Discipline "Literary analysis and Interpretation"

Specialty "5B021000 –Foreign Philology"

Aim: be able to use the conceptual-methodological apparatus of the discipline for implementing standard tasks of different levels of difficulty relating to the field of stylistics.

Tasks: to introduce students to basic concepts of text linguistics and literary analysis as well and to explore how these theoretical premises can be practically applied to identifying, analyzing and generating texts belonging to different functional styles and literary genres, as well as their implications for learning and teaching a foreign language.

Annotation:
The purpose of a literary analysis essay is to carefully examine and sometimes evaluate a work of literature or an aspect of a work of literature. As with any analysis, this requires you to break the subject down into its component parts. Examining the different elements of a piece of literature is not an end in itself but rather a process to help you better appreciate and understand the work of literature as a whole. For instance, an analysis of a poem might deal with the different types of images in a poem or with the relationship between the form and content of the work. If you were to analyze (discuss and explain) a play, you might analyze the relationship between a subplot and the main plot, or you might analyze the character flaw of the tragic hero by tracing how it is revealed through the acts of the play. Analyzing a short story might include identifying a particular theme (like the difficulty of making the transition from adolescence to adulthood) and showing how the writer suggests that theme through the point of view from which the story is told; or you might also explain how the main character‟s attitude toward women is revealed through his dialogue and/or actions.

Main outcomes:

· understand basic concepts in text linguistics and text analysis, including standards of textuality, functional styles and genres and the role of context and their implications for understanding, analyzing and generating oral and written texts, as well as for intercultural communication and foreign language learning and teaching

· be familiar with the requirements of the academic writing style and to academic presentations, including the types, structure and elements of academic text

· understand the purpose, principles and formats of text compression and acquire practical skills in creating academic abstracts and summaries for literature reviews, as well as literary plot summaries

· be able to read texts closely, think critically, and respond to texts in their writing/oral assignments

· acquire practical skills in making academic presentations

· learn to use different methods of text interpretation and literary analysis: textual (considering literary elements used in the text to create meaning) and contextual (considering elements that are outside the text, but which also influence the writing and perception of texts, such as historical, cultural and biographical)

· be able to identify, understand and analyze texts of different functional styles and genres

· be able to construct effective (written and oral) argument with thesis, supporting ideas and evidence

· acquire practical skills in writing elements of academic texts

           TEXTS FOR STYLISTIC ANALYSIS

Make a thorough stylistic analysis of the following texts: Find the artistic message and principles underlying a writer’s choice of language. While making the stylistic analysis of a text, speak on the following items:

· the style in which the text is written (belles-letters (poetry, drama, or emotive prose), publicistic (speech, essay, or an article), official documents,  newspaper, or scientific);

· the form in which the text is written (first/third person narration, dialogue, soliloquy, description);

· sentence complexity prevalence (simple/complex);

· vocabulary prevalence (bookish/neutral/colloquial);

· SDs and EMs and the effect produced by them.
· Use sample text analysis of the text 1 on page 94.
Text 1 The Heyday of the Blood(extract) Dorothy Canfield Fisher)
- read the text and give stylistic analysis of your own

- compare your analysis with the sample analysis below
The older professor looked up at the assistant, fumbling fretfully with a pile of papers. “Farrar, what’s the matter with you lately?” he said sharply.

The younger man started, “Why … why …” the brusqueness of the other’s manner shocked him suddenly into confession. “I’ve lost my nerve, Professor Mallory, that’s what ‘s the matter with me. I’m frightened to death,” he said melodramatically.

“What of?” asked Mallory, with a little change in his tone.

The floodgates were open. The younger man burst out in exclamations, waving his thin, nervous, knotted fingers, his face twitching as he spoke. “Of myself … no, not myself, but my body! I’m not well … I’m getting worse all the time. The doctors don’t make out what is the matter … I don’t sleep … I worry … I forget things, I take no interest in life … the doctors intimate a nervous break down ahead of me … and yet I rest … I rest … more than I can afford to! I never go out. Every evening I’m in bed by nine o’clock. I take no part in college life beyond my work, for fear of the nervous strain. I’ve refused to take charge of that summer school in New York, you know, that would be such an opportunity for me … if I could only sleep! But though I never do anything exciting in the evening … heavens! What nights I have. Black hours of seeing myself in a sanitarium, dependent on my brother! I never … why, I’m in hell … that’s what the matter with me, a perfect hell of ignoble terror!” – Dorothy Canfield Fisher, an extract from “The Heyday of the Blood”

Sample Text Analysis

The extract above is taken from a short story “The Heyday of the Blood” by Dorothy Canfield Fisher, so it belongs to belles-letters style.

The extract is written in the form of the dialogue between Professor Mallory and his young assistant Farrar.

Sentences in the extract are mainly short to reflect Farrar’s worried emotional state and excited speech.

To reflect the social status and education of the two characters formal (bookish) words are used, such as fretfully, brusqueness, to intimate, for fear, sanitarium, ignoble. Though neutral words prevail, as they are the best means to reflect Farrar’s emotional state and speech.

 Dorothy Canfield Fisher used the following tropes:

· Alliterations (the repetition of adjacent or closely following consonant sounds [f], [p] and [b]) – fumbling fretfully; pile of papers; in bed by nine; for fear. This phonetic SD (I. R. Galperin), phono-graphical EM (V. A. Kukharenko), unit of syntagmatic phonetics (Yu. M. Skrebnev), or rhetorical figure (American and British stylists) brings a melodic effect into the extract.

· Italics – what’s the matter with you; what of. This graphical EM (V. A. Kukharenko), or rhetorical figure (American and British stylists) is used in the extract to show the words that are pronounced with emphasis.

· Breaks-in-the-narrative (aposiopesis) shown graphically by three dots – why … why …; of myself … no, not myself, but my body! I’m not well … I’m getting worse all the time. The doctors don’t make out what is the matter … I don’t sleep … I worry … I forget things, etc. This syntactical SD (I. R. Galperin), a unit of paradigmatic syntax (Yu. M. Skrebnev), or rhetorical figure (American and British stylists) is used to show that Farrar is overexcited, over worried and does not know what to do and what he is ill with, and his emotions prevent him from speaking.

· Hyperbole (deliberate exaggeration) – I’m frightened to death. It is a lexical SD (I. R. Galperin and V. A. Kukharenko), a figure of quantity (Yu. M. Skrebnev), or a rhetorical figure (American and British stylists). As this phrase is used quite often to show how much one is frightened, it is a trite hyperbole.

· Metaphors - the floodgates were open; the younger man burst out in exclamations; I’m in hell. It is a lexical SD (I. R. Galperin and V. A. Kukharenko), a figure of quality (Yu. M. Skrebnev), or a rhetorical figure (American and British stylists). In the extract we have one trite metaphor (I’m in hell) and two genuine ones (the floodgates were open; the younger man burst out in exclamations) to characterize Farrar and his state.
· Epithets – thin, nervous, knotted fingers; black hours. Both epithets are trite, as they are quite often used to describe thin fingers and one’s difficult time respectively. The first (thin, nervous, knotted fingers) is a string of epithets, and the second (black hours) is a transferred (figurative) epithet. Epithet is a lexical SD according to I. R. Galperin and V. A. Kukharenko, or a rhetorical figure according to American and British stylists.

· Complete parallel constructions – I worry; I forget things; I take no interest. This syntactical SD (I. R. Galperin and V. A. Kukharenko), or rhetorical figure (American and British stylists) is used to bring rhythmic effect to the utterance and make several ides equally important.

· Interjection – heavens! It is a derivative bookish interjection, a lexical EM (I.R. Galperin) used to show Farrar’s emotions.

· Oxymoron – a perfect hell of ignoble terror. Oxymoron is a lexical SD (I. R. Galperin and V. A. Kukharenko), a figure of contrast (Yu. M. Skrebnev), or a rhetorical figure (American and British stylists). In this extract two genuine attributive oxymorons are used in one string to characterize Farrar’s great fear of the situation.

· Punctuation. Exclamation marks and dots are used to show that Farrar is overexcited.

Text 2 The Tell-Tale Heart (Edgar Allan Poe)
True! – nervous – very, very dreadfully nervous I had been and am; but why will you say that I am mad? The disease had sharpened my senses – not destroyed – not dulled them. Above all was the sense of hearing acute. I heard all things in the heaven and in the earth. I heard many things in hell. How, then, am I mad? Hearken! and observe how healthily – how calmly I can tell you the whole story.

