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WORD CONNOTATION. STYLISTICALLY MARKED WORDS

1. Study the following passages, pick out stylistically marked lexical units, say how they colour the passages and discuss their functions.

A. We went one day to the picture-dealer in whose shop Stroeve thought he could show me at least two or three of Strickland’s pictures, but when we arrived were told that Strickland himself had taken them away. The dealer did not know why. 

“But don’t imagine to yourself that I make myself bad blood on that account. I took  them  to oblige  Monsieur Stroeve,  and I said I would sell them if I could. But really – “    He shrugged his shoulders. “I’m interested in the young men, but voyons, you yourself, Monsieur Stroeve, you don’t think there’s any talent there.”

“I give you my word of honour, there’s no one painting today of whose talent I am more convinced. Take my word for it, you are missing a good affair. Some day those pictures will be worth more than all you have in your shop. Remember Monet, who could not get anyone to buy his pictures for a hundred francs. What are they worth now?”

“True. But there were a hundred as good painters as Monet who couldn’t sell their pictures at that time, and their pictures are worth nothing still. How can one tell? Is merit enough to bring success? Don’t believe it. Du reste, it has still to be proved that this friend of yours has merit. No one claims it for him but Monsieur Stroeve.” (From “The Moon and Sixpence” by W.S.Maugham)
B. Everything was on board, everything was safe, and now all we had to do was to have a farewell drink, for in an hour the ship was sailing. Just as I was replenishing everyone’s glass for the fifth toast, a little man in Customs uniform appeared in the cabin doorway, rustling a sheaf of papers. I gazed at him fondly, without any premonition of danger.

“Senor Durrell?” he asked politely.

“Senor Garcia?” I inquired.

“Si,” he said, flushing with pleasure that I should know his name, “I am Senor Garcia of the Aduana.”

It was Marie who scented danger.

“Is anything wrong?” she asked.

“Si, si, senorita, the senor’s papers are all in order, but they have not been signed  by a despachante.”

“What on earth’s a despachante?” I asked.

“It is sort of man,” said Marie worriedly, and turned back to the little Customs man. “But is this essential, senor?”

“Si, senorita,” he said gravely, “without the despachante’s  signature we cannot let the animals be taken. They will have to be unloaded.” ( From “The Whispering Land” by G.Durrell) 

C. The old man touched his hat again and slowly filled an old clay pipe. His eyes, looking upward out of a mass of wrinkles and hair, were still quite bright.

“If yu don’ mind, zurr, I’ll zet down – my leg’s ’urting’ a bit today.” And he sat down on the mound of turf.

“There’s always a vlower on this grave. An’ ’tain’t so very lonesome, neither: brave lot o’folks goes by now, in they new motor cars an’ things – not as ’twas in th’ old days. She’ve a got company up ’ere. ’Twas a poor soul killed ’erself.”

“I see!” said Ashurst. “Cross-roads burial. I didn’t know that custom was kept up”. ( From “The Apple-tree” J.Galsworthy) 

D. “Well, Templeton, I don’t want to upset you, but yesterday our examination revealed a development in your wife’s condition.”

“You don’t mean she’s worse?”

“Unfortunately, the X-ray reveals that both lungs are now affected.”

“But when she came home from Pine Ridge only one lung…” Bart tried to organise his whirling thoughts. “How bad is it?”

“Unfortunately it is fairly advanced.”

Bart got up and flung his cigarette violently into the fireplace. He turned on the doctor his face suffused with rage.

“If she’s as bad as that, Murchison Laide must have known. Why didn’t he tell us?”

Dr. Haig shook his head: “It does not follow, because she has a bilateral infection now, that it was visible in a ray three months ago. No doubt the months your wife had to spend at home without proper attention seriously aggravated her condition.”

“In any case Laide must have known the danger to the second lung when he saw the ray. If he had told me honestly I’d have got the money to get her into hospital, one way or another.”

The doctor sighed: “There is no use in going over that. Sit down and listen to me.”

Bart’s face was distorted; his hands curved round an imaginary throat: “If ever I get my hands on that lying bastard – “ (From “Say No to Death” by D.Cusack)

E. “Sure, ‘That wasn’t so bad, was it?’ “ She mimicked Dr. Murchison Laide’s voice. “All those medical bastards should have to go through the ops they put other people through. Then they wouldn’t talk so much bloody nonsense or be so damnably, unutterably smug.” (From “Say No to Death” by D.Cusack)

F. “Okay, Vancouver. We’re ready.”

“Right, 714. Using the reverse procedure, adjust your flaps to read 15 degrees and speed 120 knots. You will have to throttle back slightly to keep that speed. Go ahead.”

Reaching down, Janet grasped the flap lever and gave it a tug. It failed to move. She bent closer and tried again.

“What’s it?” asked Spencer.

“Sort of stiff. I can’t seem to move it this time.”

“Shouldn’t be. Give it a good steady pull.”

“It must be me. I just can’t make it budge.”

“Here. Let me.” He took his hand off the column and pulled the lever back effortlessly. “There, you see. You’ve got to have the touch. Now if you’ll just rest it in the second – “

“Look out!” she screamed. “The air speed!”

It was 90, moving to 75.

Bracing himself against the sudden acute angle of the flight deck, Spencer knew they were in a bad stall, an incipient spin. Keep your head, he ordered himself savagely – think. If she spins, we’re finished. Which way is the stall? It’s to the left. Try to remember what they taught you at flying school. Stick forward and hard opposite rudder. Stick forward. We’re gaining speed. Opposite rudder. Now! Watch the instruments. They can’t be right – I can feel us turning! No – trust them. You must trust them. Be ready to straighten. That’s it. Come on. Come on, lady, come on. (From “Flight into Danger” by A.Haily)

G. We swept majestically across an intersection at forty miles an hour, and a taxi coming from the opposite direction had to apply all its brakes to avoid hitting us amidships.

“Blurry Bas-tard,” said Josefina tranquilly.

“Josefina! You must not use phrases like that,” I remonstrated.

“Why not?” asked Josefina innocently. “You do.”

“That is not the point,” I said severely.

“But it is nice to say, no?” she said with satisfaction. “And I’ave learn more; I know Blurry Bastard and…”

“All right, all right,” I said hastily. “I believe you. But for Heaven’s sake don’t use them in front of your mother, otherwise she’ll stop you driving for me.”

There were, I reflected, certain drawbacks to having beautiful young women to help you in your work. True, they could charm the birds out of the trees, but I found that they also had tenacious memories when it came to the shorter, crisper Anglo-Saxon expletives which I was occasionally driven to using in moments of stress. (From “The Whispering Land” by G.Durrell)

H. We went tiptoeing along a path amongst the trees back towards the end of the widow’s garden, stooping down so as the branches wouldn’t scrape our heads. When we was  passing by the kitchen I fell over a root and made a noise. We scrouched down and laid still. Miss Watson’s big nigger, named Jim, was setting in the kitchen door; we could see him pretty clear, because there was a light behind him. He got up and stretched his neck out about a minute, listening. Then he says:

“Who dah?”

He listened some more; then he came tiptoeing down and stood right between us; we could ’a’ touched him, nearly. Well, likely it was minutes and minutes that there warn’t a sound, and we all there so close together. There was a place on my ankle that got to itching, but I dasn’t scratch it; and then my ear begun to itch; and next my back, right between my shoulders. Seemed like I’d die if I couldn’t scratch. Well, I’ve noticed that thing plenty times since. If you are with the quality, or at a funeral, or trying to go to sleep when you ain’t sleepy – if you are anywheres where it don’t do for you to scratch, why you will itch all over in upward of a thousand places. (From “The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn” by M.Twain)

2. Read the following passage and discuss the connotation of military terms used in it. That effect is created by them?

 They were walking up Church Street, Kensington, that dismal communication trench which links the support line of Kensington High Street with the front line of Notting Hill Gate. How curious are cities, with their intricate trench systems and perpetual warfare, concealed but as deadly as the open warfare of armies! We live in trenches, with flat revetments of house-fronts as parapet and parados. The warfare goes on behind the house-fronts – wives with husbands, children with parents, employers with employed, tradesmen with tradesmen, banker with lawyer, and the triumphal doctor rooting out life casualties. Desperate warfare – for what? Money as the symbol of power; power as the symbol or affirmation of existence. Throbbing warfare of men’s cities! As fierce and implacable and concealed as the desperate warfare of plants and the hidden carnage of animals. We walk up Church Street. Up the communication trench. We cannot see ‘over the top’, have no vista of the immense no-man’s-land of London roofs. We cannot pierce through the house-fronts. What is going on behind those dingy, unpierceable house-fronts? What tortures, what contests, what incests, what cruelties, what sacrifice, what horror, what sordid emptiness? (From “Death of a Hero” by R.Aldington)

                                LEXICAL STYLISTIC DEVICES

   1. Study the following passages, pick out and analyze similes, metaphors and epithets. Paraphrase and explain them avoiding the use of imagery. What impression do you get of the things and people described?

1.July had been blown out like a candle by a biting wind that ushered in a leaden August sky. (G.Durrell)

2.She (Mother) looked not unlike a diminutive Victorian missionary facing a charging rhino.(G.Durrell)

3.He fell into the water with a yell, spread-eagled like an ungainly frog, and his proud yachting cap floated towards the bamboo roots while he thrashed about in a porridge of water and mud. (G.Durrell)

4.The water flowed beneath her eyes like time, like destiny, smoothly towards some new and violent event.(A.Huxley)

5.Her tranquility was like the sullen calm that broods over an island which has been swept by a hurricane. (W.S.Maugham)

6. The strip-lights fled past, and then suddenly we  were airborne, the plane tipping from side to side like a slightly drunken swallow as it climbed higher and higher. (G.Durrell)

7. Outside the ring, after the bull-fight was over, you could not move in the crowd. We could not make our way through but had to be moved with the whole thing, slowly, as a glacier, back to town. (E.Hemingway)

8. The most remarkable thing about her was her voice, high, metallic, and without inflection; it fell on the ear with a hard monotony, irritating to the nerves like the pitiless clamour of the pneumatic drill. (W.S.Maugham)

9. He looked woebegone and yet ridiculous, like a man who has fallen into the water with all his clothes on, and, being rescued from death, frightened still, feels that he only looks a fool. (W.S.Maugham)

10. When the rain stopped and the sun shone, it was like a hothouse, seething, humid, sultry, breathless, and you had a strange feeling that everything was growing with a savage violence. (W.S.Maugham)

11. Sitting in the back, dressed in black, and with a beautifully arranged turban as white as a snowdrop bud, sat a slender, diminutive Indian with enormous, glittering almond-shaped eyes that were like pools of liquid agate fringed with eye-lashes as thick as a carpet. He opened the door deftly and leapt out of the car. His smile of welcome was like a lightning flash of white in his brown face. (G.Durrell)

12. Mrs. Harley and Deborah walked to a little park at the edge of the river. The  child’s beauty was bright, and the old woman was dressed in black, and they walked hand in hand, like some amiable representation of winter and spring. (J.Cheever)

13. When, in an ocean of sweat, they reached the top of the hill, they found Leslie. (G.Durrell)

14. Theodore represented a fountain of knowledge on every subject from which I drank greedily. (G.Durrell)

15. I longed to pierce his armour of complete indifference. (W.S.Maugham)

16. Roses dropped petals that seemed as big and smooth as saucers, flame-red, moon-white, glossy and unwrinkled; marigolds like broods of shaggy suns stood watching their parent’s progress through the sky. (G.Durrell)

17. It was a night for walking, still and clear. I did not run, as she had bidden me, but for all that I achieved the beacon hill. The moon, so nearly full, hovered, with swollen cheek, above the bay, and wore about his face the look of a wizard man who shared my secret. (D. du Maurier)

18. Jan’s hand between his was an anchor holding him steady in a world they had built together. The narrow hospital bed in which she lay propped against the pillows was an oasis. The tumult of his body grew quiet. In all the mad world, only Jan was real. (D.Cusack)

19.    ……………… ……   give me leave

To speak my mind, and I will through and through

Cleanse the foul body of th’ infected world,

If they will patiently receive my medicine. (W.Shakespeare)

20. Celia:   ……………Here comes Monsieur Le Beau.

Rosalind:   With his mouth full of news.

