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        PREFACE

        A Textbook on Optional English Grade XII has been primarily prepared for the students of class twelve in accordance to the new curriculum prescribed by CDC, Nepal. The aim of this book is to provide students with an understanding of wide ranges of contents necessary for their level. It is intended to provide students with the fundamental concepts and basic coverage of all the topics prescribed in the curriculum. . : has captured the discussion of existing area of language, literature, linguistics and the contemporary literary criticisms.

        English language has played the role of a global common tongue and lingua franca contributing in all spheres of life like; education, communication, business, science, information technology, entertainment and so on. Therefore, it has been given more importance in present learning and education. Thus, much effort has been made to make the textbook for Optional English more inclusive covering a wide range of contents written in different varieties of English as prescribed in the curriculum.

        This book consists of three sections. Section one deals with language and linguistics. It is further divided into two units: introduction to language studies and issues and aspects of language. In section two, different fiction, prose, poetry, and plays are presented with the aim of developing students' ability to read and appreciate the literary text. For this purpose, the texts are given with a short background information of the author, theme of the text, unfamiliar words and their meaning in the text, comprehension questions and writing with appreciation of the text from multiple perspectives. The aim of providing author's background is to help students understand the historical, cultural, and political roots of the texts. The theme of the text given after the author's background offers students and teachers basic insight into the text so that they can enter the text through the right tract of exploration. The section 'exploring the text' is expected to involve students in in-depth reading of the text. The section appreciation and writing is expected to engage students in critical analysis of the text and to enable them to write freely relating the theme of the text to their real life experience. Anyway, following the model of these activities the teacher can engage students developing other such kind of more activities inside and outside the class. The words given under glossary are representative of the ones in the texts. Project work, which centers around the completion of a task, and usually requires an extended amount of independent work either by an individual student or by a group of students, have been given in different sections. Students are suggested to complete the work and submit to their teachers. The third section deals with the basic concept of literary criticism. It deals with different perspectives like gender, class, margin, culture, linguistic, ecological, character, etc. to analyze and evaluate literary texts.

        
          This book has made an attempt to overcome the problems of the teachers and students in searching material in different books by presenting all the topics of curriculum with necessary explanation and illustration. It has attempted to internalize the concept given by various writers and put them in an easily accessible from. The subject matters presented in the books are relevant and sufficient to meet the need of learners and objectives of the course. The book has been approved by CDC, Nepal as the comprehensive and authentic book as per the need.

        A considerable debt is owned to the original writers, editors, compliers, translators of different texts and their valued publishers worldwide whose materials have been accessed purely for the academic purposed to be used as instructional materials. Profund thanks are due to the curriculum designers for structuring the curriculum in a need based format of class twelve students,

        Finally, Kalpana sharma subedi for typing the material. Amrit Kumar Shahi for neat computer setting and karudhara Printing and publishing House Pvt. Ltd. For the publication of this book are duly thanked. The writer has tried his best to this book very usedful, appropriate, and accurate with his experience of writing two dozen of books of school and university levels and teaching in the university for the more than a decade. For the futher improvement of this book, constructive suggestions and feedback are heartily and warmly welcomed.

        Autho

        
          
            

          
        

      
      
        
          
        

        Syllabus 

        
          Secondary Education
        

        
          Curriculum 2076 
        

        
          English (Optional)
        

        
          Grade: 12 
          Subject Code: Eng. 334 
        

        
          Credit Hour: 5 
           Annual Working hours: 160
        

        

        
          
            Elaborate contents and prescribed texts
          
        

        

        
          	
            
              Introduction 
            
          

        

        
          Engish has been considered to be one of the strongest global common tongue and lingua franca contributing in all spheres of life like: education, communication, business, science, information technology, entertainment and so on. Therefore, it has been given more importance in learning and education. This curriculum for English is intended for the students of grade XI who are interested in studying English literature. An effort has been made to make the new curricula for Optional English more inclusive covering a wide range of texts written in different varieties of English without compromising its standard.
        

        
          It aims at exposing students to different literary and non-literary writings with a view to developing their skills of analyzing, interpreting, synthesizing, summarizing, evaluating, and assimilating texts. This curriculum comprises history of English literature, introduction to Language and linguistics, fiction and non-fiction on different themes, poetry. and one act plays. By encouraging students to undertake wide readings in literary genres and other materials of variegated world ideas, the course intends to expand their horizon of knowledge. The readings acquaint them with the current global issues: women and gender, ecology and environment, information and communication technology, science fiction, linguistics, culture and folklore. modernity and globalization. 
        

        
          This curriculum attempts to bridge the optional English prescribed for Grades IX with the major English syllabuses prescribed for tertiary education. The curriculum acknowledges language literature integrated approach, interdisciplinary approuch, and content-based approach. It focuses on more activities of reading with literary and non- iterary texts. The following outline incorporates course details for grade XL 
        

        
          	
            
              Level -Wise Competfencies 
            
          

        

        
          This curriculum aims at developing the following competencies in the learners. 
        

        
          	
            To be acquainted with fundamentals of Language and Linguistics 
          

          	
            To be familiar with characteristics of folk tales, ancient tales, meta-fiction, science fiction, realistic, contemporary short stories, and the novella. 
          

          	
            To comprehend the essays/non-fiction for intensive and extensive reading on various themes.
          

          	
            To be familiar with literary devices and identify them used n various literary texts.
          

          	
            To apply the skills of reading for information, comprehension and pleasure
          

          	
            To identify the characteristics of drama
          

          	
            
              To apply the skills of paraphrasing, interpreting, appreciating, analyzing, synthesizing and assimilating
          

          	To employ the basic literary skills of reading; interpretation, critical analysis, and synthesis.

        

        
          	
            
              Learning Outcomes 
            
          

        

        
          	Comprehend the language family and language change

          	Identify the varieties of language (Dialect, register, idiolect, pidgin, creole)

          	Explain and summarise the current theories of language teaching

          	Read different prose texts for information and pleasure

          	Identify and explain the contextual meanings of specific phrases, idioms and sentences to draw the intent in reading between the lines

          	Comprehend the texts and answer questions based on them

          	Draw the central ideas of the given texts

          	Present the themes of the given texts

          	Explain the extracts from the text with reference to their contexts

          	Paraphrase the specific extracts from the text

          	Summarize the text and justify its title

          	Write a critical appreciation of the texts

          	Write narratives, descriptions, report and summaries

          	Write characteristics of short stories and novella.

          	Give a brief background information of the author

          	Describe the basic features of poetry and differentiate it from other genres

          	Comprehend the poems and answer the questions based on them

          	Extract the central idea/theme of the poem

          	Write a critical appreciation of the poem

          	Give the meaning of the selected words and phrases in a poem and explain their literary and figurative meaning

          	Introduce the literary devices such as simile, metaphor, personification, alliteration, assonance, hyperbole, symbol and imagery

          	Introduce prosodic feature such as rhyme, rhythm and meter

          	Annotate the extract with reference to the context.

          	Summarize the poem and justify its title

          	Give a brief background information of the poet (s)

          	Compose a poem or a song of their own

          	Assimilate the themes of the given poem with their life experiences

          	Identify and describe the elements of drama such as plot, characters, dialogue and setting

          	Identify and describe the fivefold structure of drama: Exposition, Conflict, Rising Action, Climax and Falling Action/Denouement

          	Identify and explain the meanings of phrases, sentences and expressions used in the play according to the context

          	Comprehend the given text and answer the questions based on it

          	Explain the given extracts from the play with reference to the context

          	Paraphrase the specific extracts from the drama

          	
            Write a summary of the play and justify its title

          	Write a critical appreciation of the play

          	Give a brief background information of the dramatist/playwright

          	Compose a meaningful dialogue on the given topic

          	Compose a skit/one act play

          	Describe major critical perspectives

          	Review the given texts from the critical perspectives.

        

        
          	
            
              Scope and Sequence of Content
            
          

        

        
          
            
              	
                
                  Area/Genre
                
              
              	
                
                  Content/Type
                
              
              	
                
                  Items
                
              
              	
                
                  Working Hours
                
              
              	
            

            
              	1. An Introduction to
              	Language Studies: Language
              	1
              	29
              	
            

            
              	Language and Linguistics
              	
                Family, Language Change and

                Language Death

                Varieties of Language

                
                  	Issues and Aspects of Language

                  	Language and pedagogy

                  	Multiculturalism

                  	Multilingualism

                  	Language Rights

                  	Translation

                

              
              	
              	
              	
            

            
              	
                
                  
                    2. Prose
                  
                

                
                  
                    (Themes: Science Fiction, Justice and Human Rights,
                  
                

              
              	
                
                  
                    Prose
                  
                

                
                  	
                    
                      Fiction
                    
                  

                

              
              	
              	
                
                  66
                
              
              	
            

            
              	Population and Migration, Love
              	a. Short stories (Realism, Naturalism,
              	5
              	15
              	
            

            
              	and Marriage, Money, Work
              	Surrealism)
              	
              	
              	
            

            
              	and Leisure; Authority and
              	b. Ancient Tales
              	3
              	9
              	
            

            
              	State (power, war, people, politics), Ideals/Values,
              	c. Metafiction
              	1
              	3
              	
            

            
              	Diaspora/ Acculturation,
              	d. Children’s Stories
              	2
              	6
              	
            

            
              	
                Transnationalism, Protest/

                Rebellion/ Freedom, Religion

              
              	e. Fantasy
              	1
              	3
              	
            

            
              	and Morality
              	
                
                  	
                    
                      Non-fiction
                    
                  

                

              
              	
              	
              	
            

            
              	
              	a. Essays (Narrative, descriptive,
              	5
              	15
              	
            

            
              	(GeetaY Dream and
              	e.
              	
                argumentative, comparison and

                Mythical stories

              
              	1
              	3
            

            
              	Ambition, Sports and
              	
              	Novel or a novella (within two hundred
              	
              	
            

            
              	
                Entertainment, Film and

                Theatre, Language and

              
              	
              	pages realism/fantasy/science fiction)
              	1
              	15
            

            
              	Education)
              	
                
                  II.
                
              
              	
                
                  Non-fiction
                
              
              	
              	
            

            
              	
              	a.
              	Essays (Narrative, descriptive, argumentative, comparison and contrast, cause and effect, travel account, seminal, classical, modern)
              	6
              	18
            

            
              	
                
              
              	b.
              	Biography, autobiography,
              	1
              	3
            

            
              	
              	c.
              	Diary
              	1
              	3
            

            
              	
              	d.
              	Newspaper/non-fiction extracts
              	1
              	3
            

            
              	
              	e.
              	Moral values related texts
              	1
              	
            

            
              	
              	
              	contrast, cause and effect, travel account, seminal, classical, modern)
              	
              	3
            

            
              	
              	f.
              	Memoir
              	1
              	3
            

            
              	
              	g-
              	Blog writing
              	1
              	3
            

            
              	
              	h.
              	Moral values related texts
              	2
              	6
            

            
              	
              	i.
              	Meta language essay
              	1
              	3
            

            
              	
                
                  3. Poetry
                
              
              	
                
                  Poems (Poems by British, American and
                
              
              	
              	
                
                  30
                
              
              	
            

            
              	(Themes: Justice and Human
              	
                
                  non-Western poets)
                
              
              	
              	
              	
            

            
              	rights , Population and Migration,
              	a.
              	Ballads
              	2
              	5
            

            
              	Love and Marriage, Money, Work and Leisure; Authority and
              	b.
              	Lyrical poetry
              	2
              	5
            

            
              	State (power, war, people,
              	c.
              	Romantic poetry
              	2
              	5
            

            
              	politics), Ideals/Values, Diaspora/ Acculturation, T ransnational i sm,
              	d.
              	Haiku
              	1
              	2
            

            
              	Protest
              	e.
              	Free verse and modern poems
              	3
              	9
            

            
              	/Rebellion/ freedom, ReJigion and Morality (GeetaY Dream and Ambition, Identity and Alienation)
              	f.
              	Sonnet
              	2
              	4
            

            
              	
                
                  4. Drama
                
              
              	
                
                  A classic play either tragedy or comedy
                
              
              	
                
                  1
                
              
              	
                
                  15
                
              
              	
            

            
              	5. Introduction
              	Introduction to Critical Perspectives Different
              	1
              	20
              	
            

            
              	to Critical
              	perspectives
              	
              	
              	
            

            
              	Perspectives
              	a.
              	Gender
              	
              	
            

            
              	
              	b.
              	Class
              	
              	
            

            
              	
              	c.
              	Textual Reading (formalistic and linguistic)
              	
              	
            

            
              	
              	d.
              	Cultural perspective
              	
              	
            

            
              	
              	e.
              	The Marginalized perspectives (Language minority, LGBTI, disability, subaltern, modern/post modern)
              	
              	
            

            
              	
              	f.
              	Ecological Reading
              	
              	
            

            
              	
                
                  Total Working Hours
                
              
              	
              	
                
                  160
                
              
              	
              	
            

          
        

        
          	
            
              Elaboration of Contents
            
          

        

        
          	
            
              An Introduction to Language and Linguistics
            
          

        

        
          	
            
              Introduction to Language Studies 
            
          

        

        
          	Language family: An introduction

          	
            The Indo-European family, the Sino-Tibetan family, and the Niger-Congo family

          	Languages of Nepal

          	Language change and language death

        

        - Causes of language change: fashion, foreign influence, broadening and narrowing

        - Language death: language shift; minority, endangered and dominant languages

        
          	Varieties of language: pidgin, creole, registers in education, humanities and social sciences, science and technology, law and justice (some examples); BrE and AmE (vocabulary, pronunciation, grammar), Black English Vernacular and Standard American English (some examples)

        

        
          	
            
              Issues and Aspects of Language
            
          

        

        
          	Language pedagogy: the teaching of language and about language, the teaching of contents or skills or both, major shifts in language pedagogy (approaches and methods), English language teaching situation in Nepal

          	Multilingualism and multiculturalism (as problems or resources in language learning)

          	Language rights: minority language identity, mother tongue education, language politics

          	Translation: Source and target languages, types of translation, and techniques of translation

        

        
          	
            
              Prose
            
          

        

        
          	
            
              Fiction (Short stories/ancient tales/meta fiction/ children's stories/fantasy)
            
          

        

        
          
            
              	
                
                  S.N.
                
              
              	
                
                  Title of the Story
                
              
              	
                
                  Author
                
              
              	
                
                  Genre
                
              
            

            
              	1
              	
                Brahmadatta and the Bunyan

                Deer

              
              	Buddhist Story
              	Ancient tales
            

            
              	2
              	Cost of Wisdom: The God King
              	
              	Norse mythology
            

            
              	3
              	This is a Story
              	
                Jeannette C.

