man (Cambridge B.A., 1639), the son of an Anglican priest with Puritan learnings. Because both he and his father had received a classical education, the poet was undoubtedly steeped in classical modes of thought and literature. Moreover, the emphasis on classical logic and polemics in his education was probably kept strong in his mind by his political actions. He was a Puritan, a Parlamentarian, an admirer of Oliver Cromwell, a writer of political satires, and an assistant to John Milton, who was Latin secretary to the government. That it should occur, therefore, to Marvell to have the speaker of the poem plead his suit logically should surprise no one.

This disputation technique is playful and urban, as are the allusions to Greek mythology, courtly love, and the Bible. When the speaker begins his argument, he establishes himself in a particular tradition of love poetry, that of courtly love. It is based on the elevation of the beloved to the status of a virtually unattainable object, one to be idolized, almost like a goddess. This status notwithstanding, she is capable of cruelty, and in the first couplet the speaker accuses her of a crime, the crime of withholding her love from him. Moreover, because she is like a goddess, she is also capricious and whimsical, and the worshiper must humor her by following the conventions of courtly love. He will complain (of her cruelty and his subsequent pain and misery) by the River Humber. He will serve her through praise, adoration, and faithful devotion from the fourth millennium B.C. (the alleged time of Noah’s flood) to the conversion of the Jews to Christianity, an event prophesied to take place just before the end of the world. This bit of humor is calculated to make the lady smile and to put her off her guard against the ulterior motive of the speaker.

However pronounced courtly love may be in the opening portion of the poem (the first part of the argument), by the time the speaker has reached the conclusion, he has stripped the woman of all pretense of modesty or divinity by his accusation that her "willing soul" literary exudes or breathes forth ("transpires") urgent ("instant") passion and by his direct allusion to kinesthetic ecstasy: "sport us", "roll all your strength," "tear our pleasures with rough strife/Thorough the iron gates of life" (the virginal body). All of this is consistent with the speaker who might have been schooled as Marvell himself was.

Many allusions in the poem that have to do with the passage of times show Marvell’s religious and classical background. Two have been mentioned: the Flood and the conversion of the Jews. But there are others that continue to impress the reader with the urgency of speaker’s plea. "Time’s winged chariot" is the traditional metaphor for the vehicle in which the sun, moon, night, and time are represented as pursuing their course. At this point, the speaker is still in the humorous vein, and the image is, despite its serious import, a pleasing one.

The humor grows increasingly sardonic, however, and the images become in the second stanza downright repulsive. Time’s "slow-chapped [slow-jawed] power" alludes to the cannibalism of Kronos, chief of the gods, who, to prevent ever being overthrown by his own children, devoured all of them as they were born except Zeus. Zeus was hidden, later grew up, and ultimately became chief of the gods himself.

The last couplet:

Thus, though we cannot make our sun

Stand still, yet we will make him run,

suggests several sources, both biblical and classical. Joshua commanded the sun to stand still so that he could win a battle against the Amorites. Phaeton took the place of his father, the sun, in a winged chariot and had a wild ride across the sky, culminating in his death. Zeus bade the sun to stand still in order to lengthen his night of love with Alcmene, the last mortal woman he embraced. Here we see the appropriateness of the figures to the theme of the poem. Marvell’s speaker is saying to his mistress that they are human, hence mortal. They do not possess the power of the pagan deities of old to stop time. They must instead cause time to pass quickly by doing what is pleasurable.

In addition to Marvell’s classical and biblical background, further influences on the poem are erotic literature and Metaphysical poetry. Erotic poetry is, broadly speaking, simply love poetry, but it must emphasize the sensual. In To His Coy Mistress this emphasis is evident in the speaker’s suit through the references to his mistress’s breasts and "the rest" of her charms and in the image of the lovers rolled up into "one ball." The poem is metaphysical in its similarities to other seventeenth-century poems that deal with the psychology of love and religion and – to enforce their meaning – employ bizarre, grotesque, shocking, and often obscure figures (the Metaphysical conceit). Such lines as "My vegetable love should grow", the warning that worms may violate the mistress’s virginity and that corpses do not make love, and the allusion to Time’s devouring his offspring all help identify the poem as a product of the 17th century revolt against the saccharine conventions of Elizabethan love poetry.

The MORAL-PHILOSOPHICAL approach is as old as classical Greek and Roman critics. Plato, for example, emphasized moralism and utilitarianism; Horace stressed that literature should be delightful and instructive. The basic position of such critics is that the larger function of literature is to teach morality and to probe philosophical issues. They would interpret literature within a context of the philosophical thought of the period or group. According to this approach Jean-Paul Sartre and Albert Camus can be read profitably only if one understands existentialism.


The enemies of traditional approach to literary analysis have argued that it has tended to be somewhat deficient in imagination, has neglected the newer sciences, such as psychology and anthropology, and has been too content with a commonsense interpretation of material. But it has nevertheless performed one valuable service: in avoiding cultism and faddism, it has preserved scholarly discipline and balance in literary criticism.

Moral-philosophical considerations: an examination of what To His Coy Mistress propounds morally and philosophically reveals the common theme of carpe diem, "seize the day", an attitude of "eat and drink, for tomorrow we shall die." Many of Marvell’s contemporaries treated this idea. This type of poetry naturally exhibits certain fundamental moral attitudes toward the main issue this poem treats – sex. These attitudes reflect an essentially pagan view. They depict sexual intercourse as strictly dalliance ("Now let us sport us while we may"), as solely a means of deriving physical sensations. Although not a Cavalier poet, Marvell is here letting his speaker express a more Cavalier (as opposed to Puritan) idea.

One more aspect of the historical background of the composition of the poem may be helpful in understanding its paradoxically hedonistic and pessimistic stance. The 17th century, it should be remembered, was not only a period of intense religious and political struggle, but a period of revolutionary scientific and philosophical thought. It was the century when Francis Bacon’s inductive method was establishing itself as the most reliable way of arriving at scientific truth; it was the century when the Copernican theory tended to minimize the uniqueness and importance of the earth, hence of man, in the universe; it was the century when Thomas Hobbes’s materialism and degrading view of human nature tended to outrage the orthodox or reflective Christian. Given this kind of intellectual milieu, readers may easily see how the poem might be interpreted as the impassioned utterance of a man who has lost anything resembling a religious or philosophical view of life (excluding, of course, pessimism). The paradox of the poem consists in the question of whether the speaker is honestly reflecting his view of life – pessimism – and advocating sensuality as the only way to make the best of a bad situation or whether he is simply something of a cad – stereotypically male, conceited, and superior, employing eloquence, argument, and soaringly passionate poetry merely as a line, a devious means to a sensual end.
OBJECTIVISM

Speaking about OBJECTIVISM we might begin by asking just what, literally, a work of literature is. There are critics who think of it as a fixed and freestanding object made up of words on a page. It is "freestanding" in that it has no connection, one the one hand, with the author or his or her intention or life or, on the other hand, with the historical or cultural context of the author or the reader. These we might call objectivist critics; they believe that a text is an independent object, free from the subjectivity of author and reader.

Among the objectivist theory are the FORMALISTS. One common formalist conception is that a work is autotelic, that is, complete in itself, written for its own sake, and unified by its form – that which makes it a work of art. Content is less important than form. Literature involves a special kind of language that sets it apart from merely utilitarian writing; the formal strategies that organize and animate that language elevate literature and give it a special, almost religious character.

THE FORMALISTIC APPROACH

The formalistic approach emphasizes the manner of reading literature that was given its special dimensions and emphases by English and American critics in the first two-thirds of the twentieth century. To many students of literature during that era this approach came to be called the New Criticism. A systematic and methodological formalistic approach to literary criticism appeared in the 1930s, the "founding fathers" of it being John Crowe Ransom, Allen Tate, Robert Penn Warren, and Cleanth Brooks. By the 1950s the New Criticism had become the dominant critical system.

The New Critics sought precision and structural tightness in the literary work; they called for an end to a concern by critics and teachers of English with matters outside the work itself – the life of the author, the history of his times, or the social and economic implications of the literary work. In short, they turned the attention of teachers, students, critics, and readers to the essential matter: what the work says and how it says it as inseparable issues. 

The New Critics looked at the individual work of literary art as an organic form. They articulated the concept that in an organic form there is a consistency and an internal vitality that we should look for and appreciate. In doing so, we would appreciate the work to ourselves and make it part of our consciousness in the same way that we might when we study Mahler's Ninth Symphony or Michelangelo's David.

CONSTANTS OF THE FORMALISTIC APPROACH:

SOME KEY CONCEPTS, TERMS AND DEVICES

A. FORM AND ORGANIC FORM

In systems of the past, the word form usually meant what we would call external form. Thus, when we identify a poem with fourteen lines of iambic pentameter, a conventional pattern of rhymes, and a conventional division into two parts as a sonnet, we are defining its external form. But the formalistic critics are only moderately interested in external forms. The process of formalistic analysis is complete only when everything in the work has been accounted for in terms of its overall form. In the formalistic approach, the assumption is that a given literary experience takes a shape proper to itself, or at the least that the shape and the experience are functions of each other.

B. TEXTURE, IMAGE, SYMBOL

As with form and its potential to embody meaning, imagery and metaphor are an integral part of the work, especially in the poem. The New Critics delighted in close analysis of imagery and metaphor, and they laid stress on a careful working out of imagery. The consistency of imagery in a lyric, whether it be a single dominant image throughout the poem or a pattern of multiple but related images, became for some an index to the quality of a given poem. Such consistency of imagery helps to create texture. When an image takes on meaning beyond its objective self, it moves into the realm of symbol. When meaning and value outside the work of literature are the real purpose of the symbol, some formalistic critics may fund fault with the work. 
C. POINT OF VIEW

Point of view, like consistency of imagery, is generally considered a virtue in the work of literature, for it preserves the internal form, the organic quality of the work. Conversely, a nonexistent point of view (i.e. one in which several points of view are not clearly demarcated from each other) flaws the work, for the work then may go in several directions and therefore have no integrity.

The very form of the work is conditioned by the point of view to which the author limits the narrator. Whatever the point of view we encounter (reliable / unreliable narrator; first-person narration; multiple points of view), it has to be recognized as a basic means of control over the area or scope of action, the quality of the fictional world offered to the reader, and even the reactions of the reader. Points of view condition the form of literature, and a formalistic approach must study them for the reader to appreciate the fullness of the work.
D. THE SPEAKER'S VOICE

Failure to note point of view as an aspect of form will result in a misreading or in an inadequate reading of the work. In lyric poetry, for example, tone of voice is analogous to the point of view. Although we do not usually think of a point of view as an aspect of lyric poetry, the fact is that in a lyric there is a speaker – i.e., a first-person situation. This immediately sets a context and a set of circumstances. Possibly there is also a hearer, a second person, so that the hearer also conditions the experience.
E. TENSION, IRONY, PARADOX

This aspect of formalistic criticism might be called tension, the resolution of opposites, often in irony and paradox. The basic terms – tension, irony, paradox – are often nearly indistinguishable, so closely do they work together. C. Hugh Holman and William Harmon summarize tension as "a term introduced by Allen Tate, meaning the integral unity that results from the successful resolution of the conflicts of abstraction and concreteness, of general and particular, of denotation and connotation. Good poetry, Tate asserts, is the "full, organized body of all the extension and intension that we can find in it". Holman and Harmon further note that "this concept has been widely used by the New Critics, particularly of poetry as a pattern of paradox or as a form of irony". 

LIMITATIONS OF THE FORMALISTIC APPROACH

Formalistic approach was criticized for its restriction to a certain kind of literature simply because that kind proved itself especially amenable – lyric poetry generally but especially English poetry of the 17th century and the modernist poetry that stems from Pound and Eliot, and some self-selecting fiction that significantly displays poetic textures. New Critics tended to ignore or undervalue some poetry and other genres that do not easily respond to formalistic approaches. Apparently the problems increase whenever the language of the literary work tends to approach that of the philosopher, or even of the critic himself.

STRUCTURALISM focuses on the text as an independent aesthetic object and also tends to detach literature from history and social and political implications, but (much more than New Criticism) structuralism emphasizes systematic analysis, aspiring to make literary criticism a branch of scientific inquiry. It sees every literary work as a separate "system" and seeks to discover the principles or general laws that govern the interaction of parts within the system. For the sake of diversity we suggest an example of formalistic analysis of another poem, not To His Coy Mistress.

Here is the situation:

The reader is to be presented with a short but complete poem. Its author and its era of composition are unknown. Its language, however, is English; it is not a translation.

Here is the poem:
A slumber did my spirit seal;

I had no human fears;

She seemed a thing that could not feel

The touch of earthly years.

No motion has she now, no force;

She neither hears nor sees;

Rolled round in earth's diurnal course,

With rocks, and stones, and trees.

The poem seems quite simple, easy to grasp and to understand. The speaker – a persona, not necessarily the poet – recalls a frame of mind sometime in the past, when "she" (the female figure) was so active and alive that the speaker (mother? father? lover?) could hardly comprehend any earthly touch to the living female figure. Now, in the present, the speaker tells the reader or listener that the female is dead, but does so by circumlocution, or indirect statement. Only one word, "diurnal," should give even the mildest pause to most readers: it means "daily." Monosyllabic words dominate the poem. The meter is unvarying almost to the point of monotony – alternating soft and strong syllables, usually four of each in the first, third, fifth, and seventh lines; three of each in the other four lines. The rhymes are equally regular and predictable. There is classic restraint and regularity, a tight control. There is also powerful emotional impact.

Whence comes that impact? Largely from the tightly stated irony and paradox of the poem. The speaker has both gotten what he or she desired and not gotten it: the expectations for the female figure have been realized – and incontrovertibly they have been demolished. Initially the speaker was confident in the eternal life of the female figure. What parent nurtures and enjoys a child while thinking thoughts of death rather than life? What lover thinks constantly if at all that the beloved will die, and prematurely at that? Life seems to ensure continued life. This female figure would somehow transcend earthly normalities, would not even age. The speaker was secure (slumbering) in that assumption. So we know from the first stanza.

But there is a huge gap, and at once a leap beyond that gap, between the first and second stanza. Something happened. Somehow the child or woman died. She already has been buried. The "slumber" of line one has become the eternal sleep of death. The "seal" of the "spirit" has become the coffin seal of the body. Even more poignantly, the life of the dynamic person in lines three and four, where sense perceptions of touching and feeling seem to be transmuted into ethereal or angelic dimensions, is now the unfeeling death of one who has no energy, no vitality, no sense of hearing or seeing. She is no more and no less than a rock or a stone or a tree fixed to the earth. The final irony, that paradox, is that the once motion-filled person is still in motion – but not the vital motion of a human person; she now moves daily a huge distance, a full turn of the earth itself, rotating with a motion not her own, but only that of rocks and stones -gravestones – and rooted trees. 

The essential structure, or form, of the poem is the irony that the speaker got precisely what he or she wanted – but hardly in the way anticipated – a structure that at a fairly obvious level contrasts by means of the two stanzas and resolves the paradox by their interaction. A closer look takes the reader beyond this now-evident contrast of two stanzas. The texture of the poem is enriched by the sleep imagery, the sleep of life becoming the sleep of death. The "slumber" of line 1 connotes rest and quiet, even that of a baby or young child. The sibilant sounds of "s" at first suggest that quiet contentment, but they appear throughout the poem, taking on the irony of the second stanza almost like mournful echoes of the first. "Spirit" and "seal" not only continue the sibilant quality but also in retrospect are ambiguous terms, for "spirit" suggests death as well as life, and "seal" suggests not only security but finality: the coffin and the grave. In the third line the word "thing" at first seems to be a noncommital, simply denotative word: perhaps the poet was not even able to think of a better word, and used a filler. But in retrospect the female figure now is indeed a "thing," like a rock or a stone, a mere thing – in truth, dust. Furthermore, "thing" contrasts with its bluntness of sound with the sibilant sounds of so much of the rest of the poem, and anticipates the alternating sounds of the last line, the "s" sounds alternating with the harder sounds of "r" and the consonant clusters "st" and "tr" in "rocks," "stones," and "trees."

Like the reference to sleep, the references to the senses ("feel," "touch") in the first stanza are expanded in the second: motion, or its lack, involves the muscles in kinetics and kinesthesia; hearing and seeing are explicitly mentioned. But in each of the three cases a negative word precedes the sense word – "no," "neither," "nor." Then in line 7, we meet the awesome reality of kinetic motion without kinesthesia. In "Rolled round" we have the forced motion of the inert body. In a striking change of metrics, we realize that the seeming monotony of the alternating soft and hard syllables is broken here by a spondee in place of the dominant iamb, and the spondee in turn is strengthened by the alliterating "r" and the consonance of the "d" at the end of each of the two words, echoed in the initial "d" of "diurnal." 

Once having noticed that pounding spondee, we might in retrospect reconsider the two uses of "no" in line five, for they can be read almost as strongly as the stressed syllables of the line, giving still greater impact to the negative effect of the whole statement. Finally, the contrast between lines 7 and 8 is devastating. If we lift the line totally from its context, we can hear almost an ebullient sound in the seventh line, a glorious sweeping rhythm, aided by the vowels or assonance in the middle several words: "Rolled round in earth's diurnal course." But that sweeping, soaring quality comes up against the finality and slowed pace of the heavily impeded line 8, where the punctuation and the three accented monosyllabic words join to give the impact of three strong chords at the end of the symphony.

We have read a poem. Unless we know from other contexts, we still do not know the name of the author, the nationality, or the era of composition. We do not know who the speaker is, not even the sex of the speaker. We do not know if the poem concerns a real-life situation or a totally fictive one. We do not know whether the author took some similar real-life situation or incident that he or she then adapted and transmuted into a poem. We know only the poem itself, a short piece of richly textured literary art that bears up well under close analysis and resolves its tensions by means of irony and paradox, showing them not only in the contrast between two stanzas but also in seemingly minute details. We have read a poem and have analyzed it by using the formalistic approach to literature.

POST-STRUCTURALISM is the broad term used to designate the several directions of literary criticism that, while depending crucially on the insights of science-based theory, attack the very idea that any kind of certitude can exist about the meaning, understandability, or chargeability of texts. Post-structuralists, disturbed at the optimism of positivist philosophy in suggesting that the world is knowable and explainable, ultimately doubt the possibility of certainties of any kind, and they see language as especially elusive and unfaithful. Much of post-structuralism involves undoing; the best-known variety of post-structuralism, deconstruction, suggests as much in its very name.

DECONSTRUCTION takes the observations of structuralism to their logical conclusion, arguing that the elaborate web of semiotic differentiations created by the principle of difference in language means that no text can ultimately have any stable, definite, or discoverable meaning.

For the deconstructionist, language consists just in black marks on a page that repeat or differ from each other and the reader is the only author, one who can find whatever can be found in, or be made to appear in, those detached, isolated marks. The deconstructionist conception of literature is thus very broad – almost any writing will do. While this may seem "subjective" in that the critical reader has great freedom, it is the object – the black marks on the blank page – that is the sole subject/object of intention/attention.

As practiced by its most famous proponent, the French philosopher Jacques Derrida (b. 1930), deconstruction endeavors to trace the way texts challenge or cancel their explicit meanings and wrestle themselves into stasis or neutrality. The retreat from meaning and denial of clear signification that characterize deconstruction also have affinities with formalism and structuralism, particularly as deconstruction is practiced by American critics. Rather than emphasizing form over content, however, deconstruction tries to deny the possibility of content and places value instead on verbal play as a characteristic outlet of a fertile, adroit, and supple human mind. Like structuralism, it lives almost completely in a self-referential verbal world rather than a world in which texts represent some larger or other reality, but unlike structuralism it denies that the verbal world adds up to anything coherent, consistent, or meaningful in itself.

SUBJECTIVISM

Opposed to objectivism is what might be called SUBJECTIVISM. This loose term can be used to embrace many forms of psychological and self-, subject-, or reader-centered criticism.

PSYCHOLOGICAL CRITICISM: the assumption is that literature is the expression of the author’s psyche, often his or her unconscious, and, like dreams, needs to be interpreted. The idea of enhancement must be understood as a preface to the discussion of a psychological interpretive perspective. Of all critical approaches to literature, this has been one of the most controversial, the most abused, and – for many readers – the least appreciated. Yet, for the difficulties involved in its proper application to interpretive analysis, the psychological approach can be fascinating and rewarding. 

As it was said before, no single approach can exhaust the manifold interpretive possibilities of a worthwhile literary work; each approach has its own peculiar limitations. As we have already discovered, the limitations of the traditional approach lie in its tendency to overlook the structural intricacies of the work. The formalistic approach, on the other hand, often neglects historical and sociological contexts that may provide important insights into the meaning of the work. In turn, the critical limitation of the psychological approach is its aesthetic inadequacy: psychological interpretation can afford many profound clues toward solving a work’s thematic and symbolic mysteries, but it can seldom account for the beautiful symmetry of a well-wrought poem or of a fictional masterpiece.

FREUDIAN CRITICISM

The dominant school is the Freudian, based on the work of Sigmund Freud (1856-1939). The foundation of his contribution to modern psychology is his emphasis on the unconscious aspects of the human psyche. Freud provided convincing evidence, through his many carefully recorded case studies, that most of the human actions are motivated by psychological forces over which people have very limited control. He demonstrated that, like the iceberg, the human mind is structured so that its great weight and density lie beneath the surface (below the level of consciousness). The first Freud’s major premise was that most of the individual’s mental processes are unconscious. The second (which gas been rejected by a great many professional psychologists, including some of Freud’s own disciples – for example, Carl Gustav Jung and Alfred Adler) was that all human behavior is motivated ultimately by what we would call sexuality. Freud designates the prime psychic force as libido, or sexual energy. His third major premise was that because of the powerful social taboos attached to certain sexual impulses, many of our desires and memories are repressed (that is, actively excluded from conscious awareness).

Many of the practitioners assert that the meaning of a literary work does not lie on its surface but in the psyche (some would even claim, in the neuroses) of the author. The value of the work, then, lies in how powerfully and convincingly it expresses the author’s unconscious and how universal the psychological elements are. A well-known Freudian reading of Hamlet, for example, insists that Hamlet is upset because he is jealous of his uncle, for Hamlet, like all male children, unconsciously wants to go to bed with his mother. The ghost may then be a manifestation of Hamlet’s unconscious desire; his madness is not just acting, but the result of his frustrated desire; his cruelty grass mistreatment of Ophelia is a deflection of his disgust at his mother’s being "lecherous," "unfaithful" in her love for him. A Freudian critic may assume then that Hamlet is suffering from an Oedipus complex, a Freudian term for the desire of the son for his mother, its name derived from the Greek myth that is the basis of Sophocles’s play Oedipus the King.

Some Freudian critics stress the author’s psyche and find Hamlet the expression of Shakespeare’s own Oedipus complex. Others stress the effect on the reader, the work having a purgative or cleansing effect by expressing in socially and morally acceptable ways unconscious desires that would be unacceptable if expressed directly.

Speaking about our common example for the application of major approaches, Andrew Marvell’s To His Coy Mistress, one of the most celebrated erotic poems in English literature, we see a juxtaposition of "crimson joy" and "destroy" suggesting that Eros, unmitigated by higher spiritual love, is the agent of evil as well as morality. Our aim here is to analyze all sexual imagery in this text. The speaker of the poem begins his proposition of love by stating an impossible condition: "had we but world enough, and time,/This coyness, Lady, were no crime." Flattering his prospective mistress as "Lady", he proceeds to outline the "ideal" relationship of the two lovers:

We would sit down and think which way

To walk and pass our long love’s day.

……………………………………….

For, Lady, you deserve this state,

Nor would I love at lower rate.

The speaker’s argument in this first stanza achieves a fine sublimation. He has managed to refine his seductive motive of all its grossness, yet, ever so subtly, he has not swerved from his main purpose. His objective, despite the contradictory deceptiveness of "vegetable love" (a passion whose burning is so slow as to be imperceptible), is nevertheless the same: it is only a matter of time before the woman must capitulate to his blandishments.

But this "only" makes all the difference in the world, as he demonstrates in his second stanza, shifting dramatically from the allusive persuasion of the first stanza to the overt pressure of the second:

But at my back I always hear

Time’s winged chariot hurrying near;

And yonder all before us lie

Deserts of vast eternity.

The flying chariot of Time (again we find the subtle implication of sexual union in the image of flying) is juxtaposed against an eternity of oblivion, just as the slow but sure fecundity of a vegetable love growing to the vastness of empires is contrasted with the barren deserts of death. After setting forth this prospect, the speaker dares to reveal precisely what all this means in terms of love:

The beauty shall no more be found,

Nor, in thy marble vault, shall sound

My echoing song;….

This statement in even sharper contrast with the gentle cajolery of the first stanza, is brutal in its explicitness. The "marble vault" is a thinly disguised vaginal metaphor suggesting both rogor mortis and the fleshless pelvis of the skeleton. From the eternal burning of a vegetable passion, in the face of reality, we see that all love must at last end in ashes – just as all chastity must end, the same as sexual profligacy, in dust. The speaker concludes this stanza with a devastating anticlimax:

The grave’s a fine and private place,

But none, I think, do there embrace.

In the final stanza the speaker relaxes his harsh irony and appeals passionately to his reluctant sweetheart to seize the moment. Again, in contrast with both the vegetable metaphor of the first stanza and the frightening directness of the second stanza, he achieves a sublimation of sensual statement through the bold sincerity of his passion and through the brilliance of his imagery: Here, in the third stanza, the sexual imagery is overt. The fine image, which smolders in stanza 1 and turns to ashes in stanza 2, explodes into passion in the concluding stanza ("Fire, in the unconscious," says Marie Bonaparte, "is the classic symbol of urethral eroticism). The poet conveys, instead of sinister corruption, a sense of desperate ecstasy. The eating-biting metaphor (oral eroticism in its primal form) is fused with the flying symbol in "amorous birds of prey" and set with metaphysical balance against the alternative of a slow, cannibalistic dissolution within the horrible maw of Time. In his last four lines the lover drives his message home with an orgastic force through the use of harshly rhythmic spondees (Thus, though" and "Stan still) and strongly suggestive puns ("make our sun" and "Make him run").

To conclude with this psychoanalytical analysis of sexual imagery of this poem we have to say, that to read this great verse as nothing more than a glorification of sexual activity is, of course, a gross oversimplification.

JUNGIAN CRITICISM

Just as Freud assumes that human psyches have similar histories and structures, the Jungian critic assumes that we all share a universal or collective unconscious (as well as having a racial and individual unconscious). According to Carl Gustav Jung (1875-1961) and his followers, in the collective and in our individual unconscious are universal images, patterns, and forms of human experiences, or archetypes. These archetypes can never be known directly, but they surface in art in an imperfect, shadowy way, taking the form of archetypal images – the snake with its tail in its mouth, rebirth, mother, the double, the descent into Hell. To get a sense of the archetype beneath the archetypal images or shadows in the characters, plot, language, and images of a work, to bring these together in an archetypal interpretation, is the function of the Jungian critic. Just as, for the Freudian literary critic, the "family romance", out of which the Oedipus story comes, is central, so the Jungian assumes there is a monomyth that underlies the archetypal images and gives a clue as to how they can be related to suggest the archetypes themselves. The myth is that of a quest. In that all-encompassing myth the hero struggles to free himself (the gender of the pronoun is specific and significant) from the Great Mother, to become a separate, self-sufficient being who is then rewarded by union with his ideal other, the feminine anima.
The mythological approach reveals in To His Coy Mistress the basic archetypes of Time and Immortality. Even though the mythological approach lends itself more readily to the interpretation of drama and the novel than to shorter literary forms such as lyric poem, it is not uncommon to find elements of myth in these shorter works. Even those poets who are not self-appointed myth-makers often employ images and motifs that, intentionally or not, function as archetypes. And the poem under the analysis seems to fit into this category.

Because of its strongly suggestive (and suggested) sensuality and its apparently cynical theme, To His Coy Mistress is sometimes dismissed as an immature of not immoral love poem. But to see the poem as little more than a clever proposition is to miss its greatness. No literary work survives because it is merely clever, or merely well written. It must partake somehow of the universal and, in doing so, may contain elements of the archetypal. Let us examine To His Coy Mistress with an eye to its archetypal content.

Superficially a love poem, To His Coy Mistress is, in a deeper sense, a poem about time. As such, it is concerned with immortality, a fundamental motif in myth. In the first two stanzas we encounter an inversion or rejection of traditional conceptions of human immortality. Stanza 1 is an ironic presentation of the "escape from time" to some paradisal state in which lovers may dally for an eternity. But such a state of perfect, eternal bliss is a foolish delusion, as we speaker suggests in his subjunctive "Had we . . ." and in his description of love as some kind of monstrous vegetable growing slowly to an infinite size in the archetypal garden. Stanza 2 presents, in dramatic contrast, the desert archetype in terms of another kind of time, naturalistic time. This is the time governed by the inexorable laws of nature (note the sun archetype imaged in "Time’s winged chariot"), the laws of decay, death, and physical extinction. Stanza 2 is an extreme in its philosophical realism as the first stanza is in its impracticable idealization.
The concluding stanza, radically altered in tone, presents a third kind of time, an escape into cyclical time and thereby a chance for immortality. Again we encounter the sun archetype, but this is the sun of "soul" and of "instant fires" – images not of death but of life and creative energy, which are fused with the sphere ("Let us roll all our strength and all/ Our sweetness up into one ball"), the archetype of primal wholeness and fulfillment.

In representing the age-old dilemma of time and immortality, Marvell employed a cluster of images charged with mythic significance. His poet-lover seems to offer the alchemy of love as a way of defeating the laws of naturalistic time; love is a means of participating in, even intensifying, the mysterious rhythms of nature’s eternal cycle. If life is to be judged, as some philosophers have suggested, not by duration but by intensity, then Marvell’s lovers, at least during the act of love, will achieve a kind of immortality by "devouring" time or by transcending the laws of clock time. And if this alchemical transmutation requires a fire hot enough to melt them into one primordial ball, then it is perhaps also hot enough to melt the sun itself and "make him run." Thus we see that the overt sexuality of Marvell’s poem is, in a mythic sense, suggestive of a profound metaphysical insight, an insight that continues to fascinate those philosophers and scientists who would penetrate the mysteries of time and eternity.

PHENOMENOLOGICAL CRITICISM

Another kind of subjectivist criticism is phenomenology, especially as it is practiced by critics of consciousness. They consider all the writings of an author – shopping lists and letters as well as lyrics – as the expression of his or her mid-set or way of looking at reality. Such a critic looks for repeated or obsessive use of certain key words, incidents, patterns, and angles of vision, and, using these, maps out thereby the inner world of the writer.

READER-RESPONSE CRITICISM

The formalists focus on the text. Though the psychological critics focus most frequently on the author, their assumptions about the similarity or universality of the human mind make them consider as well the role of the reader. There is another approach that, though not psychological in the usual sense of the word, also focuses on the reception of the text, on reader response. The conventional notion of reading is that a writer or speaker has an "idea", encodes it – that is, turns it into words – and the reader or listener decodes it, deriving, when successful, the writer/speaker’s "idea". What the reader-response critic assumes, however, is that such equivalency between sender and receiver is impossible. The literary work, therefore, does not exist on the page; that is only the text. The text becomes a work only when it is read, just as a score becomes music only when it is played. And just as every musical performance, even of exactly the same notes, is somewhat different, s different "interpretation", so no two readers read or perform exactly the same work from identical texts.

The reader-response critic’s focus on the reading process is especially useful in the study of long works such as novels. The critic follows the text sequentially, observing what expectations are being aroused, how they are being satisfied or modified, how the reader recapitulates "evidence" from the portion of the text he has read to project forward a configuration, a tentative assumption of what the work as a whole will be and mean once it is done. The expectations are in part built by the text and in part by the repertoire of the reader – that is, the reader’s reading experience plus his or her social and cultural knowledge. 

DIALOGISM

Another critical approach that gives a significant role to the reader and is particularly useful for long fiction is dialogism, largely identified with the work of Mikhail Bakhtin (1895-1975). The dialogic critic bases the study of language and literature on the individual utterance, taking into account the specific time, the place, the speaker, and the listener or reader. Such critics thus see language as a continuous dialogue, each utterance being a reply to what has gone before. Even thought, which they define as inner speech, is a dialogue between utterances that you have taken in. The literary form in which the dialogic is most interesting, complex, and significant is the novel, for there we have the "languages" – those of someone’s ethnic, social, economic, national, professional, gender, and other identities, not only of the characters, but also that of a mediator or narrator and passages of description or analysis that seem to come from other voices – newspapers, whaling manuals, legal cases, and so on. Because the world is growing more interrelated and we have multiple voices rather than one dominant voice or language, the novel has become the most appropriate form for the representation of that world. 

FEMINISM AND FEMINIST LITERARY CRITICISM

Feminism represents one of the most important social, economic, and aesthetic revolutions of modern times. In its diversity feminism is concerned with the marginalization of all women: that is, with their being relegated to a secondary position. Most feminists believe that our culture is a patriarchal culture: that is, organized in favor of the interests of men. Feminist literary criticism is often a political attack upon other modes of criticism and theory, and its social orientation moves beyond traditional literary criticism. They try to explain how power imbalances due to gender in a given culture are reflected in or challenged by literary texts. 

Feminist critics generally agree that their goals are to expose patriarchal premises and resulting prejudices, to promote discovery and reevaluation of literature by women, and to examine social, cultural, and psychosexual contexts of literature and literary criticism. Feminist critics therefore study sexual, social, and political issues once thought to be "outside" the study of literature.

Feminist literary criticism has mostly developed since 1960s, the beginning of the contemporary women's movement, with Simone de Beauvoir, Kate Millet, and Betty Friedan. These critics examined the female "self" as a cultural idea promulgated by male authors, and their analysis of literature and culture concentrated on how male fears and anxieties were portrayed through female characters. 

There are four main types currently most pervasive in feminist criticism: gender studies, Marxist studies, psychoanalytic studies, and minority studies. In all these areas, there has been a general shift from a negative attack on male writing about women and a shift towards positive delineation of women's redefinition of their own identity in their own writing.

GENDER STUDIES
While some would argue that writing is writing and cannot be categorized as masculine or feminine, feminist critics disagree. In criticism and in literature, feminist critics identify sex-related writing strategies, including matters of subject, vocabulary, syntax, style, imagery, narrative structure, characterization, and genre preference. For example, the novel is often described as a female genre. While male writers seem more interested in closure, female writers often respond with open endings. Feminine logic in writing is often associational, male logic goal-oriented. Male objectivity is challenged by feminine subjectivity.

MARXIST FEMINISM

Marxist feminist criticism focuses on the relation between reading and social realities. Unlike some other intellectual strategies, feminism acts on ideas. Karl Marx argued that all historical and social developments are determined by forms of economic production. Marxist feminists attack the prevailing capitalistic system of the West, which they view as sexually as well as economically exploitative. Marxist feminists thus combine study of class with that of gender. 

Since Marxists emphasize historical and economic contexts of literary discourse, they often direct attention toward the conditions of production of literary texts – that is, the economics of publishing and distributing texts. Marxists are often attacked for undervaluing or misunderstanding the nature of quality in art. Marxist feminism insists upon the matter rather than the manner of a text. 

PSYCHOANALYTIC FEMINISM

Many feminists have been attracted to the psychoanalytic approach. They examine female images in different works of literature, address such topics as mothering, living within enclosures, doubling of characters and of the self, women's diseases, and feminized landscapes. They make the interesting argument that female writers often identify themselves with the literary characters they detest. 

One other type of psychological approach is myth criticism. Feminist myth critics tend to center their discussion on the Great Mother and other early female images and goddesses, viewing these figures as the radical others that can offer hope against the patriarchal repression of women. Especially popular are figures of Medusa, Cassandra, Arachne, and Isis. Even the most destructive women in mythology, such as Medea, can be analyzed to show their attraction for modern women. Yet myth criticism has been attacked as too homogenizing, promoting a false universality of identity.

MINORITY FEMINIST CRITICISM

Within the feminist minority there are still other significant minorities, the most prominent being black and lesbian feminists. They are the most vocal and successful of feminist minorities. Their work, both artistic and critical, tends to use irony as a primary literary device to focus on their self-definition for they often reject classic literary tradition as oppressive. 

Black women feminists seek out the autobiographies of black women, especially slave narratives. They practice interdisciplinary approach that organizes music, painting, literature, autobiography, and literary criticism in radically new ways.

Lesbian critics investigate mirror images, secret codes, dreams, and stories of identity; they are drawn to neologisms, unconventional grammar, and other experimental techniques. Again, like most other feminists, they stress ambiguity and open endings of stories, and they seek double meanings. Lesbian critics offer new genres as well as new views of such accepted genres as the Bildungsroman, the Gothic tale, or the utopian tale.