Celia:         Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed their young.

Rosalind:    Then we shall be news-cramm’d.

Celia:          All the better; we shall be more marketable. (W.Shakespeare)

21. Afterward we went to the café and watched the fiesta come to the boiling-point. Brett came over soon after lunch. She said she had looked in the room and that Mike was asleep.

   When the fiesta boiled over and toward the bull-ring we went with crowd. (E.Hemingway)

22. After a moment’s thought he decided to try the skittish let’s-all-have-a-jolly-game approach. (G.Durrell)

23. For myself, I am fond of locks. They pleasantly break the monotony of the pull. I like sitting in the boat and slowly rising out of the cool depths up into new reaches and fresh views; or sinking down, as it were, out of the world, and then waiting, while the gloomy gates creak, and the narrow strip of daylight between them widens till the fair smiling river lies full before you, and  you push your little boat out from its brief prison on to the welcoming waters once again. (J.K.Jerome)

24. She turned her eyes slowly back to him,  her dry lips curved in a shadow of a smile. (D.Cusack)

   2. Read the following passages and do the tasks given below: 

  A. Astutely she (the rector’s mother) gave a sigh of homage to the rector’s fidelity to the pure white snow-flower, while she pretended to disapprove. In sly reverence for her son’s great love, she spoke no word against that nettle which flourished in the evil world, and which had once been called Mrs Arthur Saywell. Now, thank heaven, having married again, she was no more Mrs Arthur Saywell. No woman bore the rector’s name. The pure white snow-flower bloomed in perpetuum, without nomenclature. The family even thought of her as She-who-was-Cynthia. (From “The Virgin and the Gipsy” by D.H. Lawrence)

   Tasks:

1. Pick out the metaphors describing the rector’s former wife Mrs Saywell. 

2. What connotations do the words “snow-flower” and “nettle” have? What emotional response do they evoke? 

3. What is the aim of contrasting the two metaphors? Whose attitudes do they convey? How do they affect your attitude towards Mrs Saywell?

   B. She (Brett) stood holding the  glass and I saw Robert Cohn looking at her. He looked a great deal as his compatriot must have looked when he saw the promised land. Cohn, of course, was much younger. But he had that look of eager, deserving expectation.

   Brett was damned good-looking. She wore a slipover jersey sweater and a tweed skirt, and her hair was brushed back like a boy’s. She started all that. She was built with curves like the hull of a racing yacht, and you missed none of it with that wool jersey. (From “Fiesta” by E.Hemingway)

   Tasks:

1. Pick out the similes employed by the author and explain them.

2. What image of a woman does the simile “like the hull of the racing yacht” create?

3. Think of the connotation of the intensifying epithet “damned”. How does it add to the image of Brett?

4. How does the author show the impression Brett produced on Cohn?

  C. Mary was like a large dark moth. She had the same texture of softness, and when she looked at you with her large dark eyes they spoke of the night: of the night hours in the Rectory garden, of night-scented stocks, the starry heavens above and the whirring yet soothing rattle of the nightjars in the glades of the New Forest close at hand.

   […] Yes, Mary was like a large dark moth, and you might suspect that if she lifted her wings to fly she would uncover brilliant red or purple underwings in dazzling contrast to the ashy ambiguously patterned pair which she exhibited when at rest. A fanciful idea – but possibly it conveys her quality.

   […] He (Mary’s husband) was a big man, […], but with sandy hair and blue eyes. He took his ideas from the “Daily Telegraph” and the books in his prep-school library, and his guiding rule in life was to play safe. (From “Letting down the Side” by D.Garnett)

    Tasks:

1. Summarize the content of the passage.

2. Analyze the similes and metaphors used to describe Mary. What connotation does the phrase “a large dark moth” have? How is this image developed in the second paragraph?

3. How does the repetition of the word “night” add to the image of the girl?

4. What impression do you get of Mary’s husband? Is his description contrasted with that of Mary? How does the author achieve such a contrast (consider the structure and length of the sentences, the connectives between the clauses and quantity of tropes used to describe Mary and her husband)?

5. How does the author’s choice of words affect your attitude towards the characters he describes?

3. Pick out cases of metonymy in the following passages. Paraphraze the sentences avoiding the use of imagery.  Comment on types of metonymic relationship and their stylistic functions.

1.The whole island was a-bustle and ringing with sound. (G.Durrell) 

2. It was almost dark, the Porshe humming along like a jewelled clock, when he reached what he recognized as the approach to Green Hollow. (I.Shaw)

3. Rain’s arrival created a stir. The eyes of the School were turned away from the cricket field. (I.Murdoch)

4. Our dead live in the hearts and the minds of the Spanish peasants, of the Spanish workers, of all the good simple honest people who believed in and fought for the Spanish republic. (E.Hemingway)

5. The fascists may spread over the land, blasting their way with weight of metal brought from other countries. (E.Hemingway)

6. She had acquired the reputation of a perfectly virtuous woman, whom the tongue of scandal could not touch.(…) (W.S.Maugham)

7. She realized that her vanity had been more wounded than her heart. (W.S.Maugham)

8. Bill was buying shoe-shines for Mike. Bootblacks opened the street door and each one Bill called over and started to work on Mike. (E.Hemingway)

9. There was a famous T.B. specialist who said that the  successful cure of T.B. depended on two things, character and pocket-book. If I’m any judge you’ve got the first and a grateful country will be your pocket-book for as long as you need it. (D.Cusack) 

10. The drums marched ahead, and there was music on the fifes, and behind the men who carried the coffin walked the wife and two children… (E.Hemingway)

11. Surrounded by a forest of ecclesiastical beards he disappeared into the dark depths of the church, where a thousand candles bloomed like a riot of primroses. (G.Durrell)

12. However, his (the chauffeur’s) estimation of the time the King would take to visit the saint was inaccurate so when the King, surrounded by the cream of the Greek church, suddenly emerged from the church and took his place in the car, the chauffeur was conspicuous by his absence. (G.Durrell)

13. ‘Tis pleasing to be schooled in a strange tongue by female eyes and lips. (G.G.Byron)

14. George urged her to furnish ‘artistically’, and the resultant chaos of huge, solid, stodgy, curly mahogany and flimsy bamboo, palms, cauliflower chintzes, and framed photographs would have rendered the late Mr. Oscar Wilde plaintive in less than fifty seconds. (R.Aldington)

15. There was indeed a subject that Michael had invited her to discuss with Roger when the opportunity arose. Now that he was going to Cambridge so soon he ought to make up his mind what he wanted to do. Michael was afraid that he would drift through his time there and then go into a broker’s office or even on the stage. Thinking that Julia had more tact than he, and more influence with the boy, he had urged her to put before him the advantages of the Foreign Office and the brilliant possibilities of the Bar. (W.S.Maugham)

16. Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband?

      Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth thy name,

      When I, thy three-hours’ wife, have mangled it? (W.Shakespeare)

 4. Read the following poem and discuss the points given after it:

R.Brooke THE SOLDIER
If I should die, think only this of me:

      That  there’s some corner of a foreign field

That is for ever England. There shall be

        In that rich earth a richer dust concealed;

A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware,

       Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam,

A body of England’s, breathing English air,

       Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home.

And think, this heart, all evil shed away,

       A pulse in the eternal mind, no less

               Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England given;

Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day;

       And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness,

                In hearts at peace, under an English heaven.

   Tasks:

1. What is the subject-matter of the poem?

2. What emotional key is the poem written in? Does positive or negative word connotation prevail? Pick out the words that reveal the author’s optimism and patriotism.

3. Comment on the first line of the poem. What shade of meaning does the verb “should” add to the conditional sentence?

4. Pick out the words which symbolize war or refer to war. How do they contrast with the scenes of peaceful life?

5. Find cases of metonymy and synechdoche and comment on their effect. What are the implications of the words “body” and “heart” in the first and second stanzas?

6. Dwell on the connotations of the epithet “rich”. What two different meanings is it used in?

7. Sum up your impressions of the poem and speak of its message.

5. Read the following passages, analyze the oxymorons they contain and discuss their stylistic function.

1. They drove the rest of the journey in stormy silence. (W.S.Maugham)

2. There is no object more deserving of pity than the married bachelor. (W.S.Maugham)

3. Mr. or Herr Shobbe ran a literary review, one of those ‘advanced’ reviews beloved by the English, which move rapidly forward with a crab-like motion. (R.Aldington)

4. Winterbourne’s father, whom I knew slightly, was an inadequate sentimentalist. Mild, with an affectation of gentility, incompetent, selfishly unselfish (i.e. always patting himself on the back for ‘renouncing’ something he was afraid to do or be or take), he had a genius for messing up other people’s lives. (R.Aldington)

5. In the irregular harmony of that storm George  went to sleep in his narrow, lonely child’s bed. (…) (R.Aldington)

6. Elizabeth and Fanny occasionally met after the row, and made acid-sweet remarks to each other. (R.Aldington)

7. When Isabel was well enough to travel – perhaps a little before – they, who had gone out two, returned home three. They had acquired the link which divides. They had become a ‘family’, the eternal triangle of father, mother, child, which is so much more difficult and disagreeable and hard to deal with, and so much more productive of misery, than the other triangle of husband, wife, lover. (R.Aldington)

8. But they were composite imaginary landscapes in the manner of Salvator Rosa – richer, more picturesquely clear-obscure than the real thing. (A.Huxley)

9. After a little while Bill said: ‘Well, it was a swell fiesta.’

‘Yes,’ I said; something doing all the time.’