                Armstrong

              
              	Folk Tale, protest/ rebellion/children story
            

            
              	4
              	Paul’s Case
              	Willa Cather
              	Values/children story
            

            
              	5
              	Three Students
              	Sir Arthur Canon Doyle
              	Detective story
            

            
              	6
              	Everything That Rises Must Converge
              	
              	Realism/ethnicity
            

            
              	7
              	Lullaby
              	Leslie Marmon Silko
              	Realism/ethnicity/war/voi ce from margins
            

            
              	8
              	Devil Deer
              	Rudolfo Anaya
              	Surrealism/disability/voi ce from margins
            

            
              	
                9
              	Deal in the Wheat
              	Frank Norris
              	
                Naturalism/ human

                vs. nature

              
            

            
              	10
              	Leaving
              	M. G. Vassanji
              	Realism/migration /Dream and Ambition
            

            
              	11
              	
                Autobiography: A Self

                Recorded Fiction

              
              	John Barth
              	metafiction
            

            
              	12
              	Mulk Raj Anand
              	The Lost Child
              	Realism/relatio n/children story
            

          
        

        
          	
            
              Non-fiction (Essays/memoir/blogs writing/moral value related texts/meta language essay)
            
          

        

        
          
            
              	SN.
              	Title of the Essay
              	Author
              	Genre/theme
            

            
              	1
              	Sir Roger at the Assizes
              	Richard Steele
              	Narrative/ Humor / people
            

            
              	2
              	An Eastern Journey
              	
                Somerset

                Maugham

              
              	Classic
            

            
              	3
              	The Case for Xanthippe
              	Robert Graves
              	Argumentative
            

            
              	4
              	Once More to the Lake
              	EB White
              	Memoir/ nature/relation
            

            
              	5
              	Man and Battle of Life
              	Siri Aurobindo
              	From Gita (religion, morality) /Cause and effect
            

            
              	6
              	Not Nothing ’
              	Stephen Crave
              	Moral values/Ethics
            

            
              	7
              	How Lean Production Can Change the World
              	
                James P.

                Womack et al

              
              	Comparative/business/indust ry
            

            
              	8
              	A Black Grandmother
              	Sally Morgan
              	
                Autobiography (Acculturation)

                Narrative

              
            

            
              	9
              	
                Speech on Release from

                Jail

              
              	Nelson Mandela
              	Freedom/human right
            

            
              	10
              	What is Meta-language?
              	Lisa Tran
              	Meta-language
            

          
        

        
          	
            
              
                Poetry (Ballads/lyrical poetry/romantic poetry/haiku/free verse and modern poems/sonnets)
            
          

        

        
          
            
              	S.N.
              	Title of the poem
              	Poet
              	Theme/Genre
            

            
              	1
              	King Lear and his Three Daughters
              	George Wharton Edwards (England)
              	Filial duty /politics/ballad
            

            
              	2
              	The Three Knights
              	Davies Gilbert
              	Ballad/religion
            

            
              	3
              	Mending Wall
              	Robert Frost
              	Morality/lyric
            

            
              	4
              	No Second Troy
              	W. B. Yeats
              	Romantic/lyric
            

            
              	5
              	She Dwelt among the Untrodden Ways
              	Wordsworth
              	Romantic
            

            
              	6
              	If I Should Die
              	Emily Dickinson
              	Lyric/values/death
            

            
              	7
              	Five Modern Haikus
              	
                Richard Wright/Alexis

                Rotella/Huguette Duch arme/Don

                Eulert/Ezra Pound

              
              	
                Haiku/nature/imagis

                M

              
            

            
              	8
              	Sonnet 8
              	John Milton
              	War
            

            
              	9
              	Kidnapped
              	RuperakePepaia
              	Education/values/ide als
            

            
              	10
              	
                Lord! Make Me a

                Sheep

              
              	Laxmi Prasad Devkota
              	
                Rebellion/satire/right

                s

              
            

            
              	11
              	Abiku
              	Wole Soyinka
              	religion, culture
            

            
              	12
              	A Woman
              	Gabriela Mistral
              	Love/ideal
            

          
        

        
          	
            
              Drama 
            
          

        

        All My Sons- Arthur Miller(Classic)

        
          	
            
              Introduction to Critical Perspectives
            
          

        

        
          
            Critical perspectives to the study of literature
          
        

        
          	
            
              
                Gender perspective
              
            

          

        

        
          	Background and introduction

          	Concept of coexistence, characters and their roles, themes in literary texts

        

        
          	
            
              Class perspective
            
          

        

        
          	Background and introduction

          	Characters and their socio-economic background, roles, themes of the texts

        

        
          	Textual reading (formalistic, linguistic, and new criticism)

        

        
          	Introduction

          	Reading from formalistic, linguistic and new criticism perspectives

          	Textual features (prosodic features), literary use of language and mode of communication in formalistic perspective

          	Language as a matter of convention, language as arbitrary phenomenon, sound­meaning relationship (signifier-signified relationship), singularity of meaning in linguistic perspective

          	Textual features (figures of speech, imagery and symbolism), close reading of them and texts as the only source of aesthetics in new criticism

        

        
          	
            
              The perspectives of the margins
            
          

        

        
          	Language minority and subaltern: social, cultural and other backgrounds of characters, their voice, power and authority(identity), themes of literary texts, Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Transgender and/or intersexual (LGBTI): disruptive gender identity and other distinctive features of them, characters, their roles and events in literary texts

          	Disability: identity of disable/ disability(differently able), characters or voices in literary texts, common perceptions to disables/ disability

        

        
          	
            
              Postmodern perspective
            
          

        

        
          	
            
              Reader's perspective
            : aesthetic and non-aesthetic reading, transaction between a reader and a text, using the lenses of reader to determine the meaning

        

        
          	
            
              Ecological reading:
             the issue of ecology and environment in literature, humanbeing(the self-centered views and the feeling of otherness) as the main cause of decay in environment/ nature, the defense of preserving this beautiful nature

          	
            
              The character perspective:
            
          

        

        Oedipus complex, expression of suppression and unconscious in literature

        
          	
            
              Cultural perspective
            
          

        

        
          	Introduction, culture as a site of (diverse) meanings and values, identity and class interest; literature as reflection of a particular cultural forms and practices

        

        
          	
            
              Learning Facilitation Process
            
          

        

        
          
            Principles of learning facilitation
          
        

        This course draws on two major principles-intensive/extensive reading and creativity/criticality course expects the teachers to provide their students with opportunities for both intensive and extensive reading. Rather than following a teacher­centered approach, students should be' engaged in reading different genres of literary texts for building their vocabulary and micro- reading skills such as extracting main ideas and answering the questions based on the reading texts.

        Teachers are also required to develop activities through which students are involved in reading literary texts for pleasure and for understanding their social meanings. In this process, students should be engaged in independent reading so that they get opportunities to understand broader socio-political meanings of the texts organized under different themes. In order to help students enhance their extensive reading ability, teachers should provide additional readings that deal with similar themes as the reading of the textbook has. In other words, the reading in the textbook should also be supplemented by reference materialsThe pedagogical principles and approaches to be followed in this course should help students foster their creativity and develop their critical thinking skills, both in reading and writing English. While engaging students in reading a variety of literary texts, the classroom pedagogies for this course should focus on both creative and critical use of English. For this purpose, the students should be involved in writing simple poems, different types of essays, dialogues, biographies, travelogues and so on. In this process, the students are required to carry out creative and the of such projects.

        
          
            Learning activities
          
        

        Based on the above-mentioned pedagogical principles, the following activities should be conducted in order to achieve the goals of this course:

        
          	Student's reading and presentation

        

        
          
            	Library visits

            	Listening to rhymes, lyrical poems and songs

            	Reciting rhymes, lyrical poems and songs

            	Watching movies (animated/unanimated, comic) and dramas

            	Brainstorming and mind mapping

            	Quick write/flash writing

            	Book/film reviews

            	Paraphrasing/genre conversion

            	Genre conversion (e.g. converting poetry into prose and vice-versa)

          

        
        
          	

          	Writing projects

          	Dramatization, role-play and simulation

          	Inquiry-based writing

          	Reading for comprehension

          	Reading for critical assessment/analysis

          	Book talk (reading a particular book and

          	having a talk on it)

          	Discussion sessions

          	Think - Pair- Share

          	RDWS (Read, Discuss, Write and

          	Say/Share)

          	Teacher-guided self study

          	Guest lecture and exposure visits

          	Journal writing

        

        
          	
            
              Student Assessment Process
            
          

        

        The letter grading system will be usgd for assessing the students' performance. In order to assess the student's learning achievement as expected by this curriculum, formative as well as summative and internal as well’as external assessment will be used.

        
          	
            
              Formative assessment
            
          

        

        In order to ensure the learning of the students, informal assessment will be conducted regularly and timely feedback should be provided to the students for improvement. The goal of formative assessment is to help the learners to learn more rather than to check what they have learnt and what they have not. Formative assessment should focus on those areas, which pose problems in learning. This can also take the form of remedial teaching. Formative assessment should focus on the development of all the language skills and aspects in the learners. Various classroom activities and techniques should be used to help the learners to learn more. The following techniques/activities can be used as tools for formative assessment:

        
          
            	Debates

            	Brainstorming

            	Story telling/retelling

            	Poetry recitation Dramatization/simul ation

            	Role play

            	Group discussion

            	Journals

          

        
        
          
            	Portfolio

            	Tests (class, weekly, monthly)

            	Oral question-answer

            	Project works

            	Creative works

            	Self initiation in learning

            	Class work

            	Games

          

        
        
          
            	Observation of students' linguistic behaviour Anecdotal Record Rating scale

            	Check list£

            	Work sample/written samples

            	Interviews

            	Home assignments

          

        
        
          	

          	
            
              Summative assessment
            
          

        

        As a part of summative assessment, tests for assessing four skills of language, viz. listening, speaking, reading and writing will be conducted terminally. Listening and speaking tests will be conducted on practical basis. Letter Grading system will be used in summative assessment. There will be both internal as well as external evaluation as part of summative or final assessment.

        
          	
            
              Internal evaluation: 
            
          

        

        In the final examination, there will be an internal examination of 25 percent. This examination will cover not only the learner’s content knowledge but also their other affective domains including regularity and classroom performance. The allocation of weight age for each assessment area is given below:

        
          
            
              	S. N.
              	Assessment areas
              	Marks
            

            
              	1.
              	Participation
              	3
            

            
              	2.
              	Class work/home assignment
              	6
            

            
              	
                3.
              	Project work (See samples below.)
              	16
            

            
              	4.
              	
                Terminal tests

                Terminal Tests

              
              	6
            

            
              	
              	Total marks
              	25
            

          
        

        With regards to the project works in English, the students do at least four project works. Thus, they have to produce four project work reports for internal assessment. The followings are some of the suggested topics for project works though teacher can design other relevant project works for the students based on the curricular contents. There should not be the repetition of the same project works in both grades. Each project works carries 4 marks.

        
          
            
              	Sample Project Works
              	
              	
            

            
              	S.No.
              	Area/Genr e
              	Project Work
            

            
              	1.
              	Prose
              	
                Write a biography of a legendary writer of Nepal.

                Prepare a short profile of a Nepali litterateur who writes in English.

                Read a prose (other than given in the course) and write a review of it.

                Write areview of a famous Nepali book translated into English.

                Write your diary for a week.

                Write a short story/essay/travel account of your own.

              
            

            
              	2.
              	Poetry
              	
                Compose a poem of your own in English.

                Review a poem(other than given in the course) that you have read recently.

                Prepare a short profile of a poet with his/herworks, contribution and information.

              
            

            
              	3.
              	Drama
              	• Write a review of one of the English Dramas.
            

            
              	4.
              	Critical Perspectives
              	
                • Write a review of a literaiy work based on one of the following perspectives:

                Gender

                Class

                Textual Reading (formalistic and linguistic)

                Cultural perspective

                The Marginalised perspectives (Language minority, LGBTI, disability, subaltern, modern/postmodern)

                Ecological Reading

              
            

          
        

        Note: The detailed guideline or procedure for internal assessment will be developed by Curriculum Development Center.

        
          	
            
              
                External evaluation: 
            
          

        

        
          
            
              	S. N.
              	Area/Genre
              	
                Grade

                XII

              
            

            
              	1.
              	An Introduction to Language and Linguistics
              	10
            

            
              	■ 2
              	Prose
              	25
            

            
              	3.
              	Poetry
              	20
            

            
              	4.
              	One Act Play/Drama
              	10
            

            
              	5.
              	Introduction to Critical Perspectives
              	10
            

            
              	
              	Total marks
              	75
            

          
        

        In the final examination, there will be an external examination of 75 marks. The allocation of marks for each genre is given below

        
          	
            
              Alternative evaluation
            
          

        

        It is recommended that due attention be paid for assessing differently-abled students like the students with hearing impairment, speech impairment and visual impairment. For this, alternative-testing methods should be designed and applied.

        
          	
            
              Teaching Learning/Facilitation Resources and Materials
            
          

        

        Each student must have a textbook. Each teacher teacher support materials for the appropriate grade, including digital and electronic materials as far as practicable. Teachers should make extensive and proper use of the writing board. To make learning easy, effective and interesting, a variety of materials should be used including the following:

        
          
            
              	
                
                  	Charts such as the chart about the

                

              
              	
                
                  	Worksheets

                

              
            

            
              	
                
                  	characteristics of historical periods, chart

                

              
              	
                
                  	Flash cards

                

              
            

            
              	
                
                  	about definitions and examples of literary

                

              
              	
                
                  	Formats (of book review/film

                

              
            

            
              	
                
                  	terms, charts of a poems/stanzas with the

                

              
              	
                
                  	review/project work, etc.)

                

              
            

            
              	
                
                  	mark of prosodic features and figures of

                

              
              	
                
                  	Dictionaries, computers, audio players

                

              
            

            
              	
                
                  	speech

                  	•

                

              
              	
                
                  	and mobile phones

                

              
            

            
              	
                
                  	Comparison tables

                

              
              	
                
                  	Multi-media

                

              
            

            
              	
                
                  	Family charts

                

              
              	
                
                  	Outline resources

                  	•linresources

                

              
            

            
              	
                
                  	Role cards

                

              
              	
            

            
              	
              	
                
                  	Readers

                

              
            

            
              	
                
                  	Newspaper cut-outs

                

              
              	
                
                  	Additional references

                

              
            

            
              	
                
                  	Bulletins, brochures

                

              
              	
            

            
              	
                
                  	

                

              
              	
                
                  	Sample interpretation/sample

                

              
            

            
              	
                
                  	
                    Pictures/drawings

                

              
              	summary/ theme/ character
            

            
              	
                
                  	Audio-visual materials

                

              
              	sketch/poems, etc
            

            
              	
                
                  	Writing samples (e.g. essay, review, mind mapping, book/film review, mind mapping, brainstorming, etc.)

                

              
              	
            

            
              	
              	
            

            
              	
              	
            

          
        

        
          
        

      
      
        
          
        

        Section One - An Introduction to language and linguistics

        
          Language is a means of communication. It is the most highly developed and most frequently used means of communication that human beings possess. It is a vocal voluntary system of human communication. It is the species-specific. Without language, human beings would be only dumb animals. So, the main difference between human being and animals is the possession of language. Linguistics is such a subject that studies languages scientifically.