It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my brain; but once conceived, it haunted me day and night. Object there was none. Passion there was none. I loved the old man. He had never wronged me. He had never given me insult. For his gold I had no desire. I think it was his eye! yes, it was this! He had the eye of a vulture – a pale blue eye, with a film over it. Whenever it fell upon me, my blood ran cold; and so by degrees – very gradually – I made up my mind to take the life of the old man, and thus rid myself of the eye forever.

Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know nothing. But you should have seen me. You should have seen how wisely I proceeded – with what caution – with what foresight – with what dissimulation I went to work! I was never kinder to the old man than during the whole week before I killed him. And every night, about midnight, I turned the latch of his door and opened it—oh, so gently! And then, when I had made an opening sufficient for my head, I put in a dark lantern, all closed, closed, so that no light shone out, and then I thrust in my head. Oh, you would have laughed to see how cunningly I thrust it in! I moved it slowly – very, very slowly, so that I might not disturb the old man's sleep. It took me an hour to place my whole head within the opening so far that I could see him as he lay upon his bed. Ha! – would a madman have been so wise as this? And then, when my head was well in the room, I undid the lantern cautiously – oh, so cautiously – cautiously (for the hinges creaked) – I undid it just so much that a single thin ray fell upon the vulture eye. And this I did for seven long nights – every night just at midnight – but I found the eye always closed; and so it was impossible to do the work; for it was not the old man who vexed me, but his Evil Eye. And every morning, when the day broke, I went boldly into the chamber, and spoke courageously to him, calling him by name in a hearty tone, and inquiring how he had passed the night. So you see he would have been a very profound old man, in​deed, to suspect that every night, just at twelve, I looked in upon him while he slept.
Upon the eighth night I was more than usually cautious in opening the door. A watch's minute hand moves more quickly than did mine. Never before that night had I felt the extent of my own powers – of my sagacity. I could scarcely contain my feelings of triumph. To think that there I was, opening the door, little by little, and he not even to dream of my secret deeds or thoughts. I fairly chuckled at the idea; and perhaps he heard me; for he moved on the bed suddenly, as if startled. Now you may think that I drew back – but no. His room was as black as pitch with the thick darkness (for the shutters were close fastened, through fear of robbers), and so I knew that he could not see the opening of the door, and I kept pushing it on steadily, steadily.
I had my head in, and was about to open the lantern, when my thumb slipped upon the tin fastening, and the old man sprang up in bed, crying out – "Who's there?"
I kept quite still and said nothing. For a whole hour I did not move a muscle, and in the meantime I did not hear him lie down. He was still sitting up in the bed listening – just as I have done, night after night, hearkening to the deathwatches in the wall.
Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was the groan of mortal terror. It was not a groan of pain or of grief – oh, no! – it was the low stifled sound that arises from the bottom of the soul when overcharged with awe. I knew the sound well. Many a night, just at midnight, when all the world slept, it has welled up from my own bosom, deepening, with its dreadful echo, the terrors that distracted me. I say I knew it well. I knew what the old man felt, and pitiedhim, although I chuckled at heart. I knew that he had been lying awake ever since the first slight noise, when he had turned in the bed. His fears had been ever since growing upon him. He had been trying to fancy them causeless, but could not. He had been saying to himself, "It is nothing but the wind in the chimney – it is only a mouse crossing the floor," or "It is merely a cricket which has made a single chirp." Yes, he had been trying to comfort himself with these suppositions: but he had found all in vain. All in vain; because Death, in approaching him, had stalked with his black shadow before him, and enveloped the victim. And it was the mournful influence of the unperceived shadow that caused him to feel – although he neither saw nor heard – to feel the presence of my head within the room.

When I had waited a long time, very patiently, without hearing him lie down, I resolved to open a little – a very, very little crevice in the lantern. So I opened it – you cannot imagine how stealthily, stealthily – until, at length, a simple dim ray, like the thread of the spider, shot from out the crevice and fell full upon the vulture eye.
It was open – wide, wide open – and I grew furious as I gazed upon it. I saw it with perfect distinctness – all a dull blue, with a hideous veil over it that chilled the very marrow in my bones; but I could see nothing else of the old man's face or person: for I had directed the ray as if by instinct, precisely upon the spot.
And have I not told you that what you mistake for madness is but overacuteness of the senses? – now, I say, there came to my ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I knew that sound well, too. It was the beating of the old man's heart. It increased my fury, as the beating of a drum stimulates the soldier into courage.
But even yet I refrained and kept still. I scarcely breathed. I held the lantern motionless. I tried how steadily I could maintain the ray upon the eye. Meantime the hellish tattoo of the heart increased. It grew quicker and quicker, and louder and louder every instant. The old man's terror must have been extreme! It grew louder, I say, louder every moment! – do you mark me well? I have told you that I am nervous. So I am. And now at the dead hour of the night, amid the dreadful silence of that old house, so strange a noise as this excited me to uncontrollable terror. Yet, for some minutes longer I refrained and stood still. But the beating grew louder, louder! I thought the heart must burst. And now a new anxiety seized me – the sound would be heard by a neighbor! The old man's hour had come! With a loud yell, I threw open the lantern and leaped into the room. He shrieked once – once only. In an instant I dragged him to the floor, and pulled the heavy bed over him. I then smiled gaily, to find the deed so far done. But, for many minutes, the heart beat on with a muffled sound. This, however, did not vex me; it would not be heard through the wall. At length it ceased. The old man was dead. I removed the bed and examined the corpse. Yes, he was stone, stone dead. I placed my hand upon the heart and held it there many minutes. There was no pulsation. He was stone dead. His eye would trouble me no more.
If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer when I describe the wise precautions I took for the concealment of the body. The night waned, and I worked hastily, but in silence. First of all I dismembered the corpse. I cut off the head and the arms and the legs.
I then took up three planks from the flooring of the chamber, and deposited all between the scantlings. I then replaced the boards so cleverly, so cunningly, that no human eye – not even his – could have detected anything wrong. There was nothing to wash out – no stain of any kind – no blood spot whatever. I had been too wary for that. A tub had caught all – ha, ha!
When I had made an end of these labors, it was four o'clock – still dark as midnight. As the bell sounded the hour, there came a knocking at the street door. I went down to open it with a light heart, for what had I now to fear? There entered three men, who introduced themselves, with perfect suavity, as officers of the police. A shriek had been heard by a neighbor during the night; suspicion of foul play had been aroused; information had been lodged at the police office, and they (the officers) had been deputed to search the premises.
I smiled, for what had I to fear? I bade the gentlemen welcome. The shriek, I said, was my own in a dream. The old man, I mentioned, was absent in the country. I took my visitors all over the house. I bade them search – search well. I led them, at length, to his chamber. I showed them his treasures, secure, undisturbed. In the en​thusiasm of my confidence, I brought chairs into the room, and desired them here to rest from their fatigues, while I myself, in the wild audaci​ty of my perfect triumph, placed my own seat upon the very spot beneath which reposed the corpse of the victim.
The officers were satisfied. My manner had convinced them. I was singularly at ease. They sat, and while I answered cheerily, they chatted of familiar things. But, ere long, I felt myself getting pale and wished them gone. My head ached, and I fancied a ringing in my ears; hut still they sat and still chatted. The ringing became more distinct – it continued and became more distinct; I talked more freely to get rid of the feeling; but it continued and gained definiteness – until, at length, I found that the noise was not within my ears.
No doubt, I now grew very pale – but I talked more fluently, and with a heightened voice. Yet the sound increased – and what could I do? It was a low, dull, quick sound – much such a sound as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I gasped for breath – and yet the officers heard it not. I talked more quickly – more vehemently; but the noise steadily increased. I arose and argued about trifles, in a high key and with violent gesticulations; but the noise steadily increased. Why would they not be gone? I paced the floor to and fro with heavy strides, as if excited to fury by the observations of the men – but the noise steadily increased. Oh what could I do? I foamed – I raved – I swore! I swung the chair upon which I had been sitting, and grated it upon the boards, but the noise arose over all and continually increased. It grew louder – louder – louder! And still the men chat​ted pleasantly, and smiled. Was it possible they heard not? No, no! They heard! – they suspected – they knew – they were making a mockery of my horror – this I thought, and this I think. But anything was better than this agony! Anything was more tolerable than this derision! I could bear those hypocritical smiles no longer! I felt that I must scream or die! – and now – again! – hark! louder! louder! louder! louder! – 
"Villains!" I shrieked, "dissemble no more! I admit the deed! – tear up the planks! – here, here! – it is the beating of his hideous heart!"
Text 3 Language Families

A language family is a group of languages that have a common origin. Among the most important language families are the Indo-European, Finno-Ugric, Indo-Chinese, Malayo-Polynesian and Semitic.