Feminism has caused a major reorientation of values in literary studies and elsewhere in Western culture, and it will continue to challenge long-held beliefs and practices. Feminism continues to flourish in many forms, and it will continue to offer society and literary studies a fruitful and exciting set of intellectual problems. Most feminists do not want to abolish male values; instead, they wish to do away with such gender-typed categories altogether.

FEMINIST APPROACH IN PRACTICE

The Marble Vault: The Mistress in To His Coy Mistress
Addressing himself to a coy or putatively unwilling woman, the speaker in Andrew Marvell’s poem pleads for sex using the logical argument that since they have not "world enough, and time" to delay pleasure, the couple should proceed with haste. But the poem's supposed logic and its borrowing from traditional love poetry only thinly veil darker psychosexual matters. What is most arresting about the address is not its John Donne-like argumentation but its shocking attack on the female body.

The woman in To His Coy Mistress not only is unwilling to accept the speaker, but is obviously quite intelligent; otherwise, he would not bother with such vaulting metaphysics. Yet the speaker seeks to frighten her into sexual compliance. This is most clear in his violent and grotesque descriptions of her body.

Her body is indeed the focus, not his nor theirs together. Following a series of exotic settings and references to times past and present, the speaker offers the traditional adoration of the various parts of her body, effectively dismembering her identity into discrete sexual objects, including her eyes, her forehead, her breasts, "the rest," and '"every part," culminating in a wish for her to "show" her heart. This last image moves in the direction of more invasive maneuvers toward her body.

The woman's body is next compared to a "marble vault," and this important image occurs in the center of the poem. The speaker's problem is that despite the woman's charms, her vault is coldly closed to him. He deftly uses this refusal as a means to forward his assault on the woman, however, since the word vault (tomb) points toward her death. He clinches the attack with the next image, the most horrifying one in the poem. If she refuses him, "then worms shall try/That long preserved virginity."

Returning to more traditional overtures, the speaker praises her "youthful hue" and dewy skin, from which, through "every pore," he urges her "willing soul" to catch fire. These pores are more openings into her body, and the connection with the earlier openings and the penetrating worms belies the surface innocence of this set of images. The violence directed at the woman is expanded and redirected toward the couple as "amorous birds of prey" who may "devour" time, not "languish in his slow-chapped power." The closing vision of how they will "tear our pleasures with rough Strife/Thorough the iron gates of life" returns to the language of assault on the female body. All in all, the woman is subject to being "devoured" by her amorous admirer and by time itself.

Written in the context of the Renaissance poetic tradition of equating the female body with a fortress that must be assaulted, and phrased in terms of the seventeenth century's fondness for morbid and grotesque Metaphysical imagery, the poem powerfully depicts the secondary status of the female body. Indeed, when the speaker notes that she will find herself in her grave one day, he does not describe the moldering away of his body in the vault as he does hers, though he does imagine his lust turned to ashes. He fails to note where he will be, almost as though he will not pay the penalties she will.

But it is a mistake to see as To His Coy Mistress belittling women in a simplistic way; indeed, just as it is today, women's marginality in a male-dominated world can indicate not their helplessness, but their pent-up power. The woman addressed is goddesslike: capricious and cruel, she is one who must be complained to and served. Both the speaker's flattery and his verbal attacks mask his fear of her. To him the feminine is enclosed and unattainable – tomblike as well as womblike. The speaker's gracefulness of proposition, through the courtly love tradition, gives way to crude imagery as the woman's power is exercised in continued refusal (it is evident that she has already said no to him). The feminine is thus portrayed as a negative state: that is, she does not assent; she is not in the poem; her final decision is not stated. It is a poem about power, and the power may be with the silent female, with the vault or womb, the negative space of the feminine. As distinct from his speaker, Marvell offers a portrayal of male and female roles of his day that celebrates their various positions while sharply indicating their limitations. It is a positive and negative evaluation. On the one hand, it is a poem about youth and passion for life, both intellectual and physical, both male and female. It gives us a picture of the lives of sophisticated people during the time, people who enjoy sex for pleasure and who are not above making jokes and having fun arguing about it. No mention is made of procreation in the poem, nor of marriage, nor really of love. It is about sex. The poem is so sophisticated that instead of merely restating the courtly love tradition, it parodies it. Yet on the other hand, as the male speaker satirizes the lady's coyness, he is even more satirizing himself and his peevish fear of the feminine as expressed in his imagistic attempts to scare her into sex with him. The repellent quality of his images of women – like a bad dream – haunts us long after his artful invention and his own coy sense of humor fade. 

Final Written Assignments

TASK I: After reading the poem answer the questions below and analyze the given poem applying any of the suggested critical approaches. 

Emily Dickinson 

I started Early – Took my Dog –

Only eight of Emily Dickinson’s (1830-1886) poems were published while she lived, and it was not until the appearance of "Poems by Emily Dickinson" (1890), four years after her death that her work became available to the general reading public for the first time. The early critical estimates were mixed. As the years passed and as more poems were published, critical estimates grew more favorable until, with the publication of all her known poetry, in "The Poems of Emily Dickinson" (1955), the shy, reclusive poet had come to be regarded as one of America’s greatest lyric poets.

Her subjects were love, death, nature, immortality, beauty. Written largely in meters common to Protestant hymn books, her poems employed irregular rhythms, off or slant-rhymes, paradox, and a careful balancing of abstract Latinate and concrete Anglo-Saxon words. Her lines were gnomic and her images kinesthetic, highly concentrated, and intensely charged with feelings. 

I started Early – Took my Dog –

And visited the Sea –

The Mermaid in the Basement

Came out to look at me –

And Frigates – in the Upper Floor

Extended Hempen Hands –

Presuming Me to be a Mouse –

Aground – upon the Sands –

But no Man moved Me – till the Tide

Went past my simple Shoe –

And past my Apron – and my Belt

And past my Boddice – too –

And made as He would eat me up –

As wholly as a Dew

Upon a Dandelion’s Sleeve –

And then – I started – too –

And He – He followed – close behind –

I felt His Silver Heel

Upon my Ankle – Then my Shoes

Would overflow with Pearl –

Until We met the Solid Town –

No One He seemed to know –

And bowing – with a Mighty look –

At me – The Sea withdrew –

(#520 – Poems, 1891, written about 1862)

Questions for Discussion
1. Do you agree with the opinion that Dickinson's poem illustrates "ominously serious theme"? What is the theme of the poem? 

2. Can you find the arguments to justify the statement that the poem is a "study in fear, fear of love"? Can the "solid town" symbolize safety and security as well as a "repressive environment"?

3. Do you agree that there is a note of apprehension even in the seemingly carefree opening lines? Does the tone of the first two stanzas seem apprehensive? 

4. Do you agree with one of the critics that the poem is a "delightful hit of poetic fancy" devoid of weight of meaning, symbolism, and emotion? 

5. Analysing the poem most critics assume that the poem deals with an unstated emotional experience. In the poem itself, is there any statement of emotion, or is it only implied? 

6. In his analysis of another Dickinson’s poem These are the Days When Birds Come Back Van Deusen, an American scholar, suggested that "the poem records the arbitrary imposition of private moods on external nature". Could this statement apply to I started Early – Took my Dog? Dickinson’s poems dealing with nature often present an emotional reaction to an aspect of nature. Would this suggest a pattern which can allow the interpretation of the poem as something more than a "morning walk to the sea"? 

7. Is it possible that the poem describes the temptation (and rejection) of "mystic" communion with nature? How would the contrast between the "solid" town and the "mighty" sea support such an interpretation?

TASK II: Choose any poem written by a British or American poet and analyze the poem applying any of the suggested critical approaches. 

CHAPTER II

This chapter contains, firstly, the essentials of the theory of literature and linguo-stylistics widely accepted and taught in the Russian universities which have been thoroughly studied and presented in Analytical Reading by V.B. Sosnovskaya (Moscow: Higher School Publishing House, 1974); secondly, a sample of stylistic analysis of a piece of prose and short stories by different American and British writers for illustrating some theoretical aspects and for a thorough analysis of content and style. Finally, the chapter presents two articles by M. Atwood and R. Carver on the process of creative writing and their comments on the peculiarities of short story as a literary genre. 

It is a well-known fact that the reader's appreciation of the book depends upon his personal experience. A literary work that represents the epoch and social/cultural settings familiar to the reader will, no doubt, be more profoundly perceived by him than that of an entirely alien setting.
The reader's appreciation of the literary work also depends upon his age and education, as well as upon his intellectual and emotional impressionability, the innate ability to share in the attitude of others. The gift of appreciation develops when one gains experience in reading. But he who has, besides, some knowledge of the verbal art laws will more subtly perceive the poetic content than one who lacks such knowledge.

Any work of imaginative literature irrespective of its genre (poem, short story, novel, etc.), or its literary trend (realistic, naturalistic, romantic, etc.) is a unique and complete world, created by the author in precisely the way his imagination has urged him to create. Though it is but a product of the author's imagination, it is always based upon objective reality, for there is no source that feeds one's imagination other than objective reality.

A literary work is thus a fragment of objective reality arranged in accordance with the vision of the author and permeated by his idea of the world.
The Reality – The Image – The Author Relationship
Both science and the arts aim at cognizing and interpreting the world we live in. But in contrast to science where the means of cognition is an inductive and a deductive analysis, the means of cognition in literature and the other arts is a re-creation of objective reality in the form of images drawn from reality itself. Stated in general terms, the relation between reality and literature is essentially that of an object and its image.

An image is always similar to its object, as, for example, a painted portrait of a person is similar to the person himself. The similarity between an object and its image is conditioned by the fact that the latter is a representation of the former. It is implied in the word "image" itself which is defined in the dictionary as "a likeness of a person, animal or object". The similarity between an object and its image may be barely traceable, but there will be a similarity. A picture (or a portrait) is always that of an object (a tree, a human being, an animal and the like). The similarity between an object and its image may be great, nonetheless it will remain a similarity (a likeness) and never become an identity, for an object cannot be at the same time its own image. The two are different categories, the former being reality itself, the latter a representation of reality. Thus, a portrait is always a representation of a certain person, never the person himself.

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

If an image is not an identity of the object it represents, then the image contains within itself not only features similar to the object but also features dissimilar to it, for the presence of the similar presupposes the presence of the dissimilar – the two constituting a dialectical whole. The similarity of an image to its object is conditioned by the object-image relationship. That which is dissimilar to the object is conditioned by another factor.

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

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

2) The object, i.e. reality, is neutral to the observer; the image of reality created by the author is not. For through such an image, the author expresses his vision of the world, his attitude towards the world. Thus, in any image of reality (in a literary work), there are always present, side by side with objective features, subjective ones as well. The subjective is the organizing axis of the literary work, for, in expressing his vision of the world, the author represents reality in the way that he considers to be most fitting. What emerges as a result of such a representation is a world in itself, an imagined world, based, however, on what the author has perceived and imbibed from objective reality.
The Author – The Literary Work – The Reader Relationship

Literature is a medium for transmitting aesthetic information. To be operative, it must, like any other kind of communication, involve not only the addresser (the author) but also the addressee (the reader). Indeed, a literary work is always written for an audience, whether the author admits it or not. When an author sets out to write, he is urged on by a desire to impart his vision of the world, his attitude towards it, to someone, i.e. to an addressee (a reader). His attitude may be quite obviously expressed, or, on the contrary, be presented in a non-committal, seemingly impersonal way. An author may have, each time, a particular kind of reader in mind. But he will always write for a reader whom he expects to share his attitude, imbibe it and adopt it as his own. A truly talented work of imaginative literature always affects the reader, reaches his intellect and emotions, in a way moulding both. In this lies the social import of the literary work, its educational value. The more talented the work, the greater is its appeal and, as a result, the greater is its social and educational value and significance. The works of Pushkin, Tolstoi, Chekhov, Dickens, Twain, Hemingway and others prove the truth of this statement.

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

The complexity of the literary work, since it is an involved interrelation of the objective and the subjective, the real and the imagined, the direct and the implied, makes the perception of it a creative effort. He, who penetrates into the subtleties of the literary work, is sharing the author's aesthetic world. He becomes a sort of a co-creator, a fact, which alone makes reading an aesthetic pleasure. While, on the other hand, one who does not see the involved nature of the literary work tends to oversimplify it. It is oversimplification when one sees only the surface (plot) level of the book, the literary characters and conflicts as life individuals engaged in life conflicts. Needless it is to point out that in the latter case the reader has not profited by the book as he otherwise might.

LITERARY TEXT AS POETIC STRUCTURE

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

At the same time when one reads a text of imaginative literature one cannot but see another layer gradually emerging out of these verbal sequences. One sees that word sequences represent a series of events, conflicts and circumstances in which characters of the literary work happen to find themselves.
One sees that all these word-sequences make a composition, a plot, a genre, and a style, that they all go to create an image of reality and that through this image the author conveys his message, his vision of the world.
Plot, theme, composition, genre, style, image and the like make the supraverbal (poetic) layer which is, nevertheless, entirely revealed in verbal sequences. The supra-verbal and the verbal layers of the text are thus inseparable from each other. The fact that all the elements of the literary text, such as those mentioned above, materialize in word sequences makes the latter acquire a meaning that is superimposed by the whole of the literary text.
Thus, the text of a literary work or any part of such is not a mere linguistic entity, it is something more involved. The involved nature of the literary text makes it entirely individual (unique), makes it essentially unsubstitutable for any other word sequences. When we substitute some part of a literary text, i.e. some given word sequence for a synonymous one, we simultaneously change the content, for the content of the literary work is indivisible from its text. (It should be mentioned here that it is in the literary text that the etymological meaning of the word text [from the Latin textum, texo – to weave] is completely motivated.) A linguistic text, on the contrary, allows of substitution; one verbal sequence may have a sense similar to that of another verbal sequence, consequently, one verbal sequence may stand for another, e.g. the sentence: "He was one of the most inefficient liars I have ever known" when viewed just as a linguistic entity allows of a number of substitutions, such as: "one could easily see when he told a lie", or "he didn't know how to tell a lie", etc. When this sentence is part of a literary text its meaning cannot be completely rendered in so many other synonymous words. Something of the meaning will be left unconveyed. And this something is the implication the sentence acquires from the whole of the supraverbal layer. To understand what "an inefficient liar" means in the sentence given above as part of a literary text we have to know the whole poetic context, in this case the poetic context of the novel The Quiet American from which the sentence is taken.
The cohesion (сцепление) of the two layers, i.e. of the strictly verbal and the supraverbal constitutes what is known as the poetic structure of the literary text. There is nothing in the literary work that is not expressed in its poetic structure. It is the whole of the poetic structure that conveys the author's message. One element (or component) of the poetic structure is as important as any other, for through them all the author's message is conveyed. All the components of the poetic structure compose a hierarchy, an organization of interdependent layers. The basic unit of the poetic structure is the word. All the various layers of the structure, i. e. the syntactic, the semantic, the rhythmical, the compositional, the stylistic are expressed in words.
The concept of unity and interdependence of elements in the poetic structure may be illustrated by the following example. The simile "he watched me intently like a prize-pupil" when taken by itself is nothing other than just a play on words, a word-image. But within a literary text (in this case The Quiet American) it is a unit which along with others in the system of similes (and the latter in its turn as a unit in the system of all tropes and figures of speech used in the novel) goes to depict the image of Pyle. The image of Pyle in its turn, as one of the character-images together with all the other ones in the novel, goes to convey the author's message. .
Representation of the literary work in terms of a structure or a hierarchy of layers presupposes the concept of macro- and micro-elements (components) and bears upon form-content relationship.
Macro- and micro-elements is a functional, not an absolute category. Within a literary work a simile, for instance, is a micro-element in relation to a macro-element which may be the image of a character, and the latter, in its turn, is a micro-element in relation to the macro-element which is the literary work itself, understood as an image of reality.
The fact that macro-elements of a literary work are made out of micro-elements means in the final analysis that micro-elements are form in relation to macro-elements which are content.
An isolated simile taken by itself as any other verbal entity is a unity of content and form. The same simile within a literary work is either form or content depending upon the element in relation to which it is taken. Thus, the simile he watched me intently like a prize-fighter is form in relation to the macro-element, the image of Pyle, which this simile goes to build up. On the other hand, the quoted simile is content in relation to the form, the elements which it is made up of: watched, intently, prize-fighter.
The following should be emphasized in connection with what has just been stated: an analysis in which the idea of the literary work is considered separate from its verbal materialization is an erroneous and harmful practice. It is harmful in that it leads the reader away from the appreciation of the essence of verbal art. Also it indirectly inculcates in the reader a view that literature is an unnecessarily long and circumlocutions way of expressing an idea which could otherwise be expressed in a much shorter and simpler manner. 
PRINCIPLES OF POETIC STRUCTURE COHESION
Each literary work is a unique instance of imaginative representation of reality. Imaginative representation, however, has its own principles (known as aesthetic principles) which cohere all elements of the literary text and render it possible for the latter to constitute a world complete in itself. These principles are common to all literary works.
Principle of Incomplete Representation
Wholeness in art is different from wholeness in actual reality. We have already shown that an-author in re-creating an object or phenomenon of reality selects out of an infinity of features pertaining to the object only those which are most characteristic. In other words, a literary image represents features that are most characteristic of an object, or which at least, seem such to the author. For instance, in the description of a farmhouse (J.Steinbeck's The Chrysanthemums) the following features are singled out: "It was a hard-swept looking house, with hard-polished windows, and a clean mud mat on the front steps." The farm-house had many other peculiarities, no doubt. But those selected very well convey the image of the place. Moreover, they indirectly suggest the image of its owner, the vigorous, beauty-seeking Eliza. Thus, the author, in depicting an image, makes a selection: he picks out part (or parts) which can stand for the whole.
All images in a literary text, those of people, events, situations, landscapes and the like are incompletely represented. At least two factors seem to condition this. First, the linguistic factor. Verbal representation of the whole image is a venture which cannot or should hardly ever be endeavoured. This would take up innumerable pages of writing in which the image itself would invariably be dissolved, for there is a considerable disproportion between linguistic means of representation and the reality which is to be represented. The second, and the main, is the aesthetic factor. Literature, as we know, transmits aesthetic information. To achieve this aim literature must first of all stir up the reader's interest. One way to do this is to make the reader strain his perceptive abilities and fill in for himself those fragments of the whole which have been gapped or, as we have termed it, incompletely represented, that is, represented through a part. The part selected to fulfill such a representative function must, indeed, have the power of stirring up the reader's imagination so as to make him visualize the whole. The trick of conveying much through little is one of the greatest secrets of imaginative literature. An achieved harmony of the whole and the part is a sign of a truly talented work.
The degree of incompleteness of representation depends upon the genre of the literary work as well as upon the individual manner of the writer. The degree of incompleteness is greater in lyrical poems and smaller in epic works. But even in large works of narrative prose the degree of incompleteness (or gapping) is considerable.
Poetic detail. The part selected to represent the whole is a poetic detail. The term "poetic detail" defies a rigorous definition for as any other element of poetic structure it is a functional category. It emerges as a result of correlation with other elements of the text and can be evaluated only against the background of all of these. Take, for instance, the following extract from W. Faulkner's story That Evening Sun in which Nancy, the main character of the story, a Negro washer-woman, is first introduced: "Nancy would set her bundle (of washing) on the top of her head, then upon the bundle in turn she would set the black straw sailor hat which she wore winter and summer. She was tall, with a high, sad face sunken a little where her teeth were missing. Sometimes we would go a part of the way down the lane and across the pasture with her, to watch the balanced bundle and the hat that never bobbed nor wavered, even when she walked down into the ditch and up the other side and stooped through the fence." Nancy is described by a number of features: the way she set and carried her bundle of washing, her height, her face, her missing teeth. But some of these features stand out more prominent than the other: her "black straw sailor hat which she wore winter and summer" and "her missing teeth". These are the details which suggest the image of Nancy. Not that the reader becomes conscious of their suggestiveness at once. Their full impact may get home to .him on recurrence or after he has read more about Nancy and her life.
One way or another, in his appreciation of an image the reader will be guided by detail, for it is by carefully selected details that the author depicts his image.
It would be true to say, that the more vivid the detail | the greater is the impetus the reader's imagination receives and, accordingly, the greater is his aesthetic pleasure.
There are details of landscapes, of events, etc. The central image of any literary work, that of a character is manifold, so are the details that represent it. These may be the details of: action, speech, physical portrait, ethical, political views, etc. Here is a detail of Babbitt's speech (S.Lewis, Babbitt). Mr. Babbitt and his best friend Paul, greet each other over the telephone.
"'How's the old horse-thief?'
'All right, I guess. How're you, you poor shrimp?'
Tin first-rate, you second-hand hunk о'cheese.'"
The author then remarks "Reassured thus of their high fondness, Babbitt grunted..."
Another detail from the same novel gives the reader an idea of Babbitt's (the owner of a real-estate firm) attitude to common workman. "He almost liked common people. He wanted them well paid and able to afford high-rents, though, naturally, they must not interfere with the reasonable profits of stockholders."
A poetic detail may be some directly observed and directly expressed feature of an image. Thus, the image of cold autumn (In Another Country by E. Hemingway) is conveyed in such details of simple and direct perceptions which may be described as verbal photography: "... small birds blew in the wind and the wind turned their feathers." ... "On one of them (bridges) a woman sold roasted chestnuts. It was warm, standing in front of her charcoal fire, and the chestnuts were warm afterward in your pocket."
A detail of the depicted image, on the other hand, may be represented in an association with some other phenomenon. In such a case it usually takes the form of a trope as in the following detail of the winter-in-Salinas-valley description from J.Steinbeck's story The Chrysanthemums: "(the fog) sat like a lid on the mountains and made of a great valley a closed pot."
The nature of a truly poetic detail is such that it both typifies and individualizes the image.

Principle of Analogy and Contrast
Analogy and contrast are known to be universal principles of cognition. It is by analogy that the essence of a phenomenon is revealed, the similar and the contrastive in different phenomena discovered.
In the arts and especially in literature analogy/contrast is a way of imaginative cognition. The author contra- and juxtaposes images of real life and in that way reveals the good and the evil, the beautiful and the ugly, the just and the unjust in life.
Analogy and contrast are the organizing axis of poetic structure. They permeate the whole text, all its components, both macro- and micro-: the character and the event representation, the imagery, etc. G. Greene's novel The Quiet American may very well serve as an illustration. The author's ethical message, that of the man's responsibility in the modern world, is conveyed by a contrast of the two main characters: Fowler and Pyle. The author depicts them as antipodes in everything: in their physical appearances, in their spiritual and mental make-up, in the stand they take on all essential issues of life. Pyle is young and quiet. With his "unused face, with his gangly legs and his crew-cut, his wide campus gaze" he seemed, at first sight, "incapable of harm". He came to the East full of York Harding's ideas about the Third Force, eager to help them materialize.
Fowler, on the contrary, is an aging man, cynical and sophisticated. He prides himself on detachment, on being uninvolved, on not belonging to this war. Step by step showing Pyle's activity in Viet-Nam the author makes the reader see that in the tragic world of that country it is the quiet, earnest Pyle that turns out to be cold, cruel and menace-carrying. He is impregnably armoured by York Harding's teaching and his own ignorance. His innocence, the author says, is a kind of insanity.
The cynical Fowler, the man who had prided himself on not being involved, on the contrary, comes to realize that he is responsible for the war "as though those wounds had been inflicted by him." Pyle did not abandon his stand, York Harding and his teaching. Civilians killed in the street are just mere war casualties for him. To Fowler their deaths cannot be "justified by any amount of killed soldiers". Thus, it is through the antithesis of Pyle – Fowler and the spiritual and ethical worlds they represent that the author conveys his idea of what man's true responsibility is, of what man should do in the world torn by enmity and conflict.
The principle of analogy and contrast may not be so explicit in some works as it is in the work we have mentioned above, but it infallibly finds a manifestation in any literary work.

Principle of Recurrence
When we read a literary text our thought does not run in just one, onward, direction. Its movement is both progressive and recursive: from the given item it goes on to the next with a return to what has been previously stated. This peculiar movement of the thought is conditioned by the fact that the literary text as we have shown above represents a cohesion of two layers the verbal and the supraverbal. The supraverbal layer is not coincident with the strictly verbal layer. The verbal is direct, linear, the supraverbal is essentially recursive.
When we begin to read a book we do not yet perceive the complexity of the content contained in the whole of it, though the text (considering that it is written in the language we know) is well understood by us. The covered portion of the text is part of the literary work and as such it gives us but a rough approximation of the meaning of the whole work. This part, however, deepens our understanding of that portion of the text, which we proceed to read. And the newly read portion of the text adds to our perception of the whole. In this recursive or spiral-like manner we gather the content of the literary work as a whole.
Poetic structure of the literary text is so modeled that certain of its elements which have already occurred in the text recur again at definite intervals. These recurrent elements may be a poetic detail, an image, a phrase, a word.
The recurrence of an element may have several functions, i.e. be meaningful in a variety of ways. One of these functions is that of organizing the subject matter, giving it a dynamic flow. Consider, for instance, the following expository passage from E. Hemingway's Old Man at the Bridge and see how the recurrent phrase "old man" organizes and frames it up. "An old man with steel-rimmed spectacles and very dusty clothes sat by the side of the road. There was a pontoon bridge across the river and carts, trucks, and men, women and children were crossing it. The mule-drawn carts staggered up the steep bank from the bridge with soldiers helping push against the spokes of the wheels. The trucks ground up and away heading out of it all and the peasants plodded along in the ankle deep dust. But the old man sat there without moving. He was too tired to go any farther."
A recurrent element may represent the leit-motif of the literary work, expressing the author's message as, for instance, in The Basement Room by G. Greene. The story tells about a seven-year-old boy whose parents have gone on a fortnight's vacation leaving him in charge of the butler, Baines, and his wife, Mrs. Baines. The boy descends into the basement room, the dwelling-place of the Baines' and finds himself involved in their life, with its conflicts, its secrets and its bitterness. Each of them, in turn, entrusts his/her secret to the boy and expects him to keep it. The boy is entirely on the side of the butler, he hates and abhors the butler's wife. But when it happens that the butler unintentionally causes the death of his wife, the boy betrays him to the police, for he feels it unbearable to keep the secret, to have the responsibility Baines has laid upon him.
The following two sets of phrases run parallel to each other at certain intervals through the whole of the story. The first set is: "Philip began to live"; "this is life", "this was life"; "it was life he was in the middle of;" "Philip extracted himself from life"; "a retreat from life". And the second set: "And suddenly he felt responsible for Baines"; "Again Philip felt responsibility"; "He would have nothing to do with their secrets, the responsibilities they were determined to lay on him"; "he surrendered responsibility once and for all." These two recurrent sets of phrases run as the leit-motif of the story: living means having responsibilities, asserts the author; when one surrenders responsibilities one retreats from life.
It may be mentioned here in passing that it is upon the recurrent elements (phonetic, syntactic, lexical, etc.) and their peculiar distribution within the poetic structure that the rhythm of the text largely depends, for rhythm is repetition with variation.
MACRO-COMPONENTS OF POETIC STRUCTURE
Poetic structure of the literary work involves such entities as image, theme, idea, composition, plot, genre and style. As components of poetic structure they are essentially inseparable from each other, but as basic categories of the theory of literature they may be treated in isolation.

Literary Image. The world of a literary work is the world of its characters, situations, events, etc. similar to those of real life. Characters and the situations they are engaged in may be entirely fantastic, nevertheless, they, too, are inspired by objective reality. The fact that literary images are similar to life breeds a belief in an untrained reader that literary characters are people of real life and not imaginative representation of the author's perception of life. This is an erroneous belief, stemming from one's ignorance of the intrinsic properties of literature.
Literature cognizes and interprets life by re-creating life in the form of images inspired by life and in accordance with the author's vision. It means that, for instance, Soames from J. Galsworthy's Forsyte Saga is not just an English bourgeois, but a literary character created by Galsworthy in precisely the way his talent, his vision, his understanding of the English middle class life have urged him to create. In giving the image of Soames as well as the other images of The Forsyte Saga the author transmits to the reader his own philosophy of life, his ethic and moral code.
Literary image is thus the "language" of literature, the form of its existence. The term "image" refers not only to the whole of the literary work or to such of its main elements as characters or personages but to any of its meaningful units such as detail, phrase, etc. Literature being a verbal art, it is out of word sequences that literary images emerge, although images as such are supraverbal entities. Consider, for instance, the following word sequences from E.Caldwell's short story Wild Flowers that build up an image of nature. "The mocking-bird that had perched on the roof top all night, filling the clear cool air with its music, had flown away when the sun rose. There was silence as deep and mysterious as the flat sandy country that extended mile after mile in every direction. Yesterday's shadows on the white sand began to reassemble under the trees and around the fence posts, spreading on the ground the lacy foliage of the branches and fuzzy slabs of the wooden fence."
All images in the literary work constitute a hierarchical interrelation. The top of this hierarchy is the macro-image, the literary work itself, understood as an image of life visioned and depicted by the author. Say, The Forsyte Saga by J.Galsworthy, or An American Tragedy by Th. Dreiser taken as a whole. Within the literary work it is the image of the character or characters that top the hierarchy of images. Say, the images of Old Jolion, Soames, Irene, Fleur in The Forsyte Saga, or the images of Clyde, Roberta in An American Tragedy.
At the bottom of the hierarchy there is the word-image, or a micro-image: simile, epithet, metaphor, etc. They together with other elements build up character-images, event-images, landscape-images, etc. E.g. "The three with the medals were like hunting-hawks." (E. Hemingway) "The rain hissed on the live-oak and magnolia trees." (R.P.Warren).
Each such micro-image, when in isolation, is just a trope, but within the poetic structure it is an element which, equally with others, shares in the expression of the content. Its meaningfulness becomes apparent when such a word-image or its synonymic variant is found to recur in the text. A. Huxley's story The Gioconda Smile is a good example in this respect. Here is its plot: A certain Miss Spence had poisoned the wife of her neighbour, Mr. Hutton, a country gentleman. She had done that in the hope that Mr. Hutton would eventually marry her. But when it became obvious that the gentleman was not in the least inclined to propose to her, she spread rumours accusing Mr. Hutton of the murder. The man was tried and condemned to capital punishment.
The surface layer of the story contains no direct hint of the true nature of Miss Spence. That she is the murderess is revealed to the reader only at the very end. It is the layer of word-images superimposed upon the simple story layer that is suggestive in this respect. It begins with the title: The Gioconda Smile. The allusive epithet "Gioconda", that describes Miss Spence's smile, later recurs in a number of its variants such as: "her queer face"; "there was something enigmatic about her"; "the mysterious Gioconda"; "there was some kind of a queer face behind the Gioconda smile"; "every woman's small talk was like a vapour hanging over mysterious gulfs"; "a pale mask", etc. Such words as "mysterious", "enigmatic", etc. interplay with another set of phrases suggestive of the nature of the "enigma", e. g. "She leaned forward aimed so to speak, like a gun, and fired her word"; "She was a machine-gun riddling her hostess with sympathy"; "Today the missiles were medical"; "'Your wife is dreadfully ill,' she fired off at him"; "She shot a Gioconda in his direction" and at last: "Her eyes were two profound and menacing gun-barrels". It remains with the reader to put all these suggestive metaphors together and decipher their meaningfulness, the simple story layer being his guide.