‘You wouldn’t believe it. It’s like a wonderful nightmare.’ (E.Hemingway)

10. During Romero’s first bull his hurt face had been very noticeable. Everything he did showed it. All the concentration of the awkwardly delicate working with the bull that could not see well brought it out. (E.Hemingway) 

11. Isabel Hartly was one – don’t ask which in numerical order, or by which wife – of Captain Hartly’s daughters. She was very pretty, in a florid, vulgarish way, with her artful-innocent dark eyes, and flashing smiles, and pretty little bustle and frills, and ‘fresh complexion’ and ‘abounding health’. (R.Aldington)

6. Read the following passage from “Romeo and Juliet” by Shakespeare and do the tasks given below:

Nurse:    Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banish’d;

               Romeo, that killed him, he is banished.

Juliet:     O God! – did Romeo’s hand shed Tybalt’s blood?

Nurse:    It did, it did; alas the day! it did.

Juliet:     O serpent heart, hid with a flow’ring  face!

               Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave?

               Beautiful tyrant! fiend angelical!

               Dove-feather’d raven! wolfish-ravening lamb!

               Despised substance of divinest show!

               Just opposite to what thou justly seem’st,

               A damned saint, an honorable villain! – 

               O, nature! what hadst thou to do in hell,

               When thou did’st bower the spirit of a fiend

               In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh?-

               Was ever book, containing such vile matter,

               So fairly bound? O, that deceit should dwell

               In such a gorgeous palace!

   Tasks:

1. What trope does the line “Did Romeo’s hand shed Tybalt’s blood?” contain? What is its effect?

2. Pick out the oxymorons used in the passage. Comment on the connotations of their constituents.

3. Find the metaphors in the passage, paraphrase and explain them. What images do they create?

4. What is the main effect of contrast in the passage? What  feelings of Juliet do the analyzed stylistic devices bring out?

7. Read the following passages, note the stylistic devices based upon meaning interplay and comment on their stylistic functions:

1. The daughters, on seeing me, gave shrill cries of joy and gathered round me like benign shire horses, clasping me to their mammoth bosoms and kissing me, exuding affection, sweat and garlic in equal quantities. (G.Durrell)

2. Then, at a particularly snarling bark from Roger (the dog), it (the ram) uttered a frantic bleat and fled toward the French window and safety… (G.Durrell)

3. “My God, they’ve amputated him,” screamed Margo, who always lost both her head and her command over English in moments of crisis. (G.Durrell)

4. They liked to lay hands on my property, to break the sitting, and sometimes the china – I made them feel Bohemian. (H.James)

5. What they had not told us, of course, was that driving across country was a nerve- and spine-shattering experience, for the ground was corrugated and pitted in the most extraordinary way… (G.Durrell)

6. “And how many hours a day did you do lessons?” said Alice […]

    “Ten hours the first day,” said the Mock Turtle: “nine the next, and so on.”

    “What a curious plan!” exclaimed Alice.

     “That’s the reason they’re called lessons,” the Gryphon remarked: “because they lessen from day to day.” (L.Carroll)   

7. The miserable Hatter dropped his teacup and bread-and-butter, and went down to one knee. “I’m a poor man, your majesty,” he began.

    “You’re a very poor speaker,” said the King. (L.Carroll)    

8. The King looked anxiously at the White Rabbit, who said in a low voice, “Your majesty must cross-examine this witness.”

     “Well, if I must, I must,” the King said with a melancholy air, and, after folding his arms and frowning at the cook till his eyes were nearly out of sight, he said in a deep voice, “What are tarts made of?” (L.Carroll)   

9. Her hair was bright glossy black and carefully arranged in tiny curls all over her head, and to crown this she was wearing a straw hat to which half the fruit and vegetable produce of Argentina appeared to have been attached. (G.Durrell)

10. […] I made up my bed as near to the horses as I felt I could get without frightening off the bats, wrapped myself up in my poncho but left one of my feet sticking out, for vampires, I had read, were particularly fond of human extremities, especially the big toe. Anyway, it was the only extremity I was prepared to sacrifice for the sake of Science. (G.Durrell)

11. I have introduced you to every one as Ernest. You answer to the name of Ernest. You look as if your name was Ernest. You are the most earnest-looking person I ever saw. (O.Wilde)

12. […] Mamma, whose views on education are remarkably strict, has brought me up to be extremely short-sighted; it is a part of her system; so do you mind my looking at you through my glasses? (O.Wilde)

13. Cecily: Do you suggest, Miss Fairfax, that I entrapped Ernest into an engagement? How dare you? This is no time for wearing the shallow mask of manners. When I see a spade I call it a spade.

      Gwendolen (satirically): I am glad to say that I have never seen a spade. It is obvious that our social spheres have been widely different. (O.Wilde)  

14. Gwendolen: Personally I cannot understand how anybody manages to exist in the country, if anybody who is anybody does. The country always bores me to death.

      Cecily: Ah! This is what the newspapers call agricultural depression, is it not? I believe the aristocracy are suffering very much from it just at present. It is almost an epidemic amongst them, I have been told. (O.Wilde)

15. The girl stopped, and looked him in the eyes.

      “Charles! Now Charles, you may be as dry a stick as you like with everyone else. But you must not be stick-y with me.”

      “Then how, dear girl, are we ever to be glued together in holy matrimony?”

      “And you will keep your low humour for your club.” (J.Fowles)

8. Analyze the periphrases and euphemisms in the following sentences, replace them by neutral words and phrases and discuss their stylistic functions.

1. “If you must keep that harmonium covered with feathers,” said Larry, glancing up irritably, “you might at least teach it to sing properly.” He was obviously not in the mood to receive a lecture on the jackdaw’s singing abilities. (G.Durrell)

2. They are still that unbroken rampart of Philistia against which Byron broke himself in vain, and which even the wings of Ariel were inadequate to surmount. (R.Aldington)

3. Iffley lock and Mill, a mile before you reach Oxford, is a favourite subject with the river-loving brethren of the brush. (J.K.Jerome)

4. “She is very tame with everybody. Never has she been known to bite.” He was patting the cat as he spoke, with one great sweaty palm. I could see that it was not tameness that stopped the animal from turning on him, but sheer inertia due to lack of food. She had almost reached the point of no return, where she felt so weak that she just did not care. (G.Durrell)

5. Eventually, having found a place to sleep, Dicky and I went downstairs to see if the hotel boasted of any sanitary arrangements. (G.Durrell)

6. “Josefina, I do wish you would give us all a little more warning when you’re going to turn,” I said. Josefina turned her glittering smile on to me.

“Why?” she inquired simply.

“Well, it helps, you know. It gives us a chance to prepare to meet our maker.” (G.Durrell)

7. …round the corner of the road on the opposite bank appeared a Fairy Godmother, heavily disguised as a wheezing, snorting lorry, which in spite of its age and rust looked powerful and phlegmatic. We greeted it with shouts of joy. The driver of the lorry took in our predicament in a glance, and slowing down, drove the vast bulk of his vehicle slowly into the red torrent until he was within a few feet of us. Hastily we got out our rope and shackled the two vehicles together; then the lorry went into reverse and gently drew our vehicle out of the flood and on to the dry land. We thanked the lorry driver, gave him a cigarette, and watched enviously as he drove his mighty steed through the torrent as if it had not been there. (G.Durrell)

9. Read the following sentences and determine the various ways of expressing irony.

1. “Let me see, let me see,” George would murmur, running a long forefinger down our carefully prepared time-table; ‘yes, yes, mathematics. If I remember rightly, we were involved in the Herculean task of discovering how long it would take six men to build a wall if three of them took a week. I seem to recall that we have spent almost as much time on this problem as the men spent on the wall. Ah, well, let us gird our loins and do battle once again…” (G.Durrell)

2. He would use a bit of string this time, and at the critical moment, when the old fool was leaning over the chair at an angle of forty-five, and trying to reach a point three inches beyond what was possible for him to reach, the string would slip, and down he would slide on to the piano, a really fine musical effect being produced by the suddenness with which his head and body struck all the notes at the same time. (J.K.Jerome)

3. My friend got rid of them (cheeses), at last, by taking them down to a sea-side town, and burying them on the beach. It gained the place quite a reputation. Visitors said they had never noticed before how strong the air was, and week-chested and consumptive people used to throng there for years afterwards. (J.K.Jerome)

4. The first thing was that they (the girls) thought the boat was not clean. We dusted all the seats for them and then assured them that it was, but they didn’t believe us. One of them rubbed the cushion with the forefinger of her glove, and showed the result to the other, and they both sighed, and sat down, with the air of early Christian martyrs trying to make themselves comfortable up against the stake. (J.K.Jerome)

5. So George determined to postpone study of the banjo until he reached home. But he did not get much opportunity even there. Mrs. P. used to come up and say she was very sorry – for herself, she liked to hear him – but the lady upstairs was in a very delicate state, and the doctor was afraid it might injure the child. (J.K.Jerome)

6. Was she happy? What a question! We are not placed here by a benevolent Providence to be happy, but to make ourselves unpleasant to our neighbours and to impose the least amiable portions of our personalities on as many people as possible. (R.Aldington)

7. Then, one spring, George Augustus took him (his son George) to Paris for a few days. They did an ‘educative’ visit to the Louvre, and George simply leaped at the Italians and became very Pre-Raphaelite and adored the Primitives. He was quite feverish for weeks after he got back, unable to talk of anything else. Isabel was worried about him: it was so unboyish, so – well, really, quite unhealthy, all this silly craze for pictures, and spending hours and hours crouching over paint-blocks, instead of being in the fresh air. So much nicer for the boy to be manly. Wasn’t he old enough to have a gun licence and learn to kill things? (R.Aldington)

8. And then they had luv. They ‘luved’ each other. Luv was enough, luv covered a multitude of ignorances, luv would provide, luv would strew their path with roses and primroses. Luv and God. Failing Luv there was God, and failing God there was Luv. I suppose, orthodoxly, God ought to come first, but in an 1890 marriage there was such a lot of Luv and God that there was no room for common sense, or common sex knowledge, or any of the knowledge we vile modern decadents think necessary in men and women. (R.Aldington)

9. I called for the cheeses, and took them away in a cab. It was a ramshackle affair, dragged along by a knock-kneed, broken- winded somnambulist, which his owner, in a moment of enthusiasm, during conversation, referred to as a horse. I put the cheeses on the top, and we started off at a shamble that would have done credit to the swiftest steam-roller ever built, and all went merry as a funeral bell, until we turned the corner. There, the wind carried a whiff from the cheeses full on to our steed. It woke him up, and, with a snort of terror, he dashed off at three miles an hour. The wind still blew in his direction, and before we reached the end of the street he was laying himself at the rate of nearly four miles an hour, leaving the cripples and stout old ladies simply nowhere. 