Various branches exist within language families. For example, in the Indo-European family Germanic and Italic are subfamilies, and the Roman languages are a subgroup of Italic.

Linguists can trace the relationship of languages by comparing words in one language with words having the same meaning in another language. For instance, if we compare words in English and German, we find hand and Hand, foot, feet and Fu(, Fü(e, lips and Lippen, lungs and Lungen.
The relationships of this kind are characteristic of languages that belong to the same language family and do not exist across language-family lines.

Thus it may be established that Greek, the Slavic languages (such as Russian), the Celtic languages (such as Irish) and even some of the languages of India (such as Sanskrit) are members of the Indo-European family but it has been proved that Finnish and Hungarian do not belong to this family.

Text 4 MOMI: Museum of the Moving Image

Lights … Cameras … Action … Come to the award-winning Museum of the Moving Image and discover the fascinating and magical world of film and television. Both a museum and an experience, MOMI is an exciting blend of entertainment and education with plenty of hands-on fun. Enjoy a magic lantern show, “fly” over the Thames like Superman, be interviewed by Barry Norman or audition for a Hollywood screen test.

Text 5 Honeymoon under Capricorn

The perfect place for that once-in-a-lifetime (hopefully) dreamtime? How about a thousand miles east of Africa, under Capricorn1, on a sugar-and-spice island that dips its toes in the Indian Ocean? An island where casuarinas pines sway across white talcum powder sand and a coral reef keeps the sharks at a safe distance. Where the people are charming, the service in the hotels irreproachable and the food is terrific. If this is your idea of a honeymoon base, then go to Mauritius. After no less than five visits, it’s still one of my favourite islands.

From somewhere few people in the west had heard of 18 years ago, Mauritius has become a prize destination in the brochures. Tourism has been a tremendous boost to the island’s economy and the capital, Port Louis, has grown from a dusty old port into a sprawling commercial center, but elsewhere the island’s beauty spots remain unspoilt.

Most of the hotels are in splendid isolation or little groups. You wake up not to the sound of traffic but to the musical notes of the little red cardinals or bull-bulls who later sneak beakfuls of sugar from the breakfast tables.

Choose the old-colonial graciousness of the St. Geran. Princess Caroline of Monaco sleeps here and so does Frederick Forsyth2. one of his short stories is set in this hotel.

On the island you can play Hemingway and go deep-sea fishing. This is one of the world’s best areas to catch the big marlin and yellow-fish tuna.

But save that Frederick Forsyth story until you’re back at home. You’ll see why when you read The Emperor in No Comebacks.
1 refers to the Tropic of Capricorn, an imaginary line around the earth 23.5º south of the Equator.

2 an English writer of thrillers

Text 6 Declaration of Independence (Thomas Jefferson)
When in the Course of human events it be​comes necessary for one people to dissolve the political bands which have connected them with another, and to assume among the powers of the earth the separate and equal station to which the Laws of Nature and of Nature's God entitle them, a decent respect to the opinions of mankind requires that they should declare the causes which impel them to the separa​tion.
We hold these truths to be self-evident: that all men are created equal; that they are endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable Rights; that among these are Life, Liberty and the pursuit of Happiness; That to secure these rights, Governments are instituted among Men, deriving their just powers from the consent of the governed; That whenever any Form of Government becomes destructive of these ends, it is the Right of the People to alter or to abolish it, and to institute new Government, laying its foundation on such princi​ples, and organizing its powers in such form, as to them shall seem most likely to effect their Safety and Happiness. Prudence, indeed, will dictate that Governments long established should not be changed for light and transient causes; and accordingly all experience hath shown that mankind are more disposed to suffer while evils are sufferable than to right themselves by abolishing the forms to which they are accustomed. But when a long train of abuses and usurpations, pursuing invariably the same Objects, evinces a design to reduce them under absolute Despotism, it is their right, it is their duty, to throw off such Gov​ernment, and to provide new Guards for their future security. Such has been the patient sufferance of these Colonies; and such is now the necessity which constrains them to alter their former Systems of Government. The history of the present King of Great Britain is a history of repeated injuries and usurpations, all having in direct object the establishment of an absolute Tyranny over these States. To prove this, let Facts be submitted to a candid world.
He has refused his Assent to Laws the most wholesome and necessary for the public good.
He has forbidden his Governors to pass Laws of immediate and pressing importance, unless suspended in their operation till his Assent should be obtained; and when so suspended, he has utterly neglected to attend to them.
He has refused to pass other Laws for the accommodation of large districts of people, unless those people would relinquish the right of Representation in the Legislature, a right ines​timable to them and formidable to tyrants only.
He has called together legislative bodies at places unusual, uncomfortable, and distant from the depository of their public records, for the sole purpose of fatiguing them into compliance with his measures.
He has dissolved Representative Houses repeatedly, for opposing with manly firmness his invasions on the rights of the people.
He has refused for a long time after such dissolutions to cause others to be elected, whereby the Legislative powers, incapable of Annihilation, have returned to the People at large for their exercise, the State remaining in the mean time exposed to all the dangers of in​vasions from without and convulsions within.
He has endeavored to prevent the popula​tion of these States; for that purpose obstructing the Laws for Naturalization of Foreigners, refusing to pass others to encourage their migration hither, and raising the conditions of new Appropriations of Lands.
He has obstructed the Administration of Justice, by refusing his Assent to Laws for es​tablishing Judiciary powers.
He has made Judges dependent on his Will alone for the tenure of their offices, and the amount and payment of their salaries.
He has erected a multitude of New Offices, and sent hither swarms of Officers to harass our people and eat out their substance.
He has kept among us, in times of peace, Standing Armies, without the Consent of our legislatures.
He has affected to render the Military independent of, and superior to, the Civil power.
He has combined with others to subject us to a jurisdiction foreign to our constitutions and unacknowledged by our laws; giving his Assent to their Acts of pretended Legislation:
For quartering large bodies of armed troops among us;
For protecting them, by a mock Trial, from punishment for any Murders which they should commit on the Inhabitants of these States;
For cutting off our Trade with all parts of the world;
For imposing Taxes on us without our Consent;
For depriving us, in many cases, of the benefits of Trial by Jury;
For transporting us beyond Seas to be tried for pretended offenses;
For abolishing the free System of English Laws in a neighboring Province, establishing therein an Arbitrary government, and enlarging its Boundaries, so as to render it at once an example and fit instrument for introducing the same absolute rule into these Colonies;
For taking away our Charters, abolishing our most valuable Laws, and altering, fundamentally, the Forms of our Governments;
For suspending our own Legislatures, and declaring themselves invested with Power to legislate for us in all cases whatsoever.
He has abdicated Government here, by declaring us out of his Protection and waging War against us.
He has plundered our seas, ravaged our Coasts, burned our towns, and destroyed the lives of our people.
He is at this time transporting large Armies of foreign Mercenaries to complete the works of death, desolation and tyranny, already begun with circumstances of Cruelty and perfidyscarcely paralleled in the most barbarous ages, and totally unworthy the Head of a civilized nation.
He has constrained our fellow Citizens taken Captive on the high Seas to bear Arms against their Country, to become the execu​tioners of their friends and Brethren, or to fall themselves by their Hands.