Theme and Idea
The theme of a literary work is the represented aspect of life. As literary works commonly have human characters for their subject of depiction, the theme of a literary work may be understood to be an interaction of human characters under certain circumstances, such as some social or psychological conflict (war and peace, race discrimination, a clash of ideologies, and the like). A writer may depict the same theme, say, the theme of war, from different angles. The same theme may, on the other hand, be differently developed and integrated with other themes in different works. Within a single work the basic theme may alternate with rival themes and their relationship may be very complex. Thus, for instance, the basic theme of The Forsyte Saga may be defined as the life of the English middle class at the end of and after the Victorian epoch. This basic theme is disclosed mainly in the representation of the Forsyte family, specifically in its Jolion – Soames lines. The by-themes in this comprehensive trilogy are numerous: the Boer and the First World war, the first Labour government, the post-war generation, the general strike, the arts and artists, etc. They are all linked together to represent a unity. Indeed, a link between the various constructive themes is indispensable: without such a link the literary work loses its essential characteristic, which is unity of all its elements.
The theme of a literary work can be easily understood from the plot (the surface layer) of the work: it allows of a schematic formulation, such, for instance, as: "this is a story of race discrimination in the USA", and the like.
The idea of a literary work is the underlying thought and emotional attitude transmitted to the reader by the whole poetic structure of the literary text. Poetic structure being a multi-layered entity, all of its layers pertain to the expression of the idea.
We shall try to illustrate this by E.Caldwell's seven-page story Wild Flowers. The story has the direct, metaphorical, and symbolic layers. It is out of an interplay of all these that the poetic idea emerges.
The plot of the story (the direct, surface layer) is austerely simple. Somewhere deep in the South of the USA a young tenant and his wife (an expectant mother) are of representation form a unity, a unity of content and form.
Plot is a sequence of events in which the characters are involved, the theme and the idea revealed. Events are made up of episodes, episodes, in their turn, of smaller action details. Thus, for example, in The Quiet American the events of the war in Vietnam are built up out of a series of episodes, such as Fowler's visit to the frontline, his flight, in a French plane, over the front-line villages, his crossing of the river full of dead bodies, etc. The event of Pyle's assassination is prepared and developed in such episodes as Fowler's visit to the lumber-shop in which he finds evidence of Pyle's criminal activity, in the episode of an explosion in the square, instigated by Pyle and others.
Each and every event that represents a conflict (the gist of the plot) has a beginning, a development and an end. The plot, accordingly, consists of exposition, story, climax and denouement.
In the exposition the necessary preliminaries to the action are laid out, such as the time, the place, and the subject of the action. Also some light may be cast on the circumstances that will influence the development of the action. Here is the exposition from L.Hughes's story Cora Unashamed that may well illustrate the pattern. "Melton was one of those miserable in-between little places, not large enough to be a town, nor small enough to be a village – that is, a village in the rural, charming sense of the word. Melton had no charm about it. It was merely a non-descript collection of houses and buildings in a region of farms – one of those sad American places with sidewalks, but no paved streets; electric-lights, but no sewage; a station but no trains... Cora Jenkins was one of the least of the citizens of Melton. She was what the people referred to when they wanted to be polite, as a Negress, and when they wanted to be rude, as a nigger -sometimes adding the word "wench" for no good reason, for Cora was usually an inoffensive soul, except that she sometimes cussed."
Story is that part of the plot which represents the beginning of the collision and the collision itself. In L.Hughes's Cora Unashamed it is the arrival at Melton of a white boy, Joe, Cora's short love, and the birth of her baby.
Climax is the highest point of the action. In Cora Unashamed it is the death and burial of Cora's baby.
Denouement is the event or events that bring the action to an end. The story referred to (Part I) ends with Cora returning after the burial of her baby to work for the family of white folks: to nurse their baby.
There is no uniformity as far as the above mentioned elements, of the plot and their sequence in the text are concerned. Thus, among short stories, there are such which begin straight with the action (the conflict) without any exposition. Here is how Ring Lardner's story Haircut begins "I got another barber that comes from Carter-vine and helps me out Saturdays, but the rest of the time I can get along all right alone", while others have no denouement in the conventional sense of the word (most of E. Hemingway's stories may serve as an example). A work of narrative prose that has all the elements mentioned above: exposition, story, climax, denouement as clearly discernable parts, is said to have a closed plot structure. This type of writing was most consistently cultivated by such American short story writers as W.Irving, E.Рое, N.Hawthorn, Bret Hart, H.James, O.Henry and others.
A literary work in which the action is represented without an obvious culmination, which does not contain all the above mentioned elements understood in their conventional sense, is said to have an open plot structure.
Plot structure is not a formal factor. It is as meaningful as any other component of the literary work: whether it is open or closed is conditioned entirely by the content. For illustration let us refer to the short story genre (which by the way, is considered by some writers to be the highest form of narrative prose). There are known two types of short stories:
1) A plot (action) short story. As a rule, this type has a closed structure, its plot being built upon one collision. The action dramatically develops only to explode at the very end; the sequence of events thus forms an ascending line from the exposition on to the climax and down to the denouement. O.Henry's stories reveal this pattern very well.
2) A psychological (character) short story. It generally shows the drama of a character's inner world. The structure in such a story is open. The traditional components of the plot are not clearly discernable and the action is less dynamic as compared to that of the plot short story. Many of E.Hemingway's stories are of such a type. 
Speaking about the two types of short stories, i.e. the plot short story and the character short story, it should be emphasized that they do not represent the only types. The more usual is the so-called mixed type, which includes a great variety of stories ranging from psychological plot short stories (G. Greene's Special Duties) to short story-essays (S.Lewis's Americans in Italy, Mr. Eglantine) in each of which the specific content conditions its own form of representation, i.e. its own type of composition and plot-structure.
It is doubtless, that the content always bears within itself the nucleus of the form.
Plot Structure and Literary Time

Life events span in time; they make a sequence of the past, the present and the future. Each single event takes the place of one that has occurred before so that they all may be figured as forming one straight line.
Time in the literary work differs from natural, historical time. The narrative may begin at any moment in the life of the character and end at any other moment, which is not necessarily the one which chronologically follows the former. It may end with the event that preceded those given at the beginning or in the middle of the narrative. Time in the literary work is called literary or poetic, and its representation is conditioned by the laws of narrative literature and the work's content. 
Composition. The subject matter of a literary work (the sequence of events, character collisions, etc.) may be represented in a variety of ways. Intuitively or not, an author chooses his technique according to his meaning.
The narration may be done in the first person, the narrator being either his own protagonist: "When I had first opened the door, I did not know what I was about to do; but now that I had seen her in her room, kneeling in prayer beside her bed, unaware that I was looking upon her and hearing her words and sobs, I was certain that I could never care for anyone else as I did for her. I had not known until then, but in the revelation of a few seconds I knew that I did love her. (E.Caldwell, Warm River); or focusing on another: "Oh, there were hundreds of things she had said. I remember everything, but I can't recall the words she used. I can't repeat them. She uttered them in a jumble of things. They had come from her lips like the jumbled parts of a cut-out puzzle. There was no man wise enough or patient enough to put the words in their correct order. If I attempted to put them together, there would be too many 'ands', and 'buts' and 'theys' and thousands of other words left over. They would make no sense in human ears. They were messages from her heart. Only feeling is intelligible there." (E.Caldwell)
The narration may be done in the third person. The narrator then focuses on some other character or characters. He may have direct knowledge of these and act as an observer. For instance. "He had been contemptuous of those who wrecked. You did not have to like it because you understood it. He could beat anything, he thought, because no thing could hurt him if he did not care. All right. Now he would not care for death. One thing he had always dreaded was the pain. He could stand pain as well as any man, until it went on too long, and wore him out, but here he had something that had hurt frightfully and just when he had felt it breaking him, the pain had stopped." (E.Hemingway The Snows of Kilimanjaro).
The narrator may have no direct relation to the persons he speaks about, he may not be present at all, be entirely anonymous, as in the following: "But the weather held clear, and by nightfall he knew that the men were certain to be holding his tracks. By nightfall Roy was too exhausted to be cunning, and he lay in his sleeping bag in the first dry corner he found in the rocks" (J.Aldridge The Hunter).
The narration, whatever it is: first-person, third-person, anonymous, rests on such forms as:
Interior monologue. The narrator as his own protagonist or the character he narrates about speaks to himself. "Soames moved along Piccadilly deep in reflections excited by his cousin's words. He himself had always been a worker and a saver, George always a drone and a spender; and yet, if confiscation once began, it was he – the worker and the saver – who would be looted! That was the negation of all virtue, the overturning of all Forsyte principles. Could civilization be built on any other? He did not think so." (J.Galsworthy To Let).
Dramatic monologue. The narrator (as his own protagonist) or a character speaks alone but there are those he addresses himself to, e. g. "I think you take too much care," said Winifred. "If I were you, I should tell her of that old matter. It's no good thinking that girls in these days are as they used to be. Where they pick up their knowledge I can't tell, but they seem to know everything." (J.Galsworthy To Let).
Dialogue. The speech of two or more characters addressed to each other. (The term is too obvious to need illustration.)
Narration. The presentation of events in their development, e.g. "The Collector had watched the arrest from the interior of the waiting-room, and throwing open its perforated doors of zinc, he was now revealed like a god in a shrine. When Fielding entered the doors clapped to, and were guarded by a servant, while punkah, to mark the importance of the moment, flapped dirty petticoats over their heads." (E.M.Forster A Passage to India).
Description. The presentation of the atmosphere, the scenery and the like of the literary work, e.g. "They are dark. Even when they open towards the sun, very little light penetrates down the entrance tunnel into the circular chamber. There is little to see, and no eye to see it, until the visitor arrives for his five minutes and strikes a match." (E.M.Forster A Passage to India).
All these forms of presentation, as a rule, interrelate in a literary text, with one or another of them standing out more prominent.
The arrangement and disposition of all the forms of the subject matter presentation make up the composition of the literary text.
Genre. The word "genre" which comes from French, where its primary meaning is "a kind", denotes in the theory of literature a historically formed type of literary work.
As with all other art categories it is the content that imposes upon the genre its peculiar limitations.
Who represents the aesthetic reality; what particular aspect of reality is represented; how is the time of represented events related to the time of speech – these and other factors are relevant to genre.
If it is outside events that are objectively narrated by an author, the genre is epic with narrative prose as its main variety.
If the author speaks about an aspect of reality reflected in his own inner world, if his emotions and meditations are represented without a clearly delimited thematic or temporal setting, the genre is lyric with lyric poetry as its main variety. 
If it is present day conflicting events that are represented in the speech and actions of characters in their interrelation with each other, the genre is dramatic, with different types of plays as its main manifestations.
Another factor that delimits the genre of writing is the nature of the represented conflict (fatal for the main character, the hero, or, on the contrary, easily overcome by him) as well as the moral stand taken by the author and expressed in a peculiar emotive quality of writing (elevated, humorous, ironic, sarcastic). In accordance with this factor literary works are divided into tragedy, comedy and drama.
The volume of the represented subject matter is yet another factor which is relevant to genre. In narrative prose, for instance, the volume delimits such two main subdivisions within the genre as novel and short story. A short story is usually centered on one main character (protagonist), one conflict, one theme, while in a novel alongside the main theme there are several other, rival themes; several minor conflicts alongside the main conflict, rival characters alongside the main character.
An unalloyed manifestation of each of the above-mentioned factors makes what is known as "pure genre", the type of writing characteristic of ancient Greek and Roman literature as well as that of the Renaissance and Classicism periods. Shakespeare's great tragedies, for instance, be it Romeo and Juliet, King Lear, Hamlet, Julius Caesar or Macbeth represent each a fatal conflict for the main heroes. The action in each of these plays climbs to its culmination and ends in a catastrophe. 
In modern literature (since the 18th century) mixed genres are prevalent. Thus, for instance, the elevated tragedy of Shakespearean days gave way to a mixture of tragedy and comedy or, tragedy and drama, etc.
The genre of a literary work materializes in a set of formal features imposed upon by the content. These formal features are: composition, plot structure, imagery, speech representation, rhythm, etc. Each genre as an invariant is manifested in different variants. Due to this fact we can apply the term "short story", for instance, to literary works written in different epochs and varying greatly in their content representation. Short works of W.Irving, Sh.Anderson, G.Greene; W.Faulkner and others are all known as short stories. For the same reason the work of H. Fielding Tom Johnes, the Foundling, Th.Dreiser's The Titan and W.Faulkner's The Sound and the Fury are known as novels.
Genre as any other art category is meaningful in two ways. First, because, as it has already been shown, it is delimited by the represented content, second, because, it itself carries a certain content. Take, for instance, the genre of a contemporary social-psychological novel. As a rule, its involved composition, intricate plot-structure, varied forms of speech representation, etc. are imposed by the complexity of the described phenomenon – contemporary life; at the same time all these genre-features of the novel with their complex interplay suggest the complexity of the represented content: contemporary life.
It should be said in conclusion, that genre changes with the passage of time. A writer in representing his subject matter exercises all the potentialities of the respective genre. In doing this he adds new features to the genre he resorts to, thus bringing about gradual changes in the genre. This holds true to the activities of many outstanding writers. Classics of the 19th century such as A.Pushkin, L.Tolstoi, F.Dostoyevsky, A.Chekhov, contemporary American authors E.Hemingway, Sh.Anderson and others have brought many new features into the novel and short story genres.

Comprehension Questions and Tasks

1. Expand on the idea that the reader’s appreciation of the book depends upon various factors.

2. Why do the images found in the literary work differ from life?

3. Comment on the idea that the perception of the literary work is a creative effort.

4. What relations exist between micro- and macro-elements?

5. Why is it harmful to separate the idea of the literary work from its verbal materialization?

6. What are the factors conditioning the incomplete representation of all images in a literary text?

7. What does the degree of incompleteness depend upon?

8. What is a poetic detail? Why is it defined as a functional category?

9. What is "verbal photography"? 

10. Why do we consider analogy and contrast to be the organizing axis of poetic structure?

11. Why is the perception of the literary work content described as a recursive process?

12. What are the functions of the recurrence of an element?

13.  What are the major components of poetic structure of the literary work?

14. Expand on the following: "Literary image is thus the ‘language of literature’, the form of its existence."

15. What interrelation do all images in the literary work constitute?

16. What is the function of a micro-image within the poetic structure?

17. What is meant by "the surface layer of the story"?

18. What is the difference between the notions of ‘theme’ and ‘idea’?

19. What does the plot consist of?

20. State the difference between open-plot and closed-plot structure?

21. Why is plot structure considered to be a meaningful component of the literary work?

22. What are the basic types of short story?

23. How does the notion of time in the literary work differ from natural time?

24. How can the writer transform literary time?

25. What are the major narration techniques?

26. What are the main forms of presentation on which the narration rest?

27. What are the factors delimiting the genre of writing?

28. What are the formal features in which the genre of the literary work materializes itself?

A SAMPLE OF STYLISTIC ANALYSIS OF PROSE PIECE

MRS. GENERAL

Charles Dickens
... Mrs. General was the daughter of a clerical dignitary in a cathedral town, where she had led the fashion until she was as near forty-five as a single lady can be. A stiff commissariat officer of sixty, famous as a martinet, had then become enamoured of the gravity with which she drove the proprieties four-in-hand through the cathedral town society, and had solicited to be taken beside her on the box of the cool coach of ceremony to which that team was harnessed. His proposal of marriage being accepted by the lady, the commissary took his seat behind the proprieties with great decorum, and Mrs. General drove until the commissary died. In the course of their united journey they ran over several people who came in the way of the proprieties; but always in a high style, and with composure.

The commissary having been buried with all the decorations suitable to the service (the whole team of proprieties were harnessed to his hearse, and they all had feathers and black velvet housings, with his coat of arms in the corner), Mrs. General began to inquire what quantity of dust and ashes was deposited at the bankers'. It then transpired that the commissary had so far stolen a march on Mrs. General as to have bought himself an annuity some years before his marriage, and to have reserved that circumstance, in mentioning, at the period of his proposal, that his income was derived from the interest of his money Mrs. General consequently found her means so much diminishes that, but for the perfect regulation of her mind, she might have felt disposed to question the accuracy of that portion of the late service which had declared that the commissary could take nothing away with him.

In this state of affairs it occurred to Mrs. General that she might "form the mind", and eke the manners of some young lady of distinction. Or, that she might harness the proprieties to the carriage of some rich young heiress or widow, and become at once the driver and guard of such vehicle through the social mazes...

... In person, Mrs. General, including her skirts, which had much to do with it, was of a dignified and imposing appearance; ample, rustling, gravely voluminous; always upright behind the proprieties. She might have been taken – had been taken – to the top of the Alps and the bottom of Herculaneum, without disarranging a fold in her dress, or displacing a pin . If her countenance and hair had rather a floury appearance, as though from living in some transcendently genteel mill, it was rather because she was a chalky creation altogether, than because she mended her complexion with violet powder, or had turned grey. If her eyes had no expression, it was probably because they had nothing to express. If she had few wrinkles, it was because her mind had never traced its name or any other inscription on her face. A cool, waxy, blown-out woman, who had never lighted well.

Mrs. General had no opinions. Her way of forming a mind was to prevent it from forming opinions. She had a little circular set of mental grooves or rails on which she started little trains of other people's opinions, which never overtook one another, and never got anywhere. Even her propriety could not dispute that there was impropriety in the world; but Mrs. General's way of getting rid of it was to put it out of sight, and make believe that there was no such thing. This was another of her ways of forming a mind – to cram all articles of difficulty into cupboards, lock them up, and say they had no existence. It was the easiest way, and beyond all comparison, the properest.

Mrs. General was not to be told of anything shocking. Accidents, miseries, and offences, were never to be mentioned before her. Passion was to go to sleep in the presence of Mrs. General, and blood was to change to milk and water. The little that was left in the world, when all these deductions were made, it was Mrs. General's province to varnish. In that formation process of hers she dipped the smallest

of brushes into the largest of pots, and varnished the surface of every object that came under consideration. The more cracked it was, the more Mrs. General varnished it.

There was varnish in Mrs. General's voice, varnish in Mrs. General's touch, an atmosphere of varnish round Mrs. General's figure. Mrs. General's dreams ought to have been varnished – if she had any – lying asleep in the arms of the good St. Bernard, with the feathery snow falling on his housetop.

* * *

"Amy," said Mr. Dorrit, "you have just now been the subject of some conversation between myself and Mrs. General. We agree that you scarcely seem at home here. Ha – how is this?"
A pause.
"I think, father, I require a little time."
"Papa is a preferable mode of address," observed Mrs. General. "Father is rather vulgar, my dear. The word Papa, besides, gives a pretty form to the lips. Papa, potatoes, poultry, prunes, and prism, are all very good words for the lips: especially prunes and prism. You will find it serviceable, in the formation of a demeanour, if you sometimes say to yourself in company – on entering a room, for instance – Papa, potatoes, poultry, prunes and prism, prunes and prism."
"Pray, my child," said Mr. Dorrit, "attend to the – hum-precepts of Mrs. General."
Poor Little Dorrit, with a rather forlorn glance at that eminent varnisher, promised to try....
... Mr. Dorrit was even a little more fragmentary than usual; being excited on the subject, and anxious to make himself particularly emphatic.
"I do beg," he repeated, "that this may be attended to, and that you will seriously take pains and try to conduct yourself in a manner both becoming your position as – ha – Miss Amy Dorrit, and satisfactory to myself and Mrs. General."
That lady shut her eyes again, on being again referred to; then, slowly opening them and rising, added these words:
"If Miss Amy Dorrit will direct her own attention to, and will accept of my poor assistance in, the formation of a surface, Mr. Dorrit will have no further cause of anxiety. May I take this opportunity of remarking, as an instance in point, that it is scarcely delicate to look at vagrants with the attention which I have seen bestowed upon them by a very dear young friend of mine? They should not be looked at. Nothing disagreeable should ever be looked at. Apart from such a habit standing in the way of that graceful equanimity of surface which is so expressive of good breeding, it hardly seems compatible with refinement of mind. A truly refined mind will seem to be ignorant of the existence of anything that is not perfectly proper, placid, and pleasant." Having delivered this exalted sentiment, Mrs. General made a sweeping obedience, and retired with an expression of mouth indicative of Prunes and Prism.
Stylistic Analysis
The passage is an extract from Dickens's novel Little Dorrit. Dickens describes a certain Mrs. General, a snobbish and pretentious lady "whose task was to form the minds of the young ladies of distinction". The character of Mrs. General is a brilliant example of Dickens' biting irony.
The ironical treatment of the subject is seen from the very first lines. Mrs. General is presented as a driver "of the carriage of proprieties". The metaphor is sustained through the whole passage, so the reader inevitably associates Mrs. General with "the cool coach of ceremony" with a pompous and pretentious behavior that was calculated to impress the people, and thus win Mrs. General a high reputation in bourgeois society. Mrs. General and her husband acted as paragons of virtue and condemned any breach of conduct with pitiless cruelty. Their behavior is revealed through the metaphor which is prolonged involving relevant details "of their united journey'. "In the course of their united journey'' Mrs. General and her husband "ran over several people who came in the way of the proprieties", in other words they treated people ruthlessly and ruined many a reputation. It was done, however, "in a high style, and with composure".
The first paragraph introduces Mrs. General as a lady who had "led the fashion" or metaphorically speaking "drove the carriage of proprieties". The central image of the metaphor, that of a driver of "the coach of ceremony" is sustained through a series of contributory images as to "four-in-hand" (she drove the proprieties four in hand), "the box of the cool coach of ceremony to which that team was harnessed", "in the course of their united journey", "they ran over several people", etc.
In the second paragraph one should note a peculiar use of the word "hearse", in its direct meaning it is a part of reality (Mr. General's funeral), on the other hand, in the macro-context it is a part of the sustained metaphor of the first paragraph ("the coach of ceremony").
In the third paragraph the same image is further developed and enhanced through the use of the synonyms ("coach", "carriage", "vehicle"); note the unity of the imagery used by Dickens. All the contextual synonyms develop the same idea, that of Mrs. General's drive "through the social mazes".
The choice of epithets employed by Dickens to describe this "accomplished lady" reveals his ironic attitude to her. The main idea expressed through the epithets is to show Mrs. General as an absolutely cold and indifferent woman devoid of any human feeling or emotion "a cool, waxy, blown-out woman". The metaphoric epithet "blown-out" is humorously commented on: "who had never lighted well".
"She was a chalky creation altogether", "dignified", "imposing", "gravely voluminous", but "upright", utterly devoid of any expression. "If her eyes had no expression, it was probably because they had nothing to express". The cold and lifeless qualities of Mrs. General are enhanced through the use of a hyperbole "She might have been taken – had been taken – to the top of the Alps and the bottom of Herculaneum, without disarranging a fold in her dress, or displacing a pin".
Mrs. General's inner qualities are in full harmony with her appearance: "Mrs. General had no opinions. She had a little circular set of mental grooves or rails on which she started little trains of other people's opinions". The description of Mrs. General's method of "forming a mind" is done through a prolonged metaphor whose central image is a "circular set" of "grooves" or "rails". It is but natural that no knowledge could be acquired under such a teacher as the "rails" led nowhere.
The other no less relevant feature of Mrs. General's method was to conceal "the impropriety" of the world. Mrs. General's task was to get rid of it, "to put it out of sight", "and make believe that there was no such thing". A series of synonymical repetitions is arranged climatically ending in a prolonged metaphor which is the top of the climax: "to cram all articles of difficulty into cupboards, lock them up, and say they had no existence".
One should note the syntactical arrangement of this paragraph: the use of epiphoric repetition in the first part of the paragraph (the word "opinion" is repeated three times which attracts the reader's attention and brings home to him the utter stupidity and mental mediocrity of Mrs. General and the fashionable set of society in which she rules).

The next paragraph begins with the topical sentence: "Mrs. General was not to be told of anything shocking". The author dwells on Mrs. General's indifferent, cold and snobbish approach to life, – all human feelings and sufferings were alien to her – this attitude towards life is revealed through the syntactical SD of parallelism which includes two periphrastic constructions: the first based on metaphor and the second on metonymy. "Passion was to go to sleep in the presence of Mrs. General and blood was to change to milk and water". Concluding the ironical description of Mrs. General Dickens dwells on her ability "to varnish" "the little that was left in the world, when all these deductions were made'. The metaphor "varnish" exposes Mrs. General as a false and hypocritical creature who deliberately tried to distort reality through the use of sugary lies, so that the dark and squalid aspects of life seemed quite respectable and even pleasant in her interpretation, "...she varnished the surface of every object that came under consideration. The more cracked it was, the more Mrs. General varnished it."
The ironical effect is achieved by the use of the prolongation of the metaphor "varnish" and by the use of the repetition of the word "varnish" throughout the whole paragraph.
In the last passage Mrs. General's method can be seen in practice. Dickens ridicules its foolish pretentiousness and snobbery.
Note the humorous effect created by the nouns "selected on euphonic principle" and forcibly joined together; the SD of alliteration adds to the humorous effect produced by the enumeration of these nouns: "papa, potatoes, poultry, prunes and prism".
Summing up the analysis of the character of Mrs. General which is the subject-matter of the chapter one should say that Dickens brilliantly uses imagery, mostly metaphors prolonged and developed throughout the passage, which help to reveal Mrs. General's nature. All EMs and SDs employed by Dickens are keyed to the purpose of exposing Mrs. General; her snobbery, coldness, cruelty and hypocrisy are the objects of the author's ridicule and biting irony.
The syntactical SDs add much to the impact created by the lexical EMs and SDs. One should note the unity of thought and the coherence in the development of each paragraph of the passage, the apt use of parallel constructions, climax and repetition.

THE JAPANESE QUINCE

 John Galsworthy

John Galsworthy (1867-1933) set out to satirize the Victorian upper-middle class whom he saw as reducing everything to property values including life itself. His works show some parts of the daily life of ordinary people in a realistic way that often contains social and political criticism. The writer combines the description of social and political evils with great sympathy for the people who hopelessly and helplessly suffer them.
As Mr. Nilson, well known in the City, opened the window of his dressing-room on Campden Hill, he experienced a peculiar sweetish sensation in the back of his throat, and a feeling of emptiness just under his fifth rib. Hooking the window back, he noticed that a little tree in the Square Gardens had come out in blossom, and that the thermometer stood at sixty. 'Perfect morning,' he thought; 'spring at last!'
Resuming some meditations on the price of Tintos, he took up an' ivory-backed hand-glass and scrutinized his face. His firm, well-coloured cheeks, with their neat brown moustaches, and his round, well-opened, clear grey eyes, wore a reassuring appearance of good health. Putting on his black frock-coat, he went downstairs.
In the dining-room his morning paper was laid out on the sideboard. Mr. Nilson had scarcely taken it in his hand when he again became aware of that queer feeling. Somewhat concerned, he went to the French window and descended the scrolled iron steps into the fresh air. A cuckoo clock struck eight.
'Half an hour to breakfast,' he thought; I’ll take a turn in the Gardens.'
He had them to himself, and proceeded to pace the circular path with his morning paper clasped behind him. He had scarcely made two revolutions, however, when it was borne in on him that, instead of going away in the fresh air, the feeling had increased. He drew several deep breaths, having heard deep breathing recommended by his wife's doctor; but they augmented rather than diminished the sensation – as of some sweetish liquor in course within him, together with a faint aching just above his heart. Running over what he had eaten the night before, he could recollect no unusual dish, and it occurred to him that it might possibly be some smell affecting him. But he could detect nothing except a faint sweet lemony scent, rather agreeable than otherwise, which evidently emanated from the bushes budding in the sunshine. He was on the point of resuming his promenade, when a blackbird close by burst into song, and looking up, Mr. Nilson saw at a distance of perhaps five yards4 a little tree, in the heart of whose branches the bird was perched. He stood staring curiously at this tree,
recognizing it for that which he had noticed from his window. It was covered with young blossoms, pink and white, and little bright green leaves both round and spiky; and on all this blossom and these leaves the sunlight glistened. Mr. Nilson smiled; the little tree was so alive and pretty! And instead of passing on, he stayed there smiling at the tree.
'Morning like this!' he thought; 'and here I am the only person in the Square who has the – to come out and – But he had no sooner conceived this thought than he saw quite near him a man with his hands behind him, who was also staring up and smiling at the little tree. Rather taken aback, Mr. Nilson ceased to smile, and looked furtively at the stranger. It was his next-door neighbour, Mr. Tandram, well known in the City, who had occupied the adjoining house for some five years. Mr. Nilson perceived at once the awkwardness of his position, for, being married, they had not yet had occasion to speak to one another. Doubtful as to his proper conduct, he decided at last to murmur 'Fine morning!' and was passing on, when Mr.Tandram answered: 'Beautiful, for the time of year!' Detecting a slight nervousness in his neighbour's voice, Mr. Nilson was emboldened to regard him openly. He was of about Mr Nilson's own height, with firm, well-coloured cheeks, neat brown moustaches, and round, well-opened, clear grey eyes; and he was wearing a black frock-coat. Mr. Nilson noticed that he had his morning paper clasped behind him as he looked up at the little tree. And visited somehow by the feeling that he had been caught out, he said abruptly:
'Er-can you give me the name of that tree?'
Mr. Tandram answered:
'I was about to ask you that,' and stepped towards it. Mr. Nilson also approached the tree.
'Sure to have its name on, I should think,' he said.
Mr. Tandram was the first to see the little label, close to where the blackbird had been sitting. He read it out.
'Japanese quince!' 
'Ah!' said Mr. Nilson, 'thought so. Early flowerers.'
'Very,' assented Mr. Tandram, and added: 'Quite a feelin' in the air today.'
Mr. Nilson nodded.
'It was a blackbird singin,' he said.
'Blackbirds,' answered Mr. Tandram. 'I prefer them to thrushes myself; more body in the note. And he looked at Mr. Nilson in an almost friendly way.
'Quite,' murmured Mr. Nilson. 'These exotics, they don't
bear fruit. Pretty blossom!' and he again glanced up at the blossom, thinking: 'Nice fellow, this, I rather like him.'
Mr. Tandram also gazed up at the blossom. And the little tree, as if appreciating their attention, quivered and glowed. From a distance the blackbird gave a loud, clear call. Mr. Nilson dropped his eyes. It struck him suddenly that Mr. Tandram looked a little foolish; and, as if he had seen himself, he said: 'I must be going in. Good morning!'
A shade passed over Mr. Tandram's face, as if he, too, had suddenly noticed something about Mr. Nilson.
'Good morning,' he replied, and clasping their journals to their backs they separated.
Mr. Nilson retraced his steps towards his garden window, walking slowly so as to avoid arriving at the same time as his neighbour. Having seen Mr. Tandram mount his scrolled iron steps, he ascended his own in turn. On the top step he paused.
With the slanting spring sunlight darting and quivering into it, the Japanese quince seemed more living than a tree. The blackbird had returned to it, and was chanting out his heart.
Mr. Nilson sighed; again he felt that queer sensation, that choky feeling in his throat.
The sound of a cough or sigh attracted his attention. There, in the shadow of his French window, stood Mr. Tandram, also looking forth across the Gardens at the little quince tree.
Unaccountably upset, Mr. Nilson turned abruptly into the house, and opened his morning paper.
TASKS:

1. Answer the following questions:
1. What was Mr. Nilson's social status? 2. Why did Mr. Nilson decide to take a turn in the Gardens before breakfast? 3. How did Mr. Nilson try to explain the peculiar sensation affecting him? 4. What was Mr. Nilson's reaction at seeing the little tree in blossom? 5. What made the little tree look so alive? 6. What did Mr. Nilson know about Japanese quince? 7. Why was Mr. Nilson taken aback at finding out that he was not alone in the-Gardens? 8. How are the characters of the two neighbours related to each other? 9. Why did Mr. Tandram suddenly seem a little foolish to his neighbour? 10. What could Mr. Tandram have suddenly noticed about Mr. Nilson? 11. Why did Mr. Nilson try to avoid arriving home at the same time as his neighbour? 12. What made the two neighbours look and act so much alike? 13. How does the fact that the two neighbours present an exact replica of one another bear on the interpretation of the story? 14. What role does the little tree play in the story? 15. What is the author's attitude toward what he tells? 16. What kind of emotions and thoughts does the story evoke in the reader?
2. Give your observations as to:
a) the type (genre) of the story; b) the theme of the story; c) the means by which artistic effect is achieved; d) the details that help to create the atmosphere of an early spring morning; e) the symbolic character of the situation described; f) analyze the use of micro-components and dwell on their stylistic effect.
THE BOARDING HOUSE 

James Joyce

One of the most significant English writers of the XX century, J. Joyce is widely known for the "stream-of-consciousness" technique, employed by him in his major novel "Ulysses" (1922). His literary debut occurred in 1914, with the publication of the first and only collection of short stories "The Dubliners". The one which follows is based on the bond between mother and child and takes place at a small hotel.
Mrs. Mooney was a butcher's daughter. She was a woman who was quite able to keep things to herself: a determined woman. She had married her father's foreman and opened a butcher's shop near Spring Gardens. But as soon as his father-in-law was dead Mr. Mooney began to go to the devil. He drank, plundered the till, ran headlong into debt. It was no use making him take the pledge: he was sure to break out again a few days after. By fighting his wife in the presence of customers and by buying bad meat he ruined his business. One night he went for his wife with the cleaver and she had to sleep in a neighbour's house.
After that they lived apart. She went to the priest and got a separation from him with care of the children. She would give him neither money nor food nor house-room; and so he was obliged to enlist himself as a sheriff's man. He was a shabby stooped little drunkard with a white face and a white moustache and white eyebrows, penciled above his little eyes, which were pink-veined and raw; and all day long he sat in the bailiff's room, waiting to be put on a job. Mrs. Mooney, who had taken what remained of her money out of the butcher business and set up a boarding house in Hardwicke Street, was a big imposing woman. Her house had a floating population made up of tourists from Liverpool and the Isle of Man and, occasionally, artistes from the music halls. Its resident population was made up of clerks from the city. She governed the house cunningly and firmly, knew when to give credit, when to be stern and when to let things pass. All the resident young men spoke of her as The Madam.
Mrs. Mooney's young men paid fifteen shillings a week for board and lodgings (beer or stout at dinner excluded). They shared in common tastes and occupations and for this reason they were very chummy with one another. They discussed with one another the chances of favourites and outsiders. Jack Mooney, the Madam's son, who was clerk to a commission agent in Fleet Street, had the reputation of being a hard case. He was fond of using soldiers' obscenities: usually he came home in the small hours. When he met his friends he had always a good one to tell them and he was always sure to be on to a good thing – that is to say, a likely horse or a likely artiste. He was also handy with the mits and sang comic songs. On Sunday nights there would often be a reunion in Mrs. Mooney's front drawing-room. The music-hall artistes would oblige; and Sheridan played waltzes and polkas and vamped accompaniments. Polly Mooney, the Madam's daughter, would also sing. She sang:
"I'm a... naughty girl. 

You needn't sham: 

You know I am."
Polly was a slim girl of nineteen; she had light soft hair and a small full mouth. Her eyes, which were grey with a shade of green through them, had a habit of glancing upwards when she spoke with anyone, which made her look like a little perverse madonna. Mrs. Mooney had first sent her daughter to be a typist in a corn-factor's office but, as a disreputable sheriff's man used to come every other day to the office, asking to be allowed to say a word to his daughter, she had taken her daughter home again and set her to do housework. As Polly was very lively the intention was to give her the run of the young men. Besides, young men like to feel that there is a young woman not very far away. Polly, of course, flirted with the young men but Mrs Mooney, who was a shrewd judge, knew that the young men were only passing the time away: none of them meant business. Things went on so for a long time and Mrs. Mooney began to think of sending Polly back to typewriting when she noticed that something was going on between Polly and one of the young men. She watched the pair and kept her own counsel.
Polly knew that she was being watched, but still her mother's persistent silence could not be misunderstood. There had been no open complicity between mother and daughter, no open understanding but, though people in the house began to talk of the affair, still Mrs. Mooney did not intervene. Polly began to grow a little strange in her manner and the young man was evidently perturbed. At last, when she judged it to be the right moment, Mrs. Mooney intervened. She dealt with moral problems as a cleaver deals with meat: and in this case she had made up her mind.
It was a bright Sunday morning of early summer, promising heat, but with a fresh breeze blowing. All the windows of the boarding house were open and the lace curtains ballooned gently towards the street beneath the raised sashes. The belfry of George's Church sent out constant peals and worshippers, singly or in groups, traversed the little circus before the church, revealing their purpose by their self-contained demeanour no less than by the little volumes in their gloved hands. Breakfast was over in the boarding house and the table of the breakfast-room was covered with plates on which lay yellow streaks of eggs with morsels of bacon-fat and bacon rind. Mrs. Mooney sat in the straw arm-chair and watched the servant Mary remove the breakfast things. She made Mary collect the crusts and pieces of broken bread to help to make Tuesday's bread-pudding. When the table was cleared, the broken bread collected, the sugar and butter safe under lock and key, she began to reconstruct the interview which she had had the night before with Polly. Things were as she had suspected: she had been frank in her questions and Polly had been frank in her answers. Both had been somewhat awkward, of course. She had been made awkward by her not wishing to receive the news in too cavalier a fashion or to seem to have connived and Polly had been made awkward not merely because allusions of that kind always made her awkward but also because she did not wish it to be thought that in her wise innocence she had divined the intention behind her mother's tolerance.
Mrs. Mooney glanced instinctively at the little gilt clock on the mantelpiece as soon as she had become aware through her reverie that the bells of George's Church had stopped ringing. It was seventeen minutes past eleven: she would have lots of time to have the matter out with Mr. Doran and then catch short twelve at Marlborough Street. She was sure she would win. To begin with she had all the weight of social opinion on her side: she was an outraged mother. She had allowed him to live beneath her roof, assuming that he was a man of honour, and he had simply abused her hospitality. He was thirty-four of thirty-five years of age, so that youth could not be pleaded as his excuse; nor could ignorance be his excuse since he was a man who had seen something of the world. He had simply taken advantage of Polly's youth and inexperience: that was evident. The question was: What reparation would he make?
There must be reparation made in such case. It is all very well for the man: he can go his ways as if nothing had happened, having had his moment of pleasure, but the girl has to bear the brunt. Some mothers would be content to patch up such an affair for a sum of money; she had known cases of it. But she would not do so. For her only one reparation could make up for the loss of her daughter's honour: marriage.
She counted all her cards again before sending Mary up to Mr. Doran's room to say that she wished to speak with him. She felt sure she would win. He was a serious young man, not rakish or loud-voiced like the others. If it had been Mr. Sheridan or Mr. Meade or Bantam Lyons her task would have been much harder. She did not think he would face publicity. All the lodgers, in the house knew something of the affair; details had been invented by some. Besides, he had been employed for thirteen years in a great Catholic wine-merchant's office and publicity would mean for him, perhaps, the loss of his job. Whereas if he agreed all might be well. She knew he had a good screw for one thing and she suspected he had a bit of stuff put by.
Nearly the half-hour! She stood up and surveyed herself in the pier-glass. The decisive expression of her great florid face satisfied her and she thought of some mothers she knew who could not get their daughters off their hands.
Mr. Doran was very anxious indeed this Sunday morning. He had made two attempts to shave but his hand had been so unsteady that he had been obliged to desist. Three days' reddish beard fringed his jaws and every two or three minutes a mist gathered on his glasses so that he had to take them off and polish them with his pocket-handkerchief. The recollection of his confession of the night before was a cause of acute pain to him; the priest had drawn out every ridiculous detail of the affair and in the end had so magnified his sin that he was almost thankful at being afforded a loophole of reparation. The harm was done. What could he do now but marry her or run away? He could not brazen it out. The affair would be sure to be talked of and his employer would be certain to hear of it. Dublin is such a small city: everyone knows everyone else's business. He felt his heart leap warmly in his throat as he heard in his excited imagination old Mr .Leonard calling out in his rasping voice: ''Send Mr. Doran here, please."
All his long years of service gone for nothing! All his industry and diligence thrown away! As a young man he had sown his wild oats, of course; he had boasted of his free-thinking and denied the existence of God to his companions in public-houses. But that was all passed and done with... nearly. He still bought a copy of Reynold's Newspaper every week but he attended to his religious duties and for nine-tenths of the year lived a regular life. He had money enough to settle down on; it was not that. But the family would look down on her. First of all there was her disreputable father and then her mother's boarding house was beginning to get a certain fame. He had a notion that he was being had. He could imagine his friends talking of the affair and laughing. She was a little vulgar; sometimes she said "I seen" and "If I had've known". But what would grammar matter if he really loved her? He could not make up his mind whether to like her or despise her for what she had done. Of course he had done it too. His instinct urged him to remain free, not to marry. Once you are married you are done for, it said. While he was sitting helplessly on the side of the bed in shirt and trousers she tapped lightly at his door and entered. She told him all, that she had made a clean breast of it to her mother and that her mother would speak with him that morning. She cried and threw her arms round his neck, saying:
"O Bob! Bob! What am I to do? What am I to do at all?"
She would put an end to herself, she said.
He comforted her feebly, telling her not to cry, that it would be all right, never fear. He felt against his shirt the agitation of her bosom.
It was not altogether his fault that it had happened. He remembered well, with the curious patient memory of the celibate, the first casual caresses her dress, her breath, her fingers had given him. Then late one night as he was undressing for bed she had tapped at his door, timidly. She wanted to relight her candle at his for hers had been blown out by a gust. It was her bath night. She wore a loose open combing jacket of printed flannel. Her white instep shone in the opening of her furry slippers and the blood glowed warmly behind her perfumed skin. From her hands and wrists too as she lit and steadied her candle a faint perfume arose.
On nights when he came in very late it was she who warmed up his dinner. He scarcely knew what he was eating feeling her beside him alone, at night, in the sleeping house. And her thoughtfulness! If the night was anyway cold or wet or windy there was sure to be a little tumbler of punch ready for him. Perhaps they could be happy together. ...
They used to go upstairs together on tiptoe, each with a candle, and on the third landing exchange reluctant good-nights. They used to kiss. He remembered well her eyes, the touch of her hand and his delirium. ...
But delirium passes. He echoed her phrase, applying it to himself: "What am I to do?" The instinct of the celibate warned him to hold back. But the sin was there; even his sense of honour told him that reparation must be made for such a sin.
While he was sitting with her on the side of the bed Mary came to the door and said that the missus wanted to see him in the parlour. He stood up to put on his coat and waistcoat, more helpless than ever. When he was dressed he went over to her to comfort her. It would be all right, never fear. He left her crying on the bed and moaning softly: "0 my God!"
Going down the stairs his glasses became so dimmed with moisture that he had to take them off and polish them. He longed to ascend through the roof and fly away to another country where he would never hear again of his trouble, and yet a force pushed him downstairs step by step. The implacable faces of his employer and of the Madam stared upon his discomfiture. On the last flight of stairs he passed Jack Mooney who was coming up from the pantry nursing two bottles of Bass. They saluted coldly; and the lover's eyes rested for a second or two on a thick bulldog face and a pair of thick short arms. When he reached the foot of the staircase he glanced up and saw Jack regarding him from the door of the return-room. Suddenly he remembered the night when one of the music-hall artistes, a little blond Londoner, had made a rather free allusion to Polly. The reunion had been almost broken up on account of Jack's violence. Everyone tried to quiet him. The music-hall artiste, a little paler than usual, kept smiling and saying that there was no harm meant: but Jack kept shouting at him that if any fellow tried that sort of a game on with his sister he'd bloody well put his teeth down his throat, so he would.
* * *

Polly sat for a little time on the side of the bed, crying. Then she dried her eyes and went over to the looking-glass. She dipped the end of the towel in the water-jug and refreshed her eyes with the cool water. She looked at herself in profile and readjusted a hairpin above her ear. Then she went back to the bed again and sat at the foot. She regarded the pillows for a long time and the sight of them awakened in her mind secret, amiable memories. She rested the nape of her neck against the cool iron bed-rail and fell into a reverie. There was no longer any perturbation visible on her face.
She waited on patiently, almost cheerfully, without alarm, her memories gradually giving place to hopes and visions of the future. Her hopes and visions were so intricate that she no longer saw the white pillows on which her gaze was fixed or remembered that she was waiting for anything.
At last she heard her mother calling. She started to her feet and ran to the banisters.
"Polly! Polly!"
"Yes, mamma?"
"Come down, dear. Mr. Doran wants to speak to you."
Then she remembered what she had been waiting for.