        Language is a social phenomenon. It is a product of culture. It is a changeable thing. It is shared by all the members of the speech community concerned. The same language is used or spoken differently in different situation, location, and field. The way English speakers pronounce a word, use the vocabulary and produce grammatical pattern depend upon a number of variables. Such variables are speech and writing, register and language varieties.

        The word ‘linguistics’ derives from Latin 'lingua' meaning tongue or language and 'istics' meaning knowledge or science. Linguistics is the scientific study of language. There are three aspects to this study: language form, language meaning, and language in context. The earliest activities in the description of language have been attributed to Panini, who was an early student of linguistics with his analysis of Sanskrit in Ashtadhyayi.

        Generally linguistics is the study of human language, its origin, verities, use, etc. in a systematic way. The main purpose of the study of linguistics in an academic environment is the advancement of knowledge. However, because of the centrality of language in human interaction and behavior, the knowledge gained through the study of linguistics has many practical consequences and uses.

        Each human language is complex of knowledge and abilities enabling speakers of the language to communicate with each other, to express ideas, hypotheses, emotions, desires, and all the other things that need expressing. Linguistics is the study of these knowledge systems in all their aspects: how is such a knowledge system structured, how is it acquired, how is it used in the production and comprehension of messages and how does it change over time? Linguists consequently are concerned with a number of particular questions about the nature of language- What properties do all human languages have in common? How do languages differ, and to what extent are the differences systematic, i.e. can we find patterns in the differences? How do children acquire such complete knowledge of a language in such a short time? What are the ways in which languages can change over time, and are there limitations to how languages change? What is the nature of the cognitive processes that come into play when we produce and understand language?, etc. This section has the following aims of teaching:

        
          	
            Comprehend the language family and language change,
          

          	
            Identify the varieties of language(Dialect, register, idiolect, pidgin, Creole),
          

          	
            Explain and summarize the current theories of language teaching
          

        

        
          
            
          

          Unit 1: Introduction to Language Studies

          
            2.1 Language Families

            A language family is a group of related languages that derive from a single r- guage. There are approximately 6,000 - 7,000 different living languages in the world today. Nearly all languages belong to a language family and all these languages can be grouped in 136 different recognized language families in the world. They can be further divided into groups of languages. For examples, English is a part of the Germanic imily which forms part of the Indo-European family.

            English language comes under Indo-European language family of Germanic root. Germanic, English, Danish and Norwegian are the sister languages of Sermanic family under Indo-European language family. The world's three largest mguage families are explained below:

            
              1.1.1 Indo-European language family

              The languages of this family are mainly spoken in Europe and Indian sub­continent, such as Afghanistan, Austria, Bangladesh, Brazil, Canada, Denmark, India, Iran, Iraq, China, Nepal, Maldives, Myanmar, South Africa, Sri Lanka, Turkey, United kingdom, United States, etc. It is the largest family of the languages. The languages of this family are spoken in more than 135 countries of the world.

            
            
              
                
              

              1.1.2 Sino-Tibetan Langauge Family

              The languages of this family are spoken in the countries; Bangladesh, Bhutan, China, Thailand, Nepal, Myanmar, Pakistan, Laos, India, etc. Around 450 languages are grouped within this family. Languages like Chinese, Tibetan, Thai, Newari, Tamang, Limbu, Rai languages, Cantonese, etc. are the languages of Sino-Tibetan language family.

            
            
              1.1.3 The Niger-Congo Family

              The Niger-Congo family of languages consists of over fifteen hundred languages with approximately 180 million speakers. So this family is one of the largest language families in the world. This family is the largest one in Africa in terms of its geographical spread across most of sub-Saharan Africa, number of speakers, and the number of languages. The languages of this family are mainly spoken in Nigeria, South Africa, Malawi, Kenya, Zimbabwe, Guinea, Tanzania, Congo, Niger, Senegal, Mali, Ghana, Swaziland, etc. Almost all of the most widely spoken languages of sub-Saharan Africa belong to the Niger-Congo family, and about 85% of Africa's population speaks Niger-Congo language. Regarding the origin of the Niger-Congo languages, the earliest evidence dates back to Portuguese record of-the 16th century. However, few grammars were published prior to the 19th century although the first known grammar of an African language was written by an Italian missionary in 1659. A number of dictionaries and grammars appeared in the 16th century. This family of languages is usually divided into several major branches that are estimated to have split from the ancestral language some 5,000 years ago. Some of the branches are close to each other because they split from the ancestral language at different time in the past. In this family large numbers of languages are often found clustered together in relatively small geographic areas.

              
                If we observe verbs in Niger-Congo languages, we find highly inflected. Many *: tions that are expressed by words in English are realized as prefixes and suffixes. Vger-Congo verbs use various prefixes and suffixes to mark person, tense, aspect and ~ ?od. Suffixes are also used to derive passive, causative, reciprocal, and prepositional :rms. The structure or word order of sentence is subject-verb-object as English. Languages of this family have enriched their vocabularies by borrowing from languages -th which they have had contact. For example, Swahili and Yoruba have borrowed a significant number of Arabic words from contact with Arab traders and through the influence of Islam, Zulu and Xhosa. They have numerous loanwords from French, Portuguese, and English. English is the major source of borrowing. The family has following nine branches:

              
                	Benue-congo : (961 language) – Yoruba, Lgbo, Efik, Bemba, Shona, Zulu, Swahili, Xhosa, etc.

                	Mande : (71 Langauge) – Bambara, Mande, Maninka, Lgala, etc.

                	Kardo : koalib, katla, etc

                	Atlantic : (64 langauges) – Fula, Wolof, Temne, Drola, Manjaku, etc.

                	Ijiod : Ijo, Defaka, etc

                	Gur : (96 langauges) – Moore, dagaari, Baatonum, etc.

                	Kwa : (80 Langauges) – Akan, Twi, Fante, Ewe, etc.

                	Adamawa-Ubangi : (158 langauges) – Banda, Ngbandi, Ngbaka, Klao, etc.

                	Kru : (39 langauges) – Grebo, Guere, Bassa, Klao, etc.

              

            
          
          
            
              
            

            2.2 Languages of Nepal

            Nepal is rich in languages. More than 123 languages are spoken in Nepal. Nepal exhibits a remarkable wealth of cultures and languages. Although it is a small country, it has been very fertile for languages. Even today linguists are discovering new languages in some remote places of the country and probably many more languages are still waiting to be discovered. So really there is linguistic diversity and English language teaching in the influence of such large number of local languages is really hard.

            The languages of Nepal are found to have grouped into four language families : Indo-European, Sino-Tibetan, Austro-Asiastic and Dravidian. Out of 123 languages of Nepal, the 80 languages of the Indo-Aryan (Indic) sub-family constitute Indo-Europen languages and it is the largest group in terms of the numeric strength of their speakers, nearly 80% of population according to the census report of 2011 A.D. Nepali, Bhojpuri, Maithili, Awadhi, Urdu, Tharu language, etc. fall in this languages family. The second largest language family of Nepalese languages is the Sino-Tibetan family. This family forms a part of its Tibeto-Burman group. It includes about 57 languages. Only 17.3% of population speaks the languages of this family. Tamang, Nepal Bhasa (Newari), Magar, Limbu languages, etc. belong to this group. Around 0.19% of the population speaks Austro-Asiatic languages. The small declining numbers of Dravidian languages are represented by Kurux, and the Munda languages of the Austroasiatic family by Santali and Mundari. Around 0.13% of population speaks Dravidian languages.

            
              1.2.1 Nepali Language family

              
                	
                  
                    Indo- European Languages
                  
                

              

              Indo-European family of languages mainly comprises Indo-Aryan group of languages, which form the largest group of languages in terms of speakers, viz. nearly 80 percent. Tharu* Gujarati, Marwari, Hariyanwi, Urdu, Hindi, Sadani, Kurmali, Rajbhanshi, Oriyo, Assamese, Bangla, Magahi, Tharu, Majhi, Bhojpuri, Angika, Maithili, Nepali, Awadhi, Sindhi etc. of Indo-Aryan family languages are spoken by the largest group of the speakers. According to the census 2011, 79.1 percent people of the total population speak the languages of this family.

              
                	
                  
                    Sino- Tibetan Languages
                  
                

              

              
                Another important group of Nepalese languages is the Tibeto-Burman group of Sino-Tibetan family. Though it is spoken by smaller number of people than the Indo-European family, it consists of the largest number of languages, viz. about 57 languages, Yadap (2003). Gurung, Thakali, Tamang, Thami, Byangshi, Baram, Kham, Magar, Chepang. Raute, Newari, Sunuwar, Khaling, Thulung, Dhumi, Bantawa, Chintang, Chamling, Yakkha, Limbu etc. are spoken mainly in West
                Himalayish, Central Himalayish and East Himalayish part of Nepal. Some of Sino-Tibetan languages of Nepal are Kirati languages spoken in East Himalayish. According to census 2011, 18.4 percent people of total population speak the languages of the family.
              

              
                	
                  
                    Austro-Asiatic Languages
                  
                

              

              The languages of this family comprise a few languages only. This family includes the languages such as Santhali, Munda and Kharia. The 2001 census report has identified Satar and Santhal languages not as distinct ones but a single one, i.e. Santhali. These languages are in endangered condition in Nepal. The government needs to make policies, plan and programmes to save these languages.

              
                	
                  
                    Dravidian Languages
                  
                

              

              This language family is a minor language family. This family includes only two languages: Kisan and Jhangar (Dhangar). Jhangar is spoken by 0.13 % of the total population of Nepal. Kisan is the Dravidian language that is spoken by nearly five hundred native speakers of Nepal. Kisan language is an endangered language so the government should make plan to save it.

              123 languages are recognized in Nepal. Other six languages have also been discovered but they are going to be included in the next census report. The languages of Nepal are listed below with their rank on the basis of number of speakers and the language family each language belongs to.

              
                
                  
                    	Rank
                    	Language
                    	Family
                    	Rank
                    	Language
                    	Family
                  

                  
                    	1
                    	Nepali
                    	Indo-European
                    	64
                    	Meche
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	2
                    	Maithili
                    	Indo-European
                    	65
                    	Chhantyal
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	3
                    	Bhojpuri
                    	Indo-European
                    	66
                    	Raji
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	4
                    	Tharu
                    	Indo-Europeaii
                    	67
                    	Lohorung
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	5
                    	Tamang
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	68
                    	Chhintang
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	6
                    	
                      Nepal Bhasa

                      (Newari)

                    
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	69
                    	Gangai
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	7
                    	Bajjika
                    	Indo-European
                    	70
                    	Pahari
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	8
                    	Magar
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	71
                    	Dailekhi
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	9
                    	Dotyali/Doteli
                    	Indo-European
                    	72
                    	Lhopa
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	10
                    	Urdu
                    	Indo-European
                    	73
                    	Dura
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	11
                    	Awadhi
                    	Indo-European
                    	74
                    	Koch
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	12
                    	Limbu
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	75
                    	Chiling
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	13
                    	Gurung
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	76
                    	English
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	14
                    	Baitadeli
                    	Indo-European
                    	77
                    	Jerung
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	15
                    	Rai
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	78
                    	Khas
                    	Indo-European
                  

                
              

              
                
              

              
                
                  
                    	16
                    	Aachami
                    	Indo-European
                    	79
                    	Sanskrit
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	17
                    	Bantawa
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	80
                    	Dolpali
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	18
                    	Rajbanshi
                    	Indo-European
                    	81
                    	Hayu
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	19
                    	Sherpa
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	82
                    	Tilung
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	20
                    	Hindi
                    	Indo-European
                    	83
                    	Koi
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	21
                    	Chamling
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	84
                    	Kisan
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	22
                    	Bajhangi
                    	Indo-European
                    	85
                    	Waling
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	23
                    	Santhali
                    	Austro-Asiatic
                    	86
                    	Musalban
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	24
                    	Chepang
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	87
                    	Hariyani/Haryanvi
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	25
                    	Danuwar
                    	Indo-European
                    	88
                    	Jumli
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	26
                    	Sunuwar
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	89
                    	Lhomi
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	27
                    	Magahi
                    	Indo-European
                    	90
                    	Punjabi
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	28
                    	Uranw/Kurux
                    	Dravidian
                    	91
                    	Belhare
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	29
                    	Kulung
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	92
                    	Oriya
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	30
                    	Kham (Magar)
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	93
                    	Sonaha
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	31
                    	Rajasthani
                    	Indo-European
                    	94
                    	Sindhi
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	32
                    	Maj hi
                    	Indo-European
                    	95
                    	Dadeldhuri
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	33
                    	Thami
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	96
                    	Byangshi
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	34
                    	Bhujel
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	97
                    	Assamese
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	35
                    	Bengali
                    	Indo-European
                    	98
                    	Raute
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	36
                    	Thulung
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	99
                    	Saam
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	37
                    	Yakkha
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	100
                    	Manange
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	38
                    	Dhimal
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	101
                    	Dhuleli
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	39
                    	Tajpuriya
                    	Indo-European
                    	102
                    	Phangduali
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	40
                    	Angika
                    	Indo-European
                    	103
                    	Surel
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	41
                    	Sangpang
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	104
                    	Malpande
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	42
                    	Khaling
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	105
                    	Chinese
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	43
                    	Wambule
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	106
                    	Khariya
                    	Austro-Asiatic
                  

                  
                    	44
                    	Kumal
                    	Indo-European«
                    	107
                    	Kurmali
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	45
                    	Darai
                    	Indo-Euro^gan
                    	108
                    	Bar am
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	46
                    	Bahing
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	109
                    	Lingkhim
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	47
                    	Bajureli
                    	Indo-European
                    	110
                    	Sadhani
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	48
                    	Hyolmo
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	111
                    	Kagate
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	49
                    	Nachiring
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	112
                    	Dzonkha
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	50
                    	Yamphu
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	113
                    	Bankariya
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	51
                    	Bote
                    	Indo-European
                    	114
                    	Kaike
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	52
                    	Ghale
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	115
                    	Gadhawali/Garhwali
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	53
                    	Dumi
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	116
                    	French
                    	Indo-European
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    	
                      54
                    	Lepcha
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	117
                    	Mizo
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	55
                    	Puma
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	118
                    	Kuki
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	56
                    	Dungmali
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	119
                    	Kusunda
                    	Language Isolate
                  

                  
                    	57
                    	Darchuleli
                    	Indo-European
                    	120
                    	Russian
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	58
                    	Aathpariya
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	121
                    	Spanish
                    	Indo-European
                  

                  
                    	59
                    	Thakali
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	122
                    	Nagamese
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                  

                  
                    	60
                    	Jirel
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	123
                    	Arabic
                    	Afro-Asiatic
                  

                  
                    	61
                    	Mewahang
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	The other six languages are Rana Tharu, Nar Phu, Chum (Syaar), Nubri (Larke), Poike and Serake (Seke). These languages are spoken in the districts of Kanchapur, Manang, Gorkha, Dolpa, and Mustang respectively
                    	
                    	
                  

                  
                    	62
                    	Sign Language
                    	-
                    	
                    	
                    	
                  

                  
                    	63
                    	Tibetan
                    	Sino-Tibetan
                    	
                    	
                    	
                  

                  
                    	Altogether: 129 languages are in Nepal.
                    	