It took two porters as well as the driver to hold him in at the station; and I do not think they would have done it, even then, had not one of the men had the presence of mind to put a handkerchief over his nose, and to light a bit of brown paper. (J.K.Jerome)

10. Analyze the following allusions, determine the sources alluded to. Dwell on the stylistic functions of the allusions and the aesthetic effects achieved.

1. Finally, old Hartly settled down near his wife’s family in rural Kent, with a smallish pension, a tiny ‘private’ income, and the world of his swarming progeny on his less than Atlantean shoulders. (R.Aldington)

2. The whole world is blood-guilty, cursed like Orestes, and mad, and destroying itself, as if pursued by an infinite legion of Eumenides. (R.Aldington)

3. We lay awake half the night, and he went over Elizabeth and Fanny and himself, and himself and Fanny and Elizabeth, until it was such a nightmare, such a portentous House of Artrides tragedy, that I began to think myself that it was hopeless. (R.Aldington)

4.Ten miles away the island of Murea, like some high fastness of the Holy Grail, guarded its mystery. (W.S.Maugham)

5. Murea […] comes into view in rocky splendour, rising from the desert sea mysteriously, like the unsubstantial fabric of a magic wand. With its jagged outline it is like a Montserrat of the Pacific, and you may imagine that there Polynesian knights guide with strange rites mysteries unholy for men to know. (W.S.Maugham)

6. But Mrs. Winterbourne only cared spasmodically about ‘the country’. Her view of the British Empire was that it should continue the war as a holy crusade for the extermination of all ‘filthy vile foreigners’, making the world safe for straight, clean sheiks and pure, sweet, kittenish Englishwomen of fifty. (R.Aldington)

7. Unless all the accepted ideas about heredity and environment are false – which they probably are – it is a regular mystery of Udolpho how George managed to be so different from his parents and the family milieu. (R.Aldington)

8. However, that small amount of George’s property his mother got hold of she kept, in defiance of all the King’s horses and writs. And she took, she embraced, the opportunity of telling ‘that woman’ (i.e. Elizabeth) (George’s wife) what she thought of her – which, if believed, meant that poor Elizabeth was a composition of Catherine of Russia, Lucrezia Borgia, Mme de Brinvilliers, Moll Flanders, a tricoteuse, and a hissing villainess from the Surrey side. (R.Aldington)

9. She believed she had to ‘respect’ her husband, and she was still a little intimidated by George Augustus’s (her husband’s) superior Bulwer Lytton airs. (R.Aldington)

10. At the first landing she stood as she nearly always did, to gaze through the window that looked to the road and the bridge. Like the Lady of Shalott, she seemed always to imagine that someone would come along singing Tirra-lirra! or something equally intelligent, by the river. (D.H.Lawrence)

11. When Julia got to bed and slipped her feet down to the comfort of her hot-water bottle, she took a happy look at her room, rose-pink and Nattier-blue, with the gold cherubs of her dressing-table, and sighed with satisfaction. She thought how very Madame de Pompadour it was. She put out the light but she did not feel at all sleepy. She would have liked really to go to Quag’s and dance, but not to dance with Michael (her husband), to dance with Louis XV or Ludwig of Bavaria, or Alfred de Musset. (W.S.Maugham)

12. Algernon: Didn’t it go off all right, old boy? You don’t mean to say Gwendolen refused you? I know it is a way she has. She is always refusing people. I think it is most ill-natured of her.

Jack: Oh, Gwendolen is as right as a trivet. As far as she is concerned, we are engaged. Her mother is perfectly unbearable. Never met such a Gorgon… I don’t really know what a Gorgon is like but I am quite sure that Lady Bracknell is one. In any case, she is a monster, without being a myth, which is rather unfair… (O.Wilde)

13. The character of a scoundrel, logical and complete, has a fascination for his creator which is an outrage to law and order. I expect that Shakespeare devised Iago with  a gusto which he never knew when, weaving moonbeams with his fancy, he imagined Desdemona. (W.S.Maugham)

14. Michael and Roger had gone to bed, but supper was waiting for them in the dining-room. The silent house gave them the feeling of being there without leave. They might have been a couple of wanderers who had strolled out of the night into a strange house and found a copious repast laid out for them. It was romantic. It had a little the air of a tale in the Arabian Nights. (W.S.Maugham)

15. Sometimes she thought of the villa at Sorrento on the bay of Naples. A beautiful dream. Happiness might have been hers for the asking, perhaps; she had been a fool; after all what were the triumphs of the stage but illusion? Pagliacci. People never realized how true it was; Vesti la giubba and all that sort of thing. (W.S.Maugham)

16. She had a smooth, pale skin and without rouge on her cheeks or red on her lips she looked wan. The man’s dressing-gown gave an effect at once helpless, fragile and gallant. Her heart was beating painfully and she was very anxious, but looking at herself in the glass she murmured: Mimi in the last act of Boheme. Almost without meaning to she coughed once or twice consumptively. (W.S.Maugham)

17. For instance, there was once a poet whose work I admired; but the first time I met him he tried to hold a girl’s hand. I didn’t mind that – au contraire. What I minded was the awful spectacle of his large, ugly, raw-red hand, with knotty fingers and gnawed mourning nails, trying to enclose the washed and chubby hand of my little friend. … I could never read his poems again without thinking of that Mr. Hyde-like hand, the Barrymore film hand of Mr. Hyde. (R.Aldington)

18. “I won’t drink it,” said Larry eyeing the bottle askance. “It looks like essence of bat’s ovaries.”

“Don’t be silly, dear,” said Mother, pouring some into a spoon, “it will do you good.”

“It won’t. It’s the same stuff as my friend Dr. Jekyll took, and look what happened to him.”

“What happened to him?” asked Mother unthinkingly.

“They found him hanging from the chandelier, scratching himself and saying he was Mr. Hyde.” (G.Durrell)

11. Read the following passage, summarize its content. What impression does the description of the still-life produce on you? What stylistic devices create such an impression? Dwell on the connotation of the adjectives and nouns.  Pick out the epithets, similes and metaphors and comment on their relevance. Paraphraze and explain the allusions. What is the role of contrasts of various kinds in  this description?

We entered the room, and my eyes fell at once on the picture. I looked at it for a long time.

It was a pile of mangoes, bananas, oranges, and I know not what; and at first sight it was an innocent picture enough. It would have been passed in an exhibition of the Post-Impressionists by a careless person as an excellent but not very remarkable example of the school; but perhaps afterwards it would come back to his recollection, and he would wonder why. I do not think then he could ever entirely forget it.

The colours were so strange that words can hardly tell what a troubling emotion they gave. There were sombre blues, opaque like a delicately carved bowl in lapis lazuli, and yet with a quivering lustre that suggested the palpitation of mysterious life; there were purples, horrible like raw and putrid flesh, and yet with a glowing, sensual passion that called up vague memories of the Roman Empire of Heliogabalus; there were reds, shrill like the berries of holly – one thought of Christmas in England, and the snow, the good cheer, and the pleasure of children – and yet by some magic softened till they had the swooning tenderness of a dove’s breast; there were deep yellows that died with an unnatural passion into a green as fragrant as the spring and as pure as the sparkling water of a mountain brook. Who can tell what anguished fancy made these fruits? They belonged to a Polynesian garden of the Hesperides. There was something strangely alive in them, as though they were created in a stage of the earth’s dark history when things were not irrevocably fixed to their forms. They were extravagantly luxurious. They were heavy with tropical odours. They seemed to possess a sombre passion of their own. It was enchanted fruit, to taste which might open the gateway to God knows what secrets of the soul and to mysterious palaces of the imagination. They were sullen with unawaited dangers, and to eat them might turn a man to beast or god. All that was healthy and natural, all that clung to happy relationships and the simple joys of simple men, shrunk from them in dismay; and yet a fearful attraction was in them, and, like the fruit on the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil, they were terrible with the possibilities of the Unknown. (From “The Moon and Sixpence’’ by W.S.Maugham)
                         SYNTACTICAL STYLISTIC DEVICES

1. Study the following passages and analyze their word-order. What are the effects of inversion and detachment?

1. He held his hand out, and in Armenian he said, “What is this in my hand?” (W.Saroyan)

2. Her kitchen was a miracle of clean brightness. Everything was always in its place,

and nowhere could you see a speck of dust. (W.S.Maugham)

3. When he told me this he put his hand to his cheek as though he still felt the smart of 

the blow, and in his eyes was a pain that was heartrending and an amazement that was ludicrous. (W.S.Maugham)

4.  The bottle, filled to the brim with oil, looked as though it were made of pale amber, and enshrined in the centre, held suspended by the thickness of the oil, was a small chocolate-brown scorpion, his tail curved like a scimitar over his back. (G.Durrell)

5. And out from the fields around, glitter the faint lights of more distant camps, as here some great lord’s followers lie mustered, and there false John’s French mercenaries hover like crouching wolves without the town (J.K.Jerome)

6. On the table, crowded with paints, palette-knives, and litter of all kinds, was the end of a candle. (W.S.Maugham)

7. The drums marched ahead, and there was music on the fifes, and behind the men who carried the coffin walked the wife and two children… Behind them marched all the members of the dancing and drinking societies of Pamplona, Estella, Tafalla, and Sanguesa who could stay over for the funeral. (E.Hemingway)

8. Hard, satiric people those Norman conquerors must have been – you can see the hard, satiric effigies of some of their descendants in the Temple Church. (R.Aldington)

9. Ghastly days that poor girl spent in that dreary little house her first pregnancy, while George Augustus twiddled his thumbs in ‘the Office’ (instead of in his ‘cosy study’ as in his bachelor days) under pretence of ‘working’; while dear Papa prayed, and dear Mamma acid-sweetly nagged and humiliated her. (R.Aldington)

10. In every remark he made, in his mischievousness, in his polite little ways, he made her feel that she belonged to an older generation. (W.S.Maugham)

11. The old man sat on the plain chair, blind and attentive. (W.Saroyan)

12. We conjured up the picture of ourselves inside, tired and a little hungry; of the gloomy river and the shapeless trees; and, like a giant glow-worm underneath them, our dear old boat, so snug and warm and cheerful. (J.K.Jerome)