Comprehension Questions and Tasks
1. Mrs. Mooney had carefully set a trap to catch a husband for her daughter. The author never uses any such word. Find in the text words and phrases that will allow you to piece together the picture of her intentions and behaviour.

2. J. Joyce several times denies Miss Mooney's open involvement into her mother's scheming, but nonetheless the reader develops a strong conviction that she is an accomplice in the scheme. How is this impression created?
3. Was Miss Mooney in love? Or Mr. Doran? Will they get married eventually? Proceeding from their characters and the nature of their relations what kind of marriage is it going to be?
4. Technically, it is Mrs. Mooney who is described most elaborately. Her past and present life, her thoughts and emotions are elucidated. Mr.. Doran is also given considerable attention of the author. Miss Mooney comes third after them. Do you agree that this configuration reflects their importance for the realization of the author's concept? Or would you rather put another person, not Mrs. Mooney, into the most significant position to convey the writer's message to us, his readers? Why? Explain your answer proceeding from the text.
REBECCA

Donald Barthelme

Donald Barthelme (born 1931) is one of the notable literary innovators of recent American literature. Since his first short story appeared in the New Yorker in 1963, his stories and novels have won national literary prizes and a growing audience of readers and critics who have been attracted to his artful and dazzling "linguistic games" and his mocking portraits of the lives and feelings of modern Americans.

Barthelme has been categorized as one of the "celebrants of unreason, chaos, and inexorable decay", a writer suited best for the "far out's." His writing, with its puzzles and fragmentary structures, has been called "postmodernism", "anti-traditional," and "metafiction" because he has often abandoned the familiar literary devices of plot and characterization. He makes little attempt to mirror reality. Instead, he uses conventional settings and situations for the display of ludicrous and paradoxical events, striving for what is "sometimes spoken of as the ineffable…somewhere probable between mathematics and religion, in which what may fairly be called truth exists."

In two novels – Snow White (1967) and The Dead Father (1975) – and in more than 150 short stories, Barthelme has used fragments of popular song lyrics, sayings, advertising slogans, and the stereotyped phrases of the day. He has rewritten well-known fairy tales in which expected and familiar events are warped and "they lived happily ever after" is not to be. The conventional world, for Barthelme, is a thicket of arbitrary follies, overgrown with unrecognized paradoxes and populated by characters whose minds are sodden with the pictures of pop advertising and the ideas of pop thought. Barthelme questions received truths, the conventions that our dulled senses automatically' accept. His brief stories show how modern consciousness is often a state of foolish innocence and modern life a series of mordant experiences needlessly repeated.

In the comic turns of his deft prose Barthelme exposes America's most cherished institutions: its businesses, homes, and – in "The School" – its classrooms, where dim-willed teachers grope for cliches with which to express the formulaic thought that clutters their brains and where grade-school children, just out of infancy, speak in high-flown rhetoric about the "taken-for-granted mundanity of the everyday."

Rebecca Lizard was trying to change her ugly, reptilian, thoroughly unacceptable last name. "Lizard," said the judge. "Lizard, Lizard, Lizard, Lizard. There's nothing wrong with it if you say it enough times. You can't clutter up the court's calendar with trivial little minor irritations. And there have been far too many people changing their names lately. Changing your name countervails the best interest of the telephone company, the electric company, and the United States government. Motion denied." 

Lizard in tears. Lizard led from the courtroom. A chrysanthemum of Kleenex held under her nose. "Shaky lady," said a man, "are you a schoolteacher?" Of course she's a schoolteacher, you idiot. Can't you see the poor woman's all upset? Why don't you leave her alone? "Are you a homosexual lesbian? Is that why you never married?" Christ, yes, she's a homosexual lesbian, as you put it. Would you please shut your face? 
Rebecca went to the damned dermatologist (a new damned dermatologist), but he said the same thing the others had said. "Greenish," he said, "slight greenishness, genetic anomaly, nothing to be done, I'm afraid, Mrs. Lizard." 

"Miss Lizard."

"Nothing to be done. Miss Lizard."

"Thank you, Doctor. Can I give you a little something for your trouble?" 

"Fifty dollars."

When Rebecca got home the retroactive rent increase was waiting for her, coiled in her mailbox like a pupil about to strike. Must get some more Kleenex. Or a Ph.D. No other way. She thought about sticking her head in the oven. But it was an electric oven. 

Rebecca's lover, Hilda, came home late. "How'd it go?" Hilda asked, referring to the day. 

"Lousy."

"Hmmm," Hilda said, and quietly mixed strong drinks of busthead( for the two of them.

Hilda is a very good-looking woman. So is Rebecca. They love each other – an incredibly dangerous and delicate business, as we know. Hilda has long blond hair and is perhaps a shade the more beautiful. Of course, Rebecca has a classic and sexual figure which attracts huge admiration from every beholder.

"You're late," Rebecca said. "Where were you?"

"I had a drink with Stephanie."

"Why did you have a drink with Stephanie?"

"She stopped by my office and said let's have a drink."

"Where did you go?"

"The Barclay."

"How is Stephanie?" 

"She's fine."

"Why did you have to have a drink with Stephanie?" 

"I was ready for a drink."

"Stephanie doesn't have a slight greenishness, is that it? Nice, pink Stephanie."

Hilda rose and put an excellent C & W album on the record player. It was David Rogers's "Farewell to the Ryman," Atlantic SD 7283. It contains such favorites as "Blue Moon of Kentucky," "Great Speckled Bird," "I'm Movin' On," and "Walking the Floor over You." Many great Nashville personnel appear on this record.

"Pinkness is not everything," Hilda said. "And Stephanie is a little bit boring. You know that." 

"Not so boring that you don't go out for drinks with her." 

"I am not interested in Stephanie."

"As I was leaving the courthouse," Rebecca said, "a man unzipped my zipper." David Rogers was singing "Oh please release me, let me go." 

"What were you wearing?" 

"What I'm wearing now."

"So he had good taste," Hilda said, "for a creep." She hugged Rebecca, on the sofa. "I love you," she said.

"Screw that," Rebecca said plainly, and pushed Hilda away. "Go hang out with Stephanie Sasser."

"I am not interested in Stephanie Sasser," Hilda said for the second time. 

Very often one "pushes away" the very thing that one most wants to grab, like a lover. This is a common, although distressing, psychological mechanism, having to do (in my opinion) with the fact that what is presented is not presented "purely", that there is a tiny little canker or grim place in it somewhere. However, worse things can happen. 

"Rebecca," said Hilda, "I really don't like your slight greenishness." 

The term "lizard" also includes geckos, iguanas, chameleons, slow worms, and monitors. Twenty existing families make up the order, according to the Larousse Encyclopedia of Animal Life, and four others are known only from fossils. There are about twenty-five hundred species, and they display adaptations for walking, running, climbing, creeping, or burrowing. Many have interesting names, such as the Bearded Lizard, the Collared Lizard, the Flap-Footed Lizard, the Frilled Lizard, the Girdle-Tailed Lizard, and the Wall Lizard. 

"I have been overlooking it for these several years, because I love you, but I really don't like it so much," Hilda said. "It's slightly…" 

"Knew it," said Rebecca.

Rebecca went into the bedroom. The color television set was turned on, for some reason. In a greenish glow, a film called Green Hill was unfolding. I'm ill, I'm ill. I will become a farmer. 

Hilda entered the bedroom and said, "Supper is ready." 

"What is it?" 

"Pork with red cabbage."

"I'm drunk," Rebecca said.

Too many of our citizens are drunk at times when they should be sober – suppertime, for example. Drunkenness leads to forgetting where you have put your watch, keys, or money clip, and to a decreased sensitivity to the needs and desires and calm good health of others. The causes of overuse of alcohol are not as clear as the results. Psychiatrists feel in general that alcoholism is a serious problem but treatable, in some cases. AA is said to be both popular and effective. At base, the question is one of willpower. 

"Get up," Hilda said. "I'm sorry I said that." 

"You told the truth," said Rebecca. 

"Yes, it was the truth," Hilda admitted.

"You didn't tell me the truth in the beginning. In the beginning, you said it was beautiful." 

"I was telling you the truth, in the beginning. I did think it was beautiful. Then." 

This "then," the ultimate word in Hilda's series of three brief sentences, is one of the most pain-inducing words in the human vocabulary, when used in this sense. Departed time! And the former conditions that went with it! How is human pain to be measured? But remember that Hilda, too... It is correct to feel for Rebecca in this situation, but, reader, neither can Hilda's position be considered an enviable one, for truth, as Bergson knew, is a hard apple, whether one is throwing it or catching it. "What remains?" Rebecca said stonily. "I can love you in spite of… "

Do I want to be loved in spite of? Do you? Does anyone? But aren't we all, to some degree? Aren't there important parts of all of us which must be, so to say, gazed past? I turn a blind eye to that aspect of you, and you turn a blind eye to that aspect of me, and with these blind eyes, eyeball-to-eyeball, to use an expression from the early 1960s, we continue our starched and fragrant lives. Of course, it's also called "making the best of things," which I have always considered a rather soggy idea for an American ideal. But my criticisms of this idea must be tested against those of others – the late President McKinley, for example, who maintained that maintaining a good, in not necessarily sunny, disposition was the one valuable and proper course.

Hilda placed her hands on Rebecca's head. "The snow is coming," she said. "Soon it will be snow time. Together then as in other snow times. Drinking the busthead 'round the fire. Truth is a locked room that we knock the lock off from time to time, and then board up again. Tomorrow you will hurt me, and I will inform you that you have done so, and so on and so on. To hell with it. Come, viridian(( friend, come and sup with me." They sit down together. The pork with red cabbage steams before them. They speak quietly about the McKinley Administration, which is being revised by revisionist historians. 

The story ends. It was written for several reasons. Nine of them are secrets. The tenth is that one should never cease considering human love, which remains as grisly and golden as ever, no matter what it tattooed upon the warm tympanic((( page.

Comprehension Questions and Tasks

1. Literary analysis of contemporary prose often uses the term "POLYPHONY". Polyphonic, literally "many-voiced", is a term found in the writings of the Russian literary theorist Mikhail Bakhtin. A polyphonic novel/story is one in which several different voices or points of view interact on more or less equal terms. After reading the story "Rebecca" single out all voices you will be able to distinguish in it.

2. Barthelme often uses fragments of popular song lyrics, sayings, advertising slogans, and the stereotyped phrases of the day in his short stories. Is this true for the story which you have just read?
3. As it is said in the introduction, "Barthelme’s brief stories show how modern consciousness is often a state of foolish innocence and modern life a series of mordant experiences needlessly repeated". Does "Rebecca" prove or contradict this opinion?
4. How does the fact that the main characters of the love story are women influence your perception of it?
Margaret Atwood

READING BLIND
Margaret Atwood (b. 1939) is a Canadian poet and novelist. Her first volume, "The Circle Game" (1966) was followed by several others. Her novels include "The Edible Woman" (1969), "Life before Man" (1979), "Cat’s Eye" (1988), and "The Robber Bride" (1994). "Reading Blind" was written as an introduction to "The Best American Short Stories 1989". Out of total of two thousand stories published in 1989, Atwood’s job was to pick twenty. She found herself asking some tough questions: "What would be my criteria, if any? How would I be able to tell the best from the merely better?" This essay is her attempt to answer these questions. 

Whenever I'm asked to talk about what constitutes a ''good" story, or what makes one well-written story "better" than another, I begin to feel very uncomfortable. Once you start making lists or devising rules for stories, or for any other kind of writing, some writer will be sure to happen along and casually break every abstract rule you or anyone else has ever thought up, and take your breath away in the process. The word should is a dangerous one to use when speaking of writing. It's a kind of challenge to the deviousness and inventiveness and audacity and perversity of the creative spirit. Sooner or later, anyone who has been too free with it will be liable to end up wearing it like a dunce's cap. We don't judge good stories by the application to them of some set of external measurements, as we judge giant pumpkins at the Fall Fair. We judge them by the way they strike us. And that will depend on a great many subjective imponderables, which we lump together under the general heading of taste. . . .
I've spoken of "the voice of the story," which has become a sort of catchall phrase; but by it I intend something more specific: a speaking voice, like the singing voice in music that moves not across space, across the page, but through time. Surely every written story is, in the final analysis, a score for voice. Those little black marks on the page mean nothing without their retranslation into sound. Even when we read silently, we read with the ear, unless we are reading bank statements.
Perhaps, by abolishing the Victorian practice of family reading and by removing from our school curricula those old standbys, the set memory piece and the recitation, we've deprived both writers and readers of something essential to stories. We've led them to believe that prose comes in visual blocks, not in rhythms and cadences; that its texture should be flat because a page is flat; that written emotion should not be immediate, like a drumbeat, but more remote, like a painted landscape: something to be contemplated. But understatement can be overdone, plainsong can get too plain. When I asked a group of young writers, earlier this year, how many of them ever read their own work aloud, not one of them said she did.
I'm not arguing for the abolition of the eye, merely for the reinstatement of the voice, and for an appreciation of the way it carries the listener along with it at the pace of the story. (Incidentally, reading aloud disallows cheating; when you're reading aloud, you can't skip ahead.)

* * *

Our first stories come to us through the air. We hear voices. Children in oral societies grow up within a web of stories; but so do all children. We listen before we can read. Some of our listening is more like listening in, to the calamitous or seductive voices of the adult world, on the radio or the television or in our daily lives. Often it's an overhearing of things we aren't supposed to hear, eavesdropping on scandalous gossip or family secrets. From all these scraps of voices, from the whispers and shouts that surround us, even from the ominous silences, the unfilled gaps in meaning, we patch together for ourselves an order of events, a plot or plots; these, then, are the things that happen, these are the people they happen to, this is the forbidden knowledge.
We have all been little pitchers with big ears, shooed out of the kitchen when the unspoken is being spoken, and we have probably all been tale-bearers, blurters at the dinner table, unwitting violators of adult rules of censorship. Perhaps this is what writers are: those who never kicked the habit. We remained tale-bearers. We learned to keep our eyes open, but not to keep our mouths shut.
If we're lucky, we may also be given stories meant for our ears, stories intended for us. These may be children's Bible stories, tidied up and simplified and with the vicious bits left out. They may be fairy tales, similarly sugared, although if we are very lucky it will be the straight stuff in both instances, with the slaughters, thunderbolts, and red-hot shoes left in. In any case, these tales will have deliberate, molded shapes, unlike the stories we have patched together for ourselves. They will contain mountains, deserts, talking donkeys, dragons; and, unlike the kitchen stories, they will have definite endings. We are likely to accept these stories as being on the same level of reality as the kitchen stories. It's only when we are older that we are taught to regard one kind of story as real and the other kind as mere invention. This is about the same time we're taught to believe that dentists are useful, and writers are not.
Traditionally, both the kitchen gossips and the readers-out-loud have been mothers or grandmothers, native languages have been mother tongues, and the kinds of stories that are told to children have been called nursery tales or old wives' tales. It struck me as no great coincidence when I learned recently that, when a great number of prominent writers were asked to write about the family member who had had the greatest influence on their literary careers, almost all of them, male as well as female, had picked their mothers. Perhaps this reflects the extent to which North American children have been deprived of their grandfathers, those other great repositories of story; perhaps it will come to change if men come to share in early child care, and we will have old husbands' tales. But as things are, language, including the language of our earliest-learned stories, is a verbal matrix, not a verbal patrix....
Two kinds of stories we first encounter – the shaped tale, the overheard impromptu narrative we piece together – form our idea of what a story is and color the expectations we bring to stories later. Perhaps it's from the collisions between these two kinds of stories – what is often called "real life" (and which writers greedily think of as their "material") and what is sometimes dismissed as "mere literature" or "the kinds of things that happen only in stories" – that original and living writing is generated. A writer with nothing but a formal sense will produce dead work, but so will one whose only excuse for what is on the page is that it really happened. Anyone who has been trapped in a bus beside a nonstop talker graced with no narrative skill or sense of timing can testify to that. Or, as Raymond Chandler says in "The Simple Art of Murder": "All language begins with speech, and the speech of common men at that, but when it develops to the point of becoming a literary medium it only looks like speech."
Expressing yourself is not nearly enough. You must express the story. .. .
Perhaps all I want from a good story is what children want when they listen to tales both told and overheard – which turns out to be a good deal.
They want their attention held, and so do I. I always read to the end, out of some puritanical, and adult, sense of duty owed; but if I start to fidget and skip pages, and wonder if conscience demands I go back and read the middle, it's a sign that the story has lost me, or I have lost it.
They want to feel they are in safe hands, that they can trust the teller. With children this may mean simply that they know the speaker will not betray them by closing the book in the middle, or mixing up the heroes and the villains. With adult readers it's more complicated than that, and involves many dimensions, but there's the same element of keeping faith. Faith must be kept with the language – even if the story is funny, its language must be taken seriously – with the concrete details of locale, mannerism, clothing; with the shape of the story itself. A good story may tease, as long as this activity is foreplay and not used as an end in itself. If there's a promise held out, it must be honored. Whatever is hidden behind the curtain must be revealed at last, and it must be at one and the same time completely unexpected and inevitable. It's in this last respect that the story (as distinct from the novel) comes closest to resembling two of its oral predecessors, the riddle and the joke. Both, or all three, require the same mystifying buildup, the same surprising twist, the same impeccable sense of timing. If we guess the riddle at once, or if we can't guess it because the answer makes no sense – if we see the joke coming, or if the point is lost because the teller gets it muddled – there is failure. Stories can fail in the same way.
But anyone who has ever told, or tried to tell, a story to children will know that there is one thing without which none of the rest is any good. Young children have little sense of dutifulness or of delaying anticipation. They are longing to hear a story, but only if you are longing to tell one. They will not put up with your lassitude or boredom: If you want their full attention, you must give them yours. You must hold them with your glittering eye or suffer the pinches and whispering. You need the Ancient Mariner element, the Scheherazade element: a sense of urgency. This is the story I must tell; this is the story you must hear.
Urgency does not mean frenzy. The story can be a quiet story a story about dismay or missed chances or a wordless revelation. But it must be urgently told. It must be told with as much intentness as if the teller's life depended on it. And, if you are a writer, so it does, because your life as the writer of each particular story is only as long, and as good, as the story itself. Most of those who hear it or read it will never know you, but they will know the story. Their act of listening is its reincarnation. . .
From listening to the stories of others, we learn to tell our own.  [1989]

Comprehension Questions and Tasks

1. What does M. Atwood mean by ‘the voice of the story’?

2. Why does Atwood stress the idea that "language, including the language of our earliest-learned stories, is a verbal matrix, not a verbal patrix"? Do you share her opinion?
3. What kinds of stories, according to Atwood, do all people encounter since their childhood?
4. What do most readers, Atwood being one of them, want from a good story?
5. How does the story resemble its oral predecessors, the riddle and the joke?
6. Comment on the following: "From listening to the stories of others, we learn to tell our own."
Raymond Carver

ON WRITING

Raymond Carver offers a clear example of how a contemporary author has responded to the work of earlier short story writers to follow a line of thought that links him with his predecessors. Carver has credited the influence of Ernest Hemingway and John Gardner on his work, but he paid his most extensive tribute to Anton Chekhov by creating the story "Errand" about Chekhov's death, after reading Henri Troyat's biography of Chekhov. Carver believed that Chekhov was the greatest short story writer who ever lived; he was impressed by the sheer number of Chekhov's stories and by what Carver called "the awesome frequency with which he produced masterpieces, stones . . . that lay bare our emotions in ways only true art can accomplish." Carver also responded to Chekhov's dedication to the craft of writing by commenting that Chekhov once scolded another writer: "Your laziness stands out between the lines of every story. You don't work on your sentences. You must, you know. That's what makes art." 
Back in the mid-1960s, I found I was having trouble concentrating my attention on long narrative fiction. For a time I experienced difficulty in trying to read it as well as in attempting to write it. My attention span had gone out on me; I no longer had the patience to try to write novels. It's an involved story, too tedious to talk about here. But I know it has much to do now with why I write poems and short stories. Get in, get out. Don't linger. Go on. It could be that I lost any great ambitions at about the same time, in my late twenties. If I did, I think it was good it happened. Ambition and a little luck are good things for a writer to have going for him. Too much ambition and bad luck, or no luck at all, can be killing. There has to be talent.
Some writers have a bunch of talent; I don't know any writers who are without it. But a unique and exact way of looking at things, and finding the right context for expressing that way of looking, that's something else. The World According to Carp is, of course, the marvelous world according to John Irving. There is another world according to Flannery O'Connor, and others according to William Faulkner and Ernest Hemingway. There are worlds according to Cheever, Updike, Singer, Stanley Elkin, Ann Beattie, Cynthia Ozick, Donald Barthelme, Mary Robison, William Kittredge, Barry Hannah, Ursula K. Le Guin. Every great or even every very good writer makes the world over according to his own specifications.
It's akin to style, what I'm talking about, but it isn't style alone. It is the writer's particular and unmistakable signature on everything he writes. It is his world and no other. This is one of the things that distinguishes one writer from another. Not talent. There's plenty of that around. But a writer who has some special way of looking at things and who gives artistic expression to that way of looking: that writer may be around for a time.
Isak Dinesen said that she wrote a little every day, without hope and without despair. Someday I'll put that on a three-by-five card and tape it to the wall beside my desk. I have some three-by-five cards on the wall now. "Fundamental accuracy of statement is the ONE sole morality of writing." Ezra Pound. It is not everything by ANY means, but if a writer has "fundamental accuracy of statement" going for him, he's at least on the right track.
I have a three-by-five up there with this fragment of a sentence from a story by Chekhov: ". . . and suddenly everything became clear to him." I find these words filled with wonder and possibility. I love their simple clarity, and the hint of revelation that's implied. There is mystery, too. What has been unclear before? Why is it just now becoming clear? What's happened? Most of all – what now? There are consequences as a result of such sudden awakenings. I feel a sharp sense of relief – and anticipation.
I overheard the writer Geoffrey Wolff say "No cheap tricks" to a group of writing students. That should go on a three-by-five card. I'd amend it a little to "No tricks." Period. I hate tricks. At the first sign of a trick or a gimmick in a piece of fiction, a cheap trick or even an elaborate trick, I tend to look for cover. Tricks are ultimately boring, and I get bored easily, which may go along with my not having much of an attention span. But extremely clever chi-chi writing, or just plain tomfoolery writing, puts me to sleep. Writers don't need tricks or gimmicks or even necessarily need to be the smartest fellows on the block. At the risk of appearing foolish, a writer sometimes needs to be able to just stand and gape at this or that thing – a sunset or an old shoe – in absolute and simple amazement.
Some months back, in the New York Times Book Review, John Barth said that ten years ago most of the students in his fiction writing seminar were interested in "formal innovation," and this no longer seems to be the case. He's a little worried that writers are going to start writing mom-and-pop novels in the 1980s. He worries that experimentation may be on the way out, along with liberalism. I get a little nervous if I find myself within earshot of somber discussions about "formal innovation" in fiction writing. Too often "experimentation" is a license to be careless, silly, or imitative in the writing. Even worse, a license to try to brutalize or alienate the reader. Too often such writing gives us no news of the world, or else describes a desert landscape and that's all – a few dunes and lizards here and there, but no people; a place uninhabited by anything recognizably human, a place of interest only to a few scientific specialists.
It should be noted that real experiment in fiction is original, hard-earned and cause for rejoicing. But someone else's way of looking at things – Barthelme's, for instance – should not be chased after by other writers. It won't work. There is only one Barthelme, and for another writer to try to appropriate Barthelme's peculiar sensibility or mise en scene under the rubric of innovation is for that writer to mess around with chaos and disaster and, worse, self-deception. The real experimenters have to Make It New, as Pound urged, and in the process have to find things out for themselves. But if writers haven't taken leave of their senses, they also want to stay in touch with us, they want to carry news from their world to ours.
It's possible, in a poem or a short story, to write about commonplace things and objects using commonplace but precise language, and to endow those things – a chair, a window curtain, a fork, a stone, a woman's earring – with immense, even startling power. It is possible to write a line of seemingly innocuous dialogue and have it send a chill along the reader's spine – the source of artistic delight, as Nabokov would have it. That's the kind of writing that most interests me. I hate sloppy or haphazard writing whether it flies under the banner of experimentation or else is just clumsily rendered realism. In Isaac Babel's wonderful short story, "Guy de Maupassant," the narrator has this to say about the writing of fiction: "No iron can pierce the heart with such force as a period put just at the right place." This too ought to go on a three-by-five.
Evan Connell said once that he knew he was finished with a short story when he found himself going through it and taking out commas and then going through the story again and putting commas back in the same places. I like that way of working on something. I respect that kind of care for what is being done. That's all we have, finally, the words, and they had better be the right ones, with the punctuation in the right places so that they can best say what they are meant to say. If the words are heavy with the writer's own unbridled emotions, or if they are imprecise and inaccurate for some other reason – if the words are in any way blurred – the reader's eyes will slide right over them and nothing will be achieved. The reader's own artistic sense will simply not be engaged. Henry James called this sort of hapless writing "weak specification".
I have friends who've told me they had to hurry a book because they needed the money, their editor or their wife was leaning on them or leaving them – something, some apology for the writing not being very good. "It would have been better if I'd taken the time." I was dumbfounded when I heard a novelist friend say this. I still am, if I think about it, which I don't. It's none of my business. But if the writing can't be made as good as it is within us to make it, then why do it? In the end, the satisfaction of having done our best, and the proof of that labor, is the one thing we can take into the grave. I wanted to say to my friend, for heaven's sake go do something else. There have to be easier and maybe more honest ways to try and earn a living. Or else just do it to the best of your abilities, your talents, and then don't justify or make excuses. Don't complain, don't explain.
In an essay called, simply enough, "Writing Short Stories," Flannery O'Connor talks about writing as an act of discovery. O'Connor says she most often did not know where she was going when she sat down to work on a short story. She says she doubts that many writers know where they are going when they begin something. She uses "Good Country People" as an example of how she put together a short story whose ending she could not even guess at until she was nearly there:
When I started writing that story, I didn't know there was going to be a Ph.D. with a wooden leg in it. I merely found myself one morning writing a description of two women I knew something about, and before I realized it, I had equipped one of them with a daughter with a wooden leg. I brought in the Bible salesman, but I had no idea what I was going to do with him. I didn't know he was going to steal that wooden leg until ten or twelve lines before he did it, but when I found out that this was what was going to happen, I realized it was inevitable.
When I read this some years ago it came as a shock that she, or anyone for that matter, wrote stories in this fashion. I thought this was my uncomfortable secret, and I was a little uneasy with it. For sure I thought this way of working on a short story somehow revealed my own shortcomings. I remember being tremendously heartened by reading what she had to say on the subject.
I once sat down to write what turned out to be a pretty good story, though only the first sentence of the story had offered itself to me when I began it. For several days I'd been going around with this sentence in my head: "He was running the vacuum cleaner when the telephone rang." I knew a story was there and that it wanted telling. I felt it in my bones, that a story belonged with that beginning, if I could just have the time to write it. I found the time, an entire day – twelve, fifteen hours even – if I wanted to make use of it. I did, and I sat down in the morning and wrote the first sentence, and other sentences promptly began to attach themselves. I made the story just as I'd make a poem; one line and then the next, and the next. Pretty soon I could see a story, and I knew it was my story, the one I'd been wanting to write.
I like it when there is some feeling of threat or sense of menace in short stories. I think a little menace is fine to have in a story. For one thing, it's good for the circulation. There has to be tension, a sense that something is imminent, that certain things are in relentless motion, or else, most often, there simply won't be a story. What creates tension in a piece of fiction is partly the way the concrete words are linked together to make up the visible action of the story. But it's also the things that are left out, that are implied, the landscape just under the smooth (but sometimes broken and unsettled) surface of things. V.S.Pritchett's definition of a short story is "something glimpsed from the corner of the eye, in passing." Notice the "glimpse" part of this. First the glimpse. Then the glimpse given life, turned into something that illuminates the moment and may, if we're lucky – that word again – have even further- ranging consequences and meaning. The short story writer's task is to invest the glimpse with all that is in his power. He'll bring his intelligence and literary skill to bear (his talent), his sense of proportion and sense of the fitness of things: of how things out there really are and how he sees those things – like no one else sees them. And this is done through the use of clear and specific language, language used so as to bring to life the details that will light up the story for the reader. For the details to be concrete and convey meaning, the language must be accurate and precisely given. The words can be so precise they may even sound flat, but they can still carry; if used right, they can hit all the notes.
[1981]

Comprehension Questions and Tasks

1. Comment on the following: "Every great or even every very good writer makes the world over according to his own specifications."

2. What does Carver mean by trick or gimmick in a piece of fiction?

3. Why does Carver consider "experimentation" a license to be careless, silly, or imitative in writing? Do you share this opinion? Does the critic totally reject experiments in fiction?

4. Do you agree or disagree with the idea that a writer should take care for what is being done by him or her up to the tiniest detail and punctuation mark?

5. How does Flannery O’Connor describe her way of writing?

6. In what meaning does Carver use the word "tension" while speaking about short stories?

7. Express your opinion on V. S. Pritchett's definition of a short story as "something glimpsed from the corner of the eye, in passing."
CHAPTER III

Chapter III consists of pairs of stories by different authors that show striking similarities because one tale is a deliberate or coincidental variation of the other. Just as a painter may benefit from comparing two portraits of the same subject or a musician may learn from analyzing sets of variations on the same musical theme, so the student of literature will find value in the kind of comparison encouraged by this part. 

In each set of stories obvious resemblances call attention to differences and thus throw light on the writer’s craft. Hence comes the realization that a work of fiction is a deliberately shaped artifact rather than a mere record of experience; that, unlike life, relatively little in fiction is ruled by chance or closed to critical scrutiny.

The discussion questions that follow the stories are designed to encourage close analysis by familiarizing the student with the elements of fiction and by offering a variety of critical choices and approaches to the interpretation of literature. And just as these questions aim to increase the students’ sensitivity as readers, so those entitled Analysis and Application strive to widen their sensitivity by confronting them with specific problems in style and rhetoric.

AN ACCOUNT OF THE TRAGIC DEATH OF THE WILLEY FAMILY

(Samuel Griswold Goodrich, ed., A System of Universal Geography)

The Notch of the White Mountains will long be remembered for the tragical fate of a whole family, who were swept away by a slide, or avalanche of earth from the side of the mountain, on the night of the 28th of August, 1826. This family by the name of Willey, occupied what was called the Notch House, in a very narrow interval between the bases of the two mountains. No knowledge of any accident from the mountain in former times, existed to create any apprehension of danger in their situation. Their dwelling stood alone, many miles from the residence of any human being, and there was an aspect of rural neatness, simplicity and content, in their manners and life, that strongly interested the traveller whom chance or curiosity led into their neighborhood. For two seasons previous, the mountains had been very dry, and on the 28th of June there was a slide not far from the house, which so far alarmed them, that they erected a temporary encampment a short distance from their dwelling, as a place of refuge.
On the morning of August 28th it began raining very hard with strong and tempestuous wind. The storm continued through that day and night, but it appears the family retired to rest without the least apprehension of any disaster. Among them were five beautiful children, from two to twelve years of age. At midnight, the clouds which had gathered about the mountain, seemed to burst instantaneously, and pour their contents down in one tremendous flood of rain. The soil which had been previously soaked through, was suddenly loosened by the flood, and the trees pushed and wrung by fierce winds, acted as levers in breaking up the earth. The avalanche, began upon the mountain top immediately above the house, and moved down the mountain in a direct line toward it, in a sweeping torrent which seemed like a river pouring from the clouds, full of trees, earth and rocks.
On reaching the house it divided in a singular manner within six feet of it, and passed on either side, sweeping away the stable and horses, and completely surrounding the dwelling. The night was dark and frightfully tempestuous. The family, it appears, sprang from their beds, and fled naked into the open air, where they were instantly carried away by the torrent and over whelmed. The slide took everything with it, forest, earth and stones down to the solid rock of the mountain.
In the morning, a most frightful scene of desolation was exhibited. All the bridges over the streams were gone. The road was torn away to the depth of 15 or 20 feet, or covered with immense heaps of earth, rocks and trees.
In the Notch, and along the deep defile below it for a mile and a half, the steep sides of the mountain had slidden down into this narrow passage, and formed a complete mass of fragments. The barn was crushed, and under its ruins were two dead horses, but the house was uninjured. The beds appeared to have been just quitted; their coverings were turned down, and the clothes of the several members of the family lay upon the chairs and floor. The little green in front of the house was undisturbed, and a flock of sheep remained there in quiet, though the torrent forming a curve on both sides, had swept completely round them, and united below, covering the meadows and orchard with ruins. The bodies of seven of the family were dug out of the drift wood and mountain ruins, on the banks of the Saco [1833].
THE AMBITIOUS GUEST
Nathaniel Hawthorne 

N. Hawthorne (1804-1864) was a descendant of Puritan immigrants. His early collections of stories were "Twice-Told Tales" (1837) and "Mosses from an Old Manse" (1846). He was concerned about the development of humanity, philosophical and ethical questions presented in the romantic MILIEU.


