LING 131 LANGUAGE AND STYLE

Week 7 Lecture 1: Point of View in Prose (2)

1. She opened the door of her grimy branch-line carriage, and began to get down her bags.(1)  The porter was nowhere, of course, but there was Harry...(2) There, on the sordid little station under the furnaces, she stood, tall and distinguished, in her well-made coat and skirt and her broad grey velour hat.(3)

(D.H. Lawrence, Fanny and Annie.)

2. Write an Estate Agent's description for the following house:

A two-up, two-down farm labourer's hovel, half an hour's walk from the nearest bus stop and with a minute kitchen built on at the back and a roof that leaks.

3. We were wanderers on prehistoric earth, on an earth that wore the aspect of an unknown planet (1). We could have fancied ourselves the first of men taking possession of an accursed inheritance, to be subdued at the cost of profound anguish and of excessive toil (2). But suddenly, as we struggled round a bend, there would be a glimpse of rush walls, of peaked grass-roofs, a burst of yells, a whirl of black limbs, a mass of hands clapping, of feet stamping, of bodies swaying, of eyes rolling, under the droop of heavy and motionless foliage (3). The steamer toiled along slowly on the edge of a black and incomprehensible frenzy (4). The prehistoric man was cursing us, praying to us, welcoming us - who could tell? (5)

(Joseph Conrad, Heart of Darkness)
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(Excerpt from a larger table which appeared in The Guardian, 23 January 1991)

4. But at the moment when Harry's voice sank carelessly down to his close, and the choir, standing behind him, were opening their mouths for the final triumphant outburst, a shouting female voice rose up from the body of the congregation (l). The organ gave one startled trump, and went silent; the choir stood transfixed (2).

"You look well standing there, singing in God's holy house," came the loud, angry female shout (3). Everybody turned electrified (4). A stoutish, redfaced woman in a black bonnet was standing up denouncing the soloist (5). Almost fainting with shock, the congregation realised it (6).

"You look well, don't you, standing there singing solos in God's holy house, you, Goodall (7). But 1 said I'd shame you (8). You look well, bringing your young woman here with you, don't you? (9) I'll let her know who she's dealing with (10). A scamp as won't take the consequences of what he's done. "(11) The hard-faced, frenzied woman turned in the direction of Fanny(12). "That's what Harry Goodall is, if you want to know." (13)

And she sat down again in her seat (14). Fanny, startled like all the rest, had turned to look (l5). She had gone white, and then a burning red, under the attack (l6). She knew the woman: a Mrs Nixon, a devil of a woman, who beat her pathetic, drunken, red-nosed second husband, Bob, and her two lanky daughters, grown-up as they were (17). A notorious character (18). Fanny turned round again, and sat motionless as eternity in her seat (19).

(D.H. Lawrence, Fanny and Annie)

LING 131 LANGUAGE AND STYLE

Week 7 Seminar: Point of View in Prose (2)

(1)
The reading for this week is the same as last week's - to allow you to catch up, if you are behind, or to re-read and consolidate if you have already done the reading: (a) chapter 9 in ELPPP, and, if you have time, (b) Leech and Short, Style in Fiction, pp 173-185 and chapter 8; and (c) Roger Fowler, Linguistic Criticism, chapter 9, 'Point of View'. This last chapter is particularly good on ideological viewpoint.

(2)
(Must be completed before your seminar.) Using your Checksheet of Linguistic Indicators of Point of View as a guide, identify and note down which of the listed devices occur in the extract below (the opening of William Golding's The Lord of the Flies). Then answer these questions:

(a)
Whose point of view is being conveyed?

(b)
How do you know this? What detailed evidence is there within the text (i.e. detail how Point of View is conveyed)?

(c)
What literary effects are achieved (i.e. why does the writer exploit point of view in this way)?