He has excited domestic insurrections amongst us, and has endeavored to bring on the inhabitants of our frontiers the merciless Indian Savages whose known rule of warfare is an undistinguished destruction of all ages, sexes, and conditions.
In every stage of these Oppressions We have Petitioned for Redress in the most humble terms. Our repeated Petitions have been answered only by repeated injury. A Prince whose character is thus marked by every act which may define a Tyrant is unfit to be the ruler of a free people.
Nor have We been wanting in attentions to our British brethren. We have warned them from time to time of attempts by their legislature to extend an unwarrantable juris​diction over us. We have reminded them of the circumstances of our emigration and settlement here. We have appealed to their native justice and magnanimity, and we have conjured them by the ties of our common kindred to disavow these usurpations, which would inev​itably interrupt our connections and corre​spondence. They too have been deaf to the voice of justice and of consanguinity. We must therefore acquiesce in the necessity which denounces our Separation and hold them, as we hold the rest of mankind, Enemies in War, in Peace Friends.
We, therefore, the Representatives of the United States of America in General Congress Assembled, appealing to the Supreme Judge of the world for the rectitude of our intentions, do in the Name and by the Authority of the good People of these Colonies, solemnly pub​lish and declare that these United Colonies are and of right ought to be Free and Independent States; that they are Absolved from all Alle​giance to the British Crown, and that all polit​ical connection between them and the State of Great Britain is and ought to be totally dis​solved, and that as Free and Independent States, they have full Power to levy War, con​clude Peace, contract Alliances, establish Com​merce, and to do all other Acts and Things which Independent States may of right do.
And for the support of this Declaration, with a firm reliance on the protection of Di​vine Providence, we mutually pledge to each other our Lives, our Fortunes, and our sacred Honor.
Text 7 Nobel Prize Acceptance Speech (William Faulkner)
I feel that this award was not made to me as a man but to my work – a life's work in the agony and sweat of the human spirit, not for glory and least of all for profit, but to create out of the materials of the human spirit some​thing which did not exist before. So this award is only mine in trust. It will not be difficult to find a dedication for the money part of it com​mensurate with the purpose and significance of its origin. But I would like to do the same with the acclaim too, by using this moment as a pin​nacle from which I might be listened to by the young men and women already dedicated to the same anguish and travail, among whom is already that one who will some day stand here where I am standing.
Our tragedy today is a general and universal physical fear so long sustained by now that we can even bear it. There are no longer problems of the spirit. There is only the question: when will I be blown up? Because of this, the young man or woman writing today has forgotten the problems of the human heart in conflict with itself which alone can make good writing be​cause only that is worth writing about, worth the agony and the sweat.
He must learn them again. He must teach himself that the basest of all things is to be afraid; and, teaching himself that, forget it for​ever, leaving no room in his workshop for any​thing but the old verities and truths of the heart, the old universal truths lacking which any story is ephemeral and doomed – love and honor and pity and pride and compassion and sacrifice. Until he does so he labors under a curse. He writes not of love but of lust, of de feats in which nobody loses anything of value, of victories without hope and worst of all with out pity or compassion. His griefs grieve on no universal bones, leaving no scars. He writes not of the heart but of the glands.
Until he relearns these things he will write as though he stood among and watched the end of man. I decline to accept the end of man. It is easy enough to say that man is im​mortal simply because he will endure, that when the last ding-dong of doom has clanged and faded from the last worthless rock hanging tideless in the last red and dying evening, that even then there will still be one more sound: that of his puny inexhaustible voice, still talk​ing. I refuse to accept this. I believe that man will not merely endure: he will prevail. He is immortal, not because he alone among creatures has an inexhaustible voice, but because he has a soul, a spirit capable of compassion and sacrifice and endurance. The poet's, the writer's, duty is to write about these things It is his privilege to help man endure by lifting his heart, by reminding him of the courage and honor and hope and pride and compassion and pity and sacrifice which have been the glory of his past. The poet's voice need not merely he the record of man, it can be one of the props, the pillars to help him endure and prevail.

Text 8 Life Without Principle (extract) (Henry David Thoreau)
Let us consider the way in which we spend our lives.
This world is a place of business. What an infinite bustle! I am awaked almost every night by the panting of the locomo​tive. It interrupts my dreams. There is no sabbath. It would be glorious to see man​kind at leisure for once. It is nothing but work, work, work. I cannot easily buy a blankbook to write thoughts in; they are commonly ruled for dollars and cents. An Irishman, seeing me making a minute in the fields, took it for granted that I was calculating my wages. If a man was tossed out of a window when an infant, and so made a cripple for life, or scared out of his wits by the Indians, it is regretted chiefly because he was thus incapacited for – business! I think that there is noth​ing, not even crime, more opposed to poetry, to philosophy, ay, to life itself, than this incessant business.
If a man walks in the woods for love of them half of each day, he is in danger of being regarded as a loafer; but if he spends his whole day as a speculator, shearing off those woods and making earth bald before her time, he is esteemed an industrious and enterprising citizen. As if a town had no interest in its forests but to cut them down!
Most men would feel insulted if it were proposed to employ them in throwing stones over a wall, and then in throwing them back, merely that they might earn their wages. But many are no more worthily employed now. For instance: just after sunrise, one summer morning, I noticed one of my neighbors walking beside his team, which was slowly dragging a heavy hewn stone swung under the axle, surrounded by an atmosphere of industry – his day’s work begun, - his brow commenced to sweat – a reproach to all sluggards and idlers – pausing abreast the shoulders of his oxen, and half turning round with his merciful whip while they gained their length on him. And I thought, such a labor which the American Congress exists to protect, - honest, manly toil, - honest as the day is long, - that makes his bread taste sweet, and keeps society sweet, - which all men, respect and have consecrated; one of the sacred band, doing the needful but irksome drudgery. Indeed, I felt a slight reproach, because I observed this from a window, and was not abroad and stirring about a similar business. The day went by, and at evening I passed the yard of another neighbor, who keeps many servants, and spends much money foolishly, while he adds nothing to the common stock, and there I saw the stone of the morning lying beside a whimsical structure intended to adorn this Lord Timothy Dexter's premises, and the dignity forthwith departed from the teamster's labor, in my eyes. In my opinion, the sun was made to light worthier toil than this. I may add that his employer has since run off, in debt to a good part of the town, and, after passing through Chancery, has settled somewhere else, there to become once more a patron of the arts.

The ways by which you may get money almost without exception lead downward. To have done anything by which you earned money merely is to have been truly idle or worse. If the laborer gets no more than the wages, which his employer pays him, he is cheated, he cheats himself.

The aim of the laborer should be, not to get his living, to get “a good job”, but to perform well a certain work. Do not hire a man who does your work for money, but him who does it for love of it …

Text 9 maggie and milly and molly and may (e. e. cummings)

maggie and milly and molly and may

went down to the beach (to play one day)

and maggie discovered a shell that sang

so sweetly she couldn’t remember her troubles, and

milly befriended a stranded star

whose rays five languid fingers were;

and molly was chased by a horrible thing

which raced sideways while blowing bubbles and

may came home with a smooth round stone

as small as a world and as large as alone.

For whatever we lose (like a you or a me)

it' s always ourselves we find in the sea

Text 10 Return to Dust (George Bamber)

Characters
James Howard, a research scientist
Miss Pritchart, a secretary
Dr. Bader, Director of Research
Act 1

[Music: Up and out]
James:[Gaining presence with the breathy quality of an amateur] Testing. . . one two three. Testing-testing. Attention, Dr. Warren Bader, Department of Pathology, School of Medicine, State University. Dear Dr. Bader: This is James Howard, Research Fellow in Pathology speaking. Ahhh, I don't know quite how to begin. At the moment I am seated on the tape recorder that is recording this message to you. As a point of fact, by the yard stick on my desk, I stand exactly one foot, one inch tall and I am steadily decreasing in size. Ahhh-hem. I am on top of my desk; I climbed up here before I should shrink to a point where I would be physically unable to get from the floor to the chair and thus to the desk top, and the telephone.
Ahh, it is a very strange experience to find one's desk an insurmountable object, like a mountain, to climb. However, the phone is by my side now and since it is my last contact with the outside world, it is imperative that I do not become separated from it. I have been trying to reach you by phone since eight this morning. As you are not at home, and have not yet arrived at your office, it occurred to me there exists a distinct possibility that I might not be able to contact you before it becomes too late. I calculate that if I continue to shrink at my present rate of speed, it is possible that I will become invisible to the human eye sometime before midnight.
Since you are the only person with an adequate scientific background and technical knowledge to save me, it is imperative that my last whereabouts is known to you in the event that I cannot contact you by phone. [Quickly] I'm confident that it will just be a matter of moments before I do; this recording is merely a precaution.
As you will have discovered by now, I have gone against your orders and pursued my theory of cancer cell growth by working at night after my regular duties. This is the same theory I proposed in publication December 1, 1957, and which you publicly ridiculed in the Scientific American Journal, September 3, 1958. Unfortunately, you were wrong, Dr. Bader. The biochemical agent not only stops abnormal cell division, but reduces the existing cells in physical size until the neutralizer is induced. [Groping for proof] The fact that I have shrunk from five and one half feet to one foot should be proof beyond refutation, though my condition is the result of an accident.
While trying to introduce a more powerful catalyst in the laboratory last night, I inadvertently created an uncontrolled reaction which manifested itself as a white mist which filled the entire lab. The mist lasted no more than a few seconds and as I could observe no effects other than this, I continued working. When I got home, I descended into one of the deepest and blackest sleeps I have ever experienced. I awoke this morning to dis​cover myself literally lost in a sea of blankets.
I had shrunk five feet during the night. Naturally, my first reaction was one of panic, but I soon realized that my only salvation was to remain calm until I contacted you. You'll find a more complete report of my theory, and the experiments which I've conducted to prove it, in the uncompleted thesis here on my desk. [Trying to conceal his pride] My thesis, Dr. Bader, will open the door to a cure for man's worst disease: Cancer. Ahhh-hem.
As for myself, you'll find detailed instructions on how to reverse the action which I've accidentally initiated upon myself. You'll find this on pages [grunting] 79.
[Sound: Exaggerated sound, as if the first page of a manuscript were being turned close to a microphone]

James:. . . through 82, yes, that's right: 79 through 82. No matter how small I may become, even microscopic, you will be able to reverse the process if you follow the instructions on those pages. [He grunts, as if dropping the leaf of a heavy book]

[Sound: The swish and thud of page and book cover closing]

James:[Introspectively] To think that the cover of my thesis, the manuscript I used to carry easily in one hand, has become as difficult for me to move as the cover to my grave. [Shaking himself out of his reverie] Here now, no time for morbidity. I had better place another telephone call to your office, Dr. Bader, while I'm still big enough to dial the phone.