One September night a family had gathered round their hearth, and piled it high with the driftwood of mountain streams, the dry cones of the pine, and the splintered ruins of great trees that had come crashing down the precipice. Up the chimney roared the fire, and brightened the room with its broad blaze. The faces of the father and mother had a sober gladness; the children laughed; the eldest daughter was the image of Happiness at seventeen; and the aged grandmother, who sat knitting in the warmest place, was the image of Happiness grown old. They had found the "herb, heart's-ease," in the bleakest spot of all New England. This family were situated in the Notch of the White Hills, where the wind was sharp throughout the year, and pitilessly cold in the winter, – giving their cottage all its fresh inclemency before it descended on the valley of the Saco. They dwelt in a cold spot and a dangerous one; for a mountain towered above their heads, so steep, that the stones would often rumble down its sides and startle them at midnight.
The daughter had just uttered some simple jest that filled them all with mirth, when the wind came through the Notch and seemed to pause before their cottage – rattling the door, with a sound of wailing and lamentation, before it passed into the valley. For a moment it saddened them, though there was nothing unusual in the tones. But the family were glad again when they perceived that the latch was lifted by some traveller, whose footsteps had been unheard amid the dreary blast which heralded his approach, and wailed as he was entering, and went moaning away from the door.
Though they dwelt in such a solitude, these people held daily converse with the world. The romantic pass of the Notch is a great artery, through which the life-blood of internal commerce is continually throbbing between Maine, on one side, and the Green Mountains and the shores of the St. Lawrence, on the other. The stage-coach always drew up before the door of the cottage. The wayfarer, with no companion but his staff, paused here to exchange a word, that the sense of loneliness might not utterly overcome him ere he could pass through the cleft of the mountain, or reach the first house in the valley. And here the teamster, on his way to Portland market, would put up for the night; and, if a bachelor, might sit an hour beyond the usual bedtime, and steal a kiss from the mountain maid at parting. It was one of those primitive taverns where the traveller pays only for food and lodging, but meets with a homely kindness beyond all price. When the footsteps were heard, therefore, between the outer door and the inner one, the whole family rose up, grandmother, children, and all, as if about to welcome some one who belonged to them, and whose fate was linked with theirs.
The door was opened by a young man. His face at first wore the melancholy expression, almost despondency, of one who travels a wild and bleak road, at nightfall and alone, but soon brightened up when he saw the kindly warmth of his reception. He felt his heart spring forward to meet them all, from the old woman, who wiped a chair with her apron, to the little child that held out its arms to him. One glance and smile placed the stranger on a footing of innocent familiarity with the eldest daughter.
"Ah, this fire is the right thing!" cried he; "especially when there is such a pleasant circle round it. I am quite benumbed; for the Notch is just like the pipe of a great pair of bellows; it has blown a terrible blast in my face all the way from Bartlett."
"Then you are going towards Vermont?" said the master of the house, as he helped to take a light knapsack off the young man's shoulders.
"Yes; to Burlington, and far enough beyond," replied he. "I meant to have been at Ethan Crawford's to-night; but a pedestrian lingers along such a road as this. It is no matter; for, when I saw this good fire, and all your cheerful faces, I felt as if you had kindled it on purpose for me, and were waiting my arrival. So I shall sit down among you, and make myself at home."
The frank-hearted stranger had just drawn his chair to the fire when something like a heavy footstep was heard without, rushing down the steep side of the mountain, as with long and rapid strides, and taking such a leap in passing the cottage as to strike the opposite precipice. The family held their breath, because they knew the sound, and their guest held his by instinct.
"The old mountain has thrown a stone at us, for fear we should forget him," said the landlord, recovering himself. "He sometimes nods his head and threatens to come down; but we are old neighbors, and agree together pretty well upon the whole. Besides we have a sure place of refuge hard by if he should be coming in good earnest."
Let us now suppose the stranger to have finished his supper of bear's meat; and, by his natural felicity of manner, to have placed himself on a footing of kindness with the whole family, so that they talked as freely together as if he belonged to their mountain brood. He was of a proud, yet gentle spirit – haughty and reserved among the rich and great; but ever ready to stoop his head to the lowly cottage door, and be like a brother or a son at the poor man's fireside. In the household of the Notch he found warmth and simplicity of feeling, the pervading intelligence of New England, and a poetry of native growth, which they had gathered when they little thought of it from the mountain peaks and chasms, and at the very threshold of their romantic and dangerous abode. He had travelled far and alone; his whole life, indeed, had been a solitary path; for, with the lofty caution of his nature, he had kept himself apart from those who might otherwise have been his companions. The family, too, though so kind and hospitable, had that consciousness of unity among themselves, and separation from the world at large, which, in every domestic circle, should still keep a holy place where no stranger may intrude. But this evening a prophetic sympathy impelled the refined and educated youth to pour out his heart before the simple mountaineers, and constrained them to answer him with the same free confidence. And thus it should have been. Is not the kindred of a common fate a closer tie than that of birth?
The secret of the young man's character was a high and abstracted ambition. He could have borne to live an undistinguished life, but not to be forgotten in the grave. Yearning desire had been transformed to hope; and hope, long cherished, had become like certainty, that, obscurely as he journeyed now, a glory was to beam on all his pathway, – though not, perhaps, while he was treading it. But when posterity should gaze back into the gloom of what was now the present, they would trace the brightness of his footsteps, brightening as meaner glories faded, and confess that a gifted one had passed from his cradle to his tomb with none to recognize him.
"As yet," cried the stranger – his cheek glowing and his eye flashing with enthusiasm – "as yet, I have done nothing. Were I to vanish from the earth to-morrow, none would know so much of me as you: that a nameless youth came up at nightfall from the valley of the Saco, and opened his heart to you in the evening, and passed through the Notch by sunrise, and was seen no more. Not a soul would ask, 'Who was he? Whither did the wanderer go?' But I cannot die till I have achieved my destiny. Then, let Death come! I shall have built my monument!"
There was a continual flow of natural emotion, gushing forth amid abstracted reverie, which enabled the family to understand this young man's sentiments, though so foreign from their own. With quick sensibility of the ludicrous, he blushed at the ardor into which he had been betrayed.
"You laugh at me," said he, taking the eldest daughter's hand, and laughing himself. "You think my ambition as nonsensical as if I were to freeze myself to death on the top of Mount Washington, only that people might spy at me from the country round about. And, truly, that would be a noble pedestal for a man's statue!"
"It is better to sit here by this fire," answered the girl, blushing, "and be comfortable and contented, though nobody thinks about us."
"I suppose," said her father, after a fit of musing, "there is something natural in what the young man says; and if my mind had been turned that way, I might have felt just the same. It is strange, wife, how his talk has set my head running on things that are pretty certain never to come to pass."
"Perhaps they may," observed the wife. "Is the man thinking what he will do when he is a widower?"
"No, no!" cried he, repelling the idea with reproachful kindness. "When I think of your death, Esther, I think of mine, too. But I was wishing we had a good farm in Bartlett, or Bethlehem, or Littleton, or some other township round the White Mountains; but not where they could tumble on our heads. I should want to stand well with my neighbors and be called Squire, and sent to General Court for a term or two; for a plain, honest man may do as much good there as a lawyer. And when I should be grown quite an old man, and you an old woman, so as not to be long apart, I might die happy enough in my bed, and leave you all crying around me. A slate gravestone would suit me as well as a marble one – with just my name and age, and a verse of a hymn, and something to let people know that I lived an honest man and died a Christian."
"There now!" exclaimed the stranger; "it is our nature to desire a monument, be it slate or marble, or a pillar of granite, or a glorious memory in the universal heart of man."
"We're in a strange way, to-night," said the wife, with tears in her eyes. "They say it's a sign of something, when folks' minds go a wandering so. Hark to the children!"
They listened accordingly. The younger children had been put to bed in another room, but with an open door between, so that they could be heard talking busily among themselves. One and all seemed to have caught the infection from the fireside circle, and were outvying each other in wild wishes, and childish projects of what they would do when they came to be men and women. At length a little boy, instead of addressing his brothers and sisters, called out to his mother.
"I'll tell you what I wish, mother," cried he. "I want you and father and grandma'm, and all of us, and the stranger too, to start right away, and go and take a drink out of the basin of the Flume!"
Nobody could help laughing at the child's notion of leaving a warm bed, and dragging them from a cheerful fire, to visit the basin of the Flume, – a brook, which tumbles over the precipice, deep within the Notch. The boy had hardly spoken when a wagon rattled along the road, and stopped a moment before the door. It appeared to contain two or three men, who were cheering their hearts with the rough chorus of a song, which resounded, in broken notes, between the cliffs, while the singers hesitated whether to continue their journey or put up here for the night.
"Father," said the girl, "they are calling you by name."
But the good man doubted whether they had really called him, and was unwilling to show himself too solicitous of gain by inviting people to patronize his house. He therefore did not hurry to the door; and the lash being soon applied, the travellers plunged into the Notch, still singing and laughing, though their music and mirth came back drearily from the heart of the mountain.
"There, mother!" cried the boy, again. "They'd have given us a ride to the Flume."
Again they laughed at the child's pertinacious fancy for a night ramble. But it happened that a light cloud passed over the daughter's spirit; she looked gravely into the fire, and drew a breath that was almost a sigh. It forced its way, in spite of a little struggle to repress it. Then starting and blushing, she looked quickly round the circle, as if they had caught a glimpse into her bosom. The stranger asked what she had been thinking of.
"Nothing," answered she, with a downcast smile. "Only I felt lonesome just then."
"Oh, I have always had a gift of feeling what is in other people's hearts," said he, half seriously. "Shall I tell the secrets of yours? For I know what to think when a young girl shivers by a warm hearth, and complains of lonesomeness at her mother's side. Shall I put these feelings into words?"
"They would not be a girl's feelings any longer if they could be put into words," replied the mountain nymph, laughing, but avoiding his eye.
All this was said apart. Perhaps a germ of love was springing in their hearts, so pure that it might blossom in Paradise, since it could not be matured on earth; for women worship such gentle dignity as his; and the proud, contemplative, yet kindly soul is oftenest captivated by simplicity like hers. But while they spoke softly, and he was watching the happy sadness, the lightsome shadows, the shy yearnings of a maiden's nature, the wind through the Notch took a deeper and drearier sound. It seemed, as the fanciful stranger said, like the choral strain of the spirits of the blast, who in old Indian times had their dwelling among these mountains, and made their heights and recesses a sacred region. There was a wail along the road, as if a funeral were passing. To chase away the gloom, the family threw pine branches on their fire, till the dry leaves crackled and the flame arose, discovering once again a scene of peace and humble happiness. The light hovered about them fondly, and caressed them all. There were the little faces of the children, peeping from their bed apart, and here the father's frame of strength, the mother's subdued and careful mien, the high-browed youth, the budding girl, and the good old grandam, still knitting in the warmest place. The aged woman looked up from her task, and, with fingers ever busy, was the next to speak.
"Old folks have their notions," said she, "as well as young ones. You've been wishing and planning; and letting your heads run on one thing and another, till you've set my mind a wandering too. Now what should an old woman wish for, when she can go but a step or two before she comes to her grave? Children, it will haunt me night and day till I tell you."
"What is it, mother?" cried the husband and wife at once. Then the old woman, with an air of mystery which drew the circle closer round the fire, informed them that she had provided her grave-clothes some years before, – a nice linen shroud, a cap with a muslin ruff, and everything of a finer sort than she had worn since her wedding day. But this evening an old superstition had strangely recurred to her. It used to be said, in her younger days, that if anything were amiss with a corpse, if only the ruff were not smooth, or the cap did not set right, the corpse in the coffin and beneath the clods would strive to put up its cold hands and arrange it. The bare thought made her nervous. "Don't talk so, grandmother!" said the girl, shuddering. "Now," – continued the old woman, with singular earnestness, yet smiling strangely at her own folly, – "I want one of you, my children – when your mother is dressed and in the coffin – I want one of you to hold a looking-glass over my face. Who knows but I may take a glimpse at myself, and see whether all's right?"
"Old and young, we dream of graves and monuments," murmured the stranger youth. "I wonder how mariners feel when the ship is sinking, and they, unknown and undistinguished, are to be buried together in the ocean -that wide and nameless sepulchre?"
For a moment, the old woman's ghastly conception so engrossed the minds of her hearers that a sound abroad in the night, rising like the roar of a blast, had grown broad, deep, and terrible, before the fated group were conscious of it. The house and all within it trembled; the foundations of the earth seemed to be shaken, as if this awful sound were the peal of the last trump. Young and old exchanged one wild glance, and remained an instant, pale, affrighted, without utterance, or power to move. Then the same shriek burst simultaneously from all their lips.
"The Slide! The Slide!"
The simplest words must intimate, but not portray, the unutterable horror of the catastrophe. The victims rushed from their cottage, and sought refuge in what they deemed a safer spot – where, in contemplation of such an emergency, a sort of barrier had been reared. Alas! they had quitted their security, and fled right into the pathway of destruction. Down came the whole side of the mountain, in a cataract of ruin. Just before it reached the house, the stream broke into two branches – shivered not a window there, but overwhelmed the whole vicinity, blocked up the road, and annihilated everything in its dreadful course. Long ere the thunder of the great Slide had ceased to roar among the mountains, the mortal agony had been endured, and the victims were at peace. Their bodies were never found.
The next morning, the light smoke was seen stealing from the cottage chimney up the mountain side. Within, the fire was yet smouldering on the hearth, and the chairs in a circle round it, as if the inhabitants had but gone forth to view the devastation of the Slide, and would shortly return, to thank Heaven for their miraculous escape. All had left separate tokens, by which those who had known the family were made to shed a tear for each. Who has not heard their name? The story has been told far and wide, and will forever be a legend of these mountains. Poets have sung their fate.
There were circumstances which led some to suppose that a stranger had been received into the cottage on this awful night, and had shared the catastrophe of all its inmates. Others denied that there were sufficient grounds for such a conjecture. Woe for the high-souled youth, with his dream of Earthly Immortality! His name and person utterly unknown; his history, his way of life, his plans, a mystery never to be solved, his death and his existence equally a doubt! Whose was the agony of that death moment?
Comprehension Questions and Tasks
1.  Compare the first sentence of the historical account with Hawthorne's first sentence. Why is one specific and the other vague? What function does each sentence serve?

2.  Which part of the historical account might possibly have given Hawthorne the inspiration for his story?

3.  In the historical account, the victims appear to have been asleep when the avalanche occurred. Why does Hawthorne keep them awake up to the time of the disaster?

4.  Though we are never told how the guest plans to achieve immortal fame, he does claim to possess "a gift of feeling what is in other people's hearts". How does this admission help to identify his ambition or calling?

5.  We are told that the children "caught the infection from the fireside circle". Explain the nature of the "infection" and its cause.

6.  What significance do you attach to the fact that if the family had complied with the little boy's fanciful wish, instead of laughing at it, they would have saved themselves?

7.  Why does a "light cloud [pass] over the daughter's spirit" while everyone is laughing at the boy's supposed whim?

8.  Although for most of his story Hawthorne keeps his readers in the dark about the ultimate fate of his characters, he does prepare us bypermeating his story with a carefully cultivated sense of foreboding.Beginning with the first sentence, identify the specific means used tocreate this atmosphere. Why do we need such foreshadowing to prepare us for the catastrophe when in real life disaster often strikes without any warning? What would have been our reaction if Hawthorne had merely described the family's perilous situation at the outset and then dropped the subject entirely until the avalanche begins?

9.  Just before the avalanche kills them, the narrator calls its victims "the fated group." Since fate denotes a chain of predetermined circumstances that we are powerless to prevent, why is this particular operation of fate so ironic?
10.  The foreknowledge that a second reading bestows gives us a new, more detached perspective from which to view The Ambitious Guest. We are now in a position to see the discrepancy between the characters' expectations and the actual outcome of events (dramatic irony). How does your own emotional reaction to the events change? How do you react, for example, to the following statement: "I felt as if you had kindled it on purpose for me, and were waiting my arrival", knowing what will soon occur? Likewise, how do you respond to the little boy who wants everybody "to start right away" for the "basin of the Flume" or the men who "hesitated whether to continue their journey or put up here for the night"?

ANALYSIS AND APPLICATION
1. Compare Hawthorne's first sentence with the following modified version: "One September night a family had gathered round their hearth, and piled it high with the driftwood of mountain streams, the splintered ruins of great trees that had come crashing down the precipice, and the dry cones of the pine". Which version do you prefer? Why?

2. Analyze the following extended metaphor: "The romantic pass of the Notch is a great artery, through which the life-blood of internal commerce is continually throbbing..." Identify each point of comparison and comment on its appropriateness.

THE CHILD-WHO-WAS-TIRED

Katherine Mansfield


Katherine Mansfield (1888-1923), in her brief life time, has published only four collections of short stories, but they have set her among the internationally renowned masters of psychological prose. An admirer of the art of Chekhov and de Maupassant she prefers subdued tones and colours and leaves her main message in implication.

She was just beginning to walk along a little white road with tall black trees on either side, a little road that led to nowhere, and where nobody walked at all, when a hand gripped her shoulder, shook her, slapped her ear.
"Oh, oh, don't stop me," cried the Child-Who-Was-Tired. "Let me go."
"Get up, you good-for-nothing brat," said a voice; "get up and light the oven or I'll shake every bone out of your body."
With an immense effort she opened her eyes, and saw the Frau standing by, the baby bundled under one arm. The three other children who shared the same bed with the Child-Who-Was-Tired, accustomed to brawls, slept on peacefully. In a corner of the room the Man was fastening his braces.
"What do you mean by sleeping like this the whole night through – like a sack of potatoes? You've let the baby wet his bed twice."
She did not answer, but tied her petticoat string, and buttoned on her plaid frock with cold, shaking fingers.
"There, that's enough. Take the baby into the kitchen with you, and heat that cold coffee on the spirit lamp for the master, and give him the loaf of black bread out of the table drawer. Don't guzzle it yourself or I'll know."
The Fran staggered across the room, flung herself on to her bed, drawing the pink bolster round her shoulders.
It was almost dark in the kitchen. She laid the baby on the wooden settle, covering him with a shawl, then poured the coffee from the earthenware jug into the saucepan, and set it on the spirit lamp to boil. "I'm sleepy," nodded the Child-Who-Was-Tired, kneeling on the floor and splitting the damp pine logs into little chips. "That's why I'm not awake."
The oven took a long time to light. Perhaps it was cold, like herself, and sleepy. Perhaps it had been dreaming of a little white road with black trees on either side, a little road that led to nowhere.
Then the door was pulled violently open and the Man strode in. "Here, what are you doing, sitting on the floor?" he shouted. "Give me my coffee. I've got to be off. Ugh! You haven't even washed over the table."
She sprang to her feet, poured his coffee into an enamel cup, and gave him bread and a knife, then, taking a wash rag from the sink, smeared over the black linoleumed table.
"Swine of a day – swine's life," mumbled the Man, sitting by the table and staring out of the window at the bruised sky, which seemed to bulge heavily over the dull land. He stuffed his mouth with bread and then swilled it down with the coffee.
The Child drew a pail of water, turned up her sleeves, frowning the while at her arms, as if to scold them for being so thin, so much like little stunted twigs, and began to mop over the floor.
"Stop sousing about the water while I'm here," grumbled the man. "Stop the baby snivelling; it's been going on like that all night." The Child gathered the baby into her lap and sat rocking him. "Ts-ts-ts," she said. "He's cutting his eye teeth, that's what makes him cry so. And dribble – I never seen a baby dribble like this one."
She wiped his mouth and nose with a corner of her skirt. "Some babies get their teeth without you knowing it," she went on, "and some take on this way all the time. I once heard of a baby that died, and they found all its teeth in its stomach."
The Man got up, unhooked his cloak from the back of the door, and flung it round him.
"There's another coming," said he.
"What – a tooth!" exclaimed the Child, startled for the first time that morning out of her dreadful heaviness, and thrusting her finger into the baby's mouth.
"No," he said grimly, "another baby. Now, get on with your work; it's time the others got up for school." She stood a moment quite silently, hearing his heavy steps on the stone passage, then the gravel walk, and finally the slam of the front gate.
"Another baby! Hasn't she finished having them yet?" thought the Child. "Two babies getting eye teeth – two babies to get up for in the night -two babies to carry about and wash their little piggy clothes!" She looked with horror at the one in her arms, who, seeming to understand the contemptuous loathing of her tired glance, doubled his fists, stiffened his body, and began violently screaming.
"Ts-ts-ts." She laid him on the settle and went back to her floor-washing. He never ceased crying for a moment, but she got quite used to it and kept time with her broom. Oh, how tired she was! Oh, the heavy broom handle and the burning spot just at the back of her neck that ached so, and a funny little fluttering feeling just at the back of her waistband, as though something were going to break.
The clock struck six. She set the pan of milk in the oven, and went into the next room to wake and dress the three children. Anton and Hans lay together in attitudes of mutual amity which certainly never existed out of their sleeping hours. Lena was curled up, her knees under her chin, only a straight, standing-up pigtail of hair showing above the bolster.
"Get up," cried the Child, speaking in a voice of immense authority, pulling off the bedclothes and giving the boys sundry pokes and digs. "I've been calling you this last half-hour. It's late, and I'll tell on you if you don't get dressed this minute."
Anton awoke sufficiently to turn over and kick Hans on a tender part, whereupon Hans pulled Lena's pigtail until she shrieked for her mother. "Oh, do be quiet," whispered the Child. "Oh, do get up and dress. You know what will happen. There – I'll help you."
But the warning came too late. The Fran got out of bed, walked in  a determined fashion into the kitchen, returning with a bundle of twigs in her hand fastened together with a strong cord. One by one she laid the children across her knee and severely beat them, expending a final burst of energy on the Child-Who-Was-Tired, then returned to bed, with a comfortable sense of her maternal duties in good working order for the day. Very subdued, the three allowed themselves to be dressed and washed by the Child, who even laced the boys' boots, having found through experience that if left to themselves they hopped about for at least five minutes to find a comfortable ledge for their foot, and then spat on their hands and broke the bootlaces.
While she gave them their breakfast they became uproarious, and the baby would not cease crying. When she filled the tin kettle with milk, tied on the rubber teat, and, first moistening it herself, tried with little coaxing words to make him drink, he threw the bottle on to the floor and trembled all over.
"Eye teeth!" shouted Hans, hitting Anton over the head with his empty cup; "he's getting the evil-eye teeth, I should say."
"Smarty!" retorted Lena, poking out her tongue at him, and then, when he promptly did the same, crying at the top of her voice, "Mother, Hans is making faces at me!"
"That's right," said Hans; "go on howling, and when you're in bed to-night I'll wait till you're asleep, and then I'll creep over and take a little tiny piece of your arm and twist and twist it until – ' He leant over the table making the most horrible faces at Lena, not noticing that Anton was standing behind his chair until the little boy bent over and spat on his brother's shaven head.
"Oh, weh! oh! weh!"
The Child-Who-Was-Tired pushed and pulled them apart, muffled them into their coats, and drove them out of the house.
"Hurry, hurry! the second bell's rung," she urged, knowing perfectly well she was telling a story, and rather exulting in the fact. She washed up the breakfast things, then went down to the cellar to look out the potatoes and beetroot.
Such a funny, cold place the coal cellar! With potatoes banked on one corner, beetroot in an old candle box, two tubs of sauerkraut, and a twisted mass of dahlia roots – that looked as real as though they were fighting one another, thought the Child.
She gathered the potatoes into her skirt, choosing big ones with few eyes because they were easier to peel, and bending over the dull heap in the silent cellar, she began to nod.
"Here, you, what are you doing down there?" cried the Frau, from the top of the stairs. "The baby's fallen off the settle, and got a bump as big as an egg over his eye. Come up here, and I'll teach you!"
"It wasn't me – it wasn't me!" screamed the Child, beaten from one side of the hall to the other, so that the potatoes and beetroot rolled out of her skirt.
The Frau seemed to be as big as a giant, and there was a certain heaviness in all her movements that was terrifying to anyone so small. "Sit in the corner, and peel and wash the vegetables, and keep the baby quiet while I do the washing."
Whimpering she obeyed, but as to keeping the baby quiet, that was impossible. His face was hot, little beads of sweat stood all over his head, and he stiffened his body and cried. She held him on her knees, with a pan of cold water beside her for the cleaned vegetables and the ducks' bucket for the peelings.
"Ts-ts-ts!" she crooned, scraping and boring; "there's going to be another soon, and you can't both keep on crying. Why don't you go to sleep, baby? I would, if I were you. I'll tell you a dream. Once upon a time there was a little white road -"
She shook back her head, a great lump ached in her throat and then the tears ran down her face on to the vegetables.
"That's no good," said the Child, shaking them away. "Just stop crying until I've finished this, baby, and I'll walk you up and down."
But by that time she had to peg out the washing for the Frau. A wind had sprung up. Standing on tiptoe in the yard, she almost felt she would be blown away. There was a bad smell coming from the ducks' coop, which was half full of manure water, but away in the meadow she saw the grass blowing like little green hairs. And she remembered having heard of a child who had once played for a whole day in just such a meadow with real sausages and beer for her dinner – and not a little bit of tiredness. Who had told her that story? She could not remember, and yet it was so plain.
The wet clothes flapped in her face as she pegged them; danced and jigged on the line, bulged out and twisted. She walked back to the house with lagging steps, looking longingly at the grass in the meadow.
"What must I do now, please?" she said.
"Make the beds and hang the baby's mattress out of the window, then get the waggon and take him for a little walk along the road. In front of the house, mind – where I can see you. Don't stand there, gaping! Then come in when I call you and help me cut up the salad."
When she had made the beds the Child stood and looked at them. Gently she stroked the pillow with her hand, and then, just for one moment, let her head rest there. Again the smarting lump in her throat, the stupid tears that fell and kept on falling as she dressed the baby and dragged the little waggon up and down the road.
A man passed, driving a bullock waggon. He wore a long, queer feather in his hat, and whistled as he passed. Two girls with bundles on their shoulders came walking out of the village – one wore a red handkerchief about her head and one a blue. They were laughing and holding each other by the hand. Then the sun pushed by a heavy fold of grey cloud and spread a warm yellow light over everything.
"Perhaps," thought the Child-Who-Was-Tired, "if I walked far enough up this road I might come to a little white one, with tall black trees on either side – a little road -"
"Salad, salad!" cried the Frau's voice from the house. Soon the children came home from school, dinner was eaten, the Man took the Frau's share of pudding as well as his own, and the three children seemed to smear themselves all over with whatever they ate. Then more dish-washing and more cleaning and baby-minding. So the afternoon dragged coldly through.
Old Frau Gerathwohl came in with a fresh piece of pig's flesh for the Frau, and the Child listened to them gossiping together.
"Frau Manda went on her 'journey to Rome' last night, and brought back a daughter. How are you feeling?"
"I was sick twice this morning," said the Frau. "My insides are all twisted up with having children too quickly."
"I see you've got a new help," commented old Mother Gerathwohl.
"Oh, dear Lord"- the Frau lowered her voice – "don't you know her?
She's the free-born one – daughter of the waitress at the railway station.
They found her mother trying to squeeze her head in the wash-hand jug, and the child's half silly."
"Ts-ts-ts!" whispered the free-born one to the baby. As the day drew in the Child-Who-Was-Tired did not know how to fight her sleepiness any longer. She was afraid to sit down or stand still. As she sat at supper the Man and the Frau seemed to swell to an immense size as she watched them, and then become smaller than dolls, with little voices that seemed to come from outside the window. Looking at the baby, it suddenly had two heads, and then no head. Even his crying made her feel worse. When she thought of the nearness of bedtime she shook all over with excited joy. But as eight o'clock approached there was the sound of wheels on the road, and presently in came a party of friends to spend the evening. Then it was: "Put on the coffee." "Bring me the sugar tin." "Carry the chairs out of the bedroom." "Set the table."
And, finally, the Frau sent her into the next room to keep the baby quiet.
There was a little piece of candle burning in the enamel bracket. As she walked up and down she saw her great big shadow on the wall like a grown-up person with a grown-up baby. Whatever would it look like when she carried two babies so!
"Ts-ts-ts! Once upon a time she was walking along a little white road, with oh! such great big black trees on either side."
"Here, you!" called the Frau's voice, "bring me my new jacket from behind the door." And as she took it into the warm room one of the women said, "She looks like an owl. Such children are seldom right in their heads."
"Why don't you keep that baby quiet?" said the Man, who had just drunk enough beer to make him feel very brave and master of his house.
"If you don't keep that baby quiet you'll know why later on." They burst out laughing as she stumbled back into the bedroom. "I don't believe Holy Mary could keep him quiet," she murmured. "Did Jesus cry like this when He was little? If I was not so tired perhaps I could do it; but the baby just knows that I want to go to sleep. And there is going to be another one."
She flung the baby on the bed, and stood looking at him with terror. From the next room there came the jingle of glasses and the warm sound of laughter.
And she suddenly had a beautiful marvellous idea. She laughed for the first time that day, and clapped her hands. "Ts-ts-ts!" she said, "lie there, silly one; you will go to sleep. You'll not cry any more or wake up in the night. Funny, little ugly baby."
He opened his eyes, and shrieked loudly at the sight of the Child-Who-Was-Tired. From the next room she heard the Frau call out to her. "One moment – he is almost asleep," she cried.
And then gently, smiling, on tiptoe, she brought the pink bolster from the Frau's bed and covered the baby's face with it, pressed with all her might as he struggled, "like a duck with its head off, wriggling," she thought.
She heaved a long sigh, then fell back on to the floor, and was walking along a little white road with tall black trees on either side, a little road that led to nowhere, and where nobody walked at all – nobody at all. (1911)

SLEEPY

Anton Chekhov

Night. Varka, the little nurse, a girl of thirteen, is rocking the cradle in which the baby is lying, and humming hardly audibly:
Hush-a-bye, my baby wee, 

While I sing a song for thee.
A little green lamp is burning before the ikon; there is a string stretched from one end of the room to the other, on which baby-clothes and a pair of big black trousers are hanging. There is a big patch of green on the ceiling from the ikon-lamp, and the baby-clothes and the trousers throw long shadows on the stove, on the cradle, and on Varka. When the lamp begins to flicker, the green patch and the shadows come to life, and are set in motion, as though by the wind. It is stuffy. There is a smell of cabbage soup, and of the inside of a boot-shop.
The baby is crying. For a long while he has been hoarse and exhausted with crying; but he still goes on screaming, and there is no knowing when he will stop. And Varka is sleepy. Her eyes are glued together, her head droops, her neck aches. She cannot move her eyelids or her lips, and she feels as though her face is dried and wooden, as though her head has become as small as the head of a pin.
"Hush-a-bye, my baby wee," she hums, "while I cook the groats for thee…"
A cricket is churring in the stove. Through the door in the next room the master and the apprentice Afanasy are snoring.... The cradle creaks plaintively, Varka murmurs – and it all blends into that soothing music of the night to which it is so sweet to listen, when one is lying in bed. Now that music is merely irritating and oppressive, because it goads her to sleep, and she must not sleep; if Varka – God forbid! – should fall asleep, her master and mistress would beat her.
The lamp flickers. The patch of green and the shadows are set in motion, forcing themselves on Varka's fixed, half-open eyes, and in her half-slumbering brain are fashioned into misty visions. She sees dark clouds chasing one another over the sky, and screaming like the baby. But then the wind blows, the clouds are gone, and Varka sees a broad high-road covered with liquid mud; along the high-road stretched files of wagons, while people with wallets on their backs are trudging along and shadows flit backwards and forwards; on both sides she can see forests through the cold harsh mist. All at once the people with their wallets and their shadows fall on the ground in the liquid mud. "What is that for?" Varka asks. "To sleep, to sleep!" they answer her. And they fall sound asleep, and sleep sweetly, while crows and magpies sit on the telegraph wires, scream like the baby, and try to wake them.
"Hush-a-bye, my baby wee, and I will sing a song to thee," murmurs Varka, and now she sees herself in a dark stuffy hut.
Her dead father, Yefim Stepanov, is tossing from side to side on the floor. She does not see him, but she hears him moaning and rolling on the floor from pain. " His guts have burst," as he says; the pain is so violent that he cannot utter a single word, and can only draw in his breath and clack his teeth like the rattling of a drum: "Boo-boo-boo-boo...." Her mother, Pelageya, has run to the master's house to say that Yefim is dying. She has been gone a long time, and ought to be back. Varka lies awake on the stove, and hears her father's "boo-boo-boo." And then she hears someone has driven up to the hut. It is a young doctor from the town, who has been sent from the big house where he is staying on a visit. The doctor comes into the hut; he cannot be seen in the darkness, but he can be heard coughing and rattling the door. "Light a candle," he says. "Boo-boo-boo," answers Yefim.
Pelageya rushes to the stove and begins looking for the broken pot with the matches. A minute passes in silence. The doctor, feeling in his pocket, lights a match.
"In a minute, sir, in a minute," says Pelageya. She rushes out of the hut, and soon afterwards comes back with a bit of candle.
Yefim's cheeks are rosy and his eyes are shining, and there is a peculiar keenness in his glance, as though he were seeing right through the hut and the doctor.
"Come, what is it? What are you thinking about?" says the doctor, bending down to him. "Aha! have you had this long?"
"What? Dying, your honour, my hour has come.... I am not to stay among the living.. . ."
"Don't talk nonsense! We will cure you!"
"That's as you please, your honour, we humbly thank you, only we understand.... Since death has come, there it is."
The doctor spends a quarter of an hour over Yefim, then he gets up and says:
"I can do nothing. You must go into the hospital, there they will operate on you. Go at once.... You must go! It's rather late, they will all be asleep in the hospital, but that doesn't matter, I will give you a note. Do you hear?"
"Kind sir, but what can he go in?" says Pelageya. "We have no horse."
"Never mind. I'll ask your master, hell let you have a horse." The doctor goes away, the candle goes out, and again there is the sound of "boo-boo-boo." Half an hour later someone drives up to the hut. A cart has been sent to take Yefim to the hospital. He gets ready and goes....
But now it is a clear bright morning. Pelageya is not at home; she has gone to the hospital to find what is being done to Yefim. Somewhere there is a baby crying, and Varka hears someone singing with her own voice:
"Hush-a-bye, my baby wee, I will sing a song to thee."
Pelageya comes back; she crosses herself and whispers:
"They put him to rights in the night, but towards morning he gave up his soul to God.... The Kingdom of Heaven be his and peace everlasting. ... They say he was taken too late.... He ought to have gone sooner...."
Varka goes out into the road and cries there, but all at once someone hits her on the back of her head so hard that her forehead knocks against a birch-tree. She raises her eyes, and sees facing her, her master, the shoemaker.
"What are you about, you scabby slut?" he says. "The child is crying, and you are asleep!"
He gives her a sharp slap behind the ear, and she shakes her head, rocks the cradle, and murmurs her song. The green patch and the shadows from the trousers and the baby-clothes move up and down, nod to her, and soon take possession of her brain again. Again she sees the high-road covered with liquid mud. The people with wallets on their backs and the shadows have lain down and are fast asleep. Looking at them, Varka has a passionate longing for sleep; she would lie down with enjoyment, but her mother Pelageya is walking beside her, hurrying her on. They are hastening together to the town to find situations.
"Give alms, for Christ's sake!" her mother begs of the people they meet. "Show us the Divine Mercy, kind-hearted gentlefolk!"
"Give the baby here!" a familiar voice answers. "Give the baby here!" the same voice repeats, this time harshly and angrily. "Are you asleep, you wretched girl?"
Varka jumps up, and looking round grasps what is the matter: there is no high-road, no Pelageya, no people meeting them, there is only her mistress, who has come to feed the baby, and is standing in the middle of the room. While the stout, broad-shouldered woman nurses the child and soothes it, Varka stands looking at her and waiting till she has done. And outside the windows the air is already turning blue, the shadows and the green patch on the ceiling are visibly growing pale, it will soon be morning.
"Take him," says her mistress, buttoning up her chemise over her bosom; "he is crying. He must be bewitched."
Varka takes the baby, puts him in the cradle, and begins rocking it again. The green patch and the shadows gradually disappear, and now there is nothing to force itself on her eyes and cloud her brain. But she is as sleepy as before, fearfully sleepy! Varka lays her head on the edge of the cradle, and rocks her whole body to overcome her sleepiness, but yet her eyes are glued together, and her head is heavy.
"Varka, heat the stove!" she hears the master's voice through the door.
So it is time to get up and set to work. Varka leaves the cradle, and runs to the shed for firewood. She is glad. When one moves and runs about, one is not so sleepy as when one is sitting down. She brings the wood, heats the stove, and feels that her wooden face is getting supple again, and that her thoughts are growing clearer.
"Varka, set the samovar!" shouts her mistress.
Varka splits a piece of wood, but has scarcely time to light the splinters and put them in the samovar, when she hears a fresh order:
"Varka, clean the master's goloshes!"
She sits down on the floor, cleans the goloshes, and thinks how nice it would be to put her head into a big deep golosh, and have a little nap in it.... And all at once the golosh grows, swells, fills up the whole room. Varka drops the brush, but at once shakes her head, opens her eyes wide, and tries to look at things so that they may not grow big and move before her eyes.
"Varka, wash the steps outside; I am ashamed for the customers to see them!"
Varka washes the steps, sweeps and dusts the rooms, then heats another stove and runs to the shop. There is a great deal of work: she hasn't one minute free.
But nothing is so hard as standing in the same place at the kitchen table peeling potatoes. Her head droops over the table, the potatoes dance before her eyes, the knife tumbles out of her hand while her fat, angry mistress is moving about near her with her sleeves tucked up, talking so loud that it makes a ringing in Varka's ears. It is agonizing, too, to wait at dinner, to wash, to sew, there are minutes when she longs to flop on to the floor regardless of everything, and to sleep.
The day passes. Seeing the windows getting dark, Varka presses her temples that feel as though they were made of wood, and smiles, though she does not know why. The dusk of evening caresses her eyes that will hardly keep open, and promises her sound sleep soon. In the evening visitors come.
"Varka, set the samovar!" shouts her mistress.
The samovar is a little one, and before the visitors have drunk all the tea they want, she has to heat it five times. After tea Varka stands for a whole hour on the same spot, looking at the visitors, and waiting for orders. "Varka, run and buy three bottles of beer!"
She starts off, and tries to run as quickly as she can, to drive away sleep.
"Varka, fetch some vodka! Varka, where's the corkscrew? Varka, clean a herring!"
But now, at last, the visitors have gone; the lights are put out, the master and mistress go to bed.
"Varka, rock the baby!" she hears the last order.
The cricket churrs in the stove; the green patch on the ceiling and the shadows from the trousers and the baby-clothes force themselves on Varka's half-opened eyes again, wink at her and cloud her mind.
"Hush-a-bye, my baby wee," she murmurs, "and I will sing a song to thee."
And the baby screams, and is worn out with screaming. Again Varka sees the muddy high-road, the people with wallets, her mother Pelageya, her father Yefim. She understands everything, she recognizes everyone, but through her half-sleep she cannot understand the force which binds her, hand and foot, weighs upon her, and prevents her from living. She looks round, searches for that force that she may escape from it, but she cannot find it. At last, tired to death, she does her very utmost, strains her eyes, looks up at the flickering green patch, and, listening to the screaming, finds the foe who will not let her live.
That foe is the baby.
She laughs. It seems strange to her that she has failed to grasp such a simple thing before. The green patch, the shadows, and the cricket seem to laugh and wonder too.
The hallucination takes possession of Varka. She gets up from her stool, and with a broad smile on her face and wide unblinking eyes, she walks up and down the room. She feels pleased and tickled at the thought that she will be rid directly of the baby that binds her hand and foot.... Kill the baby and then sleep, sleep, sleep....
Laughing and winking and shaking her fingers at the green patch, Varka steals up to the cradle and bends over the baby. When she has strangled him, she quickly lies down on the floor, laughs with delight that she can sleep, and in a minute is sleeping as sound as the dead. (1888)

(Translated by Constance Garnett)

Comprehension Questions and Tasks

1.  Varka's dream, in which she recalls her father's death, explains the circumstances that have led to her present plight. Without this flashback, would we feel differently toward Varka and her act of murder? Explain. Does Mansfield provide any comparable exposition?
2.  Define the atmosphere (prevailing mood) Chekhov creates in his second paragraph through his description of the setting. Which of our five senses is stimulated by the imagery? A part of it, "the green patchand the shadows," recurs frequently, recalling earlier associations. Explain the function of this motif in the story.
3.  The Child looks at the baby with "contemptuous loathing." Does Varka feel any comparable animosity toward her charge before the last four paragraphs of the story? If so, how does Chekhov convey it?