                    	
                    	
                    	
                    	
                  

                
              

            
            
              1.2.2 Nepali Language

              Nepali language is the official langauge of Nepal. It is also called the Nepalese language. It is an Indo-Aryan language of the Indo-European language family. Historically, the language Nepali originated in the Hill Region of Nepal, in the Western parts of the country. Around five hundred years ago, mountain dwellers migrated eastwards and settling in the valleys of the Gandaki basin, the language moved with them, and developed over the next few hundred years to be the Nepali language that we can recognize today. A very close relation to the Hindi language, the Nepali language is often considered to be mutually intelligible. However, the Nepali language contains many more Sanskrit derivations, and considerably fewer English and Persian loanwords. Tibeto-Burman languages have also had an impact on the Nepali language, specifically in terms of grammatical compilation. These days, the Nepali language is used as an everyday language. It is also used as the dominant language by the government, and within the media.

              Around 45% of population of Nepal speaks Nepali language. This language in Devanagari script is used for Nepal government work. Part 1 of the constitution of Nepal 2015 (2073 B.S.) contains the following provisions about the languages of Nepal.

              Article 6: All native languages spoken in Nepal are National languages of Nepal.

              Article 7a: Nepali language in Devanagari Script is used for Nepal government work. (Indigenous languages also are to be written using Devanagari.)

              Article 7b: Beside Nepali language, the Provinces can choose one or more other languages spoken by majority population of that province for government work.

              The Nepali language geographically extends in all the 77 districts. In Nepal, the Nepali language is spoken as a mother tongue by around a third of the population. There are around 14 million native speakers of the Nepali language, though there are very few speakers of the Nepali as a second language. It is, as the Hindi and Sanskrit languages are, often written in the Devanagari script. Devangari is written from left to right, and its most prominent and noticeable feature is the horizontal line that runs along the top of the words, through the letters themselves.

            
          
          
            2.3 Language Change and Language Death

            
              1.3.1 Language Change

              As everything is changeable in the world, language cannot be the exception. Change in language is not a new thing but a continuous process over time. Why do languages change in the course of time? Lyons (2008) answers "There is no generally accepted answer to this question. Several theories of language-change have been put forward. But none of them covers all the facts". So language change is the reality that everyone accepts. It changes in time and space. Every sound, every grammatical element, every locution and accent is slowly changing configuration. The changes in language are gradual, systematic and minor. If we observe, there are remarkable differences between the English used in Chaucer's time and the English of present time. The native speakers of English cannot understand the Old English themselves. The same case is in Nepali language too. The Nepali language used at the time of Prithvinarayan's time is quite different from the language we speak now. In this way, every language changes but the change takes place slowly so that we cannot notice it. Saussure (1959) and Bloomfield (1933) view that change itself cannot be observed; all that we can possibly hope to observe are the consequences of change. It is not sudden and drastic but continuous. So language is regarded as a living thing. The phenomenon of language change was first systematically studied by comparative philologist at the end of 18th century and now, it is stjidied by sociolinguistics and historical linguists. The change in language^comes in spoken language and later in written language.

              Languages change more rapidly in certain period than they do in others. Even literary languages change in the course of time; and spoken languages acquired in childhood and employed throughout life in a variety of situations. Language change is variation over time in a language's phonetic, morphological, semantic, syntactic, and other features. It is studied by historical linguistics and evolutionary linguistics. Some commentators use the label corruption to suggest that language change constitutes a degradation in the quality of a language, especially when the change originates from human error or prescriptively discouraged usage. Descriptive linguistics typically does not support this concept, since from a scientific point of view such changes are neither good nor bad.

              
                
              

              
                
                  
                    1.3.1.1 Causes of Language Change
                  
                

                
                  
                    A. Fashion
                  
                

                Fashion is a sociolinguistic cause of language change. This cause asserts that languages change randomly as unpredictable as fashion changes in clothes. There is no more reason for language to change than there is for automobiles to add fins one year and remove them the next year, for jackets to have three buttons one year and two the next. An American linguist Paul Postal argued that the cause of sound change without language contact lies on the general tendency of human cultural products to undergo 'non financial' stylistic change. Hockett (1985) viewed that random fluctuations occur subconsciously, as sounds gradually drift from their original pronunciation. When a person speaks, he aims his articulator more or less accurately at one after another of a set of bull's-eyes. Charity on the part of hearers leads the speaker to be quite sloppy in his aim most of the time. The shots intended for initial [t] will be aimed in the general direction of that bull's-eye, but will fall all about it-many close, some in immediate vicinity, a few quite far away. The actual shots will cluster round a single point at which there will be a ‘frequency maximum’. As time passes, and quite a lot of shots miss the target, people hear numerous near misses. Eventually they begin to think the bull's eye is on a different place. Sounds are like a room full of blindfold or drunken men randomly waving and wandering around and occasionally crashing into one another. A person's speech can gradually alter over the years in the direction of those around, as is shown by British people who pick up an American accent on a very short time.

                The views of Hockett and Postal have been criticized because if changes in sounds happen in the way they suggest, then language will cease to be systematic. Nothing happens randomly in language: language is nearly patterned and if we accept their theories then everything will end up in chaos and no one will be able to learn a language. Secondly it has been found that similar changes take place in more than one languages and in those languages which are not connected. If changes occur haphazardly, some sorts of changes cannot occur in two different languages. For these reasons, the majority of linguist’s regard fashion changes simply as triggering factor, something which may set off a tendency whose deeper causes lie hidden beneath the surface.

                
                  
                    B. Foreign Influence
                  
                

                Foreign influence is the another cause of language change. According to this belief, the majorly of changes are due to the chance infiltration of foreign elements. When immigrants come to a new area, or when an indigenous population learns the language of newly arrived conquerors, they learn their adopted language imperfectly. This phenomenon is known as Substratum theory. They hand on these slightly imperfections to their children and to other people in their social circle, and eventually alter the language. This usually happens in the national borders of different countries. People of these regions are bilingual even multilingual who frequently use each other’s language. In such situation one language influences another in various ways, the longer the contact, the deeper the influence.

                
                  
                

                In the situation of adopting (learning) a new language by immigrants, the adopted language does not always move in the direction of the substratum language (their old language). Sometimes the immigrants attempt to overcorrect what they feel to be a faulty accent, respecting not only in a movement away from the sub-stratum language, but also in a change on the adopted language.

                Regarding the foreign influence of language change, we need to know the difference between substratum influence and borrowing. They are related but different phenomena of language change. Importers of foreign elements can be divided into two types: imperfect learners, and pickers up of useful bits. This distinction enables us to separate out substratum influence from borrowing, since these typically affect a language in different ways. When we learn a new language, we unconsciously impose some of our old sound patterns, and syntactic system, but not the vocabulary to the new language {substratum influence). But when we pick up foreign bits and place as useful additions to our language, we take over mainly vocabulary, (borrowing). Substratum influence and borrowing are like two side* of a coin. One example can be taken from the Indian immigrants in England. Their English is influenced by their native language as far as sounds and syntax is concerned, while their home language, such as Panjabi, is incorporating English loan words. Such borrowing takes places in the case when the borrower does not have the words in his language to express certain concept or ideas. For example, we (Nepali Speakers) have borrowed mobile, charger, wifi, connector, television, and so many other words from English because we have no words in Nepali language to them.

                
                  	
                    
                      Broadening and Narrowing
                    
                  

                

                Broadening means widening of meaning or extension or generalization of meaning. The meaning of the word is widened (this is usually observable diachronically). E.g.: rubbish in Old English only meant broken stones; present- day expression is wider and covers all kinds of unwanted or left-over property; camp had only the meaning of the military camp. In broadening a term acquires additional potential uses. The word "dog" has been broadened from its Old English root 'dogge', the name of a particular breed, to become the general term for all canines. In other words, the word ’dog' was used to mean a special kind of breed in the old English but now this word is used to refer to all kind of 'breed'. This is an example of broadening of meaning.

                
                  Narrowing of meaning means specialization or restriction of meaning. Here, the new meaning is more precise, covers only the part of the original meaning. Meat was the word for the food, today it is restricted for a type of food only. Words' meanings change in terms of the breadth of their semantic domain. Narrowing a word limits its alternative meanings, whereas broadening associates new meanings with it. For example, "hound" (Old English hund) once referred to any dog, whereas in modem English it denotes only a particular type of canid.

                
                  	
                    
                      Other Causes
                    
                  

                

                Regarding the causes of language change, Lyon, (2008) discusses the following causes.

                
                  	
                    
                      Internal reconstruction
                    : drive: drove: driven, ride: rode: ridden

                  	
                    
                      Assimilation:
                     Successive sounds being identical to one another, e.g. Italian, otto, notte, etc.

                  	
                    
                      Hapiology:
                     the loss of one of two phonetically similar syllables in sequence, e.g. Old English Engla-land> Modem England.

                  	
                    
                      Hypercorrection
                    : analogical extension, e.g. Southern English vowel of butter into words like butcher.

                

              
              
                1.3.1.2 Types of Language Change

                
                  
                    A. Sound Change
                  
                

                Sound change includes any processes of language change that affect pronunciation (phonetic change) or sound system structures (phonological change). Sound change can consist of the replacement of one speech sound (or, more generally, one phonetic feature value) by another, the complete loss of the affected sound, or even the introduction of a new sound in a place where there had been none. The causes for sound change are unknown and the explanation of the cause of language change is for beyond 4the reach of any theory over advanced. There are differents process of changes such as Metathesis, epenthesis and prosthesis.

                
                  	
                    
                      Metathesis
                    : In this process of change the vowel sound reverses its position, e.g. bridd -bird, hros-horse, etc.

                  	
                    
                      Epenthesis
                    : In this process of sound change, some sounds are added in the middle of a word, e.g. timr-timber, spinel-spindle, aemtig-empty, etc.

                  	
                    
                      Prosthesis:
                     In this process, some sounds are added in the initial position of a word, e.g. schola-escula (school), spiritus- espiritu (spirit), etc.

                

                
                  
                

                
                  
                    B. Lexical or Semantic Change
                  
                

                The term lexis refers to the vocabulary of a language which contains meaning. So lexical change brings semantic change. Lexical change refers to the change that occurs in the words of a language. Some new words are added, some words are lost from the language, some words are borrowed to the language from another, and some words are formed. These processes are called lexical change in language. This change is also called semantic shift, semantic progression, semantic development, or semantic drift. It is the evolution of word usage— usually to the point that the modem meaning is radically different from the original usage. In diachronic (or historical) linguistics, semantic change is a change in one of the meanings of a word. Every word has a variety of senses and connotations, which can be added, removed, or altered over time, often to the extent that cognates across space and time have very different meanings.

                
                  
                    C. Syntactic Change
                  
                

                Syntactic change is related to the change that occurs in the structure of sentences in a language. The changes that are found in the word order, use of negative, loss of inflectional suffixes, use of double negative, etc. are the syntactic changes. What is now standard English is, in the essential features of its grammar, a descendant of the dialect of London. So in course of time, there goes syntactic change in language as a result there became old English (or Anglo-Saxon), Middle English and Modern English - and are considered these alternatively as three different languages or as three stages of the same language. It is noted that over the centuries languages tend to alter their basic type. English, together with French, Greek and a variety of other languages has changed from an OV (object verb order) to a VO (verb object order) language. Let's see the following example.

                
                  
                    
                      	
                        
                          Old English
                        
                      
                      	
                        
                          Modern English
                        
                      
                      	
                        
                          Comment
                        
                      
                    

                    
                      	
                        
                          	He hine geseah

                        

                      
                      	He saw him
                      	OV VO
                    

                    
                      	
                        
                          	Him man ne sealed

                        

                      
                      	No man gave (any) to him
                      	OSV SVO
                    

                  
                

                In the above example, the position of negative marker, subject, verb, and object have been altered while coming the English from Old English to Modern English.

                To conclude, syntactic change is the evolution of the syntactic structure of natural language. Over time, syntactic change is the greatest modification of a particular language.

                
                  
                

              
            
            
              1.3.2 Language Death

              Language death means the extinction of a particular language from existence in both written and spoken forms. To say that a language is dead is like saying that the oeakers of that language are dead. A language dies when nobody speaks it any more. a e know language cannot have existence without people. When the people who speak a particular language die or leave to speak and the next generation does not know to peak, we say it is the death of the language. Each individual has the right to keep their inguage alive. Some people view that loss of language is not the loss of a concept, an abstraction but rather it is what happens when people change their behavior and stop ransmitting their language internationally. Language death is intimately concerned with people and if people learn new language and communicate, the death does not make a great loss. However, loss of language is not a good thing because it causes the loss of a canicular people's identity sometimes.

              Saving language from death is necessary to save the culture and national properties. There are so many people who are unaware of the death of language. But some people think that language must be saved to maintain human equality, to end discrimination and to promote cultural diversity. They believe that language is the most valuable single possession of the human race. Language is the most precious thing that makes us human. Thus by identifying the endangered language linguists, speakers and government need to save it before it gets death. There must be a strong sense of ethnic identity within the endangered community. The government must promote educational programmes about the endangered language and the linguists need to carry out several tasks in order to secure the future of a language. They need to intervene with the primary aim of preserving the linguistic health of those who speak endangered language as doctors. They need to increase the generality of descriptive statement and the power of theoretical explanation of the language. They should see their broader role as helping an indigenous community understand what is unique about its linguistic heritage and what the forces are which threaten it. They must group as much of the sociopolitical realities of endangered situations as they can.

            
            
              1.3.3 Language Shift

              Language shift is also called language transfer or language replacement. It is the process of assimilating a new language over an extended period of time by a speech community. This case may come in the situation in which a speech community comes in a contact of new language and gradually stop using one of its two languages in favor of the other. So, it is an act of a population in which they change from using one language to another. It is a dynamic social phenomenon whereas one language replaces another in a given society.

              
                The main causes of language shift can be:

              
                	Due to multilingual situation and positive or negative attitudes towards one language or the other,

                	Due to the dominance of a particular language,

                	Due to the language planning of the government,

                	Due to the lack of language loyalty among native speaker,

                	Due to underlying changes in the composition and aspirations of the society.

              

              Language shift is natural in most of the community. When people speak many languages, the possibility of language shift is high. As language has a power, sometimes people start to speak the powerful language and leave to speak the less dominance language if they are bilingual. One remarkable aspect of the multilingual situation of Nepal is that every person is at least a bilingual. In such a case, they can shift from their mother tongue to Nepali or Nepali to mother tongue. Most minority languages are declining because of the lack of language loyalty. This will lead eventually to language shift-to Nepali. For example, all the languages like Dhimal, Kumal, Raikiranti, etc. are declining as the speakers are forced to learn Nepali which is the official language of the country. They have to compete to survive and if they don't learn Nepali they will lag behind. Here the language shift is due to the education system as Nepali is the medium of instruction in school and higher education. To stop this, shift the government should provide bilingual education to non-Nepali speakers so that they use their mother tongue and do not shift to Nepali language. Nepal, a multilingual state with an emerging democratic system cannot continue to have a monolithic language policy. Linguistic imperialism must be stopped. Language shift is also the cause of language death.