[Sound: Under his speech, James’ footsteps across the papers on his desk to the phone]

James:It is just possible your efficient secretary forgot to tell you that I called. [Amused] The phone has grown almost half as tall as I am. [He lifts the phone] A strange sensation.

[Sound: We hear the phone being bumped from its cradle and then clatter as he lets it fall to the desk. The dialing of the phone is exaggerated in amplitude; while the release spin is normal, the wind up is tortured]
James:[Dialing, with effort] Who would think [Grunt] the tensor springs on these. . . dials would be so. . . strong. [He laughs] And who would think. . . I would have to use both hands. . . to dial a telephone. [He chuckles mirthlessly] Steady, James Howard; now is no time to misdial.

[Sound: The last digit of the number spins into place and we settle down to wait as the phone rings at the other end of the line, once, twice, three times before it is finally picked up]
Miss Pritchart: [She is a woman who has retained her maidenhood for fifty-three years, not only physically, but mentally as well] [Filtered] Pathology, Dr. Bader's office. Miss Pritchart speaking.

James:[Unable to hide the urgency of his situation from his voice] Miss Pritchart, has Dr. Bader come in yet?

Miss P.: [Filtered] Who shall I say is calling?

James:This is James Howard, Miss Pritchart. It's urgent.

Miss P.: [Filtered] It doesn't sound like you, Mr. Howard.

James:It's me – I – all right.

Miss P.: [Silence as the line goes dead] I'm sorry, Dr. Bader isn't in. I have your number. . .

James:Are you sure?
Miss P.: [Filtered] Yes, I am sure. Dr. Bader is not, at this moment, in his office.

James:Now look, Miss Pritchart, don't pull that Dr. Bader-isn't-in stuff to me. You tell Dr. Bader I have to talk to him.

Miss P.:[Filtered] I'm sorry, Mr. Howard, Dr. Bader is not in.

James:Look, this is a matter of life and death.

Miss P.: [Filtered] Mr. Howard. . . 

James:Tell him to answer his damn telephone.

Miss P.:[Filtered] Mr. Howard, I assure you Dr. Bader is not in his office. I will have him call you as soon as he comes in. In the meantime, is there any​thing I can do?

James:There's nothing anyone can do but Dr. Bader. He's the only man in theworld that can help me. Do you understand that?

Miss P.: [Filtered] Well, I'll tell him as soon as he comes in.

James:Yes, you do that, Miss Pritchart.
[Sound: The filtered click of the receiver being hung up at her end of the line, the thump and clatter of the phone at his end as he replaces it on the cradle]

James:[Silence, after a moment] Why Dr. Bader, why of all days did you have to pick today to change your routine? For the last twenty years you've been inyour office from nine until twelve. Why in hell did you have to pick this morning to change?
[Music: Up and out – end of Act 1]
Act 2

[Music: Up and out, indicates passage of time]
James:Yes, self preservation is the most powerful instinct. It is now three-thirty in the afternoon, and I have shrunk to the incredible height of six inches, and I am continuing to shrink, yet I am taking every precaution to guaran​tee that I stay alive.
But what have I got to live for? What am I? A thirty-two-year old, old man that's losing his hair in front and walks with a stoop from years of hunching over microscopes to watch little cells divide. And what have I got to show for it? A cheap furnished room, a meager position as a research fellow, which doesn't pay enough to live like other people. Not enough to have a wife or children. And no dignity certainly: Yes, Dr. Bader, no, Dr. Bader, most assuredly, Dr. Bader. The old hypocrite!

[Sound: In the background, we hear the tentative chirp of a parakeet

James:All that I can call mine is in this room: one suit, some socks with holes in them, piles of heavy books, the microscope on my desk, and a tape recorder to record my notes on. That's all that will be left of Mr. James Howard, research fellow.
Sound: The chattering of the parakeet attracts our attention. He is in a cage overhead]
James:[Slightly cheered] Excuse me, Dr. Pasteur.
[Sound: Bird again]
James:And one green and gold parakeet with the name of Pasteur.

[Sound: Bird]
James:[Shouting up to cage] To pose a hypothetical problem, Dr. Pasteur, who's going to change the water in your cage if I shrink away to infinity? Cer​tainly not Dr. Bader; he might steal what little water you had, but he wouldn't change it.

[Sound: Bird chattering]
James:[To himself] Who will? If I don't contact the good doctor, it may be a week before the landlady comes up here to clean. He'd starve to death. I've got to open that cage and let him loose. But how? The yard stick.

[Sound: His walking to the yard stick]

James:I can push the latch open with that. . .  yes. . .
[Sound: The distant sound of the stick knocking against the metal cage]

James:Yes. . . I can just reach it. . . [The effort of swinging the stick] There. Ah, come on out, the door's open, Dr. Pasteur. You're free. The window is open across the room. There's a whole world ahead of you. Fly away and make a name for yourself. [To himself] The whole world. What am I talking about? I've got the whole world at my feet if I live. After I publish my thesis, I'll be famous. I'll have everything I ever dreamed of. But not unless Dr. Bader has all the instructions. So, we resume taping. But I can't reach the start button on the recorder. These books, like a grand staircase to the top of the recorder.

[Sound: Clambering footsteps. Feet on metal]
James:And now to start the machine. [Effort] But I can't push it. Kick it – ow, that hurt. I've got it. Jump on it.

[Sound: Jumps. Big click. Big whirr of machine]
James:There we go. Dr. Bader? Dr. Bader, this is James Howard recording again. I have still not received your phone call, but I have not given up hope. The call will come. [The strain is evident in his voice] I am convinced of that. It is just a matter of time. In the meanwhile, I have made the neces​sary precautions for isolating myself in the event that you do not call before tomorrow morning. I have taped a ramp, from a ruler, to the stage of the microscope. Glued to the microscope is a transparent glass petri dish. As soon as it becomes apparent that I'm in danger of being lost from view on the desk, I will make my way to the petri dish.
But what if you haven't called by that time? I could be lost in the petri dish. I could prepare a slide for myself. [Thinking] If I diminished to the size of a one-celled organism, I would have no difficulty in crawling under the cover glass and taking up a position directly under the lens. Perhaps I should prepare a slide now.

[Sound: With piercing suddenness the phone begins to ring]
James:[With unconcealed joy and relief in his voice] You've called, Dr. Bader. You've called at last.
[Sound: The footsteps of a six-inch man running across the desk to the telephone and then the silence that follows as we hear him tugging and grunting. Phone ring. The noise of a phone being pushed this way and that in its cradle]
James:[Horrified] No.
[Sound: Again the struggle and the phone rings again]
James:I can't lift it. I'm too small. I can't lift it off the cradle.

[Sound: Phone ring]
James:Don't stop ringing, please! I'll lift it. . . but how? A lever! Give me a lever and I can move the world.

[Sound: Phone ring]
James:But what? A pencil! I can do it with a pencil. Don't hang up, Dr. Bader. . . I'm looking. . . I'm looking.

[Sound: His scuffling through the papers on his desk]
James:A pencil. . . a pencil, a pen. . . Here we are.
[Sound: Phone ring, and james running to the phone]
James:Please don't hang up, Dr. Bader, I'm coming, I'm coming.
[Sound: The sound of the pencil being jammed between the receiver and its base and the ensuing struggle to lever it off its base]
James:Just don't stop ringing. . . please don't stop ringing. . . please. . .

[Sound: Phone ring]
James:[Almost hysterical] I'm trying. . . I'm trying. . . just don't hang up, Dr. Bader. . . I've almost got it. . . just a little more.
[Sound: Suddenly the phone receiver clatters against the desk, followed by the run​ning whip of cord against the edge of the desk]
James:No.