13. Round Clifton Hampden, itself a wonderfully pretty village, old-fashioned, peaceful, and dainty with flowers, the river scenery is rich and beautiful. (J.K.Jerome)

14. The coconut trees, thick and green, came nearly to the water’s edge, and among them you saw the grass houses of the Samoans; and here and there, gleaming white, a little church. (W.S.Maugham)

15. American sailors, neat and trim, clean-shaven and frank of face, sauntered among them, and there was a little group of officials. (W.S.Maugham)

16. He sat, morose and silent, refusing to eat more than a mouthful, and he stared at the slanting rain. (W.S.Maugham)

17. It was a great landlocked harbour big enough to hold a fleet of battleships; and all around it rose, high and steep, the green hills. (W.S.Maugham)

18. Suddenly from below came a sound, and Davidson turned and looked questioningly at his wife. It was the sound of a gramophone, harsh and loud, wheezing out a syncopated tune. (W.S.Maugham)

19. Some stray animal is out there in the garden, a kitten or a lamb or –  well, whatever little animal might be there. Up rises the sleepless nun. All  in white, shivering but fearless, she goes and brings it in. (K.Mansfield)

20. Dr. Macphail bent down – he was not a man to lose his head in an emergency – and turned the body over. (W.S.Maugham)

21. He noticed in a flash the girl at a party who looked like a Botticelli (people still admired Boticelli in those days, and girls lived up to it), but he would never see, for example, the look on the face of the rather plain woman whom one guessed to be in love with the handsome host uxoriously devoted to his new wife. (R.Aldington)

22. This incident (everybody said, when she died the next year) took years off her life, but as she was ninety-five when she died this was scarcely credible. (G.Durrell)

2. Study the following sentences, analyze  the peculiarities of their syntactical structure, speak on the effects of parallelism, chiasmus and enumeration. What various kinds of repetition are employed in the passages? What are their functions?

1. I looked at the man before me in his shabby clothes, with his great nose and shining eyes, his red beard and untidy hair; and I had a strange sensation that it was only an envelope, and I was in the presence of a disembodied spirit. (W.S.Maugham)

2. The fiesta was really started. It kept up day and night for seven days. The dancing kept up, the drinking kept up, the noise went on. (E.Hemingway)

3. The dancers did not want me to go out. Three of them were sitting on the high wine-casks beside Brett, teaching her to drink out of the wine-skins. They had hung a wreath of garlics around her neck. Someone insisted on giving her a glass. Somebody was teaching Bill a song. Singing it into his ear. Beating time on Bill’s back. (E.Hemingway)

4. The schooners moored to the quay are trim and neat, the little town along the bay is white and urbane, and the flamboyants, scarlet against the blue sky, flaunt their colour like a cry of passion. (W.S.Maugham)

5. The increasing time she was allowed up each day, the increasing steps she was allowed to walk – these were adventures after the monotony of seemingly endless weeks and months in bed. (D.Cusack)

6. When he had finished his work with the muleta* and was ready to kill (the bull), the crowd made him go on. They did not want the bull killed yet, they did not want it to be over. Romero went on. It was like a course in bull-fighting. All the passes he linked up, all completed, all slow, templed and smooth. There were no tricks and no mystifications. There was no brusqueness. And each pass as it reached the summit gave you a sudden ache inside. The crowd did not want it ever to be finished. (E.Hemingway)

7. We that are true lovers run into strange capers; but as all is mortal in nature, so is all nature in love mortal in folly. (W.Shakespeare)

8. “Well, what I mean to say is,” said Mr. Upjohn, who very rarely managed to say what he meant but always meant to say something original and startling […]. (R.Aldington)

9. A village wedding in 1890! Gods of our fathers known of old, what a sight! Alas! that there were no cinemas then! Can’t you see it? Old men in bug-whiskers and top-hats; old ladies in bustles and bonnets. Young men in drooping moustaches, ‘artistic’ flowing ties, and probably grey toppers. Young women in small bustles and small flowery hats. And bridesmaids in white. And a best man. And George Augustus a bit sweaty in a new morning suit. And Isabel, of course, ‘radiant’ in white and orange-blossoms. And the parson, and signing the register, and the wedding breakfast, and the double peal on the bells, and the ‘going away’… No, it’s too painful, it’s so horrible it isn’t even funny. It’s indecent. (R.Aldington)

10. He was living in a sort of double nightmare – the nightmare of the War and the nightmare of his own life. Each seemed inextricably interwoven. His personal life became intolerable because of the War, and the War became intolerable because of his own life. The strain imposed on him – or which he imposed on himself – must have been terrific. (R.Aldington)

11. She couldn’t spell, and she loved beer, but she had two or three “points”, and practice, and a knack, and mother-wit, and a kind of whimsical sensibility, and a love of the theatre, and seven sisters, and not an ounce of respect, especially for the “h”. (H.James)

12. While he was at the college he had earned a pilot’s licence for single-engine planes, had had it suspended for buzzing the stadium during a football match, had become a dazzling skier on weekends and winter holidays, had taken up skydiving and had made twenty five free-falls, had surfed up and down the California coast in all sorts of weather and tried some scuba diving, had talked his way out of having his driving licence revoked for repeated speeding, had grown to be six feet tall and weighed 180 pounds, had paid no attention to his male classmates and a great deal of attention to his female ones, had made no friends, had attended a symphony concert in San Francisco with his Mother and had made a plausible pretence of enjoyment and had given her great pride, she said, in the way he had turned out. (I.Shaw)

13. Sally Carrol Happer, resting her chin on her arm and her arm on an old window-seat, gazed sleepily down over the spangled dust whence the heat waves were rising for the first time this spring. (F.S.Fitzgerald)

14. Apocalyptically there was silence: the silence of soundlessness took the place of that other silence that was uninterrupted sound. (A.Huxley)

15. The gramophone which had been silent for so long was playing, playing ragtime loud and harsh. (W.S.Maugham)

16. We said good-bye to many people and shook hands with many people and went out. (E.Hemingway)

17. She thought the Pre-Raphaelites rather nonsensical and drivelling – and she wasn’t far wrong. She thought Mr. Hardy very gloomy and immoral, and Mr. George Moore very frivolous and immoral, and young Mr. Wilde very unhealthy and immoral. (R.Aldington)

18. She was a woman of twenty-eight, I should think, though of a type whose age is always doubtful; for she cannot have looked different when she was twenty, and at forty would look no older. She gave me an impression of extraordinary tightness. Her plain face with its narrow lips was tight, her skin was stretched tightly over her bones, her smile was tight, her hair was tight, her clothes were tight, and the white drill she wore had all the effect of black bombazine. (W.S.Maugham)

19. Lying awake at night in the quiet house she would watch the garden merge into the valley and the valley merge into darkness, and over them all the sky resting soft as the bloom on a dark plum, a sky so crowded with stars that she felt she had only to put up her hand to pluck one. (D.Cusack)     

20. Bulburry knew all the latest plays, all the latest actresses, all the latest books. (R.Aldington)

21. She gave a low, rather hoarse chuckle, that chuckle which so delighted audiences.(W.S.Maugham)

22. We ate at tables set out under the arcade. The town was full of people. We had to wait for a table. After lunch we went over to the Iruna. It had filled up, and as the time for the bull-fight came it got fuller, and the tables were crowded closer. There was a close, crowded  hum that came every day before the bull-fight. The cafe did not make this same noise at any other time, no matter how crowded it was. This hum went on, and we were in it and a part of it. (E.Hemingway)

23. The flags in the square hung wet from the white poles and the banners were wet and hung damp against the front of the houses, and in between the steady drizzle the rain came down and drove everyone under the arcades and made pools of water in the square, and the streets wet and dark and deserted; yet the fiesta kept up without any pause. It was only driven under cover. (E.Hemingway)

24. And at the same moment she drew away from him and looked at him. Her eyes were wistful and unfathomable. He was afraid of them, and he fell to kissing her, not knowing what he was doing. He wanted her eyes not to have that terrible, wistful, unfathomable look. (D.H.Lawrence)

25. “You love me?” she said, rather faltering.

“Yes.” The word cost him a painful effort. Not because it wasn’t true. But because it was too newly true, the saying seemed to tear open his newly-torn heart. And he hardly wanted it to be true, even now. (D.H.Lawrence)

26. So they returned three, and there was much sobbing and praying, and asking for guidance, and benediction of the unconscious George. (…) Isabel’s thwarted sex and idealism and ambition, her physical health and complete lack of intellectual complexity, made her an excellent mother. She really  loved that miserable little packet of babydom begotten in disappointment and woe by George Augustus and herself in a hired bedroom of a dull hotel in a dull little town on the dull South Coast of dull England. (R.Aldington)

27. Wonderful then, those days at Crockham Cottage, the first days, all alone save for the woman who came to work in the mornings. Marvellous days, when she had all his tall, supple, fine-fleshed youth to herself, for herself, and he had her like a ruddy fire into which he could cast himself for rejuvenation. Ah, that it might never end, this passion, this marriage! (D.H.Lawrence)

28. As he worked in the garden in the silence of day he would listen for a sound. No sound. No sound of Winifred from the dark inside of the cottage; no sound of children’s voices from the air, from the common, from the near distance. No sound, nothing but the old dark marsh-venomous atmosphere of the place. So he worked spasmodically through 

the day, and at night made a fire and cooked some food alone. (D.H.Lawrence)

29. Somehow we must atone to the dead – the dead, murdered, violently-dead soldiers. The reproach is not from them, but in ourselves. Most of us don’t know it, but it is there, and poisons us. It is the poison that makes us heartless and hopeless and lifeless – us the war generation, and the new generation too. (R.Aldington)

3.What features of Mary-Ann are emphasized by parallelism and various cases of repetition? Is Emily’s representation objective or given through Mary-Ann’s perception? How is such an effect achieved?

Mary-Ann had come to the vicarage when she was eighteen. She had bathed me when I was a small boy, given me powders in plum jam when I needed them, packed my box when I went to school, nursed me when I was ill, read to me when I was bored, and scolded me when I was naughty. Emily, the housemaid, was a flighty young thing, and Mary-Ann didn’t know whatever would become of me if she had the looking of me. Mary-Ann was a Blackstable girl. She had never been to London in her life and I do not think she had been to Tercanbury more than three or four times. She was never ill. She never had a holiday. She was paid twelve pounds a year. One evening a week she went down the town to see her mother, who did the vicarage washing; and on Sunday evenings she went to church. But Mary-Ann knew everything that went on in Blackstable. She knew who everybody was, who had married whom, what anyone’s father had died of, and how many children, and what they were called, any woman had had. (From “Cakes and Ale” by W.S.Maugham)

4. Ambrose, Philip’s uncle, married Rachel in Italy and died very soon. Rachel came to England, and soon Philip too fell desperately in love with her. He proposed to her but wasn’t accepted. The passage below describes Philip’s feelings at Rachel’s refusal. 