              
                	
                  
                    Minority Language
                  
                

              

              A minority language is spoken by a minority of the population of an area. There are many minority languages in each country. Minority language is also called lesser used language. It can be a regionaklanguage or local language. Majority of population do not speak minority language. It makes language become minority language when only limited numbers of minor people speak it. There can be different minority languages such as 'national minority language', regional minority language', 'migrant minority language' and so on. Actually, minority refers to a group of minor people and minority language is the one that the minor people speak. A minority language is always defined, one way or another, in terms of power issues. The speakers of the language share specificities that differentiate them from the rest of a larger community: language and culture of course and intrinsically history. In terms of population, one frequent assumption is that a minority language is borne by a group of individuals numerically inferior to the majority group.

              
                
              

              However, that is not always the case. Wilson McLeod explains that when Scottish Gaelic first became a minority language in the medieval time, it was than probably still spoken by the majority of the population, but in terms of power, the language was dominated by Scots language as the major language of the court and trade. There is another situation too. Although Irish is spoken today on a daily basis by a very small minority of the population in the Republic of Ireland, it advocates refuse to have it labeled as a minority language, as that would diminish its power. In this sense the status of language as minority or majority is changeable so the nation may be interpreted very differently in different contexts. The minority language of the past can be the majority language at present and vice versa. The conception of minority language is one where history, ethnicity, territory, and culture are pre-requisites to define the notion in relation to the past, present and future. The minority language can change its status if it is extended to official recognition, educational uses, and political and sociological concern. In case of languages of Nepal, except a few, all other are minority languages since they have no official and educational recognition and they are spoken by a limited number of population in comparison to Nepali, Maithili, Bhojpuri, Tharu, Tamang, Newari and so on.

              
                	
                  
                    Endangered Languages
                  
                

              

              Endangered languages are those which are likely to become extinct in the near future. When a language extinct, it is called a dead language. Languages become extinct when a community finds itself under pressure to integrate with a larger or more powerful group. It also happens when people learn the outsiders' language in addition to their own language. Many languages are falling out of use and being replaced by other that are more widely used in the region or nation, such as English in the U.S. or Spanish in Mexico or Nepali in Nepal. The endangered languages become extinct within a short span of time as a result these languages will no longer be learnt by new generations of children or by new adult speakers. When the last speaker of endangered languages dies, these languages will become extinct. In fact, dozens of languages today have only one native speaker still living, and that person's death will mean the extinction of the language, when an endangered language becomes extinct, it will no longer be spoken, and known by anyone. But such case of extinction is gradual rather than sudden. The fate of a language can be changed in a single generation if it is no longer being learned by children. This has been true for some Yupik Eskimo communities in Alaska, where just 20 years ago all of the children spoke 'Yupik'; today the youngest speakers of 'Yupik' in some of these communities are in their 20s, and the children speak only English.

              
                
              

              In case of Nepal, there are so many languages which have less number of speakers and are in the verge of extinction. They are not being transmitted to children or that are being learned by few children so they are endangered and likely to become extinct. Some such languages are shown on the following table:

              
                
                  
                    	
                      
                        S.N.
                      
                    
                    	
                      
                        Languages
                      
                    
                    	
                      
                        Spoken Districts
                      
                    
                  

                  
                    	1.
                    	Thulung, Khaling
                    	Solukhumbu
                  

                  
                    	2.
                    	Aathpariya and Chhiling, Chhintang, and Phangduwali
                    	Dhankuta
                  

                  
                    	3.
                    	Sapang, Dumi, Puma, Nachhiring, Koyoo, Tilung, and Sotang
                    	Khotang
                  

                  
                    	4.
                    	Jerung, Bungla Sam, Umbule, and Bahing
                    	Okhaldhunga
                  

                
              

              Most of the languages of Rai family spoken in Nepal seem endangered. According to a recent survey out of hundreds of languages that are spoken in North America, only 194 remain. And all native North American groups are under pressure to give up their native languages and use English instead. The younger generation feels the pressure especially strongly; television and movies often discourage the maintenance of community values and native tradition as a result their native languages are endangered.

              A people's history is passed down through its language, so when the language disappears, it may take with its important information about the early history of the community. The loss of human languages also severely limits what linguists can learn about human condition. When community loses its language, it often loses a great deal of its cultural identity at the same time thus, linguists are trying to learn as much about endangered languages as possible so that they can save so many languages which are in danger of disappearing. They can help in using their experience in teaching and studying a wide variety of languages. They can use what they have learned about other endangered languages to help a community preserve its own language.

              
                	
                  
                    Dominant Language
                  
                

              

              
                The word dominant refers to something that is powerful, successful, influential, or noticeable than other thing. In case of dominant language, it can be understood in two ways; one is the case in which a speaker is bilingual and the language which is spoken by him more fluently than other is dominant language. Another can be the situation of community in which a particular language is spoken by most of the people, used in school, medical field, business and other important fields. In most of the cases, native language is dominant to each individual. In the world, English is most dominant language because it is used as lingua franca, official language, and in international
                business.
              

              
                The dominant language has so many interpretations. It is the language with which a bilingual or multilingual speaker has greatest proficiency and use more often in his/her life. It refers to the degree of bilingualism manifested by individuals who know two languages, that is, the relative level of proficiency in each of the languages. Sometimes a speaker can be bilingual or multilingual speaker and he/she can speak two languages with equal proficiency, in this case there can be balanced bilingualism. The essential thing regarding dominant language of an individual is that he/she speaks a particular language with confidence, fluently and it comes automatically to him/her in day to day communication. Mother tongue or father tongue or native language or sometimes family language is most of the time dominant to the speaker. The situation can be changed when a speaker migrates to a new place and speaks a new language for so many years and stops to speak his/her own mother tongue. The second language can be dominant due to the deferring of mother tongue for a long time. In this sense dominant language does not always mean mother tongue but a language which is more fluent to an individual. Thus we can conclude that native language suggests something one is born with a fact that doesn't change later in life. Dominant language acknowledges that for some people the language in which they are most fluent may change during their lifetime.

              In term of native speakers, Chinese language is the most dominant language in the world. It has 1.3 Billion native speakers but English has only 379 millions native speakers. However, English is the most spoken language in the world. Let's see the following table of ten most dominant languages of the world in term of native speakers.

              
                
                  
                    	S.N.
                    	Languages
                    	Native speakers
                  

                  
                    	1.
                    	Chinese
                    	1.3 Billion
                  

                  
                    	2.
                    	Spanish
                    	460 Million
                  

                  
                    	3.
                    	English
                    	379 Million
                  

                  
                    	4.
                    	Hindi
                    	341 Million
                  

                  
                    	5.
                    	Arabic
                    	315 Million
                  

                  
                    	6.
                    	Bengali
                    	228 Million
                  

                  
                    	7.
                    	Portuguese
                    	220 Million
                  

                  
                    	8.
                    	Russian
                    	153 Million
                  

                  
                    	9.
                    	Japanese
                    	128 Million
                  

                  
                    	10.
                    	Lahnda
                    	118 Million
                  

                
              

            
          
          
            
              
            

            2.4 Varieties of Language

            Language is a social phenomenon. It is a product of culture. It is a changeable thing. It is shared by all the members of the speech community concerned. The same language is used or spoken differently in different situation, location and field. The way English speakers pronounce a word, use the vocabulary and produce grammatical pattern depend upon a number of variables. Such variables are speech and writing, register and language varieties.

            The term ‘language varieties’ refers to any form of a language - whether a regional or social dialect, Pidgin, Creole, or some other language code. Most of us use a range of language forms that differ in some ways from the Standard English that has been codified in grammar books and upheld by efforts to prescribe the way that people use English. For example, consider the forms that we might use in conversing with friends at a soccer match versus the language we might use when speaking with our boss in a work context or with one of our adult students. The differences may be related to the formality of the context, but language varieties also are associated with geographic patterns in the way people talk as well as social contexts or groupings. These socio-cultural and regional differences in the use of English are of great importance to the people who use them because they serve as group identity symbols for the speakers. The language variety that a person associates with a particular social or regional identity may carry much psychological and emotional weight.

            All languages exhibit a great deal of internal variation. That is to say each language exists in a number of varieties. Nevertheless, what is meant by a variety of a language? Wardhaugh defines it as “a specific set of linguistic items” or “human speech patterns : sounds, words, grammatical features, which can be associated with some external factor; geographical area or 4a social group. A language itself can be viewed as a variety of the human languages.”

            
              1.4.1 Pidgin

              A Pidgin is a language with no native speakers. It is no one's first language but is a language of contact. It is the product of multilingual situation in which those who wish to communicate must find or improvise a simple language system that will enable them to do so. It is a Lingua franca which enables speakers to communicate in a new created language which is not of their own native language purely. It is used for communication by people from different speech communities. It is created for very practical purpose of communication between people who otherwise have no common language to communicate.

              
                It is a reduced language that results from extended context between group of people with no language in common, it evolves when they need some means of verbal communications, perhaps for trade, but no group learns the native language of any other group for social reasons that may include lack of trust or of close contact.

              In Wardhaugh’s view a pidgin is a language with no native speakers: it is no one’s first language but it is a contact language. That is, it is the product of a multilingual situation in which those who wish to communicate must find or improvise a simple code to enable them to do so. A pidgin is sometimes regarded as a ‘reduced’ variety of a ‘normal’ language, with simplification of the grammar and vocabulary of that language, considerable phonological variation, and an admixture of local vocabulary to meet the

              special needs of the contact groups.

              Pidgin arises in situations where speakers of mutually unintelligible languages come together. Originally Pidgin referred to Chinese Pidgin. It was originated as a language of slave trade and business people. They tried at first probably by gesture and then picking up words from each other's language, and gradually a new language, which had elements of both languages, was bom. This actually happened in the 18th century when English, French, and Portuguese traveled far and wide for business purpose. Pidgin is sometimes called trade language. As pidgin has mixed elements of two or more languages, it is a hybrid language. The process which is responsible for the birth of a pidgin is called pidginization. In pidginization, linguistic systems of two or more than two languages are simplified and language functions are reduced. While picking up the elements of languages, the speakers simplify the rules of the languages. By mixing, Amplifying, and reducing two or more languages, a new kind of hybrid language is created which we call Pidgin.

              Although Pidgin is a Lingua franca, it is not a standard language as English. It is just a contact language that has evolved as a mixture of more than one language. It provides basic needs of communication specially in immediate local context. It can be further understood with its following features:

              
                	Pidgin is not a full -fledged language.

                	It is a hybrid language.

                	It was originated as trade language.

                	It is not the language of any native speakers.

                	It originated from bilingual and multilingual contexts and situations.

                	It is a underdeveloped and incomplete language.

                	It lacks so may phonological, grammatical, and semantic systems to show minor distinction.

                	It is not spoken in a family as mother tongue.

                	
                  It has limited number of vocabulary and a very simplified grammar.

                	Tok Pidgin spoken in New Guinea is an English based pidgin.

                	It is a mixture of two or more languages which does not follow the words and rules of any one of the language completely.

                	It is created by the people who do not understand each other's language but are in dire need of communication.

                	It is supplemented by the use of extensive gesture, otherwise communication becomes incomplete.

              

              Although a pidgin is reduced variety of a normal language, it is not devoid of grammar. The phonological system is rule-governed. The inventory of phonemes is generally small, and each phoneme may have many allophonic pronunciations.

              In conclusion, we can say when a pidgin comes to be adopted by a community as its native tongue, and children learn it as a first language, that language is called a creole. That is to say that the pidgin has been creolized. Creoles are more fully developed than pidgins, generally having more lexical items and a broader array of grammatical distinctions. In time, they become languages as complete in every way as other languages.

            
            
              1.4.2 Creole

              Creole has the base on pidgin. A create is born from a pidgin. When a pidgin develops beyond its role as a trade language and becomes the first language of a social community, it is described as a Creole. A Creole develops as the first language of the children of pidgin speakers. The term "Creole" originally meant a white colonist, bom in the tropical colonies. It was later applied to slaves and other residents of these colonies, and still later, to the contact languages, spoken especially in colonial situations. As a native or home language, Creole has more functions. Pidgin becomes Creole through creolization. Creolization is a process in which there is expansion of linguistic system and elaboration qf linguistic functions in pidgin. Regarding creolization, Hudson (1981) says 'A pidgin which has acquired native speakers is called Creole or Creole language and the process whereby a pidgin turns into a Creole is creolization. Thus a pidgin after a long time crystallizes. People start using it at home and the new generation learns it as their mother tongue. Naturally people start using it for other purposes as well. So the elaboration of functions takes place and with the elaboration of function the elaboration of linguistics system also starts.’

              Creole is more varied in structure than Pidgin. More possibilities of subordination are present, and the vocabulary is greater. Various inflectional structures tend to arise, because creoles are spoken rapidly and with easier flow than most Pidgins. It is often said that Creoles are in true to the extent that they have a small lexicon, and few inflections. They also use more coordination rather than subordination. The separated

              
                 vocabulary elements of a Pidgin can become grammatical elements in Creole. The form baimbai yu go" (by and by you go) in early Tok Pisin gradually shortened to 'bia yu go' then to 'yu bai go' and finally to 'yu bigo' which a grammatical structure not unlike that of its English translation equivalents, 'you will go'.

              In short a pidgin undergoes the process of creolizaiton, i.e. a process through which a pidgin is made a Creole, in which elaboration of language systems and functions takes place. Gradually the pidgin acquires native speakers and a Creole takes birth.

            
            
              1.4.3 Register

              Register refers to the used based variety of language. It is concerned not with user but use. The same language is used differently in different fields. Such field based used of language is called register. It is concerned with the social situation and the professional context in which language is used. Ferguson (1994) says:

              People participating in recurrent communication situations tend to develop similar vocabularies, similar features of intonation, and characteristic bits of syntax and phonology that they use in these situations. This kind of variety is a register. There is no mistaking the strong tendency for individuals and co-communicators to develop register variation along many dimensions (p. 20):

              So registers are the varieties of language which are more closely associated with setting or scene in which they are used that with the people who are using them are usually included in the concept of register, and distinguished from one another primarily on the dimension of relative formality.

              The physical setting of an event may call for the use of a different variety of language even when the same general purpose is being served, and when the same participants are involved. English greeting forms may differ inside a building versus outside and between participants at differing distances from one another.