[Sound: A bump and the crash and ring characteristic of a phone base as it hits the floor after a fall from a table]

Miss Pritchart: [Filtered] Hello?

James:[Yelling] Miss Pritchart?

Miss P.: Mr. Howard?

James:Can you hear me? Get Dr. Bader.

Miss P.: [Impatient] Hello?

James:[Yelling] Miss Pritchart, I'm on top of the desk. The phone fell on the floor.
Miss P.: Hello?

James:I'm only six inches tall. You've got to get me help.
Miss P.: Hello, are you there, Mr. Howard?
James:Yes, I'm here. I'm here.
[Sound: The electric buzz of an office intercom filtered over. The phone lying on the floor]
Dr. Bader: [Filtered – curtly] Howard!
Miss P.: [Filtered] No, this is Miss Pritchart. I called Mr. Howard's room but he doesn't answer or something.

James:[Yelling] I'm here, Dr. Bader, I'm here.

Dr. Bader: What do you mean he doesn't answer?
Miss P.: Well, I rang and rang and then the phone just went dead. You can hear for yourself.

Dr. Bader: Went dead?

James:[Yelling] The phone didn't go dead, it fell on the floor.

Dr. Bader: [Filtered] Well, call him back in about an hour. See if he answers then.

James:Don't hang up, Miss Pritchart. I can't put my phone back on the hook.

Miss P.: What if he doesn't answer then?

James:[Yelling] All you'll get is a busy signal.

Dr. Bader: What do you mean, what if he doesn't answer? He will.

Miss P.: When he called this morning, he sounded very strange.

James:Don't let him hang up, Miss Pritchart.

Dr. Bader: Howard's been very strange since the day he joined the department. If you can't get him today, I'll talk to him when I see him tomorrow.
James:No. . . no. . . no. . .
Miss P.: Yes, Dr. Bader.

James:No-o-o. . . please don't hang up. . .

[Sound: The click of the receiver being hung up at the far end, followed by the unrelenting dial tone]
James:I'm still here. . .  please don't hang up. . .  Dr. Bader, please. . .
[Sound: In the background, again the dial tone continues. . .]

[Music: Up and out. End of Act 2]
Act 3

[Music: Up and out]
James:I almost gave up when you hung up, Dr. Bader, but then I remembered a simple law of mathematics. No matter how often you divide a thing, there's still something left. So I went ahead with the preparation for my survival. And a good thing too. It's not yet six o'clock, and I am now only an inch and a half tall.
But everything is now arranged. In the exact center of the petri dish on the microscope stage is a prepared slide complete with slip cover and label. The only thing lacking is the specimen, and that is me. If I become so small that I am in danger of being lost in the petri dish, I will make my way to the exact center of the slide and take up a position there. You should be able to see me for some time to come because I focused the microscope. All you have to do, Dr. Bader, is look, just look to see me. My world is such a different place now: books are as huge as buildings and pencils seem like telephone poles. I wonder what my world will look like if no one ever finds me. Oh, yes, Dr. Bader, the slide under the microscope is labeled carefully. Of all the slides I've labeled in my life time, I hardly thought the last one might become my epitaph. Specimen: James Howard; Species: Homo Sa​piens; Condition: Excellent.

[Sound: The flutter of wings passing close by]
James:Dr. Pasteur.
[Sound: Another pass]
James:Haven't you flown the coop yet?

[Sound: Aflutter and a chirp]
James:Is your loyalty so great that you refuse to leave so long as the last particle of me remains?

[Sound: Chirp]
James:What an ugly monster you are when viewed from this perspective. Your feathers are like scales of armor, infested with lice, I see. . . and that beak. . .

[Sound: A chirp and a sharp thud on the desk]
James:[Screams]

[Sound: The scream frightens the bird, evidently, because we hear the flutter of wings lifting in the air and then settling back down]
James:No. Dr. Pasteur, NO. If only I had a weapon. . .

[Sound: Chirp]
James:Stay away. [Tohimself] Back up slowly. . . don't run. . .  low . . .  back between the books and the microphone . . .  slowly: NOW!

[Sound: Confusion of feet and wings and a screaming chirp followed by heavybreathing close to microphone . . . then a chirp, and a tentative peck at the microphone]
James:I'm safe here . . . until he loses interest. I should have let him starve to death in his cage. [Suddenly afraid] I wonder if the tape's still recording? I can see the spools still turning, high above me, the clear plastic reflecting the last rays of the sun setting outside my window. . . but I can't see if there's tape. [Yelling] Are you still there? Am I recording, Dr. Bader? This is James Howard. As soon as that bird loses interest, I'm going to make a break for it.

I'll make the microscope, Bader, don't you worry. Treat that slide marked "James Howard" just like it was me. You understand? Even if you don't think I'm in it. If you can't bring me back, publish my thesis for me. [Yelling] You hear me, Dr. Bader? Publish my thesis. I can't die smaller than dust unknown. Publish. . . I have nothing left, Dr. Bader, not even my body. Give me my thesis. [A new idea] You wouldn't dare publish it in your name, Dr. Bader, would you? All you'll have to do is change the name on the title page. You wouldn't stoop that low, would you? [Screaming] No, no! Give me my thesis, Dr. Bader, give me that much. Do you hear me? Am I recording? Give me immortality, Dr. Bader. I want the world to know I lived. Publish the thesis in my name. Do you hear me, Dr. Bader? Give me immort – 

[Sound: Under the approaching flutter of the bird – then a huge chirp – and the thud of the bird' s . . .   mandibles closing on mike . . . fade. . . fluttering wings and chirp of bird to normal level. . .][Music: Up and out]

TEXTS FOR STYLISTIC DISCUSSION

Read the following texts and answer the questions

TEXT 1
1. Speak on the way Irene is presented in the passage:
a) in the author's description

b) in represented speech.
2. Pick out metaphors and similes and analyse them.
3.  Discuss epithets in the author's speech and in represented speech.
4.  Analyse represented speech used in the passage and its peculiarities.
5.  Pick out cases of the combination of represented speech with direct speech and speak on the effect achieved.
6. Speak on the function of repetition.
7.  Discuss the images the author repeatedly resorts to describe Irene.

THE MAN OF PROPERTY

 IRENE'S RETURN
The passage deals with Irene's return home after Bosinney's death.
On reaching home, and entering the little lighted hall with his latchkey, the first thing that caught his eye was his wife's gold-mounted umbrella lying on the rug chest. Flinging off his fur coat, he hurried to the drawing-room.
The curtains were drawn for the night, a bright fire of cedar logs burned in the grate, and by its light he saw Irene sitting in her usual corner on the sofa. He shut the door softly, and went towards her. She did not move, and did not seem to see him.
"So you've come back?" he said. "Why are you sitting here in the dark?"
Then he caught sight of her face, so white and motionless that it seemed as though the blood must have stopped flowing in her veins; and her eyes, that looked enormous, like the great, wide, startled brown eyes of an owl.
Huddled in her grey fur against the sofa cushions, she had a strange resemblance to a captive owl, bunched in its soft feathers against the wires of a cage. The supple erectness of her figure was gone, as though she had been broken by cruel exercise; as though there were no longer any reason for being beautiful, and supple, and erect.
"So you've come back," he repeated.
She never looked up, and never spoke, the firelight playing over her motionless figure.
Suddenly she tried to rise, but he prevented her; it was then that he understood.
She had come back like an animal wounded to death, not knowing where to turn, not knowing what she was doing. The sight of her figure, huddled in the fur, was enough.
He knew then for certain that Bosinney had been her lover; knew that she had seen the report of his death — perhaps, like himself, had bought a paper at the draughty corner of a street, and read it.
She had come back then of her own accord, to the cage she had pined to be free of - and taking in all the tremendous significance of this, he