Read the passage, summarize its content and do the tasks given below.

I think I knew, upon that instant, all that Ambrose had known too. I knew what he had seen in her, and longed for, but had never had. I knew the torment, and the pain, and the great gulf between them, ever widening. Her eyes, so dark and different from our own, stared at both of us, uncomprehending. Ambrose stood beside me in the shadows, under the flickering candlelight. We looked at her, tortured, without hope, while she looked back at us in accusation. Her face was foreign too, in the half light, small and narrow, a face upon a coin. The hand I held was warm no longer. Cold and brittle, the fingers struggled for release, and the rings scratched, cutting at my palm. (From “My Cousin Rachel” by D. du Maurier)

Tasks:

1. What effect is achieved by the repetitions of the verb “know”?

2. What is the implication of the usage of the pronoun “we”?

3. What was Philip’s emotional reaction to Rachel’s refusal? Pick out the synonyms, bringing out the pain he suffered. What is their syntactical arrangement in the sentences and in the passage?

4. Observe the epithets which the author applies to Rachel. What connotation do they have? What are the peculiarities of their syntactical position? What effect does detachment produce? What is your impression of Rachel? How do the stylistic means the author used affect it?

5. Read the following extract from the poem “Beppo” by G.G.Byron and do the tasks given below.

XV

I said that like a picture by Giorgione

    Venetian women were, and so they are,

Particularly seen from a balcony,

     (For beauty’s sometimes best set off afar)

And there, just like a heroine of Goldoni,

     They peep from out the blind, or o’er the bar;

And truth to say, they’re mostly very pretty,

And rather like to show it, more’s the pity!

XVI

For glances beget ogles, ogles sighs,

    Sighs wishes, wishes words, and words a letter,

Which flies on wings of light-heeled Mercuries,

    Who do such things because they know no better;

And then, God knows what mischief may arise,

    When Love links two young people in one fetter,

Vile assignations, and adulterous beds,

Elopements, broken vows, and hearts, and heads. (From “Beppo” by G.G.Byron)

Tasks:

1. Sum up the content of these two stanzas.

2. What is the poet’s attitude towards Venetian women? How is it revealed?

3. Explain the allusions used in the stanzas. What are their functions and implications?

4. What is the function of the parenthetical clauses? 

5. Analyze the chain-repetition in stanza XVI. What idea does it emphasize? 

6. Comment on the combination of enumeration and zeugma in the last two lines. What implication do they have?

6. Read the following poems  and discuss the points given after them.

 W.Blake    A POISON TREE

I was angry with my friend: 

I told my wrath, my wrath did end. 

I was angry with my foe: 

I told it not, my wrath did grow.

And I watered it in fears,

Night & morning with my tears:

And I sunned it with smiles,

And with soft deceitful wiles.

And it grew both day and night,

Till it bore an apple bright.

And my foe beheld it shine,

And he knew that it was mine.

And into my garden stole, 

When the night had veiled the pole;

In the morning glad I see,

My foe outstretched beneath the tree.

Points for discussion:

1. Speak about the subject-matter of the poem and its implications.

2. Explain the extended metaphor that the poem is built on.

3. What effect do the parallel sentences create?

4. Observe the cases of repetition and inversion. What are their functions?

5. What is the mood of the poem? Pick out the words with connotative meaning and say how they colour the poem.

6. What is the message of the poem?

7. What impression is the poem likely to produce on the reader? What may affect his opinion?

P.B.Shelley TO- 
I

One word is too often profaned 

   For me to profane it,

One feeling too falsely disdained

   For thee to disdain it, 

One hope is too like despair

   For prudence to smother,

And pity from thee more dear

   Than that from another.

II

I can give not what men call love,

   But wilt thou accept not

The worship the heart lifts above

   And the Heavens reject not,

The desire of the moth for the star,

   Of the night for the morrow,

The devotion to something afar

   From the sphere of our sorrow?

Points for discussion:

1. Speak of the subject-matter of the poem and its implications.

2. Comment on the similes, metaphors and epithets used in the poem and the effect achieved through them.

3. Pick out the words and phrases which build up the mood of the poem. Comment on their connotations.

4. Explain the effect of inversion, parallelism and repetitions.

5. Sum up your impressions of the poem and say how the poet’s world outlook is expressed in it.

7.Analyze the following passages and  observe how gradation is achieved. Does it contribute to logical emphasis and emotional colouring of the utterance? Explain what function gradation performs in every case.

1. But it was the face of Rain that made Mor almost cry aloud. He had told her nothing of his political plans. She was hearing of them now for the first time. She looked towards him, her lips parting as if to question him, her eyes expressing astonishment and sheer horror, her whole face working in an agony of interrogation. (I.Murdoch)

2. The loving and united home at Sheffield was in some consternation when Isabel did not return for lunch; and the consternation almost became panic – it certainly became rage in dear Mamma – when George Augustus found and communicated Isabel’s letter. (R.Aldington)

3. Suddenly a crowd came down the street. They were all running, packed close together. They passed along and up the street toward the bull-ring and behind them came more men running faster, and then some stragglers who were really running. Behind them was a little bare space, and then the bulls, galloping, tossing their heads up and down. It all went out of sight around the corner. (E.Hemingway)

4. The death of a hero! What mockery, what bloody cant! What sickening putrid cant! George’s death is a symbol to me of the whole sickening bloody waste of it, the damnable stupid waste and torture of it. (R.Aldington)

5. I was rather startled at George’s appearance, he looked so worried and almost scared. I saw him on reliefs or at Brigade H.Q. or at Divisional Rest Camp several times. He looked whacked in May ’18. In July the Division moved down to the Somme, but George’s company front was raided the night before we left, and he was badly rattled by it. […] He lost several men as prisoners, and the Brigadier was a bit nasty about it, which made George more rattled and jumpy than ever. I told him then that he ought to apply for a rest, but he was in an agony of feeling that he was disgraced and a coward, and wouldn’t listen to me. (R.Aldington)

6. And Dr. Macphail watched the rain. It was beginning to get on his nerves. It was not like our soft English rain that drops gently on the earth; it was unmerciful and somehow terrible; you felt in it the malignancy of the primitives powers of nature. It did not pour, it flowed. It was like a deluge from heaven, and it rattled on the roof of corrugated iron with a steady persistence that was maddening. It seemed to have a fury of its own. And sometimes you felt that you must scream if it did not stop, and then suddenly you felt powerless, as though your bones had suddenly become soft; and you were miserable and hopeless. (W.S.Maugham)

7. On both sides of her along the walls she felt things creeping, damp souls that haunted this palace, this town, this North.

“Oh, send somebody – send somebody!” she cried aloud.

Clark Darrow – he would understand; or Joe Ewing; she couldn’t be left here to wander forever – to be frozen, heart, body, and soul. This her – this Sally Carrol! Why, she was a happy thing. She was a happy little girl. She liked warmth and summer and Dixie. These things were foreign –foreign. (F.S.Fitzgerald)

8. It was the sun, it was a light; a torch, and a torch beyond that, and another one, and voices; a face took flesh below the torch, heavy arms raised her, and she felt something on her cheek -–it felt wet. Some one had seized her and was rubbing her face with snow. How ridiculous – with snow! (F.S.Fitzgerald)

9. We had the river to ourselves, except that, far in the distance, we could see a fishing-punt, moored in midstream, on which three fishermen sat; and we skimmed over the water, and passed the wooded banks, and no one spoke.

I was steering.

As we drew nearer, we could see that the three men fishing seemed old and solemn-looking men. They sat on three chairs in the punt, and watched intently their lines. And the red sunset threw a mystic light upon the waters, and tinged with fire the towering woods, and made a golden glory of the piled-up clouds. It was an hour of deep enchantment, of ecstatic hope and longing. The little sail stood out against the purple sky, the gloaming lay around us, wrapping the world in rainbow shadows; and, behind us, crept the night.

We seemed like knights of some legend, sailing across some mystic lake into the unknown realm of twilight, unto the great land of the sunset.

We did not go into the realm of twilight; we went slap into that punt, where those three old men were fishing. (J.K.Jerome)

8. Read the following extract from the “Ballad of Reading Gaol” by O.Wilde, note how antithesis is constructed  and speak of its role in bringing the poet’s message home to the reader:

Yet each man kills the thing he loves,

  By each let this be heard,

Some do it with a bitter look,

  Some with a flattering word,

The coward does it with a kiss,

  The brave man with a sword!

Some kill their love when they are young,

  And some when they are old;

Some strangle with the hands of Lust,

  Some  with the hands of Gold:

The kindest use a knife, because

  The dead so soon grow cold.

Some love too little, some too long,

  Some sell, and others buy;

Some do the deed with many tears,

  And some without a sigh:

For each man kills the thing he loves,

  Yet each man does not die.

9. Study the following passages and dwell on various ways of presenting the characters’ speech. What language means mark the shift to represented speech? What types of represented speech are employed here? What effect do they produce?

1.  “But what if you have no home to go to?” Mrs. Carlton’s words were spoken calmly as if she was speaking of the breakfast menu, but the  words chilled Jan because between her and such homelessness there was only Doreen and Bart. Her heart swelled at the awareness of her dependence upon them. What if Doreen got married and went away? What if Bart fell out of love in the strain of waiting, the anxiety and expense; if the burden of the obligation he’d taken on so willingly became too heavy? What if she became for him one day, not the Jan he had fallen in love with, but the Janet Blakeley whose only reality was the red line on the chart above her bed and a shadowy picture on an X-ray. (D.Cusack) 

2. Doreen rang the following Thursday to tell him that Jan had had a bad set-back. Bart was incredulous. Why, he’d never seen her look better than she had looked last Sunday. He’d never known her gayer. In fact he hadn’t spent a happier day with her in months. They’d laughed more than they’d laughed since she got ill. She’d been down in the garden waiting for him, when he’d got there, looking like a million dollars. Dressed in her usual clothes too. Doreen broke in, her voice sharp with anxiety. 