              This kind of language variety is based on specially of language use. Register is one complicating factor in any study of language varieties. Registers are sets of vocabulary items associated with discrete occupational or social groups. Surgeons, airline pilots, bank managers, sales clerk, jazz fans, and teachers use different vocabularies. One person may control a number of registers. Trudgill (1974) explains:

              The occupational situation will produce a distinct linguistic variety. Occupational linguistic varieties of this sort have been termed registers, and are likely to occur in any situation involving members of a particular profession or occupation. The language of law, for example, is different from the language of medicine, which in turn is different from the language of engineering- and so on. Registers are usually characterized solely by vocabulary differences; neither by the use of particular words, or by the use of words in a particular sense (104).

              
                There are mainly three types of registers. They are field based register, mode­based register and tenor-based register. Field based register deals with how language is used differently in different fields of study. For example, the language (words and pattern) of journalism, literature, medicine, sport, etc. is different from each other in a number of ways. The use of passive voice is common in scientific writing and omission of auxiliary verbs in news headlines is common in journalism. Phrase/words such as 'hot', 'cold', ‘warm’, etc. are heard in a weather forecast and words such as metaphor, simile, irony, satire, stanza, rhyme, etc. are found in literature. The speech and writing are two mode-based registers. Lecture, announcement, debate, discussion, etc. are the oral registers whereas essay, poem, letter writing, condolence, and sympathy writing etc. are the written register. The tenor-based register is distinguished on the basis of the style and manner of discourse. The formal, informal, slang, taboo, archaic, etc. are the verities of tenor based register. The formal language is different from all other varieties in a number of ways, e.g.

              
                	Would you like to take a glass of water? (Formal)

                	Have a glass of water, (informal)

              

              We study register as below:

              
                
                  A. Register of Education
                
              

              The language that we use in academic field is different from the language that we use in our day to day communication. Academic language is more formal. Many words in academic English are the same as everyday vocabulary, but they are often also used with a slightly different meaning which may be specialized. For example;

              
                
                  
                    	Words
                    	Everyday meaning
                    	Academic meaning
                  

                  
                    	discipline
                    	ability to control oneself or other people
                    	area of study
                  

                  
                    	solid
                    	not liquid or gas
                    	certain or safe; of a good standard
                  

                  
                    	underline
                    	draw a line under it
                    	gives emphasis to »
                  

                
              

              In education, more formal expressions which are not common in everyday language are used. For example:

              
                
                  
                    	Neutral
                    	More Formal
                    	Neutral
                    	More Formal
                  

                  
                    	in short
                    	in sum
                    	mainly
                    	primarily
                  

                  
                    	try
                    	attempt
                    	only
                    	solely
                  

                
              

              
                
                  B. Register of Humanities and Social Science
                
              

              The language verity that is used in the field of humanities and social science is called register of that field. The language of this discipline is also different from other fields like education, technology, law and justice, etc. In humanities and social science also formal register of language is used. The area of humanities and social science is very wide so a wide range of words are found with especial meaning in this register.

              
                
                  
                    C. Register of Science and Technology
                
              

              The language of science and technology is also different from other field. The language of science is more direct and passive voice is common. In case of vocabulary, new words are emerging with the invention of new technology. Mobile, charger, computer, Face book, internet, messenger, laptop, hard disk, Google, YouTube, etc. words came in language with their invention. Let's read some lines of science and technology;

              Several kinds of technology are involved; of transmission (by cable or satellite) of miniaturization; of storage and retrieval; of display using flexible combination of text and graphics); and of control (by computer)

              
                	
                  
                    Register of Law and Justice
                  
                

              

              The language used in law and justice is also different from our day to day spoken language. For example, the word 'decease' is used for death in law. The following text is an example of legal register.

              If any bill is sent back with a message from his majesty, it shall be reconsidered by a joint sitting of the two Houses and if the bill so reconsidered is again passed and it was so reconsidered is again passed and it was or with amendments, and is again

              presented to him, his majesty shall give assent to that bill within thirty days of such presentation. (The constitution of the kingdom of Nepal 2047)

            
            
              1.4.4 British and American English

              American English differs from British English not only in pronunciation but also in vocabulary, spelling, and grammar.4 Over the past 400 years, the forms, of the language used in the United States and in the United Kingdom have diverged in a few minor ways, leading to the versions now often referred to as American English and British English. The differences in written and most spoken grammatical structures tend to be much less than in other aspects of the language in terms of mutual intelligibility. A few words have completely different meanings in the two versions or are even unknown or not used in one of the version.

              
                
                  
                    Differences in Grammar
                
              

              
                	
                  Speakers of American English say 'It's really warm in here', but speaker from Newcastle in north of England say 'It's right warm in here'.
                

                	
                  A British speaker may use the present perfect to ask a question such as 'Have you been to Japan? but American speakers might use the past simple, e.g., 'Did you go to Japan?'
                

                	
                  In American English the simple past can be used with already, just and yet. In British English the present perfect is used:
                

              

              
                
                  I have already given her the present (BrE)
                
              

              
                
                  I just saw her. (AmE)
                
              

              
                
                  Have you heard the news yet? (BrE)
                
              

              
                
                  Did you hear the news yet? (AmE)
                
              

              
                	
                  In British English it is possible to use have got or have to express the idea of possession. In American English only have can be used in questions and negative sentences:

              

              
                
                  They have/have got two computers. (BrE and AmE)
                
              

              
                
                  Have you got a computer? Yes, I have. (BrE)
                
              

              
                
                  Do you have a computer? Yes, I do (BrE and AmE)
                
              

              
                	In American English the past participle of get is gotten:

              

              
                
                  Your English has got better. (BrE)
                
              

              
                
                  Your English has gotten better. (AmE)
                
              

              
                	Some prepositions and adverbs are used differently in British and American English, for example stay at home/BrE); stay home (AmE)

                	In informal American English the adverb form ending in -ly is often not used:

              

              
                
                  He looked at me really strangely. (BrE)
                
              

              
                
                  He looked at me really strange. (AmE)
                
              

              
                	Shall is not used instead of will in American English for the first person singular of the future:

              

              
                
                  I shall/will be here tomorrow. (BrE)
                
              

              
                
                  I will be here tomorrow. (AmE)
                
              

              
                
                  Nor is it used in polite offers:
                
              

              
                
                  Shall I open the window? (BrE)
                
              

              
                
                  Should I open the window?(AmE)
                
              

              
                	In British English the past simple and past participle of many verbs can be formed with -ed or -t, for example burned/burnt. In American English only the forms ending in -ed are used:

              

              
                
                  They burned/burnt the documents. (BrE)
                
              

              
                
                  They burned the documents. (AmE)
                
              

              
                
                  

                
              

              
                
              

              
                	When the past participle is used as an adjective, British English prefers the -t form, whereas in American English the -ed form is preferred, with the exception of burnt:

              

              
                
                  a spoilt child (BrE)
                
              

              
                
                  a spoiled child (AmE)
                
              

              
                
                  burnt toast (BrE and AmE)
                
              

              
                	Go/Comeand

              

              
                
                  In these expressions and is often omitted:
                
              

              
                
                  Go and take a look outside. (BrE)
                
              

              
                	On the telephone

              

              
                
                  Hello, is that David? (BrE)
                
              

              
                
                  Hello, is this David? (AmE)
                
              

              
                
                  Differences in Spelling
                
              

              As British and American English are the two dialects, some words of English language are spelt differently in these two dialects. The main contrasts between them are shown below.

              
                
                  
                    	British English
                    	American English
                    	British English
                    	American English
                  

                  
                    	Colour
                    	Color
                    	Cheque
                    	Check
                  

                  
                    	Flavour
                    	Flavor
                    	Gaol
                    	Jail
                  

                  
                    	Programme
                    	Program
                    	plough
                    	Plow
                  

                
              

              
                	
                  British English uses single T but American English uses double 'll’. 
                

              

              
                UK = fulfil, enrol, enrolment, instalment, skilful, wilful 
              

              
                US = fulfill, enroll, enrollment, installment, skillful, willful
              

              
                	
                  In British (UK), if there is T at the end of a word, it is doubled when suffix is added but it remains same in American (US).
                

              

              
                UK = cancel +ing = cancelling, label -i-ed = labelled, counsel + or = consellor, model -i-ed = modelled
              

              
                US = cancel-i- ing = canceling, label+ ed = labeled, counselor, marvelous, modeled, etc.
              

              
                	
                  Sometimes the double T spelling will also be found in US texts.
                

              

              
                Some words are ended in ‘re’ in UK but in ‘er’ in US.
              

              
                UK = centre, theatre, centimetre, litre, lustre, etc.
              

              
                US = center, theater, centimeter, liter, luster, etc.
              

              
                
                  
                
              

              
                	
                  Some words are ended in ‘our’ in UK but in ‘or’ in Us.
                

              

              
                UK = labour, honour, behaviour, endeavour, favourable, rumour, etc. US = labor, honor, behavior, endeavor, favorable, rumor, etc.
              

              
                	
                  Some words in British English end in 'ogue' whereas same words end in 'og' in American English.
                

              

              
                UK = analogue, catalogue, dialogue
              

              
                US = analog, catalog, dialog
              

              
                	
                  Some words are ended in ‘ise’ in UK but in ‘ize’ in Us.
                

              

              
                UK = emphasise, minimise, globalise, colonise, organise, etc. 
              

              
                US = emphasize, minimize, globalize, colonize, organize, etc.
              

              
                	
                  Some nouns are ended in ‘isation’ in UK and ‘ in ‘ization’ in US. 
                

              

              
                UK = globalisation, colonisation, organisation, standardisation 
              

              
                US = globalization, colonization, organization, standardization
              

              
                	
                  Some verbs end in 'yse' in British and 'yze' in American English.
                

              

              
                UK = analyse, catalyse, paralyse
              

              
                US = analyze, catalyze, paralyze
              

              
                	
                  Some verbs always end in -ise' both in UK and US.
                

              

              
                advertise, advise, apprise, arise, comprise, compromise, despise, devise, disguise, enterprise, excise, exercise, improvise, incise, premise, revise, surmise, surprise
              

              
                	
                  Some words end in 'ce' in UK and 'se' in US.
                

              

              
                UK = defence, offence, pretence, licence (noun)
              

              
                US = Defense, offense, pretense, license (noun)
              

              
                	
                  Some words which have Greek origin use 'ae' and 'oe' in UK English. Anaesthetic, gynaecology, haemorrhage, oesophagus
                

                	
                  Some words are different in the following ways.
                

              

              
                UK= aluminium, cheque, grey, mould, plough, programme
              

              
                US= aluminum, check, gray, mold, plow, program
              

              
                	
                  The verbs bum, spoil, etc. can be regular or irregular in British but they are regular in American.
                

              

              
                UK: bum —> bumed/bumt, spoil — spoiled/spilt
              

              
                US: bum —> burned, spoil —>spoiled
              

              
                As given in OALD, the following spelling differences in British and American English are particularly common:
              

              
                	
                  In verbs which end in T and are not stressed on the final syllable, the T is not doubled in the -ing form and the past participle: cancelling; (AmE) canceling.
                

              

              
                
                  
                
              

              
                	
                  Words which end in -tre are spelt -ter in American English: centre; (AmE) center.
                

                	
                  Words which end in -our are usually spelt -or in American English: Colour; (AmE) color.
                

                	
                  Words which end in -ague are usually spelt -og in American English; dialogue; (AznE)dialog.
                

                	
                  In British English many verbs can be spelt with either -ize or -ise. In American English only the spelling with -ize is possible; realize, -ise; (AmE) realize.
                

              

              
                
                  Differences in Pronunciation
                
              

              American speakers of English say /W: rm/ /r/ sound is audible but British speakers say /W: m/ for warm. In British English the sound /r/ is not pronounced before consonant but it is pronounced in American English. In American English the't' between vowels is pronounced as a soft d /d/, so that writer and rider sound similar. British English speakers usually pronounce the't' as /t/.

              
                
                  Differences in Vocabulary
                
              

              In America 'School' means both college and school but in Britain school means not college or university but primary and secondary education. Other examples are:

              
                
                  
                    	British English
                    	American English
                    	British English
                    	American English
                  

                  
                    	Holiday
                    	Vacation
                    	Maize
                    	Com
                  

                  
                    	Aerial
                    	Antenna
                    	Cot
                    	Crib
                  

                  
                    	Railway
                    	Railroad
                    	Line
                    	Queue
                  

                  
                    	Pavement
                    	Side walk
                    	Lorry
                    	Truck
                  

                  
                    	Trousers
                    	Pants
                    	Shop
                    	Store
                  

                  
                    	Lift
                    	Elevator
                    	Autumn
                    	Fall
                  

                  
                    	
                      Luggage

                      Paraffin

                    
                    	
                      Baggage

                      Kerosene

                    
                    	Chemist
                    	Druggist
                  

                
              

              A number of idioms show lexical different between British English and American English.

              
                
                  
                    	British English
                    	American English
                    	
                    	
                  

                  
                    	a.
                    	a drop in the ocean
                    	a.
                    	a drop in the bucket
                  

                  
                    	b.
                    	a home from home
                    	b.
                    	a home away from home
                  

                  
                    	c.
                    	a new lease of life
                    	c.
                    	a new lease on life
                  

                  
                    	d.
                    	a storm in a teacup
                    	d.
                    	a tempest in a teapot
                  

                  
                    	e.
                    	flogging a dead horse
                    	e.
                    	beating a dead horse
                  

                  
                    	f.
                    	touch wood
                    	f.
                    	knock on wood
                  

                  
                    	g-
                    	sweep under the carpet
                    	g-
                    	sweep under the rug
                  

                
              

            
            
              
                
              

              1.4.5 Black English Vernacular

              The English variety spoken by the Black community in America is Black English. It is vernacular in the sense that Black English has no official status and it is not standard. The term vernacular is used in a number of ways. It generally refers to a language which people learn as first language in multilingual communities and has a relatively narrow range of informal functions. There are three component of the meaning of the term vernacular. The most basic refers to the fact that a vernacular is an uncodified or non-standardized variety.

              The second refers to the way it is acquired at home, as first variety. The third is the fact that is used for relatively circumscribed functions. Some have extended the term to refer any language, which is not the official language of a country. It is the first language of a group socially or politically dominated by a group with a different language. So in countries such as the United States where White English is the language of the dominant group but Black English is vernacular. When people talk about education in a vernacular language, for instance they are usually referring to education in an ethnic minority language in a particular country.

              The Black English vernacular generally refers to the most colloquial variety in a persons' linguistic repertoire. This variety is non-standardized ethnic or tribe language. It is used for communication in the home and with close friends. It is the language of solidarity between people from the same Black ethnic group. It is sometimes called social dialect. Black English has distinct features which separate it from any other variety of English. Linguists who have described the speech that is characteristic of many black ­residents of the Northern United States have noticed how uniform that speech is in many respects. In other words, blacks who live in New York city, Boston, Chicago, Detroit, and Seattle speak very much alike. The speech of blacks in these cities also resembles the speech of blacks in Southern States in many respects. This Black English is also called black vernacular English, or Afro American vernacular English.