4.  Such ironic statements as those indicating that the Frau "returned to bed, with a comfortable sense of her maternal duties in good working order for the day" and that the Man "had just drunk enough beer to make him feel very brave and master of his house make Mansfield's contempt explicit. What is Chekhov's attitude toward Varka's employers and how does he convey it?

5.  What "force ... binds [Varka], hand and foot, weighs upon her, and prevents her from living"? In what terms does Mansfield's Child picture "living"? What comparable "force" stifles her? 

6.  Explain the significance of Chekhov's recurring imagery of men sleeping in the liquid mud of the highway.

7.  Likewise, what is the significance of Mansfield's recurring imagery of "a little white road with tall black trees on either side, a little road that led to nowhere, and where nobody walked at all"? 

8.  What specific factors and chain of circumstances induce each girl to murder her charge? Compare the two endings carefully.

9.  How does each writer prepare us for the murder? Of the two protagonists, whose actions seem more plausible? Why? Do Mansfield's broad hints that the Child is mentally retarded improve or weaken the story?

ANALYSIS AND APPLICATION
1. Compare the following modified passage with Mansfield's original: She stood on tiptoe in the yard and almost felt she would be blown away. There was a bad smell coming from the duck's coop because it was half full of water, and away in the meadow she saw the grass blowing like little green hair. Explain the effect of each specific change. Which version do you prefer? Why?

2. Compare the last paragraph of "Sleepy" with another translation of the same passage: "And smiling and blinking and threatening the green spot with her fingers, Varka steals to the cradle and bends over the child. And having smothered the child, she drops to the floor, and, laughing with joy at the thought that she can sleep, in a moment sleeps as soundly as the child." Identify individual differences and give reasons for your preferences. Which translation do you prefer? Why? 

3. Examine the following implied metaphor: "the bruised sky, which seemed to bulge heavily over the dull land". To what is the sky being compared? How appropriate is the comparison, and what is its purpose within the context of the story?

The Glossary of Literary Termes and The Glossary of Literary Genres are based on Oxford Concise Dictionary of Literary Terms and An Outline of English Literature, by G.C. Thornley and G. Roberts


LITERARY TERMS GLOSSARY

AMBIGUITY, openness to different interpretations; or an instance in which some use of language may be understood in diverse ways. 

ANALOGY, illustration of an idea by means of a more familiar idea that is similar or parallel to it in some significant features, and thus said to be analogous to it. In literary history, an analogue is another story or plot which is parallel or similar in some ways to the story under discussion.

ANACHRONY, a term used in modern narratology to denote a discrepancy between the order in which events of the story occur and the order in which they are presented to us in the plot. Anachronism takes two basic forms: ‘flashback’ and ‘flashforward’.

ANTICLIMAX, an abrupt lapse from growing intensity to triviality in any passage of dramatic, narrative, or descriptive writing, with the effect of disappointed expectation or deflated suspense.

ANTAGONIST, the most prominent of the characters who oppose the protagonist or hero(ine) in a dramatic or narrative work. The antagonist is often a villain seeking to frustrate a heroine or hero; but in those works in which the protagonist is represented as evil, the antagonist will often be a virtuous or sympathetic character, as Macduff is in Macbeth.

ANTI-HERO/ANTI-HEROINE, a central character in a dramatic or narrative work who lacks the qualities of nobility and magnanimity expected of traditional heroes or heroines in romances and epics. The antihero is an ordinary and inadequate failure who succumbs to the pressure of circumstances. The anti-hero should not be confused with the antagonist or the villain.

ARCHETYPE, a symbol, theme, setting or character-type that recurs in different times and places in myth, literature, folklore, dreams, and rituals so frequently or prominently as to suggest ( to certain speculative psychologists and critics) that it embodies some essential element of ‘universal’ human experience. Examples include such recurrent symbols as the rose, the serpent, and the sun; common themes like love, death, and conflict; stock characters like the femme fatale, the hero, the magician.

BINARY OPPOSITION, the principle of contrast between two mutually exclusive terms; an important concept of structuralism, which sees such distinctions as fundamental to all language and thought. 

CHARACTER, a personage in a narrative or dramatic work.

CHARACTERIZATION, the representation of persons in narrative and dramatic works. This may include direct methods like the attribution of qualities in description or commentary, and indirect (or ‘dramatic’) methods inviting readers to infer qualities from characters’ actions, speech, or appearance. A distinction has often been made between ‘flat’ and ‘two-dimensional’ characters, which are simple and unchanging, and ‘round’ characters, which are complex, ‘dynamic’ (i.e. subject to development), and less predictable.

CHORAL CHARACTER, a term sometimes applied to a character in a play, who, while participating in the action to some degree, also provides the audience with an ironic commentary upon it, thus performing a function similar to that of the chorus in Greek tragedy.

CLIMAX, any moment of great intensity in a literary work, especially in drama.

COLLAGE, a work assembled wholly or partly from fragments of other writings, incorporating allusions, quotations, and foreign phrases. 

COMIC RELIEF, the interruption of a serious work, especially a tragedy, by a short humorous episode. The inclusion of some comic scenes, characters, or speeches can have various and complex effects, ranging from relaxation after moments of high tension to sinister ironic brooding.

CONFIDANT(E), a minor or secondary character in a play or other literary work, to whom the protagonist confides, revealing his or her state of mind in dialogue rather than in soliloquies. 

CONTENT, the term commonly used to refer to what is said in a literary work as oppose to how it is said (i.e. to the form or style). Distinctions between form and content are necessarily abstractions made for the sake of analysis, since in any actual work there can be no content that has not in some way been formed, and no purely empty form. 

CONTEXT, those parts of a text preceding and following any particular passage, giving it a meaning fuller or more identifiable that if it were read in isolation. The context of any statement may be understood to comprise immediately neighboring signs (including punctuation such as quotation marks), or any part of – or the whole of – the remaining text, or the biographical, social, cultural, and historical circumstance in which it is made (including the intended audience or reader).

CRITICISM, the reasoned discussion of literary works, an activity which may include some or all of the following procedures, in varying proportions: the defense of literature against moralists and censors, classification of a work according to its genre, interpretation of its meaning, analysis of its structure and style, judgment of its worth by comparison with other works, estimation of its likely effect on readers, and the establishment of general principles by which literary works can be evaluated and understood.

DENOUEMENT, the clearing up or ‘untying’ of the complications of the plot in a play or story; usually a final scene or chapter in which mysteries, confusions, and doubtful destinies are clarified.

DIALOGUE, spoken exchanges between or among characters in a dramatic or narrative work; or a literary form in prose or verse based on a debate or discussion, usually between two speakers.

DICTION, the choice of words used in a literary work. A writer’s diction may be characterized, for example, by archaism, or by Anglo-Saxon derivations; and it may be ascribed according to the oppositions formal/colloquial, abstract/concrete, and literal/figurative.

DRAMATIC MONOLOGUE, a kind of a poem in which a single fictional or historical character other than the poet speaks to a silent ‘audience’ of one or more persons. Such poems reveal not the poet’s own thought but the mind of the impersonated character, whose personality is revealed unwittingly; this distinguishes a dramatic monologue from a lyric, while the implied presence of an auditor distinguishes it from a soliloquy.

EPIC, a long narrative poem celebrating the great deeds of one or more legendary heroes, in a grand ceremonious style. The action of epics takes place on a grand scale, and in this sense the term has sometimes been extended to long romances, to ambitious historical novels like Tolstoy’s War and Peace, and to some large-scale film productions on heroic or historical subjects.

EPISODIC, constructed as a narrative by a succession of loosely connected incidents rather than by an integrated plot. One episode and the next are connected only by the presence of the same central character.

EXPOSITION, the setting forth of a systematic explanation of or argument about any subject; or the opening part of a play or story, in which we are introduced to the characters and their situation, often by reference to preceding events.

FICTION, the general term for invented stories, now usually applied to novels, short stories, novellas, romances, fables, and other narrative works in prose, even though most plays and narrative poems are also fictional.

FIRST-PERSON NARRATIVE, a narrative or mode of storytelling, in which the narrator appears as the ‘I’ recollecting his or her own part in the events related, either as a witness of the action or as an important participant in it. The term is most often used of novels such as Charlotte Bronte’s Jane Eyre (1847), in which the narrator is also the central character. The term does not mean that the narrator speaks only in the first person, of course: in discussions of other characters, the third person will be used.

FLASHBACK, a form of anachrony by which some of the events of the story are related at a point in the narrative after later story-events have already been recounted. Flashback, or retrospection, enables a storyteller to fill in background information about characters and events. 

FLASHFORWARD, is a form of anachrony which is the opposite of flashback.

FOIL, a character whose qualities or actions serve to emphasize those of the protagonist (or of some other character) by providing a strong contrast with them. 

FRAME NARRATIVE, or FRAME STORY, a story in which another story is enclosed or embedded as a ‘tale within a tale’, or which contains several such tales. 

FREE INDIRECT STYLE, a manner of presenting the thoughts or utterances of a fictional character as if from that character’s point of view by combining grammatical and other features of the character’s ‘direct speech’ with features of the narrator’s ‘indirect’ report. Free indirect style combines the person and tense of indirect discourse with the indications of time and place appropriate to direct discourse to form sentences like She thought that she would stay here tomorrow. This form of statement allows a third-person narrative to exploit a first-person point of view, often with a subtle effect of irony, as in the novels of Jane Austin. Since Flaubert’s celebrated use of this technique in his novel Madame Bovary (1857), it has been widely adopted in modern fiction. 
GENRE, the French term for a type, species, or class of composition. A literary genre is a recognizable and established category of written work employing such common conventions as will prevent readers or audience from mistaking it for another kind. Much of the confusion surrounding the term arises from the fact that it is used simultaneously for the most basic modes of literary art (lyric, narrative, dramatic), for the broadest categories of composition (poetry, prose fiction), and for more specialized sub-categories, which are defined according to several different criteria including formal structure, length, intention, effect, origin, and subject-matter.

HERO(INE), the main character in a narrative or dramatic work. The more neutral term ‘protagonist’ is often preferable, to avoid confusion with the usual sense of heroism as admirable courage or nobility, since in many works (other than epic poems, where such admirable qualities are required in the hero), the leading character may not be morally or otherwise superior. When our expectations of heroic qualities are strikingly disappointed, the central character may be known as an anti-hero(ine).
IMAGERY, a rather vague critical term covering those uses of language in a literary work that evoke sense-impressions by literal or figurative reference to perceptible or ‘concrete’ objects, scenes, actions, or states, as distinct from the language of abstract argument or exposition. The imagery of a literary work thus comprises the set of images that it uses; those need not be mental ‘pictures’, but may appeal to sense other than sight. The term has often been applied particularly to the figurative language used in a work, especially to its metaphors and similes. Images suggesting further meanings and associations in ways that go beyond the fairly simple identifications of metaphor and simile are often called symbols. 

IMAGINATION, the mind’s capacity to generate images of objects, states, or actions that have not been felt or experienced by the senses. The freely creative and transforming power of imagination was a central principle of Romanticism.

IMPLIED AUTHOR, a term coined by Wayne C. Booth in The Rhetoric of Fiction (1961) to designate that source of a work’s design and meaning which is inferred by readers from the text, and imagined as a personality standing behind the work. As an imaginary entity, it is to be distinguished clearly from the real author, who may well have written other works implying a different kind of persona or implied author behind them. The implied author is also to be distinguished from the narrator, since the implied author stands at a remove from the narrative voice, as the personage assumed to be responsible for deciding what kind of narrator will be presented to the reader; in many works this distinction produces an effect of irony at the narrator’s expense.

IMPLIED READER, the hypothetical figure of the reader to whom a given work is designed to address itself. The implied reader is to be distinguished from actual readers, who may be unable or unwilling to occupy the position of the implied reader. The implied reader is also not the same thing as the narratee, who is a figure imagined within the text as listening to – or receiving a written narration from – the narrator. 

IN MEDIAS RES, the Latin phrase meaning ‘into the middle of things’, applied to the common technique of storytelling by which the narrator begins the story at some exciting point in the middle of the action, thereby gaining the readers’ interest before explaining preceding events by flashbacks at some later stage.

INTERIOR MONOLOGUE, the written representation of a character’s inner thoughts, impressions, and memories as if directly ‘overheard’ without the apparent intervention of a summarizing and selecting narrator. The term is often loosely used a synonym for stream of consciousness. However, some confusion arises from the relationship between these two terms. Taking interior monologue as the larger category, within which stream of consciousness is a special technique emphasizing continuous ‘flow’ by abandoning strict logic, syntax, and punctuation, permits us to apply the term ‘interior monologue’ to that large class of modern poems representing a character’s unspoken thoughts and impressions, as distinct from the spoken thoughts imagined in the dramatic monologue. More often, though, the term refers to prose passages employing stream-of-consciousness techniques: the most celebrated instance in English is the final chapter of James Joyce’s Ulisses (1922). 

INTERTEXTUALITY, a term coined by Julia Kristeva to designate the various relationships that a given text may have with other texts. These INTERTEXTUAL relationships include anagram, allusion, adaptation, translation, parody, pastiche, imitation, and other kinds of transformation.

INTRUSIVE NARRATOR, an omniscient narrator who, in addition to reporting the events of a novel’s story, offers further comments on characters and events, and who sometimes reflects more generally upon the significance of the story. A device used frequently by the great realist novelists of the 19th century, the intrusive narrator allows the novel to be used for general moral commentary on human life, sometimes in the form of brief digressive essays interrupting the narrative.

IRONY, a subtly humorous perception of inconsistency, in which an apparently straightforward statement or event is undermined by its context so as to give it a very different significance. At its simplest, in VERBAL IRONY, it involves a discrepancy between what is said and what is really meant, as in its crude form, sarcasm. The more sustained STRUCTURAL IRONY in literature involves the use of a naïve or deluded hero or unreliable narrator, whose view of the world differs widely from the true circumstances recognized by the author and readers; literary irony thus flatters its readers’ intelligence at the expense of a character (or fictional narrator). A similar sense of detached superiority is achieved by DRAMATIC IRONY, in which the audience knows more about the character’s situation than the character does, foreseeing an outcome contrary to the character’s expectations, and thus ascribing a sharply different sense to some of the character’s own statements; in tragedies, this is called TRAGIC IRONY. The term COSMIC IRONY is sometimes used to denote a view of people as the dupes of a cruelly mocking Fate, as in the novels of Thomas Hardy.

LEITMOTIF, a frequently repeated phrase, image, symbol, or situation in a literary work, the recurrence of which usually indicates or supports a theme. 

MONOLOGUE, an extended speech uttered by one speaker, either to others or as if alone. Significant varieties include the dramatic monologue and the soliloquy.

NARRATEE, the imagined person whom the narrator is assumed to be addressing in a given narrative. The narratee is a notional figure within the ‘space’ of the text itself, and is thus not to be confused either with the real reader or with the implied reader. Narratees are often hard to identify clearly, since they are not usually described or characterized explicitly. In some works, though, they appear as minor characters, especially in a frame story, and in some they even function as narrators as well.

NARRATION, the process of relating a sequence of events; or another term for a narrative. In the first sense, narration is often distinguished from other kinds of writing (dialogue, description, commentary) which may be included in a narrative; it is also distinguished from the events recounted, i.e. from the story, and from the narrative itself.

NARRATIVE, a telling of some true or fictitious event or connected sequence of events, recounted by a narrator to a narratee. Narratives are to be distinguished from descriptions of qualities, states, or situations, and also from dramatic enactments of events. A narrative will consist of a set of events (the story) recounted in a process of narration (or discourse), in which the events are selected and arranged in a particular order (the plot). 

NARRATOR, one who tells, or is assumed to be telling, the story in a given narrative. In modern analysis of fictional narratives, the narrator is the imagined ‘voice’ transmitting the story, and is distinguished both from the real author (who may have written other tales with very different narrators) and from the implied author (who does not recount the story, but is inferred as the authority responsible for selecting it and inventing a narrator for it). Narrators vary according to their degree of participation in the story (first-person narratives, third-person narratives, an omniscient narrator). Narrators also differ in the degree of their overtness: some are given noticeable characteristics (intrusive narrator) and personalities, whereas ‘covert’ narrators are identified by no more than a ‘voice’. Further distinctions are made between reliable and unreliable narrators.

OMNISCIENT NARRATOR, an ‘all-knowing’ kind of narrator very commonly found in works of fiction written as third-person narratives. The omniscient narrator has a full knowledge of the story’s events and of the motives and unspoken thoughts of the various characters. He or she will also be capable of describing events happening simultaneously in different places – a capacity not normally available to the limited point of view of first-person narratives.

PATHOS, the emotionally moving quality or power of a literary work or of particular passages within it, appealing especially to our feelings of sorrow, pity, and compassionate sympathy.

PERSONA, the assumed identity or fictional ‘I’ (literally a ‘mask’) assumed by a writer in a literary work; thus the speaker in a lyric poem, or the narrator in a fictional narrative. Some theorists of narrative fiction have preferred to distinguish between the narrator and the persona, making the persona equivalent to the implied author.

PLOT, the pattern of events and situations in a narrative or dramatic work, as selected and arranged both to emphasize relationships – usually of cause and effect – between incidents and to elicit a particular kind of interest in the reader or audience, such as surprise or suspense. Plots vary in form from the fully integrated or ‘tightly knit’ to the loosely episodic. In general, though, most plots will trace some process of change in which characters are caught up in a developing conflict that is finally resolved.

POINT OF VIEW, the position or vantage-point from which the events of a story seem to be observed and presented to us. The chief distinction usually made between points of view is that between third-person narratives and first-person narratives. Many modern authors have also used ‘multiple point of view’, in which we are shown the events from the positions of two or more different characters.

POLYPHONIC, literally ‘many-voiced’, a term found in the writings of the Russian literary theorist Mikhail Bakhtin. Thus a polyphonic novel is one in which several different voices or points of view interact on more or less equal terms.

PROTAGONIST, the chief character in a play or story, who may also be opposed by an antagonist.

SOLILOQUY, a dramatic speech uttered by one character speaking aloud while alone on the stage (or while under the impression of being alone). Soliloquy is a form of monologue, but a monologue is not a soliloquy if (as in the dramatic monologue) the speaker is not alone.

STOCK CHARACTER, a stereotyped character easily recognized by readers or audiences from recurrent appearances in literary or folk tradition, usually within a specific genre such as comedy or fairy tale. Common examples include the absent-minded professor, the country bumpkin, the damsel in distress, the old miser, the whore with the heart of gold, the wicked stepmother, the jealous husband, etc. 

STOCK SITUATION, easily recognizable incident or plot-element which recur in fiction and drama. These include the mistaken identity, the ‘eternal triangle’, the discovery of the birthmark, the last-minute rescue, the dying man’s confession, and love at first sight. 

STORY, the sequence of imagined events that we reconstruct from the actual arrangement of a narrative (or dramatic) plot. The story is the full sequence of events as we assume them to have occurred in their likely order, duration, and frequency, while the plot is a particular selection and (re-)ordering of these.

STREAM OF CONSCIOUSNESS, the continuous flow of sense-perceptions, thoughts, feelings, and memories in the human mind; or a literary method of representing such a blending of mental processes in fictional characters, usually in an unpunctuated or disjointed form of interior monologue. The term is often used as a synonym for interior monologue, but they can also be distinguished, in two ways. In the first (psychological) sense, the stream of consciousness is the subject-matter while interior monologue is the technique for presenting it. In the second (literary) sense, stream of consciousness is a special style of interior monologue: while an interior monologue always presents a character's thoughts 'directly', without the apparent intervention of a summarizing and selecting narrator, it does not necessarily mingle them with impressions and perceptions, nor does it necessarily violate the norms of grammar, syntax, and logic: but the stream-of-consciousness technique also does one or both of these things. An important device of modernist fiction and its later imitators, the technique was pioneered by Dorothy Richardson in Pilgrimage (1915-1935) and by James Joyce in Ulysses (1922), and further developed by Virginia Woolf in Mrs Dalloway (1925) and William Faulkner in The Sound and the Fury (1928).

STYLE, any specific way of using language, which is characteristic of an author, school, period, or genre. Particular styles may be defined by their diction, syntax, imagery, rhythm, and use of figures, or by any other linguistic feature.

SUBPLOT, a secondary sequence of actions in a dramatic or narrative work, usually involving characters of lesser importance (and often of lower social status). The subplot may be related to the main plot as a parallel or contrast, or it may be more or less separate from it.

SYMBOL, in the simplest sense, anything that stands for or represents something else beyond it – usually an idea conventionally associated with it. 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 wit it. It is 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 usually a substantial image in its own right, around which further significances may gather according to different interpretations.

THEME, a salient abstract idea that emerges from a literary work’s treatment of its subject-matter; or a topic recurring in a number of literary works. While the subject of a work is described concretely in terms of its action (e.g. ‘the adventures of a newcomer in the big city’), its theme or themes will be described in more abstract terms (e.g. love, war, revenge, betrayal, fate, etc.). The theme may be announced explicitly, but more often it emerges indirectly through the recurrence of motifs. 

THIRD-PERSON NARRATIVE, a narrative or mode of storytelling in which the narrator is not a character within the events related, but stands ‘outside’ those events. In a third-person narrative, all characters within the story are therefore referred to as ‘he’, ‘she’, or ‘they’; but this does not, of course, prevent the narrator from using the first person ‘I’ or ‘we’ in commentary on the events and their meaning. Third-person narrators are often omniscient or ‘all-knowing’ about the events of the story, but they may sometimes appear to be restricted in their knowledge of these events. Third-person narrative is by far the most common form of storytelling.

TONE, a very vague critical term usually designating the mood or atmosphere of a work, although in some more restricted uses it refers to the author’s attitude to the reader (e.g. formal, intimate, pompous) or to the subject-matter (e.g. ironic, light, solemn, satiric, sentimental).

TYPE, a fictional character who stands as a representative of some identifiable class or group of people. Although some uses of the term equate it with the stereotyped stock character of literary and folk tradition, other uses distinguish between this ‘two-dimensional’ stock character and the more individualized type. ‘Typicality’ is understood as a quality combining uniquely individualized with historically representative features, this typicality can be found in the characters of early 19th century realist novels like those of Balzac.

UNRELIABLE NARRATOR, a narrator whose account of events appears to be faulty, misleadingly biased, or otherwise distorted, so that it departs from the ‘true’ understanding of events shared between the reader and the implied author. The discrepancy between the unreliable narrator’s view of events and the view that readers suspect to be more accurate creates a sense of irony. This term does not necessarily mean that such a narrator is morally untrustworthy or a habitual liar, since the category also includes harmlessly naïve, ‘fallible’, or ill-informed narrators. A classic case is Huck in Mark Twain’s Adventures of Huckleberry Finn (1884). Other kinds of unreliable narrator seem to be falsifying their accounts from motives of vanity or malice. In either case, the reader is offered the pleasure of picking up ‘clues’ in the narrative that betray the true state of affairs. This kind of first-person narrative is particularly favored in 20th century fiction: a virtuoso display of its use is William Faulkner’s The Sound and the Fury (1928), which employs three unreliable narrators – an imbecile, a suicidal student, and an irritable racist bigot.

VILLAIN, the principal evil character in a play or story. The villain is usually the antagonist opposed to the hero (and/or heroine), but in some case he may be the protagonist.

VOICE, a rather vague metaphorical term by which some critics refer to distinctive features of a written work in terms of spoken utterance. The voice of a literary work is then the specific group of characteristics displayed by the narrator, assessed in terms of tone, style, or personality. Distinctions between various kinds of narrative voice tend to be distinctions between kinds of narrator in terms how they address the reader.

GLOSSARY OF LITERARY GENRES

ACADEMIC DRAMA (also called school drama), a dramatic tradition which arose from the Renaissance, in which the works of Plautus, Terence, and other ancient dramatists were performed in schools and colleges, at first in Latin but later also in vernacular adaptations composed by schoolmasters under the influence of humanism. This tradition produced the earliest English comedies, notably Ralph Roister Doister (1552) by the schoolmaster Nicholas Udall.

ACCENTUAL VERSE, verse in which the metre is based on counting only the number of stressed syllables in the line, and in which the number of unstressed syllables in the line may therefore vary. Most verse in Germanic languages (including Old English) is accentual, and much English poetry of later periods has been written in accentual verse, especially in the popular tradition of songs, ballads, nursery rhymes, and hymns. The predominant English metrical system in the ‘high’ literary tradition since Chaucer, however, has been that of ACCENTUAL-SYLLABIC verse, in which both stressed and unstressed syllables are counted: thus an iambic pentameter should normally have five stresses distributed among its ten syllables (or, with a feminine ending, eleven syllables).

ACROSTIC, a poem in which the initial letters of each line can be read down the page to spell either an alphabet, a name (often that of the author, a patron, or a loved one), or some other concealed message. Variant forms of acrostic may use middle letters or final letters or, in prose acrostics, initial letters of sentences or paragraphs. 

ALBA, see AUBADE.

ANATOMY, a written analysis of some subject, which purports to be thorough and comprehensive. For famous model for this literary form is Robert Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy (1621). A humorous display of extensive and detailed knowledge, as in Melville’s account of whaling in Moby-Dick (1851) or Thomas Pynchon’s rocket-lore in Gravity’s Rainbow (1973), is characteristic of this genre.

ANECDOTE (Gr. anekdotos ‘unpublished’), a folklore genre; a short story based on an amusing incident. Originally anecdotes were stories little known, or unpublished details of the life of some outstanding persons. 

ANNALS (L annales ‘chronicles’), 1. a relation of events in chronological order , each event being recorded under the year in which it happened.

2. a periodic publication, containing records of discoveries, transactions of societies, etc. E.g. Annals of Mathematics.
ANTHOLOGY (Gr. anthologia ‘flower gathering’), a collection of ‘flowers’ – the best passages of literature, either from various authors or selected extracts fron one author, designed to give the reader the idea of a particular author or literature.

AUBADE, a song or lyric poem lamenting the arrival of dawn to separate two lovers. The form, which has no fixed metrical pattern, flourished in the late Middle Ages in France; it was adopted in Germany and in England by Chaucer, whose Troils and Criseyde includes a fine aubade. Later English examples include Donne’s ‘The Sunne Rising’ and Act III scene V of Shekespeare’s Romeo and Juliet. 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY (Gr. autos ‘self’ + bois ‘life’ + graphein ‘to write’), the written account of a person own life.

BALLAD, a folk song or orally transmitted poem telling in a direct and dramatic manner some popular story usually derived from a tragic incident in local history or legend. The story is told simply, impersonally, and often with vivid dialogue. Ballads are often composed in quatrains with alternating four-stress and three stress lines, the second and fourth lines rhyming; but some ballads are in couplet form, and some others have six-line stanzas. Appearing in many parts of Europe in the late Middle Ages, ballads flourished particularly strongly in Scotland from the 15th century onward. Since the 18th century, educated poets outside the folk-song tradition – notably Coleriddge and Goethe – have written imitations of the popular ballad’s form and style. Coleridge’s ‘Rime of the Ancient Mariner’ (1798) is a celebrated example.

BALLADE, an elaborate type of poem, French in origin, consisting of three stanzas of limited rhyme-scheme (the same rhyme in all stanzas), followed by an envoy or stanza of dedication (usually to a patron). Poets who have used this very intricate form in English include Chaucer and Swinburne.

BEAST FABLE, the commonest type of fable, in which animals and birds speak and behave like human beings in a short tale usually illustrating some moral point. The fables attributed to Aesop (6th century BC) and those written in verse by Jean de la Fontaine (from 1668) are the best known, along with the fable of Brer Rabbir adapted by the American journalist Joel Chandler Harris from black folklore in his ‘Uncle Remus’ stories (from 1879). A related form is the BEAST EPIC, which is usually a longer tale written in pseudo-epic style. Pierre de Saint-Cloud’s Roman de Renart (1173) was an influential beast epic containing the Chanticleer story later adapted by Chaucer in the Nun’s Priest’s Tale. There were many other beast epics of Reynard the Fox in late-medieval France and Germany.

BELLES-LETTRES, the French term for ‘fine writing’, originally used (as in ‘fine art’) to distinguish artistic literature from scientific. or philosophical writing. Since the 19th century, though, the term has more often been used dismissively to denote a category of elegant essay-writing and lightweight literary chatter, of which much was published in Britain in the late 19th and early 20th centuries; Max Beerbohm’s essays and Andrew Lang’s Letters to Dead Authors (1896) are examples. An author of such elegant trifles is a belletrist.

BILDUGSROMAN (plural – ane, German), a kind of novel that follows the development of the hero or heroine from childhood or adolescence into adulthood, through a troubled quest for identity. The term (‘formation-novel’) comes from Germany, where Goethe’s Wilhelm Meisters lehrjahre (1795-6) set the pattern for later bildungsromane. Many outstanding novels of the 19th and early 20th centuries follow this pattern of personal growth: Dickens’s David Copperfield (1849-50), for example. When the novel describes the formation of a young artist, as in Joyce’s A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man (1916), it ma also be called a KUNSTLERROMAN .

BLACK COMEDY, a kind of drama (or, by extension, a non-dramatic work) in which disturbing or sinister subjects like death, disease, or warfare, are treated with bitter amusement, usually in a manner calculated to offend and shock. Prominent in the theatre of the absurd, black comedy is also a feature of Joe Orton’s Loot (1965). A similar BLACK HUMOUR is strongly evident in modern American fiction from Nathaniel West’s A Cool Million (1934) to Joseph Heller’s Catch-22 (1961) and Kurt Vonnegut’s Slaughterhouse-Five (1969).

BUCOLIC POETRY or BUCOLICS, another term for PASTORAL poetry, especially for Virgil’s Eclogues (42-37 BC) and later imitations. More loosely, any verse on rustic subjects.

BURLESQUE, a kind of parody that ridicules serious literary work either by treating its solemn subject in an undignified sty, or by applying its elevated style to a trivial subject, as in Pope’s mock-epic poem The Rape of the Lock (1712-14).

CHAPBOOK, the name given since 19th century to a kind of small, cheaply printed book or pamphlet hawked by chapmen (i.e. peddlers) from the 16th century to the early 19 th century, and containing ballads, fairy-tales, old romances, accounts of famous criminals, and other popular entertainments.

CHIVALRIC ROMANCE, the principal kind of romance found in medieval Europe from the 12 th century onwards, describing (usually in verse) the adventures of legendary knights, and celebrating an idealized code of civilized behaviour that combines loyalty, honour, and courtly love. The emphasis on heterosexual love and courtly manners distinguishes it from other kinds of epic, in which masculine military heroism predominates. The most famous examples are the Arthurian romances recounting the adventures of Lancelot, Galahad, Gawain, and the other Round Table knights.

CHRONICLE, a written record of events presented in order of time, and updated regularly over a prolonged period.

COMEDY, a play (or other literary composition) written chiefly to amuse its audience by appealing to a sense of superiority over the characters depicted. A comedy will normally be closer to the representation of everyday life than a tragedy, and will explore common human feelings rather than tragedy’s disastrous crimes. Its endings will usually be happy for the leading characters.

CONFESSIONAL POETRY, an autobiographical mode of verse that reveals the poet’s personal problems with unusual frankness. The term is usually applied to certain poets of the United States from the late 1950s to the late 1960s, notably Robert Lowell, whose Life Studies (1959) and For the Union Dead (1964) deal with his divorce and mental breakdowns.

The term is sometimes used more loosely to refer to any personal or autobiographical poetry, but its distinctive sense depends on the candid examination of what were at the time of writing virtually unmentionable kinds of private distress. The genuine strengths of confessional poets, combined with the pity evoked by their high suicide rate, encouraged in the reading public a romantic confusion between poetic excellence and inner torment. 

COURTLY LOVE , a modern term (coined by the French scholar Gaston Paris in 1883, as amour courtois) for the literary cult of heterosexual love that emerged among the French aristocracy from the late 11th century onwards, with a profound effect on subsequent Western attitudes to love. It converts sexual desire from a degrading necessity of physical life into a spiritually ennobling emotion, almost a religious vocation. An elaborate code of behaviour evolved around the tormented male lover’s abject obedience to a disdainful, idealized lady, who was usually his social superior. Some of these conventions may derive from misreadings of the Roman poet Ovid, but this form of adoration also imitated both feudal servitude and Christian worship, despite celebrating the excitements of clandestine adultery (as in the stories of Lancelot and Guinevere) rather than the then merely economic relation of marriage.

CRITIQUE, a considered assessment of a literary work, usually in the form of an essay or review. Also, in philosophy, politics, and the social sciences, a systematic inquiry into the nature of some principle, idea, institution, or ideology, usually devoted to revealing its limits or self-contradictions.

DEBAT, a poem in the form of a debate between two characters, who are usually personifications of opposed principles or qualities: body and soul, water and wine, winter and summer, etc. The debat was much practised in Europe during the 12th and 13th centuries, both in Latin and in the vernacular languages. The outstanding English example is the early 13th-century poem The Owl and the Nightingale, in which the two birds – probably representing religious and secular poetry respectively – dispute over the benefits they bring to mankind.

DRAMA, the general term for performances in which actors impersonate the actions and speech of fictional or historical characters (or non-human entities) for the entertainment of an audience, either on a stage or by means of a broadcast; or a particular example of this art, i.e. a play. Drama is usually expected to represent stories showing situations of conflict between characters, although the MONODRAMA is a special case in which only one performer speaks. Drama is the major genre in literature. The major dramatic genres in the West are comedy and tragedy, but several other kinds of dramatic work fall outside these categories, such as history play, melodrama, morality play, mystery play, tragicomedy). DRAMATIC POETRY is a category of verse composition for theatrical performance; the term is now commonly extended, however, to non-theatrical poems that involve a similar kind of impersonation, as in the dramatic monologue.

