LING 131 Language And Style

Lecture 1 Week 8:  Analysis of Prose Style:  Methodology

Prologue

(1) The interview seemed over.  (2) The Principal of the college sat looking at the candidate.  (3) The Principal's back was to the light and her stout, short outline was solid against the window, softened only by the fuzz of her ageing but rather pretty hair.  (4) Outside the bleak and brutal Cambridge afternoon - December and raining.


(5) The candidate sat opposite wondering what to do.  (6) The chair had a soft seat but wooden arms.  (7) She crossed her legs first one way and then the other - then wondered about crossing her legs at all.  (8) She wondered whether to get up.  (9) There was a cigarette box beside her.  (10) She wondered whether she would be offered a cigarette.  (11) There was a decanter of sherry on the bookcase.  (12) It had a neglected air.


(13) This was the third interview of the day.  (14) The first had been as she had expected - carping, snappish, harsh, watchful - unfriendly even before you had your hand off the door handle.  (15) Seeing how much you could take.  (16) Typical Cambridge.  (17) A sign of the times.  (18) An hour later and then the second interview - five of them this time behind a table - four women, one man, all in old clothes.  (19) That had been a long one.  (20) Polite though.  (21) Not so bad.  (22) "Is there anything that you would like to ask us?"


((23) "Yes please, why I'm here.  (24) Whether I really want to come even if you invite me.  (25) What you're all like.  (26) Have you ever run mad for love?  (27) Considered suicide?  (28) Cried in the cinema?  (29) Clung to somebody in bed?")


(30) "No thank you.  (31) I think Miss Blenkinsop-Briggs has already answered my questions in the interview this morning."  (32) They move their pens about, purse their lips, turn to one another from the waist, put together the tips of their fingers.  (33) I look alert.  (34) I sit up-right.  (35) I survey them coolly but not without respect.  (36) I might get in on this one.  (37) But don't think it is a good sign when they're nice to you, said old Miss Bex.
(38) And now, here we are.  (39) The third interview.  (40) Meeting the Principal.  

(41) An interview with the Principal means I'm in for a Scholarship.  (42) How ridiculous!  

(43) I can't see her face against the light.  (44) She's got a brooding shape.  (45) She is a mass.  (46) Beneath the fuzz a mass.  (47) A massive intelligence clicking and ticking away - observing, assessing, sifting, pigeonholing.  (48) Not feeling, not an emotion, not a dizzy thought.  (49) A formidable woman.


(50) She's getting up.  (51) It has been delightful.  (52) She hopes that we may meet again. (53) (Does that mean I'm in?)  (54) What a long way I have to come for an interview.  (55) The far far north.  (56) She hopes that I was comfortable last night.


(57) We shake hands in quite a northern way.  (58) Then she puts on a coat - very nice coat, too.  (59) Fur.  (60) Nice fur.  (61) Something human then about her somewhere.  

(62) She walks with me to the door and down the stairs and we pause again on the college steps.


(63) There is a cold white mist swirling about, rising from the river.  (64) The trees lean, swinging long, black ropes at the water.  (65) A court-yard, frosty, of lovely proportions.  (66) A fountain, a gateway.  (67) In the windows round the courtyard the lights are coming on one by one.  (68) But it is damp, old, cold, cold, cold.  (69) Cold as home.


(70) Shall I come here?


(71) Would I like it after all?

(From Bilgewater by Jane Gardam)

LING 131 Language And Style

Seminar Week 8  Analysis of Prose Style:  Methodology

1.
Read carefully chapter 11 in ELPP, and, if you have time, chapter 3 of Leech and Short, Style in Fiction.  Concentrate on the analyses of the texts, and compare them to what was said in the lecture about the passage from Bilgewater by Jane Gardam.

2.
Read the passage below from the beginning of Bleak House by Charles Dickens and write down your initial reactions to it.

(This novel is about the way in which the legal profession, symbolised by the High Court of Chancery and its dealings, blights the life of all those involved with it through complex, expensive and never-ending law cases.)

3.
Analyse the passage, using the checksheet on methodology given out in the lecture.  How does the evidence of your analysis relate to your initial comments?


Fog everywhere.  Fog up the river, where it flows among green aits and meadows; fog down the river, where it rolls defiled among the tiers of shipping and the waterside pollutions of a great (and dirty) city.  Fog on the Essex marshes, fog on the Kentish heights.  Fog creeping into the cabooses of collier-brigs; fog lying out on the yards and hovering in the rigging of great ships; fog drooping on the gunwales of barges and small boats.  Fog in the eyes and throats of ancient Greenwich pensioners, wheezing by the firesides of their wards; fog in the stem and bowl of the afternoon pipe of the wrathful skipper, down in his close cabin; fog cruelly pinching the toes and fingers of his shivering little 'prentice boy on deck.  Chance people on the bridges peeping over the parapets into a nether sky of fog, with fog all round them, as if they were up in a balloon and hanging in the misty clouds.


Gas looming through the fog in divers places in the streets, much as the sun may, from the spongey field, be seen to loom by husbandman and ploughboy.  Most of the shops lighted two hours before their time - as the gas seems to know, for it has a haggard and unwilling look.


The raw afternoon is rawest, the dense fog is densest, and the muddy streets are muddiest near that leaden-headed old obstruction, appropriate ornament for the threshold of a leaden-headed old corporation, Temple Bar.  And hard by Temple Bar, in Lincoln's Inn Hall, at the very heart of the fog, sits the Lord High Chancellor in his High Court of Chancery.

[Charles Dickens, Bleak House, Ch. 1]