              Black English has certain phonological, morphological, and syntactic characteristics. Words like thing and this may be pronounced as ting and dis. Bath may sound like baff, brother like bruvver, nothing like nuffin, and thread like tred. Still other examples are bik for ‘big’, kit for ‘kid’ and cup for ‘cub’ as final stops are devoiced. Test, desk, and end may be pronounced without their final consonants. The plural of test may actually be tess or tesses. Car and cart nearly always show loss of 'r'. As a result your brother may become identical to you brother.

              
                The diphthongs in words like find and found may be both monophthogized and nasalized, and the words may lack any pronunciation of the final nd. Consequently, find, found, and even fond may become homophonous, all pronounced with an f and a following nasalized vowel. In morphology, because final t and d are often unpronounced, there may be no overt signaling of the past tense, so that / walked sounds just like I walk. There may also be no signaling of the third-person singular in the present tense of the verb, resulting in a form like he go.

              Syntactically, Black English has special uses of be, or lack of be (the zero copula), as in a contrast between 'He nice' (he is nice right now) and 'he be nice' (He is nice sometimes). The negatives of these sentences would also be 'he ain't nice' and 'he don't be nice' respectively. 'You tired' may be an equivalent of the standard 'you're tired'. Double negative is common in Black English so 'can't nobody do that' (Nobody can do that), I don't know nothing' (I know nothing), etc. are used.

              Some linguists argue that these characteristics are found in other varieties of English so these features are not unique to Black English. Other argues that Black English is not a dialect of English but a creolized variety of English. Lobov believes that Black English is nothing but a variety of stranded English because it possesses the same basic grammar.

            
            
              1.4.6 Standard American English

              A standard variety is generally one which is written, and which has undergone some degree of regularization or codification (for example, in a grammar and dictionary): it is recognized as a prestigious variety or code by a community, and it is used for high functions. Standard American English is a codified variety. Codification is usually achieved through grammars and dictionaries, which record, and sometimes prescribe, the standard forms of the language. It is prestigious because of its use in court. It has influence because it is used by economically powerful merchant class. We can understand standard American English from the following table:

              
                
                  
                    	Language
                    	Linguistic features
                    	Functions
                  

                  
                    	
                      American

                      Standard English

                    
                    	Elaborate code rich vocabulary literature script/written form
                    	
                      Daily communication

                      Education

                      Government offices

                      Media lingua-franca

                    
                  

                
              

              
                From this table it is clear that Standard American English has different linguistic features and functions that are not found in non-Standard languages Non-Standard language has restricted code, limited vocabulary, small or no literature and no written form in most of the cases. But Standard American English has elaborate code and rich vocabulary so that it serves different language functions. It has unlimited product of literature and script or written form. In addition to the daily communication, it is used in formal education, government offices, media, business, science and technology. It serves different other functions too so it enjoys more prestige. It was not a standard language by its birth. It must have undergone some processes that made it a standard language. The state chose it and it went through some processes of standardization like codification and using to serve official functions.

              Standard American English is not a variety of English that is inherently 'Standard' or better, or more beautiful, or more logical than other forms of English. What makes it standard is that some speakers of American English have the social power to impose the variety of English they happen to use on speakers of other varieties. They are in a position to make their English the prestigious form of English. The standard American English avoids the pronunciations associated with particular regions or social group. It is used in school systems, professional communications and businesses and other people of social power.

            
          
          
            
              
            

            Exercises

            
              
                Very Short Answer Questions
              
            

            (For Oral Practice and to check comprehension while teaching, the teacher can use these questions. He/she needs to demand oral answer from the students.)

            
              	
                How many languages are there in the Niger-Congo family of language?
              

              	
                How many languages are in Nepal in total?
              

              	
                Tell any four words which are different in British and American English.
              

              	
                Where is Tok Pidgin spoken?
              

              	
                Which language has a narrow range of function?
              

              	
                What are the three main causes of language change?
              

              	
                In which language family does English come?
              

              	
                What is meant by language death?
              

              	
                Tell the different types of language changes.
              

              	
                Define language register.
              

              	
                Give an example of narrowing as the cause of language change.
              

              	
                Write any five words which are different in spelling in British and American English.
              

            

            
              
                Short Answer Questions
              
            

            
              	
                Tell orally any seven countries where the languages of the Niger-Congo family are spoken.
              

              	
                What provisions have been made about the languages of Nepal in the constitution of Nepal 2015?
              

              	
                What does 'fashion' mean with regard to language change?
              

              	
                What is the main reason for language death?
              

              	
                List any five causes of language shift. 4
              

              	
                What do you mean by minority language?
              

              	
                Write any five features of Pidgin.
                ’
              

              	
                Compare American and British English in term of their spelling, pronunciation, and grammar.
              

              	
                Write some features of Black English.
              

              	
                How does foreign influence cause language change? Give reason in brief.
              

              	
                Write any ten endangered languages of Nepal.
              

              	
                The language of education is a register. Give reason.
              

              	
                What are the two hypotheses regarding the family origin of languages? Describe briefly.
              

            

            
              
                
                  Long Answer Questions
              
            

            
              	
                List the main language families of world languages and describe any one family in detail.
              

              	
                Explain different causes of language change.
              

              	
                What are the varieties of language? Explain different types of registers.
              

              	
                Write the relation and differences of pidgin and Creole.
              

              	
                Describe language families of Nepal.
              

              	
                What are the features of American Standard English? Explain.
              

              	
                Explain the main differences between British and American English.
              

              	
                How are languages grouped into different families? Describe the Indo-European family of languages showing the relationship between English and Nepali.
              

              	
                "Language is subject to change" Elucidate this statement.
              

              	Write a short note on the following.

            

            
              	Minority language

              	Endangered language

              	Dominant language

              	Broadening and narrowing

            

            
              	'English is a dominant language of the world’. Explain.

            

          
          
            Activities

            
              	
                
                  Project Work:
                
              

            

            
              	Preparing Chart: Work in the group of four/five students. Prepare an attractive chart of world language family and point out Nepali and English languages in the figure and paste on the wall of your classroom.

              	Library Visit: Visit a library of your school or any other libraries of your community, consult books on “Sociolinguistics of Nepal” and write about the population of speakers, spoken areas, rank, official use, present status and other features of Nepali, Maithili, Bhojpuri, Tharu and Tamang languages of Nepal. 4

            

            
              	
                
                  Creative Work:
                
              

            

            Write an article to be published in a local newspaper on “the status of Nepali language at present’.

            
              	
                
                  Practical work:
                
              

            

            Survey the multilingual situation of your community. List all the languages spoken in the community. And find bilingual and multilingual people if any in the community and ask whether they have equal abilities in both or all languages they speak or any one language is dominant. Write the situation and present a paper in the class.

          
        
        
          
            
          

          
            

Unit 2: Issues and Aspects of English Language

          English is the second language for most of the learners in Nepal. Second language teaching is not as easy as first language teaching. The second language teachers need to be properly trained about and made aware of both learning and teaching based issues. There can be students without teachers but there is impossible to be teachers without students. So, we should know a number of issues and their solution while teaching second language in a non-native context. The following are the main issues which are concerned with theories and principles of second/third language learning.

          
            	Learner differences

            	Learning conditions

            	Learning principles and perceptive

            	Teaching contexts

            	Teacher's attitudes and identities

            	Teaching approaches and techniques

            	L2 or L3 curriculum, materials, and resources

            	L2 or L3 classroom managements

            	Large class size

            	Use of mother tongue

            	Overload of teachers

            	Use of modem technology

            	Teacher's devotion in teaching

          

          Learner differences include learners' age, learning styles, level of language proficiency, educational and cultural background, motivation, intelligence, attitude, self- esteem and aptitude, socio affective and cognitive factors. So the learners are individually unique and different from others. The second or third language teachers

          
            have to manage their classroom by considering all these factors in their work plans. The second issue is learning conditions in which the pupils study and what is available to them in term of language input and language practice. The learning condition affects the mastery of language greatly since the learners' achievement in the condition where computer, online, language lab, internet, etc. are available is clearly different from the other condition where the teacher and students have only a textbook and a blackboard. The third issue of learning principles indicates those teachers who have no knowledge of modern teaching methodology. So SLA theories and principles have been seen as a major issue for second language teachers. There are many teaching contexts which also account for the success of second language learning. The different contexts for learning are EFL, ESL and ESOL situation, school and language schools, large class, and one-to- one teaching, in school and in-company, real and virtual learning environment, etc. In all these contexts learning does not take place in the same rate. Another major issue is of teachers’ attitude and identity. Most of the teachers are not positive in teaching a second language due to the lack of necessary skill in teaching. So, such teachers often face identity crisis. It is important for second language teacher-educators that teachers- identities should be seriously dealt within their programmes. There are many approaches and methods of second language teaching. Single method does not work effectively in different situations. So, the second language teachers need to be self- reflective, innovative, and context sensitive. The teacher should analyze the context of teaching and decide a suitable approach to teach second language. L2 curriculum, resources, and materials are also the ELT issues because many L2 or L3 teachers do not get authentic materials and resources. They do not know where to use authentic materials and where to use non-authentic materials. They are solely depended on readymade curriculum as a result they have no role to play for innovations and modifications. Most of the teachers have problems in classroom management. The large class size, different seating arrangement, different student groupings, teacher taking time, and students taking time, proximity, and movement of a teacher in the classroom have become very serious issues in second language class.

          
            
              Some notable other issues are below.
            
          

          
            	There are many SLA research studies and their findings which are unknown for many teachers. The teachers use only those teaching techniques that they may find easier for them.

            	The finding of the researches carried out so far, mostly by Master's degree students have not yet been considered for implementation.

            	
              There is lack of co-ordination between/among the in service and /or pre-service teacher training programmers run by different agencies and institutions.

            	The government policy regarding the training of teachers has always been inconsistent because sometimes it is made obligatory and sometimes it is optional.

            	There is no policy regarding the training of teachers for the higher education level. As a result, the teacher teaching at the higher level classes are virtually untrained.

            	Availability of materials and access to electronic resources has been a luxury until now for a large majority of teachers and students.

            	Refresher training for the teacher educator and trainers is more or less infrequent.

            	The teacher education institutions lack adequate funds to carry out research in ELT and classroom practices.

          

          
            2.1 Language Pedagogy

            Language Pedagogy is the study of how knowledge, skills, and aspects of language are imparted in an educational context, and it considers the interactions that take place during learning in the classroom. Both the theory and practice of language pedagogy vary greatly, as they reflect different social, political, and cultural contexts of langauge use. It is often described as the act of teaching language. The language pedagogy adopted by teachers shapes their actions, judgments, and other teaching strategies of language by taking into consideration theory of learning, understandings of students and their needs, and. the backgrounds and interests of individual students.

            
              2.1.1 The Teaching of Language and about Language

              The teaching of language and the teaching about language are different in their goal, methodology, content, and emphasis. Teaching of language is concerned to enabling learners to communicate, or using language in communication rather than about the system and rules of language. Teaching about language is concerned to the teaching of grammatical systems and rules of language and in it, grammar is considered all in all and learners are involved in reciting rules and analyzing the systems in which a language works.

              Teaching of language is developing a set of performance skills in the learners. Since language is a social institution and a body of socially conditioned or culturally determined ways of behaving, language teaching has the objective to prepare the learners to participate in some other social group, some language community and interaction in social work. For this purpose, teaching of language includes a number of communicative functions of language. The syllabus is communicative and the role of students is to use language in different social contexts. The core aspect of language teaching is the use of language.

              
                The role of the teacher is as a facilitator, participant, guide, and manager. The goal of the teacher is to enable learners to communicate in the target language and make them know when and how to say what in what way. Different language functions like greeting, requesting, suggesting, asking, thanking, etc. are taught. Role play, information gap activities, pair and group work, debate, problem solving tasks, etc. are used. Students should work with language at the discourse level with the coherence and cohesion. They are given an opportunity to express their ideas and opinions.

              Teaching about the language is concerned to teaching the grammatical aspects of language. This system of teaching language has strong foundation on grammar translation method. While teaching about the language, the focus is on grammatical rules, memorization of vocabulary and analyzing language system. Parts of speech, tense, speech, narration, voice, etc. are taught without associating in communication. The use of language is totally ignored and rules of grammar are learned explicitly followed by different written exercises. Grammar is an end in itself. The form of the target language is emphasized.

              Our experience shows that both language and about language should be taught for the sound development of language in the learners. Developing accuracy in language performance is difficult without teaching about the language and only through grammar teaching, it is hard to develop communicative competence. Thus the grammar and communicative functions of language are equally important in second language learning and teaching.

            
            
              2.1.2 The Teaching of Content or Skills or Both

              The teaching of content includes the subject matter of different fields for teaching purpose. Content is believed to be the main way to learn language. Students are expected to play with content and learn language. Content based instruction gives priority to predetermined linguistic content. In this instruction, students use language to learn content instead of learning to use language. The focus is on knowing the subject. Educators who focus on content believe that the use of language from one content to another is different. The vocabularies that are found to be used in the course of medical science are different from the ones which are used in the course of airline pilots. So language can be best taught if students are engaged in learning contents of different field. Content focus teaching helps for the cognitive development of children. In content focus teaching, students are expected to be highly motivated because they learn context that is relevant to the academic requirements of the program in which they are enrolled.

              
                Students learn both specific content and related language skills. They get both content knowledge and increased language proficiency. The whole language educators believe that students learn the best not when they are learning language piece by piece, but rather when they are working to understand the meaning of whole texts. Content rich curriculum promotes language and thinking in an interesting and significant way.

              Teaching skills of language includes the teaching of four skills of language, i.e. listening, speaking, reading, and writing. Teaching content or skills is the issue in second language instruction. Educators who focus on teaching the skills of language claim that the main aim of language teaching is to enable students in developing proficiency in the four skills of language. So, listening, speaking, reading, and writing are taught with different activities connecting one skills with other. They are integrated to make communication meaningful and effective. Advocators of skill focus teaching argue that a person needs a mastery of four skills to be able to use the language, to convey thoughts, intentions, wishes, information and so on.

              Only teaching content without integrating to language skills or teaching language skills without including content, second language learning becomes incomplete. Thus, the content and language skills integrated teaching is the need of our classroom. Through content based instruction, learners are helped to develop language skills. There must be natural integration of language skills and content in the teaching learning activities. In the integration of content and skills, one is assumed to acquire language skills when he/she is dealing with certain subject matter or content. Thus, the context and the language skills should not be dealt separately for learning them, but must be integrated, and acquired together. There must be a focus on real world content, and the understanding and communication of information through language skills.

            
            
              2.1.3 Major Shift in Language Pedagogy

              Language pedagogy is concerned to the method of teaching. Both abstract theories and practical techniques have been debated, have gone in and out of fashion, and have influenced curriculum, or classroom and teaching materials. In the 1990s Lexical Approach was popular, in the 1970s Silent Way and Community Language Learning were advocated, during the war period, Audio Lingual Method was in fashion. One method came as a reaction to another method in the history. In this way, amongst the plethora of idea and techniques which have been offered over the years, some trends have had-and continue to have- a significant impact on how languages are taught today. This way of changing trend of teaching method is the shill in language pedagogy.