   “Well, whatever she was like last Sunday, she’s very sick now. She’s got pleurisy. They’ve put her back to bed altogether.” (D.Cusack) 

3. But one day she lost her not very well-controlled temper and let the Winterbournes have it. George Augustus was a sneak and a cad and a liar! He wasn’t ‘rich’! He was ‘pore as a church mouse’! Him and his airs, pretending to her father he was a rich gentleman with a Profession, when he didn’t earn a penny and got married on the 200 pounds his father gave him! She wouldn’t have married him, she wouldn’t if he hadn’t come smarming round with his presents and his drives and pretending she would be a lady! And she wished she was dead, she did! And she wished she’d never set eyes on them! (R.Aldington)

4. They made her lie on sofas and were solicitous that she should cover her feet. They reasoned with her about the clothes she wore. Those silk stockings that were so thin you could see through them; and what did she wear next to her skin? Aunt Carrie would not have been surprised to learn that she wore nothing but a chemise. (W.S.Maugham)

5. I had coffee out on the terrasse with the team manager of one of the big bicycle manufacturers. He said it had been a very pleasant race, and would have been worth watching if Bottechia had not abandoned it at Pamplona. The dust had been bad, but in Spain the roads were better than in France. Bicycle road-racing was the only sport in the world, he said. Had I ever followed the Tour de France? Only in the papers. The Tour de France was the greatest sporting event in the world. Following and organizing the road races had made him know France. Few people know France. All spring and all summer and all fall he spent on the road with bicycle road-racers. Look at the number of motor-cars now that followed the riders from town to town in a road race. It was a rich country and more sportif every year. It would be the most sportif country in the world. It was bicycle road-racing did it. That and football. He knew France. La France Sportive. He knew road-racing. We had a cognac. After all, though, it wasn’t bad to get back to Paris. There is only one Paname.* In all the world, that is. Paris is the town the most sportif in the world. […] I would see him there some time. I certainly would. We would drink another fine together. We certainly would. They started at six o’clock less a quarter in the morning. Would I be up for the depart? I would certainly try to. Would I like him to call me? It was very interesting. I would leave a call at the desk.* He would not mind calling me. I could not let him take the trouble. I would leave a call at the desk. We said goodbye until the next morning. (E.Hemingway)

(Paname – Paris, coll.;  a call at the desk – a request to be awakened at a certain hour)

6. The others then joined her, and expressed their admiration of his figure; but Elizabeth heard not a word, and, wholly engrossed by her own feelings, followed them in silence. She was overpowered by shame and vexation. Her coming there was the most unfortunate, the most ill-judged thing in the world! How strange must it appear to him! In what a disgraceful light might it not strike so vain a man! It might seem as if she had purposely thrown herself in his way again! Oh! why did she come? or, why did he thus come a day before he was expected? Had they been only ten minutes sooner, they should have been beyond the reach of his discrimination; for it was plain that he was that moment arrived – that moment alighted from his horse or his carriage. She blushed again and again over the perverseness of the meeting. And his behaviour, so strikingly altered, - what could it mean? That he should even speak to her was amazing! – but to speak with such civility, to inquire after her family! Never in her life had she seen his manners so little dignified, never had he spoken with such gentleness as on this unexpected meeting. What a contrast did it offer to his last address in Rosings Park, when he put his letter into her hand! She knew not what to think, or how to account for it. (J.Austen)

10. Read the following passage and do the tasks given below.

After the wedding Mary travels with her husband Nelson by ship to New Guinea. Once at night she wakes up to find nobody on board the ship. She hears on the radio that their ship has sprung a leak and is expected to founder. The crew and passengers have abandoned the ship. So has Mary’s husband. 

Instantly a series of voices replaced that of the announcer. One reported: “Expected to founder at any moment, expected to founder at any moment, expected to…” An insidious voice broke in: “Your husband, husband, husband, ran off leaving you asleep and jumped into one of the boats.” A reasonable voice argued: “He might at least have woken you up and told you to follow.”

Mary said aloud: “There must be an explanation.”

The insidious voice said: “Everyone for himself. That is the explanation.”

Mary said firmly: “He must have thought it was  boat drill. He didn’t wake me up because he was considerate.”

The insidious voice replied: “Has he shown you much consideration since your marriage?” The reasonable voice asked: “Why didn’t he come back for you? He ran off and left you asleep. He was frightened. He panicked.”

Mary said: “That’s ridiculous. Nelson wouldn’t do that. He’s a rugger blue. Rugger blues don’t panic.”

A crescendo of voices all speaking at once, began ringing in Mary’s head.

“Ran away and left you asleep.

Blow up at any moment.

Jump and swim for it.

Sharks. Sharks, sharks.

Put on a life jacket anyway. Do something.”

Mary said aloud: “It’s an accident that might have happened to anybody.” She shut her eyes. When she opened them it was to see the polished fittings of the bridge and to realise fully that she was alone. She made a great effort and said: “There’s nothing to be done about it anyway.” But the words did not comfort her. She could not bear it and began tearing at her hair. She went down to the boat deck and began to run in an effort to escape from the voices. But they were now reduced to one whose message was more important than those reproaching Nelson for abandoning her. It shrieked at her without intermission: “Expected to blow up, expected to blow up, expected to blow up…” But, although the voice kept pace with her, Mary put her fingers in her ears and ran and ran. Then, as she could not out-distance her pursuer, she began to scream so as to drown his message. The wind caught her hair and blew it in all directions. 

She collapsed onto the deck. (From “Letting Down the Side” by D.Garnett)

Tasks:

1. Sum up the content of the passage.

2. What is its general slant?

3. Speak of Mary’s state of mind and the particular stylistic ways in which it is revealed.

4. How does the author show Mary’s struggle with her two inner voices? Comment on the connotations and implications of the words “insidious” and “reasonable” (voices) and say if they can be considered as components of antithesis. 

5. Pick out verbs introducing direct speech. Say if they are charged with emotive and emphatic connotations and explain the stylistic effect achieved.

6. Consider the length and structure of sentences. What syntactical structures prevail? Does the author resort to syntactical contrasts and what effect does he achieve?

7. How does the author create the atmosphere of growing tension?

11. Read and analyze the following passage.

After sixteen years of happy and peaceful family life Tutin finds himself desperately in love with his secretary Phyllis. He makes up his mind to divorce his wife Clare but suddenly his mother-in-law interferes.

Frank Tutin was a humane, a kindly man. He was extremely upset by this crisis in his family life. He realised how his wife was suffering, how much the children were concerned. He did not forget for a moment, he said, the danger to them of a broken home. Divorce was a very serious thing.

For days he had discussed it with Clare, analysing all the complex factors involved: Clare’s feelings, his feelings, the children’s feelings, Phyllis’s  feelings and everybody’s right to consideration. Sometimes he had thought that there was no way out – divorce would be as bad as the present unhappy situation. But gradually he had found confidence; certain large principles detached themselves in the confusion – that the children of divided parents in an unhappy home were, according to a psychiatrist consulted by Frank himself, just as likely to suffer in character as those left with one or the other, alone but devoted, after divorce; that the Tutin’s home life was growing every day more distracted, tense and impossible, that the one guiltless person who must not be let down was poor little Phyllis, that Frank and Clare had had many years of happiness together and could not fairly expect to go on for ever.

Clare in this crisis lived up to all Frank’s expectations of her. Like the highly intelligent woman she was she took all his points.

And now, just when the divorce had been arranged in the most civilised manner, when Clare had agreed to ask Phyllis to the house to discuss the whole affair – Clare had been charming to Phyllis, so young and so worried, so terribly in love, Phyllis was already quite devoted to her – and when she had agreed to accept a reasonable alimony and allow Tutin to have free access to the children, Mrs. Beer comes charging in like some paleolithic monster, hopelessly thick-skinned, brutal, insensitive. Comes and calls him selfish. (From “Period Piece” by J.Cary)

Tasks:

1. Summarize the content of the passage. 

2. Pick out the epithets, metaphors and similes used in the text and say whose emotional attitude they reveal. What is the effect of contrasting the epithets in the opening and final sentences? 

3. What key is the passage written in? Is the mood  explicit or only implied? What stylistic devices contribute to this effect?

4. Consider the cases of repetitions, parallelism, detachment and parenthesis, speak about their functions.

5. How is the syntactical structure of sentences made expressive? Discuss the stylistic value of paragraph length.

6. How is the suspense created? What is its function?

7. What is the effect of the grammar tense shift in the final paragraph?

8. In what way is Mrs. Beer’s conduct contrasted with that of all the others?

PASSAGES FOR STYLISTIC ANALYSIS

CLEMENTINA

(An extract from the story by J.Cheever)

Clementina, an Italian girl, is working as a housemaid for an American family.

She had heard much about Americans, about how they were generous and ignorant, and some of this was true, for they were very generous and treated her like a guest in the house, always asking her if she had time to do this and that and urging her to take a passage in the streets on Thursdays and Sundays. The signore was meager and tall and worked in the Embassy. His hair was cropped close like a German or a prisoner or someone recovering from an operation of the brain. His hair was black and strong, and if he had let it go and waved it with frissone the girls in the street would have admired him, but he went each week to the barber and had himself disfigured. He was very modest in other things and wore at the beach a concealing bathing costume, but he walked through the streets of Rome with the shape of his head naked for everyone to see. The signora was fine, with a skin like marble and many clothes, and it was a commodious and a diverting life, and Clementina prayed at San Marcello’s that it would never end. They left all the lights burning as if electricity cost nothing, and they burned wood in the fireplace only to take off the evening chill, and they drank iced gin and vermouth before dinner. They smelled different. It was a pale smell, she thought – a weak smell – and it might have had something to do with the blood of northerners, or it might be because they took so many hot baths. They took so many hot baths that she could not understand why they were not neurasthenics. They ate Italian food and drank wine, and she hoped that if they ate enough pasta and oil they would have a strong and wholesome smell. Sometimes when she waited on table, she smelled them, but it was always a very weak smell and sometimes nothing. They spoiled their children, and sometimes the children spoke sharply or in an ill temper to their genitori, for which they should have been whipped, but they never whipped their children, these strangers, or even raised their voices in anger, or did anything else that would explain to the children the importance of their genitori, and once when the smallest boy was very badly disposed and should have been whipped, his mother took him instead to a toy store and bought him a sailboat. And sometimes when they were dressing to go out in the evening the signore would fasten his wife’s clothes or her pearls, like a cafone, instead of ringing for Clementina. And once when there was no water in the flat and she had gone down the stairs to the fountain to get some, he came after her to help, and when she said that it was not possible for him to carry water, he said that it was not possible for him to sit by his fire while a young woman carried a heavy demijohn up and down the stairs. Then he took the demijohn out of her hands and went down to the fountain, where he could be seen getting water by the porter and all the other servants in the palace, and she watched this from the kitchen window and was so angry and ashamed that she had to take some wine for her stomach, for everyone would say that she was lazy and that she worked for a vulgar and badly educated family. And they did not believe in the dead. Once, walking down the sala in the dusk, she saw the spirit of a dead man before her so clearly that at first she thought it was the signore, until she saw him standing in the door. Then she screamed and dropped the tray with the glasses and bottles on it, and when the signore asked her why she had screamed and she said it was because she had seen a ghost he was not sympathetic. And once, in the back hall, she saw another ghost, the ghost of a bishop with a mitre, and when she screamed and told the signore what she had seen he was not sympathetic. 