ECLOGUE, a short pastoral poem, often in the form of a shepherds’ dialogue or a soliloquy. This form appeared in English in Spenser’s The Shephearde’s Calender (1579).

ELEGY, an elaborately formal lyric poem lamenting the death of a friend or public figure, or reflecting seriously on a solemn subject. 

EPIGRAM, a short poem with a witty turn of thought; or a wittily condensed expression in prose. In English, epigrams have been written by several poets since Ben Jonson’s Epigrams (1616), and are found in the prose of Oscar Wilde and other authors, who are known as epigrammatists.

EPIGRAPH, a quotation or motto placed at the beginning of a book, chapter, or poem as an indication of its theme. The term can also refer to an inscription on a monument or coin.

EPISTLE, a letter. As a literary form, the VERSE EPISTLE is a poem in the form of a letter to a friend or patron in a familiar, conversational style. The theme of the most common kind is usually some moral, philosophical, or literary subject.

EPISTOLARY NOVEL, a novel written in the form of a series of letters exchanged among the characters of the story, with extracts from their journals sometimes included. A form of narrative often used in English and French novels of the 18th century, it has been revived only rarely since then, as in John Barth’s Letters (1979). Important example includes Richardson’s Pamela (1740-1) and Clarissa (1747-8).

EPITAPH, a form of words in prose or verse for inscription on a tomb – although many facetious verses composed as epitaphs have not actually been inflicted on their victims’ graves. Epitaphs may take the form of appeals from the dead to passers-by, or of descriptions of the dead person’s merits.

EPOS, the epic poetry of an early oral tradition.

ESSAY, a short written composition in prose that discusses a subject or proposes an argument without claiming to be a complete or thorough exposition. A minor literary form, the essay is more relaxed than the formal academic dissertation. The term (‘trying out’) was coined by the French writer Michel de Montaigne in the title of his Essais(1580), the first modern example of the form. Francis Bacon’s Essays (1597) began the tradition of essays in English, of which important examples are those of Addison, Steele, Hazlitt, Emerson, D.H.Lawrence, and Virginia Woolf. The verse essays of Pope are rare exceptions to the prose norm. 

FABLE, a brief tale in verse or prose that conveys a moral lesson, usually by giving human speech and manners to animals and inanimate things. Fables often conclude with a moral, delivered in the form of an epigram. A very old form of story related to folklore and proverbs. the fable in Europe descends from tales attributed to Aesop, a Greek slave in the 6th century BC; his fable of the fox and the grapes has brought the phrase ‘sour grapes’. More recent examples are Kipling’s Just So Stories (1902) and Orwell’s Animal Farm (1945).

FABLIAU, a coarsely humorous short story in verse, dealing in a bluntly realistic manner with stock characters of the middle class involved in sexual intrigue or obscene pranks. Fabliaux flourished in France in the 12 the and 13th centuries, and were usually written in octosyllabic couplets; some 150 French examples survive, most of them anonymous. They were imitated in English by Chaucer (in rhyming pentameters), notably in his Miller’s Tale and Reeve’s Tale. Many fabiaux involve satire against the clergy. A standard plot is the cuckolding of a slow-witted husband by a crafty and lustful student.

FANTASY, a general term for any kind of fictional work that is not primarily devoted to realistic representation of the known world. The category includes several literary genres (e.g. dream vision, fable, fairy tale, romance, science fiction) describing imagined worlds in which magical powers and other impossibilities are accepted.

FARCE, a kind of comedy that inspires hilarity mixed with panic and cruelty in its audience through an increasingly rapid and improbable series of ludicrous confusions, physical disasters, and sexual innuendos among its stock characters. Brandon Thomas’s Charley’s Aunt (1892) is recognized as a classic of the genre. The bedroom farce, involving bungled adultery in rooms with too many doors, has had prolonged commercial success in London’s theatres.

FICTION, the general term for invented stories, now usually applied to novels, short stories, novellas, fables, and other narrative works in prose, even though most plays and narrative poems are also fictional.

FOLK SONG, a song of unknown authorship that has been passed on, preserved, and adapted (often in several versions) in an oral tradition before later being written down or recorded. Folk songs usually have an easily remembered melody and a simple poetic form such as the quatrain. The most prominent categories are the narrative ballad and the lyric love-song, but the term also covers lullabies, carols, and various songs to accompany working (e.g. the sea shanty), dancing, and drinking.

FOLKLORE, a modern term for the body of traditional customs, superstitions, stories, dances, and songs that have been adopted and maintained within a given community by processes of repetition not reliant on the written word. Along with folk songs and folktales, this broad category of cultural forms embraces all kinds of legends, riddles, jokes, proverbs, games, charms, omens, spells, and rituals, especially those of pre-literate societies or social classes. Those forms of verbal expression that are handed on from one generation or locality to next by word of mouth are said to constitute an oral tradition.

FOLKTALE, a story passed on by word of mouth rather than by writing, and thus partly modified by successive re-tellings before being written down or recorded. The category includes legends, fables, jokes, tall stories, and fairy tales. Many folktales involve mythical creatures and magical transformations.

GENRE (see Literary Terms Glossary)

GOTHIC NOVEL or GOTHIC ROMANCE, a story of terror and suspense, usually set in a gloomy old castle or monastery (hence ‘Gothic’, a term applied to medieval architecture and thus associated in the 18th century with superstition). Following the appearance of Horace Walpole’s The Castle of Otranto (1764), the Gothic novel flourished in Britain from the 1790s to the 1820s, dominated by Ann Radcliff, whose Mysteries of Udolpho (1794) had many imitators. She was careful to explain away the apparently supernatural occurrences in her stories, but other writers, like M.G.Lewis in The Monk(1796), made free use of ghosts and demons along with scenes of cruelty and horror.

GRAVEYARD POETRY, the term applied to a minor but influential 18th-century tradition of meditative poems on mortality and immortality, often set in graveyards. The best known examples of this melancholic kind of verse are ‘A Night-Piece on Death’(1721) by the Irish poet Thomas Parnell, Edward Young’s Night Thoughts (1742-6), the Scottish clergyman Robert Blair’s The Grave (1743), and the culmination of this tradition in English, Thomas Gray’s ‘Elegy written in a Country Churchyard’(1751; usually called ‘Gray’s Elegy’). These works had many imitators in Europe, and constitute a significant current of preromanticism.

GROTESQUE, characterizes by bizarre distortions, especially in the exaggerated or abnormal depiction of human features. The literature of the grotesque involves freakish caricatures of people’s appearance and behaviour, as in the novels of Dickens. A disturbingly odd character may also be called a grotesque. 

HAGIOGROPHY, writing devoted to recording and glorifying the lives of saints and martyrs. This form of Christian propaganda was much practised in the Middle Ages but has few equivalents in modern literature apart from G.B.Shaw’s play Saint Joan (1923).

HEROIC DRAMA, a kind of tragedy or tragicomedy that came into vogue with the Restoration of the English monarchy in 1660. Influenced by French classical tragedy and its dramatic unities, it aimed at epic ( thus ‘ heroic’) grandeur, usually by means of bombast, exotic settings, and lavish scenery. The noble hero would typically be caught in a conflict between love and patriotic duty, leading to emotional scenes presented in a manner close to opera. The leading English exponent of heroic drama was John Dryden: his The Conquest of Granada (1670-1) was written in heroic couplets.

HISTORICAL NOVEL, a novel in which the action takes place during a specific historical period well before the time of writing (often one or two generations before, sometimes several centuries), and in which some attempt is made to depict accurately the customs and mentality of the period. The central character – real or imagines – is usually subject to divided loyalties within a larger historic conflict of which readers now the outcome. The pioneers of this genre were Walter Scott and James Fennimore Cooper; Scott’s historical novels, starting with Waverly (1814), set the pattern for hundreds of others. While the historical novel attempts a serious study of the relationship between personal fortunes and social conflicts, the popular form known as the historical or ‘costume’ romance tends to employ the period setting only as a decorative background to the leading characters. 

HISTORY PLAY, a play representing events drawn wholly or partly from recorded history. The term usually refers to chronicle plays, especially those of Shakespeare, but it also covers some later works such as Schiller’s Maria Stuart (1800) and John Osborne’s Luther (1961).

HOMILY, a sermon or morally instructive lecture. The author of homilies is a homilist, while the art of composing homilies is known as homiletics.

IDYLL or IDYL, a short poem describing an incident of country life in terms of idealized innocence and contentment; or any such episode in a poem or prose work. The term is virtually synonymous with pastoral poem.

JINGLE, a brief set of verses with strong, repetitive rhythm and emphatic rhymes, usually similar to a nursery rhyme in being memorable but nonsensical (e.g. ‘With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino’). Jingles are now used in radio and TV advertisements, but the term was used before the rise of broadcasting to refer, usually unfavourably, to poems – like those of Edgar Allan Poe – that sacrifice meaning to showy effects of sound.

JUVENILIA, the collective term for those works written during the author’s youth. Use of this term commonly implies that the faults of such writings are to be excused as the products of immaturity or lack of experience.

KITSCH, rubbishy or tasteless pseudo-art of any kind. It is most easily recognizable in the products of the souvenir trade, especially those attempting to capitalize on ‘high’ art (Mona Lisa ashtrays, busts of Beethoven, etc) or on religion (flesh-coloured Christs that glow in the dark); and is found in many forms of popular entertainment – the films of Cecil B. De Mille, much ‘Easy Listening’ music. It is harder to identify in written works, but the sentimental doggerel found in the greetings cards is one obvious example, while the trashier end of the science-fiction and sword-and-sorcery fiction markets provide many more pretentious cases.

LAI or LAY, a tern from Old French meaning a short lyric or narrative poem. The Contes (c.1175) of Marie de France were narrative lais of Arthuriam legend and other subjects from Breton folklore, written in octosyllabic couplets. They provided the model for the so-called ‘Breton lays’ in English in the 14th century, which include Chaucer’s Franklin’s Tale.

LAMENT, any poem expressing profound grief or mournful regret for the loss of some person or former state, or for some other misfortune.

LEGEND, a story or group of stories handed down through popular oral tradition, usually consisting of an exaggerated or unreliable account of some actually or possibly historical person – often a saint, monarch, or popular hero. Legends are sometimes distinguished from myths in that they concern human beings rather than gods, and sometimes in that they have some sort of historical basis whereas myths do not; but these distinctions are difficult to maintain consistently. The term was originally applied to accounts of saints’ lives (see hagiography), but is now applied chiefly to fanciful tales of warriors (e.g. King Arthur and his knights), criminals (e.g. Faust, Robin Hood), and other sinners; or more recently to those bodies of biographical rumour and embroidered anecdote surrounding dead film stars and rock musicians (Judy Garland, John Lennon, etc.).
LIMERICK, an English verse form consisting of five anapaestic line rhyming a a b b a, the third and fourth lines having two stresses and the others three. Early examples, notably those of Edward Lear in his Book of Nonsense (1846), use the same rhyming word at the end of the first and last lines, but most modern limericks avoid such repetition. The limerick is almost always a self-contained, humorous poem, and usually plays on rhymes involving the names of people or places. First found in the 1820s, it popularized by Lear, and soon became a favorite form for the witty obscenities of anonymous versifiers. The following is one of the less offensive examples of the coarse limerick tradition:

There was a young fellow named Menzies

Whose kissing sent girls into frenzies;

But a virgin one night

Crossed her legs in a fright

And fractured his bi-focal lenses.

LITERATURE, a body of written works related by subject-matter (e.g. the literature of computing), by language or place of origin (e.g. Russian literature, or by prevailing cultural standards of merit. In this last sense, ‘literature’ is taken to include oral, dramatic, and broadcast compositions that may not have been published in written form but which have been (or deserve to be) preserved. Since the 19th century, the broader sense of literature as a totality of written or printed works has given way to more exclusive definitions based on criteria of imaginative, creative, or artistic value, usually related to a work’s absence of factual or practical reference. Even more restrictive has been the academic concentration upon poetry, drama, and fiction. Until the mid-20th century, many kinds of non-fictional writing – in philosophy, history, biography, criticism, science, and politics – were counted as literature; implicit in this broader usage is a definition of literature as that body of works which – for whatever reason – deserves to be preserved as part of the current reproduction of meanings within a given culture.
LITURGICAL DRAMA a form of religious drama performed within a church as an extension of the liturgy (i.e. the established form of Christian worship in the Mass or Eucharist). Liturgical drama is generally thought to be the origin of mystery plays and miracle plays, which came to be performed by lay actors in sites away from the churches themselves, and in the vernacular rather than in Latin. 

LYRIC, in the modern sense, any fairly short poem expressing the personal mood, feeling, or meditation of a single speaker (who may sometimes be an invented character, not the poet). In ancient Greeca, a lyric was a song for the accompaniment on the lyre, and could be a choral lyric sung by a group; the modern sense, current since the Renaissance, often suggests a song-like quality in the poems to which it refers. Lyric poetry is the most extensive category of verse, especially after the decline – since the 19th century in the West – of the other principal kinds: narrative and dramatic verse. Lyrics may be composed in almost any metre and on almost every subject, although the most usual emotions presented are whose of love and grief. Among the common lyric forms are sonnet, ode, elegy and the more personal kinds of hymn. LYRICISM is the emotional or song-like quality, the LYRICAL property, of lyric poetry. A writer of lyric poems may be called a LYRIC POET, a LYRICIST, or a LYRIST. In another sense, THE LYRICS of a popular song or other musical composition are the words as opposed to the music; these may not always be lyrical in the poetic sense.

MADRIGAL, a short lyric poem, usually of love or pastoral life, often set to music as a song for several voices without instrumental accompaniment. There is no fixed metrical form or rhyme scheme, but the madrigal usually ends with a rhyming couplet.

MARVELOUS, THE (US MARVELOUS), a category of fiction in which supernatural, magical, or other wondrous impossibilities are accepted as normal within an imagined world clearly separated from our own reality. The category includes fairy tales, many romances, and most science fiction, along with various other kinds of fantasy with ‘other-worldly’ settings, like J.R.Tolkein’s The Lord of the Rings (1954-1955).

MELODRAMA, a popular form of sensational drama that flourished in the 19th-century theatre, surviving in different forms in modern cinemas and television. The term, meaning ‘song-drama’ in Greek, was originally applied in the European theatre to scenes of mime or spoken dialogue accompanied by music. In early 19th- century London, many theatres were only permitted to produce musical entertainments, and from their simplified plays – some of them adapted from Gothic novels – the modern sense of melodrama derives: an emotionally exaggerated conflict of pure maidenhood and scheming villainy in a plot full of suspense. Similar simplified characterization in fiction, as in Dickens, can also be described as melodramatic.

MEMOIR-NOVEL, a kind of novel that pretends to be a true autobiography or memoir. It was an important form in the emergence of the modern novel during the 18th century, in such works as Daniel Defoe’s Moll Flanders (1722) and John Cleland’s Memoirs of a Lady of Pleasure (1748-9). A similar pseudo-autobiographical mode of first-person narrative is found in very many later novels, but the pretence that the real author was only an ‘editor’ of a true account did not outlive the 18th century.

MIRACLE PLAY, a kind of medieval religious play representing non-scriptural legends of saints or of the Virgin Mary.

MOCK EPIC, a poem employing the lofty style and conventions of epic poetry to describe a trivial or undignified series of events; thus a kind of satire that mocks its subject by treating it in an inappropriately grandiose manner, usually at some length. The outstanding examples in English are Alexander Pope’s The Rape of the Lock (1712-14) and The Dunciad (1728-43).

MOCK-HEROIC, written in an ironically grand style that is comically incongruous with the ‘low’ or trivial subject treated.

MONODRAMA, a play or dramatic scene in which only one character speaks; or a sequence of dramatic monologues all spoken by the same single character.

MORALITY PLAY, a kind of religious drama popular in England, Scotland, France, and elsewhere in Europe in the 15th and early 16th centuries. Morality plays are dramatized allegories, in which personified virtues, vices, diseases, and temptations struggle for the soul of Man as he travels from birth to death. They instill a simple message of Christian salvation, but often include comic scenes.

MYSTERY PLAY, a major form of popular medieval religious drama, representing a scene from the Old or New Testament.

MYTH, a kind of story or rudimentary narrative sequence, normally traditional and anonymous, through which a given culture ratifies its social customs or accounts for the origins of human and natural phenomena, usually in supernatural or boldly imaginative terms. The term has a wide range of meanings, which can be divided roughly into ‘rationalist’ and ‘romantic’ versions: in the first, a myth is a false or unreliable story or belief, while in the second, ‘myth’ is a superior intuitive mode of cosmic understanding. In most literary contexts, the second kind of usage prevails, and myths are regarded as fictional stories containing deeper truths, expressing collective attitudes to fundamental matters of life, death, divinity, and existence (sometimes deemed to be ‘universal’). A mythology is a body of related myths shared by members of a given people or religion, or sometimes a system of myths evolved by an individual writer, as in the ‘personal mythologies’ of William Blake and W.B.Yeats.

NOVEL (see Literary Terms Glossary )

NOVELETTE, a trivial or cheaply sensational novel or romance; or (in neutral sense, especially in the USA) a short novel or extended short story, i.e. a novella.

NOVELLA, a fictional tale in prose, intermediate in length and complexity between a short story and a novel, and usually concentrating on a single event or chain of events, with a surprising turning point. Joseph Conrad’s Heart of Darkness (1902) is a fine example of this important literary genre.

NURSERY RHYME, a traditional verse or set of verses chanted to infants by adults as an initiation into rhyme and verbal rhythm. Most are hundreds of years old, and derive from songs, proverbs, riddles, ballads, street cries , and other kinds of composition originally intended for adults, which have become almost meaningless outside their original contexts. Their exact origins are often obscure, although a few more recent examples are by known authors: Mary had a little lamb was written by Sarah Josepha Hale in 1830.

ODE, an elaborately formal lyric poem, often in the form of a lengthy ceremonious address to a person or abstract entity, always serious and elevated in tone.

ORAL TRADITION, the passing on from one generation (and/or locality) to another of songs, chants, proverbs, and other verbal compositions within and between non-literate cultures; or the accumulated stock of works thus transmitted by word of mouth. Ballads, folktales, and other works emerging from an oral tradition will often be found in several different versions, because each performance is a fresh improvisation based around a ‘core’ of narrative incidents and formulaic phrases. The state of dependence on the spoken word in oral cultures is known as ORALITY.

PANEGYRIC, a public speech or written composition devoted to the prolonged, effusive praise of some person, group of people, or public body (e.g. government or army).

PANTOMIME, now a theatrical entertainment for children, based on a fairy tale but including songs, dances, topical jokes, and the playing of the hero’s part by a woman.

PARABLE, a brief tale intended to be understood as an allegory illustrating some lesson or moral.

PARALITERATURE, the category of written works relegated to the margins of recognized literature and often dismissed as subliterary despite evident resemblances to the respectable literature of the official canon. Paraliterature thus includes many modern forms of popular fiction and drama: children’s adventure stories, most detective and spy thrillers, most science fiction and fantasy writing, pornography and women’s romances, along with much television and radio drama.

PASSION PLAY, religious play representing the trials, crucifixion, and resurrection of Jesus of Nazareth. Performances of such plays are recorded in various part of Europe from the early 13th century onwards, in Latin and in the vernaculars.

PASTICHE, a literary work composed from elements borrowed either from various other writers or from a particular earlier author. The term can be used in a derogatory sense to indicate lack of originality, or more neutrally to refer to works that involve a deliberate and playfully imitative tribute to other writers. Pastiche differs from parody in using imitation as a form of flattery rather than mockery, and from plagiarism in its lack of deceptive intent. A well-known modern example is John Fowler’s novel The French Lieutenant’s Woman (1969), which is partly a pastiche of the great Victorian novelists.

PASTORAL, a highly conventional mode of writing that celebrates the innocent life of shepherds and shepherdesses in poems, plays, and prose romances. Pastoral literature describes the loves and sorrows of musical shepherds, usually in an idealized Golden Age of rustic innocence and idleness; paradoxically, it is an elaborately artificial cult of simplicity and virtuous frugality.

PASTOURELLE, a short narrative poem in which a knight relates his encounter with a humble shepherdess whom he attempts (with or without success) to seduce in the course of their amusing dialogue.

PICARESQUE NOVEL, in the strict sense, a novel with a picaroon (Spanish, picaro: a rogue or scoundrel) as its hero or heroine, usually recounting his or her escapades in a first-person narrative marked by its episodic structure and realistic low-life descriptions. The picaroon is often a quick-witted servant who takes up with a succession of employers. In the looser sense now more frequently used, the term is applied to narratives that do not have a picaroon as their central character, but are loosely structured as a sequence of episodes united only by the presence of the central character, who is often involved in a long journey: Cervantes’ Don Quixote (1605), Henry Fielding’s Tom Jones (1749) and Mark Twain’s Adventures of Huckleberry Finn (1884) are examples of novels that are referred to as being wholly or partly picaresque in this sense.

POETIC DRAMA, the category of plays written wholly or mainly in verse. This includes most tragedies and other serious plays from the earliest times to the 19th century, along with most comedy up to the late 17th century.

POETRY, language sung, chanted, spoken, or written according to some pattern of recurrence that emphasizes the relationships between words on the basis of sound as well as sense; this pattern is almost always a rhythm or metre, which may be supplemented by rhyme or alliteration or both. The demands of verbal patterning usually make poetry a more condensed medium than prose or everyday speech, often involving variations in syntax, the use of special words and phrases (poetic diction) peculiar to poets, and a more frequent and more elaborate use of figures of speech, principally metaphor and simile. Poetry is valued for combining pleasures of sound with freshness of ideas, whether these be solemn or comical. The three major categories of poetry are narrative, dramatic and lyric, the last being the most extensive.

PORNOGRAPHY, a kind of fictional writing composed so as to arouse sexual excitement in its readers, usually be the repeated and explicit description of sexual acts in abstraction from their emotional and other interpersonal contexts; also visual images having the same purpose. The distinction between pornography and literary EROTICISM is open to continued debate, but it is commonly accepted that eroticism treats sexuality within some fuller human and imaginative context, whereas pornographic writing tends to be narrowingly functional and often physiologically improbable.

PROBLEM PLAY, usually a play dealing with a particular social problem in a realistic manner designed to change public opinion; also called a thesis play. Significant examples are Henrik Ibsen’s A Doll’s House (1879), on women’s subordination in marriage, and G.B.Shaw’s Mrs Warren’s Profession (1902) on prostitution.

PROVERB, a short popular saying of unknown authorship, expressing some general truth or superstition: "Too many cooks spoil the broth." Proverbs are found in most cultures, and are often very ancient.

REVENGE TRAGEDY, a kind of tragedy popular in England from the 1590s to the 1630s, following the success of Thomas Kyd’s sensational play The Spanish Tragedy (1589). Its action is typically centered upon a leading character’s attempt to avenge the murder of a loved one, sometimes at the prompting of the victim’s ghost; it involves complex intrigues and disguises, and usually some exploration of the morality of revenge. Notable example of play which is within the revenge tradition is Christopher Marlow’s The Jew of Malta.

ROMANCE, a fictional story in verse or prose that relates improbable adventures of idealized characters in some remote or enchanted setting; or, more generally, a tendency in fiction opposite to that of realism. The term now embraces many forms of fiction from the Gothic novel and the popular escapist love story to the scientific romances of H.G.Wells, but it usually refers to the tales of King Arthur’s knights written in the late Middle Ages. Later prose romances differ from novels in their preference for allegory and psychological exploration rather than realistic social observation, especially in American works like Nathaniel Hawthorne’s The Blithedale Romance (1852).

ROMANTIC COMEDY, a general term for comedies that deal mainly with the follies and misunderstandings of young lovers, in a light-hearted and happily concluded manner which usually avoids serious satire. The best-known examples are Shakespeare’s comedies of the late 1590s, A Midsummer Night’s Dream, Twelfth Night, and As You Lite It being the most purely romantic.

S & F, a discreet abbreviation for a category of popular modern fiction known among cynics in the book trade as ‘Shopping and Fucking’. This kind of romance, usually written by and for women, is distinguished by its shamelessly explicit descriptions of expensive clothes, jewellery, perfumes, cars, and other accessories of the very rich, naming actual brand names; several sexual encounters are also described in graphic detail. The genre established itself in the 1980s, following the huge commercial success of Judith Krantz’s Scruples (1978).

SAGA, the Norse name for various kinds of prose tales composed in medieval Scandinavia and Iceland and written down from the 12th century to the 14th. These usually tell of heroic leaders or of the heroic settlers; other relate the earlier legends. The emphasis on feuds and family histories in some famous sagas has led to the term’s application in English to any long family story spanning two or more generations: this may take the form of a lengthy novel like D.H.Lawrence’s The Rainbow (1915) or of the novel-sequence such as John Galsworthy’s The Forsyte Saga.

SATIRE, a mode of writing that exposes the failings of individuals, institutions, or societies to ridicule and scorn. Satire is often an incidental element in literary works that may not be wholly satirical, especially in comedy. Its tone may vary from tolerant amusement, as in the verse satires of the Roman poet Horace, to bitter indignation as in the prose of Jonathan Swift. 

SCREENPLAY, the script of a film comprising dialog (and/or narration) with instructions for sets & camera positions.

SCIENCE FICTION, a popular modern branch of prose fiction that explores the probable consequences of some improbable or impossible transformation of the basic conditions of human (or intelligent non-human) existence. This transformation need not be brought about by a technological invention, but may involve some mutation of known biological or physical reality, e.g. time travel, extraterrestrial invasion, ecological catastrophe. Science fiction is a form of literary fantasy or romance than often draws upon earlier kinds of utopian and apocalyptic writing. The term itself was first given general currency by Hugo Gernsback, editor of the American magazine Amazing Stories from 1926 onwards, and it is usually abbreviated to SF (the alternative form ‘sci-fi’ is frowned upon by devotees). Before this, such works were called ‘scientific romances’ by H.G.Wells and others. Once uniformly dismissed as pulp trash, SF gained great respect during the 1950s, as writers like Isaac Azimov, Ray Bradbury, and Arthur C.Clarke expanded its range. Science fiction has also had an important influence on post-modernist fiction by writers not devoted to this genre alone: Thomas Pynchon, Kurt Vonnegut, Doris Lessing, and Italo Calvino are significant examples.
SENSATION NOVEL, a kind of novel that flourished in Britain in the 1860s, exploiting the element of suspense in stories of crime and mystery. The most successful examples are William Wilkie Collins’s The Woman In White (1860) and Mary Elizabeth Braddon’s Lady Audley’s Secret (1862). 

SENTIMENTAL COMEDY, a kind of comedy that achieved some popularity with respectable middle-class audiences in the 18th century. In contrast with the aristocratic cynicism of English Restoration comedy, it showed virtue rewarded by domestic bliss; its plots, usually involving unbelievably good middle-class couples, emphasized pathos rather than humour. 

SENTIMENTAL NOVEL (also called novel of sentiment or novel of sensibility), an emotionally extravagant novel of a kind that became popular in Europe in the late 18th century. Partly inspired by the emotional power of Samuel Richardson’s Pamela, or Virtue Rewarded (1740), the sentimental novels of the 1760s and 1770s exhibit the close connections between virtue and sensibility, in repeatedly tearful scenes; a character’s feeling for the beauties of nature and for the grieves of others is taken as a sign of a pure heart. An excessively sentimental example is Henry Mackenzie’s The Man of Feeling (1771), but Oliver Goldsmith’s The Vicar of Wakefield (1766) and Laurence Sterne’s A Sentimental Journey. 

SHORT STORY (see Literary Terms Glossary).

SKETCH, a short composition, dramatic, narrative, or descriptive. As a kind of prose narrative, a sketch is more modest than a short story, showing less development in plot or characterization. The term is also applied to brief descriptions of people (the ‘character sketch’) or places.

SLAVE NARRATIVE, a written account by an escaped or freed slave of his or her experiences of slavery. A special American form of autobiography, the slave narrative appeared as an important kind of abolitionist literature in the period preceding the Civil War. The outstanding example is the Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass (1845).

SONNET, a lyric poem comprising 14 rhyming lines of equal length; iambic pentameters in English. The rhyme schemes of the sonnet follow two basic patters.

1. The Italian sonnet (also called the Petrarchan sonnet after the most influential of the Italian sonneteers) comprises an 8-line ‘octave’ of two quatrains, rhymed abbaabba, followed by a 6-line ‘sestet’ usually rhymed cdecde or cdcdcd. The transition from octave to sestet usually coincides with a ‘turn’ in the argument or mood of the poem. The Italian pattern has remained the most widely used in English and other languages. 

2. The English sonnet (also called the Shakespearean sonnet after its foremost practitioner) comprises three quatrains and a final couplet, rhyming ababcdcdefefgg. An important variant of this is the Spenserian sonnet, which links the three quatrains by rhyme, in the sequence ababbabccdcdee. In either form the ‘turn’ comes with the final couplet, which may sometimes achieve the neatness of an epigram.

Originating in Italy, the sonnet was established by Petrarch in the 14th century as a major form of love poetry, and came to be adopted in Spain, France, and England in the 16th century, and in Germany in the 17th. The standard subject matter of early sonnets was the torments of sexual love (usually within a courtly love convention), but in the 17th century John Donne extended the sonnet’s scope to religion while Milton extended it to politics. The outstanding English examples are Sir Philip Sidney’s Astrophel and Stella (1591), Spenser’s Amoretti (1595), and Shakespear’s Sonnets (1609). A group of sonnets formally linked by repeated lines is known as a crown of sonnets. 

SUBGENRE, any category of literary works that forms a specific class within a larger genre: thus the pastoral elegy may be regarded as a subgenre of elegy which is in turn a subgenre of lyric poetry. 

TALL TALE or TALL STORY, a humorously exaggerated story of impossible feats. Several tall stories attributed to the German Baron Munchhausen appeared in the 1780s, but the form flourished in the oral tradition of the American frontier in the 19th century, several tall tales being published by Mark Twain, George Washington Harris and others.

TETRALOGY, a group of four connected plays or novels. Shakespeare’s major history plays fall into two tetralogies, the first comprising the three parts of Henry VI and Richard III, the second comprising Richard II, Henry IV Parts 1 and 2, and Henry V.

TRAGEDY, a serious play (or, by extension, a novel) representing the disastrous downfall of a central character, the protagonist. The tragic effect usually depends on our awareness of admirable qualities – manifest or potential – in the protagonist, which are wasted terribly in the fated disaster. The most painfully tragic plays, like Shakespeare’s King Lear display a disproportion in scale between the protagonists’s initial error and the overwhelming destruction with which it is punished. Modern tragic drama normally combines the socially inferior protagonist of domestic tragedy with the use of prose, as in the plays of Henrik Ibsen and Arthur Miller.

TRAGEDY OF BLOOD, see revenge tragedy
TRAGICOMEDY, a play that combines elements of tragedy and comedy, either by providing a happy ending to a potentially tragic story, or by some more complex blending of serious and light moods. In its broadest sense, the term maybe applied to almost any kind of drama, that does not conform strictly to comic or tragic conventions. This kind of tragicomedy appears to have influenced Shakespeare’s later plays including The Winter’s Tale and Cymbeline, although the tragicomic pattern of sudden release from deadly danger had appeared before in his Measure for Measure, and The Merchant of Venus. 

TRILOGY, a group of three connected plays or novels. Shakespeare’s Henry VI is a dramatic example. 

UTOPIA, an imagined form of ideal or superior human society; or a written work of fiction or philosophical speculation describing such a society. Utopias may be distinguished from mythological Golden Ages or religious paradises in that they are the products of human (i.e. political) arrangement for human benefit. The word was coined by Sir Thomas More in his Latin work Utopia (1516) as a pun on two Greek words, eutopos (‘good place’), and outopos (‘no place’). Utopian fiction has often been used as the basis of satire on contemporary life, as in Samuel Butler’s Erewhon (1872); it is also closely related to some kinds of science fiction. For the inverted or undesirable equivalent of a utopia, the term DYSTOPIA is often used, as it is for works describing such a ‘bad place’. Dystopian writing is exemplified in H.G.Wells The Time Machine and George Orwell’s Nineteen Eighty-Four.

WELL-MADE PLAY, now a rather unfavourable term for a play that is neatly efficient in the construction of its plot but superficial in ideas and characterization. 

APPENDIX

Appendix falls into two parts: firstly, it contains a sample plan of text analysis which can be used by students; secondly, a number of texts for group work or individual assignments. Group work is highly recommended since it is a very useful activity especially at the initial stages of text analysis.

A SAMPLE PLAN OF LITERARY TEXT ANALYSIS

· Title of the Text. Some Words about the Author (Specify Time Period. Literary Trend.)

· Theme

· Plot and Its Structure.

· System of Images (Character Images. Landscape Images. Event Images [if applicable].)

· Composition (Narration Technique. Forms of Narration.) 

· Principles of Poetic Structure Cohesion

· Literary Time

· Micro-images (Stylistic Devices and Expressive Means.)

· Idea

USEFUL WORDS and WORD COMBINATIONS

· The passage is an extract from...
· The major theme is...
· We can distinguish the following by-themes...
· The basic theme of... may be defined as the life of...at the end of/after the... epoch. 
· This basic theme is disclosed mainly in the representation of...
· The character of... is a brilliant example of the author's biting irony.
· The ironical treatment of the subject is seen from the very first lines.

· The metaphor is sustained through the whole passage.

· The behavior is revealed through the metaphor which is prolonged involving relevant details.

· The description of ... is done through a prolonged metaphor.

· The text can be divided into...logically complete parts out of which the first serves as an introduction.

· The introduction is absent, the introductory information is scattered throughout the the whole text.

· The first paragraph introduces...

· In the second paragraph one should note a peculiar use of the word...

· In the third paragraph the same image is further developed and enhanced through the use o f ...
· The choice of ... employed by the author to describe... reveals his attitude to...

· The character's inner qualities are in full harmony with his/her appearance.

· One should note the syntactical arrangement of this paragraph.

· The next paragraph begins with the topical sentence...

· The author dwells on the character’s approach to life.

· Summing up the analysis of the character which is the subject-matter of the chapter one should say that the author brilliantly uses imagery, mostly metaphors prolonged and developed throughout the passage, which help to reveal the character’s nature. 
· All expressive means and stylistic devices are employed by the author to the purpose of exposing the character.
· One should note the unity of thought and the coherence in the development of each paragraph of the passage, the apt use of...
· The text presents a piece of narration with the elements of description.
· The text contains the elements of a dialogue.
· The principles of poetic structure cohesion are revealed through...
· The analogy/contrast becomes evident in...
· The recurrent elements are as follows...
· The poetic detail helps to...
· ...becomes the major poetic detail.
· The climax point of the narration can be distinguished in...
· ...serves as a climax point of the narration.
· The time of the narration is compressed.
· The author resorts to flash-backs in order to...
· The main idea of the story is...
Group Work № 1

FAMILY AND FRIENDS

Anita Brookner

The ways in which a writer controls time in a story affect how you experience the unfolding events. As you read an excerpt from Anita Brookner' s novel "Family and Friends", notice how the narrator tells the story of Sofka and her family through several time frames.