longed to cry: Take your hated body, that I love, out of my house! Take away that pitiful white face, so cruel and soft- before I crush it. Get out of my sight; never let me see you again!"
And, at those unspoken words, he seemed to see her rise and move away, like a woman in a terrible dream, from which she was fighting to awake - rise and go out into the lark and cold, without a thought of him, without so much as the knowledge of his presence.
Then he cried, contradicting what he had not yet spoken, "No; stay there!" And turning away from her, he sat down in his accustomed chair on the other side of the hearth.
They sat in silence.
And Soames thought: "Why is all this? Why should I suffer so? What have I done? It is not my fault!"
Again he looked at her, huddled like a bird that is shot and dying, whose poor breast you see panting as the air is taken from it, whose poor eyes look at you who have shot it, with a slow, soft, unseeing look, taking farewell of all that is good — of the sun, and the air, and its mate.
So they sat, by the firelight, in the silence, one on each side of the hearth.
And the fume of the burning cedar logs, that he loved so well, seemed to grip Soames by the throat till he could bear it no longer. And going out into the hall he flung the door wide, to gulp down the cold air that came in; then without hat or overcoat went out into the Square.
Along the garden rails a half-starved cat came rubbing her way towards him, and Soames thought: "Suffering! when will it cease, my suffering?"
At a front door across the way was a man of his acquaintance named Rutter, scraping his boots, with en air of "I am master here". And Soames walked on.
From far in the clear air the bells of the church where he and Irene had been married were pealing in "practice" for the advent of Christ, the chimes ringing out above the sound of traffic. He felt a craving for strong drink, to lull him to indifference, or rouse him to fury. If only he could burst out of himself, out of this web that for the first time in his life he felt around him. If only he could surrender to the thought: "Divorce her - turn her out! She has forgotten you. Forget her!"
If only he could surrender to the thought: "Let her go - she has suffered enough!"
If only he could surrender to the desire: "Make a slave of her- she is in your power!"
If only even he could surrender to the sudden vision: "What does it all matter?" Forget himself for a minute, forget that it mattered what he did, forget that whatever he did he must sacrifice something.
If only he could ad on an impulse!
He could forget nothing; surrender to no thought, vision, or desire; it was all too serious; too close around him, an unbreakable cage.
On the far side of the Square newspaper boys were calling their evening wares, and the ghoulish cries mingled and jangled with the sound of those church bells.
Soames covered his ears. The thought flashed across him that but for a chance, he himself, and not Bosinney, might be lying dead, and she, instead of crouching there like a shot bird with those dying eyes -
TEXT 2

1. Speak on the subject-matter of the passage.
2. What SDs are used in the first paragraph to show the mood of the characters after World War I?
3. Analyse the stylistic peculiarities (syntactical and phonetic) in the sentence "She was feeling the pressure of the world outside, and she wanted to see him and feel his presence beside her and be reassured that she was doing the right thing after all."
4.  What EMs and SDs stress the contradictory character of bourgeois society? (Pick out epithets, contextual antonyms, oxymoronic combinations, etc.)
5.  Analyse the SDs of zeugma in the sentence "There was a wholesome bulkiness about his person and his position", and say how it reveals the author's attitude to Tom Buchanan.
6. Analyse the last two paragraphs of the passage. Comment on the implication suggested by a kind of antithesis "Doubtless there was a certain struggle and a certain relief, and the unpredictability of the clinching sentence.
7. Summing up the analysis discuss the SDs used to describe Daisy's "artificial world".

F. SCOTT FITZGERALD
THE GREAT GATSBY
The passage deals with the description of the major character of the novel and American society after World War I.
He did extraordinarily well in the war. He was a captain before he went to the front, and following the Argonne bat ties he got his majority and the command of the divisional machine-guns. After the Armistice he tried frantically to get home, but some complication or misunderstanding sent him to Oxford instead. He was worried now -there was a quality of nervous despair in Daisy's letters. She didn't see why he couldn't come. She was feeling the pressure of the world outside, and she wanted to see him and feel his presence beside her and be reassured that she was doing the right thing after all.

For Daisy was young and her artificial world vas redolent of orchids and pleasant, cheerful snobbery and orchestras which set the rhythm of theyear, summing up the sadness and suggestiveness of life in newtunes. All night the saxophones wailed the hopeless comment of the "Beale Street Blues" while a hundred pairs of golden and silver slippers shuffled the shining dust. At the gray tea hour there were always rooms that throbbed incessantly with this low, sweet fever, while fresh faces drifted here and there like rose petals blown by the sad horns around the floor.
Through this twilight universe Daisy began to move again with the season; suddenly she was again keeping half a dozen dates a day with half a dozen men, and drowsing asleep at dawn with the beads and chiffon of an evening dress tangled among dying orchids on the floor beside her bed. And all the time something within her was crying for a decision. She wanted her life shaped now, immediately- and the decision must be made by some force - of love, of money, of unquestionable practicality - that was close at hand.
That force took shape in the middle of spring with the arrival of Tom Buchanan. There was a wholesome bulkiness about his person and his position, and Daisy was flattered. Doubtless there was a certain struggle and a certain relief. The letter reached Gatsby while he was still at Oxford.
TEXT 3

1. Note the structure of the excerpt, the role and the character of the author's remarks.
2. Note the blending of colloquial and literary variants of language in the speech of the characters.
3. Pick out sentences of epigrammatic character in Mrs. Cheveley's speech and dwell on the typical features of bourgeois society revealed in them.

4.  Comment on the connotation of the word "gentleman" in Sir Chiltern's indignant speech: "You seem to be unable to realize that you ere talking to an English gentleman".
5. Note the peculiar use of the verbs: "to buy", "to sell", "to pay" in the speech of the characters. What insight into bourgeois society is given through manipulations with these words.
6.  Discuss the EMs and SDs used by Mrs. Cheveley in her monologues. Whit insight into Mrs. Cheveley's character is given through the EMs and SDs she uses.
7.  Speak on the SDs used by Mrs. Cheveley to characterise the English press.
8. Comment on the language used by Sir Robert Chiltern and Mrs. Cheveley and say how the author shows their characters through their speech.
9.  Summing up the discussion of the scene speak on Wilde's exposure of the evils of bourgeois society.

OSCAR WILDE
AN IDEAL HUSBAND
Act I
Mrs. Chiveley, a cunning adventuress, comes to sir Robert Chiltem - a prominent public figure with the purpose of backmailing him. Mrs.Cheveley: Sir Robert, I will be quite frank with you. I want you to withdraw the report that you had intended to lay before the House, on the ground that you have reasons to believe that the Commissioners have been prejudiced or misinformed, or something. Then I want you to say a few words to the effect that the Government is going to reconsider the question, and that you have reason to believe that the Canal, if completed, will be of great international value. You know the sort of things ministers say in cases of this kind. A few ordinary platitudes will do. In modern life nothing produces such an effect as a good platitude. It makes the whole world kin. Will you dc that for me?
Sir. RobertChiltern: Mrs. Cheveley you cannot be serious in making me such a proposition!
Mrs.Cheveley: I am quite serious.
Sir Robert Chiltern (coldly): Fray allow me to believe that you are not.
Mrs. Chevel ey (speaking with great deliberation and emphasis): Ah! but I am. And if you do what I askyou, I... will pay you very handsomely!
Sir RobertChiltern: Pay me!
Mrs.Cheveley: Yes.
Sir RobertChiltern:! am afraid I don't quite understand what you mean.
Mrs.Cheveley (leaning back on the sofa and looking at him): How very disappointing! And I have come all the way from Vienna in order that you should thoroughly understand me.
Sir Robert Chiltern: I fear I don't.
Mrs. Chevel e у (in. her most nonchalant manner): My dear Sir Robert, you are a man of the world, and you have your price, I suppose. Everybody has nowadays. The drawback is that most people are so dreadfully expensive. I know I am. I hope you will be more reasonable in your terms.
Sir Robert Chiltern (rises Indignantly): If you will allow me, I will call your carriage for you. You have lived so long abroad, Mrs. Cheveley, that you seem to be unable to realize that you are talking to an English gentleman.