Italian words: 
cafone – крестьянин;

frissone – бигуди, завивка;

genitori – родители;

pasta – макаронные изделия;

signore (-a) – господин, госпожа;

sala – гостиная.

Points for discussion:
1. Summarize the content of the passage.

2. Speak of the setting of the passage. Pick out foreign loans used in it and account for their relevance in it. Find other peculiarities suggesting that the scene is laid in Italy.

3. Through whose perception does the author represent the narration? What can be said about Clementina’s background and cultural level? How are these features reflected in the text?

4.What kind of relations established between her and her masters? What is Clementina’s attitude towards her American masters? Pick out the repeated key words that bring it out.

Comment on the cases of antithesis, repetitions, polysyndeton and the length and structure of sentences and explain how Clementina’s personal opinion is revealed through them.

THE MERRIMENT OF FRIENDSHIP

(An extract from “The Garden of the Gods” by G.Durrell)

Presently we moved down the room to where the vast array of food awaited us. The King’s butler, fragile as a mantis, superintended the peasant girls in the serving. Spiro, scowling more than normal with concentration, meticulously carved the joints and the birds. Kralefsky had been trapped  by the great, grey, walrus-like bulk of Colonel Ribbindane, who loomed over him, his giant moustache hanging like a curtain over his mouth, his bulbous blue eyes fixed on Kralefsky in a paralysing stare.

“The hippopotamus, or river horse, is one of the largest of the quadrupeds to be found in the continent of Africa…” he droned, as though lecturing a class.

“Yes, yes… fantastic beast. Truly one of nature’s wonders,” said Kralefsky, looking desperately for escape.

“When you shoot a hippopotamus or river horse,” droned Colonel Ribbendane, oblivious to interruption, ”as I have had the good fortune to do, you aim between the eyes and the ears, thus ensuring that the bullet penetrates the brain.”

“Yes, yes,” Kralefsky agreed, hypnotised by the Colonel’s protuberant blue eyes.

“Bang!” said the colonel, so suddenly and loudly that Kralefsky nearly dropped his plate. “You hit him between the eyes… Splash! Crunch!… straight into the brain, d’you see?”

“Yes, yes,” said Kralefsky, swallowing and going white.

“Splosh!” said the colonel, driving the point home. “Blow his brain out in a fountain.”

Kralefsky closed his eyes in horror and put down his half-eaten plate of sucking pig.

“He sinks then,” the colonel went on, “sinks right down to the bottom of the river… glug, glug, glug. Then you wait twenty-four hours – d’you know why?”

“No…, I…, uh…,” said Kralefsky, swallowing frantically.

“Flatulence,” explained the colonel with satisfaction. “All the semi-digested food in its belly, d’you see? It rots and produces gas. Up puffs the old belly like a balloon and up she pops.”

“H-How interesting,” said Kralefsky faintly. “I think, if you will just excuse me…”

“Funny things, stomach contents…,” mused the colonel, ignoring Kralefsky’s attempt at escape. “Belly is swollen up to twice its natural size; when you cut it open, whoosh! like  slicing up a zeppelin full of sewage, d’you see?”

Kralefsky put his handkerchief over his moth and gazed round in an anguished manner.

“Different with the elephant, the largest land quadruped in Africa,” the colonel droned on, filling his mouth with crisp sucking pig. “D’you know the pygmies cut it open, crawl into the belly and eat the liver all raw and bloody… still quivering sometimes. Funny little chaps, pygmies… wogs, of course…”

Kralefsky, now a delicate shade of yellow-green, escaped to the verandah, where he stood in the moonlight taking deep breaths.

Points for discussion:

1. Summarize the content of the passage.

2. What emotional key is it written in? What language means and images convey the tone of the text?

3. Comment on the emotionally marked words. What purpose do they serve?

4  How does the author enhance the emotional undercurrent of the situation?

5. Note the repeated words and phrases. What are their functions?

6. Observe the peculiarities of word-order and sentence structure. What are their stylistic functions?

THE HORSE DEALER’S DAUGHTER

(An extract from the story by D.H.Lawrence)

Sum up the content of the passage. Pick out the epithets and metaphors used to describe the weather and nature. How do they harmonize with the actions, feelings and emotions of the main characters? Consider cases of repetition and contrast in syntactical structure and length of sentences. What emotional slant of the narration do they create? Dwell on the other stylistic devices that contribute to the same effect.

  Below Oldmeadow, in the green, shallow, soddened hollow of fields, lay a square, deep pond. Roving across the landscape, the doctor’s quick eye detected a figure in black passing through the gate of the field, down towards the pond. He looked again. It would be Mabel Pervin. His mind suddenly became alive and attentive.

Why was she going down there? He pulled up on the path on the slope above, and stood staring. He could just make sure of the small black figure moving in the hollow of the failing day. He seemed to see her in the midst of such obscurity, that he was like a clairvoyant, seeing rather with the mind’s eye than with ordinary sight. Yet he could see her positively enough, whilst he kept his eye attentive. He felt, if he looked away from her, in the thick, ugly falling dusk, he  would lose her altogether.

He followed her minutely as she moved, direct and intent, like something transmitted rather than stirring in voluntary activity, straight down the field towards the pond. There she stood on the bank for a moment. She never raised her head. Then she waded slowly into the water.

He stood motionless as the small black figure walked slowly and deliberately towards the centre of the pond, very slowly, gradually moving deeper into the motionless water, and still moving forward as the water got up to her breast. Then he could see her no more in the dusk of the dead afternoon.

“There!” he exclaimed. “Would you believe it?”

And he hastened straight down, running over the wet, soddened fields, pushing through the hedges, down into the depression of callous wintry obscurity. It took him several minutes to come to the pond. He stood on the bank breathing heavily. He could see nothing. His eyes seemed to penetrate the dead water. Yes, perhaps that was the dark shadow of her black clothing beneath the surface of the water.

He slowly ventured into the pond. The bottom was deep, soft clay, he sank in, and the water clasped dead cold round his legs. As he stirred he could smell the cold, rotten clay that fouled up into the water. It was objectionable in his lungs. Still, repelled and yet not heeding, he moved deeper into the pond. The cold water rose over his thighs, over his loins, upon his abdomen. The lower part of his body was all sunk in the hideous cold element. And the bottom was so deeply soft and uncertain, he was afraid of pitching with his mouth underneath. He could not swim, and was afraid.

He crouched a little, spreading his hands under the water and moving them round, trying to feel for her. The dead cold pond swayed upon his chest. He moved again, a little deeper, and again, with his hands underneath, he felt all around under the water. And he touched her clothing. But it evaded his fingers. He made a desperate effort to grasp it.

And so doing he lost his balance and went under, horribly, suffocating in the foul earthy water, struggling madly for a few moments. At last, after what seemed an eternity, he got his footing, rose again into the air and looked around. He gasped, and knew he was in the world. Then he looked at the water. She has risen near him. He grasped her clothing, and drawing her nearer, turned to take his way to land again.

He went very slowly, carefully, absorbed in the slow progress. He rose higher, climbing out of the pond. The water was now only about his legs; he was thankful, full of relief to be out of the clutches of the pond. He lifted her and staggered on to the bank, out of the horror of wet, grey clay.   

THE MOON AND SIXPENCE

(An extract from the novel by W.S.Maugham)

              Charles Strickland, an artist, spent the last years of his life in some out-of-the-way plantation in Tahiti. For several year he suffered from leprosy, which finally made him blind. Before dying he created his masterpiece – a painting that covered all the walls of the hut he lived in. Dr Coutras was the man who diagnosed his disease, buried him and saw his creation with his own eyes.

Sum up the content of the passage. Pick out the epithets and metaphors used in the author’s narration to characterize Strickland. Are they in harmony with the impression one gets of him from the doctor’s description of his work? Analyze the imagery and the syntax of the doctor’s monologue (repetitions, length of sentences, contrasts of syntactical structures, word order, etc.). What feelings and emotions of the doctor do they reveal?

“For a long time I could not get out of my head the recollection of the extraordinary decoration with which Strickland had covered the walls of his house,” he said reflectively.

I had been thinking of it too. It seemed to me that here Strickland had finally put the whole expression of himself. Working silently, knowing that it was his last chance, I fancied that here he must have said all that he knew of life and all that he divined. And I fancied that perhaps here he had at last found peace. The demon which possessed him was exorcized at last, and with the completion of the work, for which all his life had been a painful preparation, rest descended on his remote and tortured soul. He was willing to die, for he had fulfilled his purpose.

“What was the subject?” I asked.

“I scarcely know. It was strange and fantastic. It was a vision of the beginnings of the world, the Garden of Eden, with Adam and Eve –que sais-je ? – it was a hymn to the beauty of the human form, male and female, and the praise of Nature, sublime, indifferent, lovely, and cruel. It gave you an awful sense of the infinity of space and of the endlessness of time. Because he painted the trees I see about me every day, the coconuts, the banyans, the flamboyants, the alligator pears, I have seen them ever since differently, as though there were in them a spirit and a mystery which I am ever on the point of seizing and which for ever escapes me. The colours were the colours familiar to me, and yet they were different. They had a significance which was all their own. All those nude men and women. They were of the earth, the clay of which they were created, and at the same time something divine. You saw man in the nakedness of his primeval instincts, and you were afraid, for you saw yourself.”

Dr Coutras shrugged his shoulders and smiled.

“You will laugh at me. I am a materialist, and I am a gross, fat man – Falstaff, eh?- the lyrical mode does not become me. I make myself ridiculous. But I have never seen painting which made so deep an impression upon me. Tenez, I had just the same feeling as when I went to the Sistine Chapel in Rome. There too I was awed by the greatness of the man who had painted that ceiling. It was genius, and it was stupendous and overwhelming. I felt small and insignificant. But you are prepared for the greatness of Michael Angelo. Nothing had prepared me for the immense surprise of these pictures in a native hut, far away from civilization, in a fold of the mountain above Taravao. And Michael Angelo is sane and healthy. Those great works of his have the calm of the sublime; but here, notwithstanding beauty, was something troubling. I did not know what it was. It made me uneasy. It gave me the impression you get when you are sitting next door to a room that you know is empty, but in which, you know not why, you have a dreadful consciousness that notwithstanding there is someone. You scold yourself; you know it is only your nerves – and yet, and yet… In a little while it is impossible to resist the terror that seizes you, and you are helpless in the clutch of an unseen horror. Yes: I confess I was not altogether sorry when I heard that those strange masterpieces had been destroyed.” 
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