Here is Sofka, in a wedding photograph; at least, I assume it is wedding, although the bride and groom are absent. Sofka stands straight and stern, her shoulders braced, her head erect in the manner of two generations earlier. She wears a beautiful beaded dress and an egret feather in her hair. It must have been attached to a hat but the hat is hidden by her coiffure, which is in itself hat-shaped. Behind her stand her two daughters, beautiful also, but looking curiously tubercular; perhaps those wide-eyed pleading smiles add to this impression. The daughters are in white, with ribbons in their long hair, which I know to have been red. Sofka's eldest son, her pride and joy, smiles easily, already a lazy conqueror. In his white tie and tails he has the air of an orchestral conductor. He stands between the two girls, an escort rather than a brother, as he was to prove on so many occasions. The sickly and favoured younger son is nowhere in sight unless he proves to be one of those touching and doomed-looking children seated cross-legged in the front row, the girls, with hair of unimaginable length, clutching posies of flowers, the boys in long trousers and jackets of a satiny-looking material, gazing soulfully a the photographer. Yes, Alfred must be the one on the right. All around them are lesser members of the cast, relations by marriage: a stout and equally beaded woman, several jovial men, a youngish woman with a cascading jabot of lace and an expression of dedicated purpose, and, on the extreme left, edging her way into the centre, a pretty girl with a face like a bird. None of these people seems to have as much right to be in the picture as Sofka does. It is as if she has given birth to the entire brood, but having done so, thinks little of them. This I know to be the case. She gazes out of the photograph, beyond the solicitations of the photographer, her eyes remote and unsmiling, as contemplating some unique destiny. Compared with her timeless expression, her daughters' pleading smiles already foretell their future. And those favoured sons, who clearly have their mother's blessing, there is something there too that courts disaster. Handsome Frederick, in his white tie and tails, with his orchestral conductor's panache: is there not perhaps something too easy about him, pliable compliant, weak? Able to engage his mother's collusion in many an amorous escapade, but finally dishonourable, disappointing? Does Sofka already know this? And little Alfred, seated cross-legged between the children who must be sisters and with one of whom he will shortly fall in love, do those eyes, heavy and solemn, shadowed with the strain of behaving well, bear in them the portent of a life spent obeying orders, working hard, being a credit, being a consolation, being a balm for his mother's hurt, a companion in her isolation? For her husband, their father, is absent, gone before, dead, mildly disgraced. Gambling, they say. In any event, he was an older man, scarcely compatible, out of reach to his young children, amused by his young wife but easily bored by her inflexible dignity. Out of it in every sense.

And now I see that it is in fact a wedding photograph. The bride and groom were there all the time, in the centre, as they should be. A good-looking couple. But lifeless, figures from stock. Above the bridegroom’s shoulder, standing on something, perhaps, Sofka gazes ahead, with her family's future before her. No one to touch her. As it proved I have no doubt that once the photograph was taken, and the wedding group dispersed, the festivities took their normal course. I have no doubt that great quantities of delicious food – things in aspic, things in baskets of spun sugar – were consumed, and that the music struck up and the bride and bridegroom danced, oblivious of their guests, and that the elders gathered in groups on their gilt chairs while the children, flushed with too many sweetmeats and the lure of the polished parquet floor, ventured forth until restrained by nurses or grandmothers. I have no doubt that as the evening wore on the cigar-scented reminiscences induced many an indulgent nod, a nostalgic smile never to be recovered in the harder commerce of daily life. I have no doubt that those anonymous and jovial men (husbands, of course) relaxed into the sweetness of this precarious harmony, having found at last what married life had seemed to promise them, and their golden smiles, their passive decent good natures, the sudden worldliness their faces assumed. Sofka would be at the centre of this group, of any group, handsome Frederick would be dancing, sweeping some girl off her making suggestions which she would not dare take seriously, and Laps neither would he, with his mother watching him. Later, laps, or so the girls would like to think. Little Alfred would trundle his cousin round the floor, looking to his mother for approval, and in so doing lose both her approval and his own heart.

Group Work № 2

LISTENING FOR SMALL SOUNDS

Penelope Trevor

As you read an excerpt from a story by the Australian writer Penelope Trevor, notice how the narrator's details help you experience the reality of the situation for nine-year-old Joss. Mind that below the equator, in Australia, the seasons are the opposite of ours.
September winds blow away the grey and the sun rises, yellow, into a blue sky.
Outside Joss feels the spring. In the doll's house it is still winter. She and Misi scavenge in the lanes. Joss picks flowers from honeysuckle bushes that hang over people's back fences. The liquid is watery and not very sweet, weak, like the sunshine.
When Maria goes out, Joss climbs over her back fence and steals three mandarins from a tree in her backyard. She looks for the old man. She wants to give him one but she can't find him. So she goes inside and gives one to her mother.
Her mother is in the bathroom, on her knees leaning over the bathtub, scrubbing. She has rubber gloves on and they're covered in Ajax so Joss peels a mandarin for her. It's a bit green.
"Here Mum." She pops a piece into her mother's mouth. Her mother makes a face.
"Bitter?"
Her mother nods. Joss pops a piece into her own mouth. Her tongue puckers. Her mother puts one hand on the side of the bath and stands up. Joss thinks she's going to rinse the bath out now. But she doesn't. She starts scrubbing the tiles on the wall around the bath. They don't look dirty to Joss.
Joss picks up the spare Wettex and the Ajax from the bathroom floor. She walks over to the basin and shakes some Ajax into the sink. Where the sink has water on it the Ajax turns blue.
Joss wonders about germs. She pushes some Ajax down into the plughole.
"I know how to make a vaccine, Mum."
Her mother doesn't say anything.
"I mean if there was an epidemic or something." Joss shakes some more Ajax into the sink. "You know, like the black plague." She looks at her mother.
"That's nice, dear."
"Do you want me to tell you?"
Her mother turns on the shower to rinse the Ajax off the walls. It runs down into the bath. Joss decides to tell her anyway.
"Just say you'd been sick from something. And then you got better. But everyone else was still sick from it. I'd take a pint of your blood because you'd be a recovered victim. And then I'd put your blood in a jar and tie a rope around the jar and swing it around my head for 7 minutes." 

Her mother turns the shower off and stretches.
"When you stop swinging it around it's all separated. There's three layers. "

Her mother turns around and lifts up the toilet seat.
"But it's only the top one you need. It's clear and it's the vaccine. And then you just give it to people."
Her mother looks at her and smiles. Joss knows she's trying to think of something to say.
"Where did you learn that?"

"I read it in a book."

"Pass the Ajax, honey."
Joss passes it to her. Her mother takes the long brush and starts to scrub the toilet.
That night Joss walks up to the takeaway Chinese restaurant with Misi. She orders Sweet and Sour Pork and Fried Rice. Her mother does not feel like cooking. She says she's not hungry, but she says Joss has to eat.
When Joss gets home her mother is sitting in front of the telly, knitting. One pearl, one plain, one pearl. Her hands do it all by themselves.

Group Work № 3

GREAT MEN’S HOUSES

Virginia Woolf

The objects that people select can reveal aspects of their personality. In some cases, one’s house is the most revealing of all. In an essay, Virginia Woolf described famous Englishman through their houses. Below is her description of the house of the Scottish essayist and historian Thomas Carlyle. We often make distinctions between houses and homes, instilling homes with more emotional value and personality. Is Woolf making such a distinction?

London, happily, is becoming full of great men's houses, bought for the nation and preserved entire with the chairs they sat on and the cups they drank from, their umbrellas and their chests of drawers. And there is no frivolous curiosity that sends us to Dickens's house and Johnson’s house and Carlyle's house and Keats's house. We know them from their houses – it would seem to be a fact that writers stamp themselves upon their possessions more indelibly than other people. Of artistic taste they may have none; but they seem always to possess a much rarer and more interesting gift – a faculty for housing themselves appropriately, for making the table, the chair, the curtain, the carpet into their own image.

Take the Carlyles, for instance. One hour spent in 5 Cheyne Row will tell us more about them and their lives than we can learn from all the biographies. Go down into the kitchen. There, in two seconds, one is made acquainted with a fact that escaped the attention of Froude, and yet was of incalculable importance – they had no water laid in. Every drop that the Carlyles used – and they were Scots, fanatical in their cleanliness – had to be pumped by hand from a well in the kitchen. There is the well at this moment and the pump and the stone trough into which the cold water trickled. And here, too, is the wide and wasteful old grate upon which all kettles had to be boiled if they wanted a hot bath; and here is the cracked yellow tin bath, so deep and narrow, which had to be filled with the cans of hot water that the maid first pumped and then boiled and then carried up three flights of stairs from the basement.
The high old house without water, without electric light, without gas fires, full of books and coal smoke and four-poster beds and mahogany cupboards, where two of the most nervous and exacting people of their time lived, year in year out, was served by one unfortunate maid. All through the mid-Victorian age the house was necessarily a battlefield where daily, summer and winter, mistress and maid fought against dirt and cold for cleanliness and warmth. The stairs carved as they are and wide and dignified, seem worn by the feet of harassed women carrying tin cans. The high panelled rooms seem to echo with the sound of pumping and the swish of scrubbing. The voice of the house – and all houses have voices – is the voice of pumping and scrubbing, of coughing and groaning. Up in the attic under a skylight Carlyle groaned, as he wrestled with his history, on a horsehair chair, while a yellow shaft of London light fell upon his papers and the rattle of a barrel organ and the raucous shouts of street hawkers came through walls whose double thickness distorted but by no means excluded the sound. And the season of the house – for every house has its season – seems to be always the month of February, when cold and fog are in the street and torches flare and the rattle of wheels grows suddenly loud and dies away. February after February Mrs. Carlyle lay coughing in the large four-poster hung with maroon curtains in which she was born, and as she coughed the many problems of the incessant battle, against dirt, against cold, came before her. The horsehair couch needed recovering; the drawing-room paper with its small, dark pattern needed cleaning; the yellow varnish on the panels was cracked and peeling – all must be stitched, cleansed, scoured with her own hands; and had she, or had she not, demolished the bugs that bred and bred in the ancient wood panelling? So the long watches of the sleepless night passed, and then she heard Mr. Carlyle stir above her, and held her breath and wondered if Helen were up and had lit the fire and heated the water for his shaving. Another day had dawned and the pumping and the scrubbing must begin again.
Thus number 5 Cheyne Row is not so much a dwelling-place as a battlefield – the scene of labor, effort and perpetual struggle. Few of the spoils of life – its graces and its luxuries – survive to tell us that the battle was worth the effort. The relics of drawing-room and study are like the relics picked up on other battlefields. Here is a packet of old steel nibs; a broken clay pipe; a pen-holder such as schoolboys use; a few cups of white and gold china, much chipped; a horsehair sofa and a yellow tin bath. Here, too, is a cast of the thin worn hands that worked here; and of the excruciated and ravished face of Carlyle when his life was done and he lay dead here. Even the garden at the back of the house seems to be not a place of rest and recreation, but another smaller battlefield marked with a tombstone beneath which a dog lies buried. By pumping and by scrubbing, days of victory, evenings of peace and splendor were won, of course. Mrs. Carlyle sat as we see from the picture, in a fine silk dress, in a chair pulled up a blazing fire and had everything seemly and solid about her; but at what cost had she won it! Her cheeks are hollow; bitterness and suffering mingle in the half-tender, half-tortured expression of the eyes. Such is the effect of a pump in the basement and a yellow tin bath up three pairs of stairs. Both husband and wife had genius; they loved each other; but what can genius and love avail against bugs and tin baths and pumps in the basement?
It is impossible not to believe that half their quarrels might have been spared and their lives immeasurably sweetened if only number 5 Cheyne Row had possessed, as the house agents put it, bath, h. and c., gas fires in the bedrooms, all modern conveniences and indoor sanitation. But then, we reflect, as we cross the worn threshold, Carlyle with hot water laid on would not have been Carlyle; and Mrs Carlyle without bugs to kill would have been a different woman from the one we know.
Group Work № 4

A CLOCKWORK ORANGE

Anthony Burgess

"A Clockwork Orange" is a brilliant and disturbing novel that creates an alarming vision of a future world full of violence, high technology, and authoritarianism. The central character, Alex, talks in a brutal invented slang designed to render his and his friends’ social pathology. Anthony Burgess made up this teenage language he called Nadsat. It is English with a polyglot of slang terms and jargon thrown in. The main source for the additional terms is Russian although there are also contributions from French, Cockney English, Malay, Dutch, and Burgess’s own imagination. 

"Appy polly loggies," I said, careful. "I had something of a pain in the gulliver so had to sleep. I was not wakened when I gave orders for wakening. Still, here we all are, ready for what the old nochy offers, yes?" I seemed to have picked up that yes? from P. R. Deltoid, my Post-Corrective Adviser. Very strange.
"Sorry about the pain," said Georgie, like very concerned. "Using the gulliver too much like, maybe. Giving orders and discipline and such, perhaps. Sure the pain is gone? Sure you'll not be happier back to the bed?" And they all had a bit of a malenky grin.
"Wait," I said. "Let's get things nice and sparkling clear. This sarcasm, if I may call it such, does not become you, O my little friends. Perhaps you have been having a bit of a quiet govoreet behind my back, making your own little jokes and such-like. As I your droog and leader, surely I am entitled to know what goes on, eh? Now then, Dim, what does that great big horsy gape of a grin portend?" For Dim had his rot open in a sort of bezoomny soundless smeck. Georgie got in very skorry with:
"All right, no more picking on Dim, brother. That's part of the way."
"New way?" I said. "What's this about a new way? There's been some very large talk behind my sleeping back and no error. Let me slooshy more." And I sort of folded my rookers and leaned comfortable to listen against the broken banister-rail, me being still higher than them, droogs as they called themselves, on the third stair.
"No offence, Alex," said Pete, "but we wanted to have things m democratic like. Not like you like saying what to do and what not all the time. But no offence." Georgie said:
"Offence is neither here nor elsewhere. It's a matter of who has ideas. What ideas has he had? And he kept his very bold glazzies turned full on me. "It's all the small stuff, malenky veshches like last night. We're growing up, brothers."
"More," I said, not moving. "Let me slooshy more."
"Well," said Georgie, "if you must have it, have it then. We itty round, shop-crasting and the like, coming out with a pitiful rookerful of cutter each. And there's Will the English and the Muscleman coffee mesto saying he can fence anything that any malchick cares to try to crast. The shiny stuff, the ice," he said, still with these like cold glazzies on me. "The big big big money is available is what Will the English says."

"So", I said very comfortable out but real razdraz within. "Since when have you been consorting and comporting with Will the English?

"Now and again, " said George, "I get around all on my oddy knocky. Like last Sabbath for instance. I can live my own jeezny, droogy, right?"
I didn’t really care for any of this, my brothers. "And what will you do," I said, "with the big big big deng or money as you so highfaluting call it? Have you not every veshch you need? If you need an auto you pluck it from the trees. If you need pretty polly you take it. Yes? Why this sudden shilarny for being the big bloated capitalist?"

"Ah, " said Georgie, "you think and govoreet sometimes like a little child." Dim went huh huh huh at that. "Tonight," said Georgie, "we pull a mansize crast."
So my dreams had told truth, then. Georgie the general saying what we should do and what not do, Dim with the ship as mindless grinning bulldog. But I played with care, with great care, the greatest, saying, smiling: "Good. Real horrorshow. Initiative comes to them as wait. I have taught you much, little droogie. Now tell me what you have in mind, Georgieboy. "

"Oh," said Georgie, cunning and crafty in his grin, "the old molokoplus first, would you not say? Something to sharpen us up, boy, but you especially, we having the start of you."
"You have govoreeted my thoughts for me," I smiled away. "I was about to suggest the dear old Korova. Good good good. Lead, little Georgie." And I made with a like deep bow, smiling like bezoomny but thinking all the time. But when we got into the street I viddied that thinking is for the gloopy ones and that the oomny ones use like inspiration and what Bog sends. For now it was lovely music that came to my aid. There was an auto ittying by and it had its radio on, and I could just slooshy a bar or so of Ludwig van (it was the Violin Concerto, last movement), and I viddied right at once what to do. I said, in like a thick deep goloss: "Right, Georgie, now," and I whished out my cut-throat britva. Georgie said: "Uh?" but he was skorry enough with his nozh, the blade coming sloosh out of the handle, and we were at each other. Old Dim said: "Oh, no, not right that isn't," and made to uncoil the chain round his tally, but Pete said, putting his rooker firm on old Dim: "Leave them. It's right like that." So then Georgie and Your Humble did the old quiet catstalk, looking for openings, knowing each other's style a bit too horrorshow really, Georgie now and then going lurch lurch with his shining nozh but not no wise connecting. And all the time lewdies passed by and viddied all this but minded their own, it being perhaps a common street-sight.
Group Work № 5

HILLS LIKE WHITE ELEPHANTS

Ernest Hemingway

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

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

"It's pretty hot," the man said.

"Let's drink beer."

"Dos cervezas," the man said into the curtain.

"Big ones?" a woman asked from the doorway.

"Yes. Two big ones."

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

"They look like white elephants," she said.

"I've never seen one," the man drank his beer.

"No, you wouldn't have."

"I might have," the man said. "Just because you say I wouldn't have doesn't prove anything."

The girl looked at the bead curtain. "They've painted something on it," she said. "What does it say?"

"Anis del Toro. It's a drink."

"Could we try it?"

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

"Four reales."

"We want two Anis del Toro."

"With water?"

"Do you want it with water?"

"I don't know," the girl said. "Is it good with water?"

"It's all right."

"You want them with water?" asked the woman.

"Yes, with water."

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

"That's the way with everything."

"Yes," said the girl. "Everything tastes of licorice, especially all the things you've waited so long for, like absinthe."

"Oh, cut it out."

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

"Well, let's try and have a fine time."

"All right. I was trying. I said the mountains looked like white elephants. Wasn't that bright?"

"That was bright."

"I wanted to try this new drink. That's all we do, isn't it – look at things and try new drinks?" 

"I guess so." 

The girl looked across at the hills.

"They're lovely hills," she said. "They don't really look like white elephants. I just meant the coloring of their skin through the trees."

 "Should we have another drink?" 

"All right."

The warm wind blew the bead curtain against the table. 

"The beer's nice and cool," the man said. 

"It's lovely," the girl said.

"It's really an awfully simple operation, Jig," the man said. "It's not really an operation at all."

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

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

The girl did not say anything.

"I'll go with you and I'll stay with you all the time. They just let the air in and then it's all perfectly natural."

"Then what will we do afterward?"

"We'll be fine afterward. Just like we were before."

"What makes you think so?"

"That's the only thing that bothers us. It's the only thing that's made us unhappy." 

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

"And you think then we'll be all right and be happy."

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

"So have I," said the girl. "And afterward they were all so happy."

"Well," the man said, "if you don't want to you don't have to. I wouldn't have you do it if you didn't want to. But I know it's perfectly simple."

"And you really want to?"

"I think it's the best thing to do. But I don't want you to do it if you don't really want to."

"And if I do it you'll be happy and things will be like they were and you'll love me?"

"I love you now. You know I love you."

"I know. But if I do it, then it will be nice again if I say things are like white elephants, and you'll like it?"

"I'll love it. I love it now but I just can't think about it. You know how I get when I worry."

"If I do it you won't ever worry?"

"I won't worry about that because it's perfectly simple."

"Then I'll do it. Because I don't care about me."

"What do you mean?" "I don't care about me." 

"Well, I care about you."

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

"I don't want you to do it if you feel that way."

The girl stood up and walked to the end of the station. Across, on the other side, were fields of grain and trees along the banks of the Ebro. Far away, beyond the river, were mountains. The shadow of a cloud moved across the field of grain and she saw the river through the trees.

"And we could have all this," she said. "And we could have everything and every day we make it more impossible." 

"What did you say?" 

"I said we could have everything."

"We can have everything." 

"No, we can't."

"We can have the whole world." 

"No, we can't."

"We can go everywhere

"No, we can't. It isn't ours any more."

"It's ours."

"No, it isn't. And once they take it away, you never get it back."

"But they haven't taken it away." 

"We'll wait and see."

"Come on back in the shade," he said. "You mustn't feel that way."

"I don't feel any way," the girl said.

"I just know things."

"I don't want you to do anything that you don't want to do -

"Nor that isn't good for me," she said. "I know. Could we have another beer?"

"All right. But you've got to realize -

"I realize," the girl said. "Can't we maybe stop talking?" 

They sat down at the table and the girl looked across at the hills on the dry side of the valley and the man looked at her and at the table.

"You've got to realize," he said, "that I don't want you to do it if you don't want to. I'm perfectly willing to go through with it if it means anything to you."

"Doesn't it mean anything to you? We could get along."

"Of course it does. But I don't want anybody hurt you. I don't want any one else. And I know it's perfectly simple."

"Yes, you know it's perfectly simple." 

"It's all right for you to say that, but I do know it." 

"Would you do something for me now?" 

"I'd do anything for you."

"Would you please please please please please please please stop talking?" 

He did not say anything but looked at the bags against the wall of the station. There were labels on them from all the hotels where they had spent nights. 

"But I don't want you to," he said, "I don't care anything about it." 

"I'll scream," the girl said.

The woman came out through the curtains with two glasses of beer and put them down on the damp felt pads. "The train comes in five minutes," she said.

"What did she say?" asked the girl.

"That the train is coming in five minutes."

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

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

"All right. Then come back and we'll finish the beer."

He picked up the two heavy bags and carried them around the station to the other tracks. He looked up the tracks but could not see the train. Coming back, he walked through the barroom, where people waiting for the train were drinking. He drank an Anis at the liar and looked at the people. They were all waiting reasonably for the train. He went out through the bead curtain. She was sitting at the table and smiled at him.

"Do you feel better?" he asked.

"I feel fine," she said. "There's nothing wrong with me. I feel fine."

(1927)

Group Work № 6

NINETEEN EIGHTY-FOUR
George Orwell

The novel "Nineteen Eighty-four", written in 1948, describes an imaginary future in which people's thoughts and ideas are controlled through the use of propaganda. Winston Smith, the 'hero' of the novel is beginning to have reservations about the Party – the Government – and this is something he must keep secret. In this extract, he attends a rally that is designed to focus hostility on an enemy in order to deflect criticism away from the Party itself. 

The next moment a hideous, grinding screech, as of some monstrous machine running without oil, burst from the big telescreen at the end of the room. It was a noise that set one's teeth on edge and bristled the hair at the back of one's neck. The Hate had started.

As usual, the face of Emmanuel Goldstein, the Enemy of the People, had flashed onto the screen. There were hisses here and there among the audience. The little sandy-haired woman gave a squeak of mingled fear and disgust. Goldstein was the renegade and backslider who once, long ago (how long ago, nobody quite remembered), had been one of the leading figures of the Party, almost on a level with Big Brother himself, and then had engaged in counter-revolutionary activities, had been condemned to death and had mysteriously escaped and disappeared. The programmes of the Two Minutes Hate varied from day to day, but there was none in which Goldstein was not the principle figure. He was the primal traitor, the earliest defiler of the Party's purity. All subsequent crimes against the Party, all treacheries, acts of sabotage, heresies, deviations, sprang directly out of his teaching. Somewhere or other he was still alive and hatching his conspiracies: perhaps somewhere beyond the sea, under the protection of his foreign paymasters, perhaps even – so it was occasionally rumoured – in some hiding-place in Oceania itself.

Winston's diaphragm was constricted. He could never see the face of Goldstein without a painful mixture of emotions. It was a lean Jewish face, with a great fuzzy aureole of white hair and a small goatee beard – a clever face, and yet somehow inherently despicable, with a kind of senile silliness in the long thin nose near the end of which a pair of spectacles was perched. It resembled the face of a sheep, and the voice, too, had a sheep-like quality. Goldstein was delivering his usual venomous attack upon the doctrines of the party – an attack so exaggerated and perverse that a child should have been able to see through it, and yet just plausible enough to fill one with an alarmed feeling that other people, less level-headed than oneself, might be taken in by it. He was abusing Big Brother, he was denouncing the dictatorship of the Party, he was demanding the immediate conclusion of peace with Eurasia, he was advocating freedom of speech, freedom of the press, freedom of assembly, freedom of thought, he was crying hysterically that the revolution had been betrayed – and all this in rapid polysyllabic speech which was a sort of parody of the habitual style of the orators of the Party, and even contained Newspeak words: more Newspeak words, indeed, than any Party member would normally use in real life. And all the while, lest one should be in any doubt as to the reality which Goldstein's specious claptrap covered, behind his head on the telescreen there marched the endless columns of the Eurasian army – row after row of solid-looking men with expressionless Asiatic faces, who swam up to the surface of the screen and vanished, to be replaced by others exactly similar. The dull rhythmic tramp of the soldiers' boots formed the background to Goldstein's bleating voice.

Before the Hate had proceeded for thirty seconds, uncontrollable exclamations of rage were breaking out from half the people in the room. The self-satisfied sheep-like face on the screen, and the terrifying power of the Eurasian army behind it, were too much to be borne: beside, the sight or even the thought of Goldstein produced fear and anger automatically. He was an object of hatred more constant than either Eurasia or Eastasia, since when Oceania was at war with one of these powers it was generally at peace with the other. But what was strange was that although Goldstein was hated and despised by everybody, although every day and a thousand times a day, on platforms, on the telescreen, in newspapers, in books, his theories were refuted, smashed, ridiculed, held up to the general gaze for the pitiful rubbish that they were – in spite of all this, his influence never seemed to grow less. Always there were fresh dupes waiting to be seduced by him. A day never passed when spies and saboteurs acting under his directions were not unmasked by the Thought Police. He was the commander of a vast shadowy army, an underground network of conspirators dedicated to the overthrow of the State. The Brotherhood, its name was supposed to be. There were also whispered stories of a terrible book, a compendium of all the heresies, of which Goldstein was the author and which circulated clandestinely here and there. It was a book without a title. People referred to it, if at all, simply as the Book. But one knew of such things only through vague rumours. Neither the Brotherhood nor the Book was a subject that any ordinary Party member would mention if there was a way of avoiding it.

In its second minute the Hate rose to a frenzy. People were leaping up and down in their places and shouting at the tops of their voices in an effort to drown the maddening bleating voice that came from the screen. The little sandy-haired woman had turned bright pink, and her mouth was opening and shutting like that of a landed fish. Even O'Brien's heavy face was flushed. He was sitting very straight in his chair, his powerful chest swelling and quivering as though he were standing up to the assault of a wave. The dark-haired girl behind Winston had begun crying out 'Swine! Swine! Swine!' and suddenly she picked up a heavy Newspeak dictionary and flung it at the screen. It struck Goldstein's nose and bounced off; the voice continued inexorably. In a lucid moment Winston found he was shouting with the others and kicking his heel violently against the rung of his chair. The horrible thing about the Two Minutes Hate was not that one was obliged to act apart, but, on the contrary, that it was impossible to avoid joining in. Within thirty seconds any pretence was always unnecessary. A hideous ecstasy of fear and vindictiveness, a desire to kill, to torture, to smash faces in with a sledge-hammer, seemed to flow through the whole group of people like an electric current, turning one even against one's will into a grimacing, screaming lunatic. And yet the rage that one felt was an abstract, undirected emotion which could be switched from one object to another like the flame of a blow-lamp. Thus, at one moment Winston's hatred was not turned against Goldstein at all, but, on the contrary, against Big Brother, the Party and the Thought Police; and at such moments his heart went out to the lonely, derided heretic on the screen, sole guardian of truth and sanity in a world of lies. And yet the very next instant he was at one with the people about him, and all that was said of Goldstein seemed to be true. At those moments his secret loathing of Big Brother changed into adoration, and Big Brother seemed to tower up, an invincible, fearless protector, standing like a rock against the hordes of Asia, and Goldstein, in spite of his isolation, his helplessness and the doubt that hung about his very existence, seemed like some sinister enchanter, capable by the mere power of his voice of wrecking the structure of civilization.

It was even possible, at moments, to switch one's hatred this way or that by a voluntary act. Suddenly, by the sort of violent effort with which one wrenches one's head away from the pillow in a nightmare, Winston succeeded in transferring his hatred from the face on the screen to the dark-haired girl behind him. ( . . . ) He hated her because she was young and pretty and sexless, because he wanted to go to bed with her and would never do so, because round her sweet supple waist, which seemed to ask you to encircle it with your arm, there was only the odious scarlet sash, aggressive symbol of chastity.

The Hate rose to its climax. The voice of Goldstein had become an actual sheep's bleat, and for an instant the face changed into that of a sheep. Then the sheep-face melted into the figure of a Eurasian soldier who seemed to be advancing, huge and terrible, his sub-machine gun roaring, and seeming to spring out of the surface of the screen, so that some of the people in the front row actually flinched backwards in their seats. But in the same moment, drawing a deep sigh of relief from everybody, the hostile figure melted into the face of Big Brother, black-haired, black-moustachio'd, full of power and mysterious calm, and so vast that it almost filled up the screen. Nobody heard what Big Brother was saying. It was merely a few words of encouragement, the son of words that are uttered in the din of battle, not distinguishable individually but restoring confidence by the fact of being spoken. Then the face of Big Brother faded away again and instead the three slogans of the Party stood out in bold capitals:
WAR IS PEACE FREEDOM IS SLAVERY

IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH

But the face of Big Brother seemed to persist for several seconds on the screen, as though the impact that it had made on everyone's eyeballs was too vivid to wear off immediately. The little sandy-haired woman had flung herself forward over the back of the chair in front of her. With a tremulous murmur that sounded like 'My saviour!' she extended her arms towards the screen. Then she buried her face in her hands.

Group Work № 7

PYGMALION

John Updike

John Updike, an important American writer, the author of numerous books of prose – both novels and short story collections, several plays, books of verse, journalism, and children’s books – began his literary career in 1960s. As he himself has said, he has tried in his writing to transcribe middleness with all its grits, bumps and anonymities, in its fullness of satisfaction and mystery.

"Pygmalion" is a subtle and brilliantly constructed account of man’s attitude to life. Originally published in The New Yorker it has been included into the short story collection "Trust Me: Stories of Husbands and Wives and Lovers".

What he liked about his first wife was her gift of mimicry; after a party, theirs or another couple’s, she would vivify for him what they had seen, the faces, the voices, twisting her pretty mouth into small contortions that brought back, for a dazzling instant, the presence of an absent acquaintance.

"Well, if I reawy – how does Gwen talk? – if I reawwy cared about conserwation – " And he, the husband, would laugh and laugh, even though Gwen was secretly his mistress and would become his second wife. What he liked about her was her liveliness in bed, and what he disliked about his first wife was the way she would ask to have her back rubbed and then, under his laboring hands, night after night, fall asleep.

For the first years of the new marriage, after he and Gwen had returned from a party, he would wait, unconsciously, for the imitations, the recapitulation, to begin. He would even prompt: "What did you make of our hostess’s brother?"

"Oh", Gwen would simply say, "he seemed very pleasant." Sensing with feminine intuition that he expected more, she might add, "Harmless. May be a little stuffy." Her eyes flashed as she heard in his expectant silence an unvoiced demand, and with that touching, childlike impediment of hers she blurted out, "What are you reawy after?"

"Oh, nothing. Nothing. It’s just – Marguerite met him once a few years ago and she was struck by what a pompous nitwit he was. That way he has of sucking his pipestem and ending every statement with ‘Do you follow me?’".

"I thought he was perfectly pleasant," Gwen said frostily, and turned her back to remove her silvery, snug party dress. As she wriggled it down over her hips she turned her head and defiantly added, "He had a lot to say about tax shelters."

"I bet he did", Pygmalion scoffed feebly, numbed by the sight of his wife frontally advancing, nude, toward him as he lay on their marital bed. "It’s awfully late," he warned her.

"Oh, come on," she said, the lights out.

The first imitation Gwen did was of Marguerite’s second husband, Marvin; they had all unexpectedly met at a Save the Whales benefit ball, to which invitations had been sent out indiscriminately. "Oh-ho-ho," she boomed in the privacy of their bedroom afterwards, "so you’re my noble predecessor!" In an aside she added, "Noble, my ass. He hates you so much you turned him on."

"I did?" he said. ‘I thought he was perfectly pleasant, in what could have been an awkward encounter."

"Yes, indeedy," she agreed, imitating hearty Marvin, and for a dazzling second she allowed the man’s slightly glassy and slack expression of forced benignity to invade her own usually petite and rounded features. "Nothing awkward about us, ho-ho," she went on, encouraged by her husband’s laughter. "And tell me, old chap, why is it your childsupport check is never on time anymore?" 

He laughed and laughed, entranced to see his bride arrive at what he conceived to be a proper womanliness – a plastic, alert sensitivity to the human environment, a susceptible responsiveness tugged this way and that by the currents of Nature herself. He could not know the world, was his fear, unless a woman translated it for him. Now, when they returned from a gathering, and he asked what she had made of so-and-so, Gwen would stand in her underwear and consider, as if onstage. "We-hell, my dear," she would announce in sudden, fluting parody, "if it weren’t for Portugal there rally wouldn’t be a bearable country left in Europe!".

"Oh, come on," he would protest, delighted at the way her pretty features distorted themselves into an uncanny, snobbish horsiness.

"How did she do it?" Gwen would ask, as if professionally intent. "Something with the chin, sort of rolling it from side to side without unclenching the teeth."

"You’ve got it!" he applauded.

"Of course you knoaow," she went on in the assumed voice, "there used to be Greece, but now all these dreadful Arabs…"

"Oh, yes, yes," he said, his face smarting from laughing so hard, so proudly. She had become perfect fro him.

In bed she pointed out, "It’s awfully late."

"Want a back rub?"

‘Mmmm. That would be reawy nice." As his left hand labored on the smooth, warm, pliable surface, his wife – that small something in her that was all her own – sank out of reach; night after night, she fell asleep.
Group Work № 8

THE CONVERSATIONS AT CURLOW CREEK

David Malouf

David Malouf is an Australian poet and novelist. He began his career as a poet, publishing several respected volumes, but he is best known for his fiction, which incorporates his poetic gift for observation and description. In the novel from which this excerpt was taken, "The Conversations at Curlow Creek", two characters talk through the night. One is Carney, an Irish convict, who is sentenced to hang at dawn. The other is Adair, a professional soldier who is keeping watch over the prisoner.
He [Adair] slept again, and this time what he dreamed he did remember.
He was standing in clear sunlight at the edge of a vast sheet of water, so dazzling with salt and reflected light that he could not see the farther shore and had for a moment to shield his eyes against its blinding throb. He was aware of another presence, close at his side but slightly behind. He felt its heaviness there, but knew he must not turn his head to look or it would vanish, and with it the lake or inland sea and its wash of light, and he too, since he understood that the figure there at his side was himself, a more obscure, endangered self with a history that was his but had somehow been kept secret from him. The tenderness and concern he felt was for both of them.
He knew this country well enough by now to be skeptical of his senses. The lake, with the next step he took, could quite easily shrivel up with a cackle, and there would be in its place only an equally vast expanse of sharp and dazzling stones. Meanwhile, mirage or not, he held it. I have to take the risk, he told himself, and the figure at his side granted assent.
He took a step. The vision held. The great sheet of light exulted, all ripples.
Another.
Again it shivered, shook out lines of light, and he saw now that sea-birds were brooding in the furrows, gulls, and that other birds, waders on long stilts, were either stilled in the shallows or walking in a stately manner, one clawed foot raised, held, then solemnly lowered, in a parade along the shore. Fish heaved in shoals below its smooth and polished surface, great swathes of shadow that suddenly showed silver where their backs broke water and their scales caught the sun. Such plenty!
It is real, he breathed. It is a door in the darkness, a way out. His heart lifted at the thought and there came a clatter, far out, an explosion of wings, and he saw that in the midst of the commotion was a boat, a low dug-out driven by many rowers; far out but rapidly approaching. He stepped forward to call to them. But the moment his breath flew out there was an answering upheaval, as if a sudden wind had struck the lake. Its surface rippled like silk, and the whole weight and light of it was sucked upwards in a single movement that took his breath away; a single, shiningly transparent sack, it was being hauled upwards, as in a theatre, by invisible hands. He tried to shout but was breathless. He reached up, with a terrible tightening of his chest, to pluck it back.
It was moving fast now, like an air-balloon, soaring aloft till it was spherical drop, rather milky; then, as the sun struck it, it speck. Gone, with all its vision, of light, birds, fish, men, rescue. He was choking. At the end of his breath. But the presence at his side was still there, breath labouring, pumping.
He woke, and had the uneasy feeling of having stepped from one dream into another that was even more remote. He laboured to catch breath. Daniel Carney's one eye was fixed upon him with a savage watchfulness.
"I must have dozed off," he said. It was half a question. 

"Yes sir; you did sleep for a bit."

"How long?"
"A minute or two. Maybe less."
A minute or two? Had he really experienced so much in so short a time? Could the mind – out of what rich well? – draw up such bright, such enlarging images, play so powerfully on the nerves, hold out the promise of hopeful issue, of escape from the hard facts of circumstance, only so that some natural or supernatural force could pluck away again, and all this in the space of a hundred tumultuous heart-beats?
As on many occasions before, he was struck by the difference between minutes as the watch in his pocket might have ticked them off and this other time he carried in his head, which was infinitely expandable and had nothing to do with the movements of either the earth or the sun.
Again he was aware of Carney's gaze upon him, intense, almost predatory, as if he might have news to bring him out of what he had dreamed. News of rescue, was it? Could he know that? Of a rescue that at the last moment had failed? He felt a kind of warning that he should control his thoughts if he did not want them known; that the space they shared was no longer a contained one with fixed walls and a roof but was open, and in such a way that the normal rules of separation, of one thing being distinct to itself and closed against no longer applied.
I am not properly awake, he thought. I was right the first time. I have awakened into another dream.
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