CHAPTER ONE

The Sound of the Shell

The boy with fair hair lowered himself down the last few feet of rock and began to pick his way towards the lagoon. Though he had taken off his school sweater and trailed it now from one hand, his grey shirt stuck to him and his hair was plastered to his forehead. All round him the long scar smashed into the jungle was a bath of heat. He was clambering heavily among the creepers and broken trunks when a bird, a vision of red and yellow, flashed upwards with a witch-like cry; and this cry was echoed by another.
        "Hi!" it said, "wait a minute!"
        The undergrowth at the side of the scar was shaken and a multitude of raindrops fell spattering.
        "Wait a minute," the voice said, "I got caught up.
        The fair boy stopped and jerked his stockings with an automatic gesture that made the jungle seem for a moment like the Home Counties.
        The voice spoke again.
        "I can't hardly move with all these creeper things."
        The owner of the voice came backing out of the undergrowth so that twigs scratched on a greasy wind-breaker. The naked crooks of his knees were plump, caught and scratched by thorns. He bent down, removed the thorns carefully, and turned round. He was shorter than the fair boy and very fat.

(3)  Below is a modern version of Little Red Riding Hood. Examine the story concentrating on how ideological viewpoint is conveyed. You may find it helpful to compare parts of the story you find interesting with the original formulation of the story, as you remember it. Underline the parts which are interesting in terms of ideological viewpoint, and come to the seminar prepared to discuss them in detail. What do you think is the overall ideological point of view of the author?

There once was a young person named Red Riding Hood who lived with her mother on the edge of a large wood. One day her mother asked her to take a basket of fresh fruit and mineral water to her grandmother's house - not because this was womyn's work, mind you, but because the deed was generous and helped engender a feeling of community. Furthermore, her grandmother was not sick but was in full physical and mental health and was fully capable of taking care of herself as a mature adult.

So Red Riding Hood set off with her basket of food through the woods. Many people she knew believed that the forest was a foreboding and dangerous place and never set foot in it. Red Riding Hood, however, was confident in her own budding sexuality that such obvious Freudian imagery did not hinder her.

On her way to Grandma's house, Red Riding Hood was accosted by a Wolf, who asked her what was in her basket. She replied, "Some healthful snacks for my grandmother, who is certainly capable of taking care of herself as a mature adult."

The Wolf said, "You know, my dear, it isn't safe for a little girl to walk through these woods alone."

Red Riding Hood said, 'I find your sexist remark offensive in the extreme, but I will ignore it because of your traditional status as an outcast from society, the stress of which has caused you to develop your own, entirely valid worldview. Now, if you'll excuse me, I must be on my way."

Red Riding Hood walked on along the main path. But because his status outside society had freed him from slavish adherence to linear, Western-style thought, the Wolf knew of a quicker route to Grandma's house. He burst into the house and ate Grandma, an entirely valid course of action for a carnivore such as himself. Then, unhampered by rigid, traditionalist notions of what was masculine or feminine, he put on Grandma's nightclothes and crawled into bed.

Red Riding Hood entered the cottage and said, "Grandma, I have brought you some fat-free, sodium-free snacks to salute you in your role as a wise and nurturing matriarch."

From the bed, the Wolf said softly, "Come closer, child, so that I might see you. "

Red Riding Hood said, "Oh, I forgot you are as optically challenged as a bat. Grandma, what big eyes you have!"

"They have seen much and forgiven much, my dear."

"Grandma, what a big nose you have - only relatively, of course and certainly attractive in its own way."

"It has smelled much and forgiven much, my dear. "

"Grandma, what big teeth you have!"

The Wolf said, 'I am, happy with who I am and what I am," and leaped out of bed. He grabbed Red Riding Hood in his claws, intent on devouring her. Red Riding Hood screamed, not out of alarm at the Wolf s apparent tendency toward cross-dressing but because of his wilful invasion of her personal space.

Her screams were heard by a passing woodchopper-person (or log-fuel technician, as he preferred to be called). When he burst into the cottage, he saw the melee and tried to intervene. But as he raised his axe, Red Riding Hood and the Wolf both stopped.

"And what do you think you're doing?" asked Red Riding Hood.

The woodchopper-person blinked and tried to answer. but no words came to him.

"Bursting in here like a Neanderthal, trusting your weapon to do your thinking for you!" she said. "Sexist! Speciesist! How dare you assume that womyn and wolves can't solve their own problems without a man's help!"

When she heard Red Riding Hood's speech, Grandma jumped out of the Wolf s mouth, took the woodchopper-person's axe, and cut his head off. After this ordeal, Red Riding Hood, Grandma, and the Wolf felt a certain commonality of purpose. They decided to set up an alternative household based on mutual respect and cooperation, and they lived together in the woods happily ever after.

(James Garner, Politically Correct Bedtime Stories)