Mrs.Cheveley (detains him by touching his arm with her fan, and keeping it there while she is talking): I realize that I am talking to a man who laid the foundation of his fortune by selling to a Stock Exchange speculator a Cabinet secret.
Sir Robert Chiltern (biting his lip): What do you mean?
Mrs. Cheveley (rising andfacing him): I mean that I know the real origin of your wealth and your career, and I have got your letter, too.
Sir Robert  С h i 11 e r n: What letter?
Mrs. Cheveley (contemptuously): The letter you wrote to Baron Amheim, when you were Lord Radley's secretary, telling the Baron to buy Suez Canal shares — a letter written three lays before the Government announced its own purchase.
Sir Robert Chiltern (hoarsely): It is not true.
Mrs. Cheveley: You thought that letter had been destroyed. How foolish of you! It is in my possession.
Sir Robert Chiltern: The affair to which you allude was no more than a speculation. The House of Commons had not yet passed the bill; it might have been rejected.
Mrs.Cheveley: It was a swindle. Sir Robert. Let us call things by their proper names. It makes everything simpler. And now I am going to sell you that letter, and the price I ask for it is your public support of the Argentine scheme. You made your own fortune out of one canal. You must help me and my friends to make our fortunes out of another!
Sir Robert Chiltern: It is infamous, what you propose — infamous!
Mrs. Cheve ley: Oh, no! This is the game of life as we all have to play it. Sir Robert, sooner or later!
Sir Robert Chiltern: I cannot do what you ask me.
Mrs.Cheveley: You mean you cannot help doing it. "You knowyou are standing on the edge of a precipice. And it is not for you to make terms. It is for you to accept them. Supposing you refuse -
Sir Robert Chiltern: Whatthen?
Mrs. Cheveley: Mydear Sir Robert, whatthen? You are ruined, that is all! Remember to what a point your Puritanism in England has brought you. In oil days nobody pretended to be a bit better than his neighbors. In fact, to be a bit better than one's neighbour was considered excessively vulgar and middle-class. Nowadays, with our modem mania for morality, every one has to pose a' a paragon of purity, incorruptibility, and all the other seven deadly virtues - and what is the result? You all go over like ninepins - one after the other. Not a year passes in England without somebody disappearing. Scandals used to lend charm, or at least interest, to a man - now they crush hem. And yours is a very nasty scandal. You couldn't survive it. If it were known that as a young man, secretary to a great and important minister, you sold a Cabinet secret for a large sum of money, and that was the origin of your wealth and career, you would be hounded out of public life, you would disappear completely And after all, Sir Robert, why should you sacrifice your entire future rather than deal diplomatically with your enemy? For the moment I am your enemy I admit it! And I am much stronger than you are. Tie big battalions are on my side. You have a splendid position, but it is your splendid position that makes you so vulnerable. You can't defend it! And I am in attack. Of course I have not talked morality to you. You must admit h fairness that I have spared you that. Years ago you did a clever, unscrupulous thing; it turned out a great success. You owe to it your fortune and position. And now you hive got to pay for it. Sooner or later we have all to pay for what we do. You have to pay now: Before I leave you to-right, you have got to promise me to suppress your report, aid to speak in the House in favour of this scheme.
Sir Robert Chilter: What you ask is impossible.
Mrs.Cheveley: You must make it possible. You are going to make it possible. Sir Robert, you know whatyour English newspapers are like. Suppose that when I leave this house I drive down to some newspaper office, and give them this scandal and the proofs of it! Think of their loathsome joy, of the delight they would have in dragging you down, of the mud and mire they would plunge you in. Think of the hypocrite with his greasy smile penning his leading article, and arranging the foulness of the public placard.
Sir Robert Chiltern: Stop! You want me to withdraw the report and to make a short speech stating that I believe there are possibilities in the scheme?
Mrs. Cheveley (sifting down on the sofa): Those are my terms.
Sir Robert Chiltern (in a low voice): I will give you any sum of money you want.
Mrs.Cheveley: Even you are not rich enough. Sir Robert, to buy back your past. No man is.
STYLISTIC ANALYSIS OF THE ENGLISH POEMS
TEXT 1

1. Be ready to paraphrase and interpret any part of the sonnet.
2. Speak on the idea of the sonnet.
3. Discuss the structure of the sonnet.
4.  Find the modifiers of rhythm that are used in the sonnet and comment on them.
5. Speak on the rhymes of the sonnet: a) cases of imperfect rhyme; b) the rhyme of the epigrammatic lines.
6. Discuss the idea of the epigrammatic lines.
7. Find cases of metaphors and metaphoric periphrases employed in the sonnet and comment on them.
8. Discuss the SD used by the poet in the description of Time.
9. Find cases of alliteration (and other sound repetition) that help to bring out the idea of the sonnet (lines 3,4).
10.  State the stylistic function of the interjections: "O, no!" (lines 5).
11.  Summing up the analysis of the sonnet speak on the poet's conception of love and the various SDs used to bring the poet's idea home. Express your own attitude to the subject.

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE
SONNET 116
 Let me not to the marriage of true minds.
Admit impediments. Love is not love.
Which alters when it alteration finds.
Or bends with the remover to remove.
 O, no! it is an ever-fixed mark.
 That looks on tempests, and is never shaken.
 It is the star to every wandering bark.
Whose worth's unknown, although his height be taken.
Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks.
 Within his bending sickle's compass come.
 Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks.

But bears it out even to the edge of doom.
If this be error and upon me proved.
 I never writ, nor man ever loved.

TEXT 2

1. Analyse the rhythmical arrangement and rhymes of the poem.
2. Comment on the contextual meanings of the metaphor "dance" (and "dancing") in the poem and its stylistic function.
3. Speak on the epithets and metaphors used to describe flowers in the poem.
4. Speak on the SDs employed to characterize the state of mind of the poet.
5.  Summing up the analysis say what SDs are used to describe nature and what is the poet's attitude to it.

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH
THE DAFFODILS

I wandered lonely as a cloud
That floats on high o'er vales and hills,

When all at once I saw a crowd,
A host, of golden daffodils.

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.
Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the Milky Way,

They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.
The waves beside them danced, but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not but be gay
In such a jocund company!

I gazed - and gazed - but little thought

What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch I lie
In vacant or in pensive mood,

They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,

And dances with the daffodils.
TEXT 3

1. Read the sonnet and be ready to translate and paraphrase any part of it.
2. Speak on the structure of the sonnet.
3. Speak on the idea of the sonnet and on the images the poet resorts to in describing his decline.
4. Comment on the implication in the phrase "consumed with that which it was nourish'd by". Note the contrast between the words "to consume" and "to nourish", which are contextual antonyms here.
5. Discuss the thought expressed in the epigrammatic lines of the sonnet.
6.  Comment on the following assertion made by a critic that "Shakespeare thought in terms of metaphors".
7. Discuss the use of metaphors in the sonnet. Use the following questions as a guide: a) What kinds of metaphors are used in the sonnet? b) From where does the poet draw his metaphors? c) What idea is revealed through the metaphors employed in the sonnet?
8. Иск out the cases where periphrasis is used, and comment on them.
9. State what SDs are used in the poet's description of night (lines 7,8) and comment on them.
10. Pick out the archaic words and forms which occur in the sonnet and explair use there.
11. State what syntactical SD is used in the first line of the sonnet, find similar cases (lines 5, 9, 13) and comment on them.
12. Pick out cases of parallelism and discuss the function of this SD in the sonnet.
13. Note deviations from the conventional rhythmical pattern (in line 8) and comment on them.
14. Discuss the possible use of a modifier of rhythm (spondee) in line 14: 'To love that well which thou must leave ere long".
15.  Summing up the analysis of the sonnet speak on its message and the main SDs used by the poet to achieve the desired effect.

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE
SONNET73
 That time of year thou mayst in me behold
 When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang
 Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,
 Bare ruin'd choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.
 In me thou see'st the twilight of such day
As after sunset fadeth in the west,
Which by and by black night doth take away,
 Death's second self, that seals up all in rest.
 In me thou see'st the glowing of such fire
 That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,
As the death-bed whereon it must expire
 Consumed with that which it was nourish'd by.
 This thou perceivest, which makes thy love more strong
To love that well which thou must leave ere long.

TEXT 4

1.  Pick out cases in which Frost gives concrete descriptions of building the kitchen chimney.
2. Comment on the poet's address to the builder that opens the first stanza and speak on the peculiar use of the words "please" in this stanza.
3.  Say why it is important to "build the chimney clear from the ground". Note the implication in the third stanza "But I never heard of a house that throve (and I know of one that didn't thrive) where the chimney started above the stove".
4. Comment on the poet's dread of "the ominous stain of tar" (the fourth stanza) and say what may be implied in the lines: 'And the smell of fire drowned in rain that there always is when the chimney's false".
5. Speak on the meaning of the expression "to build castles in the air" and say why the poet alludes to this expression in the conclusion of his poem.
6. Comment on the conversational tone Frost builds into his verse. Speak on the EMs and SDs that show, "Frost's poems are people talking" as one of his critics maintained.
7. Discuss the form of the poem, its rhythm and rhyme.
8. Summing up the analysis speak about the message of the poem and the main SDs employed by the poet.

ROBERT FROST
THE KITCHEN CHIMNEY

Builder, in building the little house,
In every way you may please yourself;
But please please me in the kitchen chimney:
Don't build me a chimney upon a shelf.

However far you must go for bricks. 

Whatever they cost a-piece or a pound, 

Buy me enough for a full-length chimney 

And build the chimney clear from the ground.

                       It's not that 1 am greatly afraid of fire,

But I never heard of a house that throve

(And I know of one that didn't thrive)

Where the chimney started above the stove.

And I dread the ominous stain of tar

That there always is on the papered walls,

And the smell of fire drowned in rain

That there always is when the chimney's false.

A shelf s for a clock or vase or picture.

But I don't see why it should have to bear

A chimney that only would serve to remind me

Of castles I used to build in air.
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