              The present teachers are quite different from the traditional teachers of the past. With the shift of teacher’s role the teaching and learning activities have been changed. Here paradigm shifts include the shift in the role of teachers.

              
                There is shift from authoritarian to facilitator, guide, friend, counselor, mediator, listener, resource person, nose- cleaner, care taker, model, encourager, and so on. In this way now teachers have to play different role in the classroom. They no longer can be powerful. They are not allowed to follow the jug and mug theory according to which students are empty mugs waiting passively to be filled with the contents of the jugs; the teachers’ knowledge. The teacher needs to create the situation in which students can get different learning experiences.

              With the change of time, the language teaching methods wax and wane in popularity. The method that becomes popular at one time is considered workless at other time. So, believing any method of any time as the best workable friend is meaningless. A method is a coherent set of thought in action. They should have some theoretical or philosophical compatibility and guidelines. When the philosophy changes, certainly the method stops to work. If the teacher believes that language is made up of a set of fixed pattern, he is guided by one method, than if he believes that language is a creative process he is guided by another method. In this way the teachers are guided by a particular method. Current teaching practice is the direct result of such belief and discussion. The shift in language pedagogy is explained below in points.

              
                	Focusing greater attention on the role of learners rather than the external stimuli learners are receiving from their environment. Thus, the center of attention shifted from the teacher to the student. This shift is generally known as the move from teacher-centered instruction to learner-centered or learning-centered instruction.

                	Focusing greater attention on the learning process rather than on the products that learners produce. This shift is known as a move from product-oriented instruction to process-oriented instruction.

                	Focusing greater attention on the social nature of learning rather than on students as separate, decontextualized individuals.

                	Focusing greater attention on diversity among learners and viewing these differences not as impediments to learning but as resources to be recognized, catered to and appreciated. This shift is known as the study of individual differences.

                	Focusing greater attention on the views of those internal to the classroom rather than solely valuing the views of those who come from outside to study classrooms, evaluate what goes on there and engage in theorizing about it. This shift led to such innovations as qualitative research - with its valuing of the subjective and affective, of the participants' insider views, and of the uniqueness of each context

                	
                  Along with this emphasis on context came the idea of connecting the school with the world beyond as a means of promoting holistic learning. Helping students to understand the purpose of learning and develop their own purposes.

                	A whole-to-part orientation has come instead of a part-to-whole approach. This involves such approaches as beginning with meaningful whole texts and then helping students understand the various features that enable to texts to function, e.g., the choice of words and the text's organizational structure.

                	Giving emphasis on the importance of meaning rather than drills and other forms of rote learning.A view of learning as a lifelong process rather than something done to prepare for an exam.

              

              The shift in second language pedagogy has led to many suggested changes in how second language teaching is conducted and conceived. Shifts in Language pedagogy can be summed in eight points.

              
                	Learner autonomy

                	Cooperative learning

                	Curricular integration

                	Focus on meaning

                	Addressing diversity

                	Developing thinking skills

                	Regular or Alternative assessment

                	Teachers as co-leamers

              

            
            
              2.2.4 Approaches, Methods, and Techniques

              Approach, method, and technique are most frequently used words in the field of second language teaching. They are from more common to specific order. Approach is taken as a stem, methods as branches and techniques as leaves. But these words are sometimes used in day to day conversation synonymously or interchangeably.

              An approach is a set of correlative assumptions dealing with the nature of language teaching and learning. An approach is axiomatic. It describes the nature of the subject matter to be taught. It is the level at which assumptions and beliefs about language and language learning are specified. It is a philosophical guideline and theoretical position. It is just a hypothesis, an untested truth and it needs to be proved. Different people have different views regarding what language is and how best it is learned and taught. It is an umbrella term which includes one or more than one methods. Method comes out of an approach.

              
                A method is an overall plan for the orderly presentation of language material, no part of which contradicts, and all of which is based upon the selected approach. The method is procedural. Within one approach, there can be many methods. It is a level at which theory is put into practice and choices are made about the particular skills to be taught and the order in which the content will be presented. It gives us the steps to be followed in the class while teaching. It is a plan out of the class before actually dealing with subject matter in the class. A method grows out of an approach so it is more specific than approach. The method of teaching is selected on the basis of learners' age, previous experiences, nature and aims of the course, cultural background, size of the class etc. The study of method is called methodology.

              A technique is implementation. It actually takes place in the classroom. It is a particular trick, stratagem, or contrivance used to accomplish an immediate objective. Technique must be consistent with method and therefore in harmony with an approach as well. It is the level at which classroom procedures are described. In this level, resources in terms of time, space, and equipment used by the teacher are specified. The tactics and strategies used by both teachers and students to achieve the classroom objectives come under technique. Thus, what actually we see in the classroom is the technique. Role-play, drills, games, pair work, group work, discussion, etc. are the examples of classroom technique.

              The hierarchical relationship between approach, method, and technique can be shown as:

              
                
              

              There are many methods of language teaching. Some of the characteristics of these methods are common but there are also some fundamental differences among them. Some methods focus on receptive skills whereas others focus on productive skills. Teaching methodology, objectives, role of teachers and students, medium of instruction etc. of one method is not exactly same to other ones. So, it is very confusing to the teacher-which method is better to use in the class. In such a situation, it is better to use eclectic method- a method which bring different parts/ features of different methods to create own blend. Methods themselves are decontextualized so any method is not absolutely best. They describe a certain ideal, based on certain beliefs. They deal with

              
                what how and why. They say little or nothing about who/whom, when and where. A particular method cannot be a prescription for success for everyone. What makes a method successful for some teachers is their investment in it. Another problem with methods is that some methods are more suitable for older learners; other for younger-or that some might be more appropriate for beginning level language students but not for intermediate or advanced. So, we have to change method considering whom we are teching-level of students is very important. Each method has its own strengths and weaknesses. Different methods are suitable for different teachers and learners in different contexts.

              
                	The Grammar Transiation Method

              

              Grammar translation method was called the classical method at one time since it was first used in the teaching of the classical languages, Latin and Greek. It was used for the purpose of helping students read and appreciate foreign language literature. It was a dominant method during 1840s to 1940s and is still in use in many countries. GT method is popular among the traditional teachers in Nepal. The method is mainly based on the ancient literary works of Romans and Greeks. In second and third century B.C. Roman poets used in advance translation. German writer Karl Ploetz advocated grammar Translation method in the 19th century. So in the history, different writers in textbooks combined rules, vocabulary, text, and sentences to be translated as the typical pattern of this method.

              Principal Features

              
                	A fundamental purpose of learning a foreign language is to be able to read literature written in it.

                	Literary language is superior to spoken language.

                	The goal of learning is to be able to translate each language into the other.

                	The ability to communicate in the target language is not a goal of foreign language instruction.

                	More attention is given in reading and writing and little attention is given to speaking and listening.

                	Language learning provides a good mental exercise.

                	, The teacher is the authority in the classroom.

                	It is important for students to learn about the form of the target language.

                	Students should be conscious of the grammatical rules of the target language.

                	Accuracy is focused and errors are not accepted.

                	Students’ mother tongue is the medium of instruction.

                	
                  Grammar is taught deductively-explicit grammar rule is a useful pedagogical technique.

                	It is based on a faculty of psychology-as a mental training.

                	Verb conjugations and other grammatical paradigms should be committed to memory.

                	It is important for students to learn about the form of the target language.

                	Students are evaluated by asking to translate a text from their native language to the target language or vice versa.

              

              
                
                  Technique/ classroom Procedure
                
              

              
                	Translating the target language into native language especially literary text, grammatical structures, vocabulary etc.

                	Reading comprehension questions are asked, students need to answer reading the given text.

                	Antonyms/ synonyms- students are given one set of words and are asked to find antonyms/ synonyms in the reading passage.

                	Cognates-leaming spelling/ sound patterns that correspond between mother tongue and the target language.

                	Deductive application of rule-grammar rules are presented with examples and exceptions to each rule.

                	Fill in the blank exercises are given and students need to supply missing words.

                	Students are given lists of target language vocabulary words and their native language equivalents and are asked to memorize them.

                	Students make up sentences in which they use the new words to show that they know the meaning of those words.

                	Composition-the teacher gives the students a topic to write about in the target language and students compose accordingly.

                	We know that GT method was used to teach dead language like Latin and Greek. It focuses on accuracy and grammar. Students become familiar with two languages at least.

              

              
                	
                  
                    The Direct Method
                  
                

              

              Direct method came as a reaction to Grammar translation method. It has one very basic rule. No translation is allowed. It receives its name from the fact that meaning is to be conveyed directly in the target language through the use of demonstration and visual aids, with no recourse to the students' native language. So this method is also called as

              
                reform method, natural method, psychological method, phonetic method etc. When students failed even to introduce themselves after a decade of teaching and learning through grammar translation method, this method came to overcome this problem. This method claims that language is primarily speech and language teaching is based on phonetics and on a scientifically established coherent grammar. Second language is taught by associating foreign words with objects and actions without the use of native language

              
                
                  Principal Features
                
              

              
                	Target language is the medium of instruction in the class.

                	Reading skill is taught from the beginning.

                	Language is considered to be speech.

                	Teaching is facilitated with different teaching materials like realia, picture etc.

                	The native language is not used in the classroom.

                	The teacher demonstrates to clarify meaning but not explanation and translation.

                	Students learn to think in the target language as soon, as possible.

                	Vocabulary is taught naturally in full sentences rather than memorizing word lists.

                	New teaching points are introduced orally.

                	Self correction technique is used to facilitate language learning.

                	Both speech and listening are of main focus.

                	Pronunciation should be worked on right from the beginning of language instruction.

                	Grammar is taught inductively without explicit grammar rules.

                	The syllabus is based on situations.

                	Writing is also developed from the beginning of language instruction.

                	Not only language but also how speakers of target language live is taught.

                	Goal of the teacher is to enable students to communicate.

              

              
                
                  Classroom procedure/ Techniques
                
              

              The teacher helps students to associate meaning and the target language directly. He demonstrates the meaning of new words and phrase but never translates. Students speak in target language. The syllabus is based on situational topics. Grammar is taught inductively. Students practice vocabulary by using new words in complete sentences.

              
                	Reading aloud a passage or dialogue.

                	Question and answer exercise to practise new word and grammatical structure.

              

              
                	
                  Getting students to self-correct-teacher may repeat what a student has just said, uses signal etc.

                	Conversation practice is done in the target language.

                	Fill in the blanks exercise is given and the students need to induce the grammar rule they need to fill in the blanks.

                	Dictation practice is done for writing practice.

                	Map drawing activities are used to give students listening comprehension practice.

                	Paragraph writing activity is done by students in target language in various models.

                	The teacher never translates, explains and speaks with single word but always demonstrates, acts and uses single sentences.

                	The learning situation is created with the help of specially constructed pictures of life and students speak about them.

              

              
                	
                  
                    Audio-Lingual Method
                  
                

              

              Audio lingual method was introduced to build language competence in the armies for military purpose during the second world war. So this method is also called army method. The other names of this method are new key audio-lingual habit theory, functional skills strategy, etc. This method has good/strong theoretical base on descriptive linguistics and behavioral psychology. This method incorporates many features of direct method and some of its own like pattern practice, drilling, habit formation and focusing on aural/oral skills greatly. This method was introduced in the USA as an army method to produce such army personal who could speak foreign language. The objective of the army programme/method was for students to attain conversational proficiency in a variety of foreign language. This method takes language as speech. The basic premise of this method is that language skills are learnt more effectively if the language items to be learnt are presented in the spoken form before they are seen in written form.

              
                
                  The guiding features of this method are as follow:
                
              

              
                	Language forms do not occur by themselves but within a context naturally.

                	The native language and the target language have separate linguistic system so that they need to keep apart stopping interferences.

                	Teachers' role is to be target language model so that students become able to mimic the model.

                	Language learning is the process of habit formations so repetition is often done.

                	To stop students from forming bad habit, students' errors are prevented.

                	
                  The purpose of language learning is to learn how to use the language to communicate.

                	Particular parts of speech occupy particular 'Slots' in sentences. To create new sentences, students must learn which part of speech occupies which slot.

                	Positive reinforcement helps the students to develop correct habits.

                	Students should learn to respond to both verbal and nonverbal stimuli.

                	Pattern practice helps students to form habit of using language.

                	Mastery for over learning is sought.

                	Teachers’ role is conducting, guiding and controlling.

                	Major objective is to acquire the structural patterns.

                	The learning of a foreign language should be the same as the acquisition of the native language.

                	Drilling is the central technique.

                	Language cannot be separated from culture.

              

              
                
                  Classroom procedures/ techniques of audio-lingual method
                
              

              Audio-lingual method makes the practice of dialogue through repetition and students pronunciation, intonation, and fluency are catered. Different types of drills are used. Language skills are taught through imitation activity.

              
                	
                  
                    Dialogue memorization:
                   Teachers present dialogue and students memorize the dialogue through mimicry. Certain sentence patterns and grammatical points are included within the dialogue. After the dialogue has been memorized, pairs of individual students might perform the dialogue for the rest of the class.

                	
                  
                    Backward build-up (expansion) drill
                  : The teacher breaks down the line into several parts. The students repeat a part of the sentence, usually the last phrase of the line. Slowly, the students expand what they are repeating part by part until they are able to repeat the entire line.

                	
                  
                    Repetition drill
                  : To teach the lines of the dialogue, students are asked to repeat the teacher's model.

                	
                  
                    Chain drill
                  : The teacher begins the chain by greeting or asking questions to a particular student than students respond turn by turn, one by one, in a chain. A chain drill gives the teacher an opportunity to check each student's speech.

                	
                  
                    Single slot substitution drill:
                   The teacher says a line or a word or a phrase, gives a cue and the students repeat the line/phrase substituting the cue into the line in its proper place e.g.

              

              Teacher: They are working, (dance)

              Students: They are dancing.

              
                	
                  
                    Multiple-slot substitution drill:
                   This drill is similar to the single-slot substitution drill. The difference is that the students need to substitute many parts/phrases of the line according to the cues given by the teacher.eg.

              

              Teacher: I want to dance in the party, (like/sing)

              Students: I like to sing in the party.

              
                	Transformation drill: Teacher gives students a certain kind of sentence pattern and students transfer into another form. e.g. (Affirmative into-negative, interrogative, etc.)

              

              Teacher: They play volleyball. (Neg.)

              Students: They don't play volleyball.

              
                	Question-and-answer drill: The teacher asks questions and students answer the questions very quickly. This drill gives students practice with the question pattern, e.g.

              

              Teacher: Where is the post office?

              Students: It's near Garima Bank.

              
                	Use of minimal pair: The teacher presents pairs of words which differ in only one sound; e.g. beat/bit, ship/sheep, etc. And students are first asked to perceive the difference between the two words and later they will be able to say the two words.

                	Complete the dialog: Selected words are erased from a dialog students have learned. Students complete the dialogue by filling the blanks with the missing words e.g.

              

              Ram: That was a nice view. How did you feel?

              Gita: That view was nice for you but I did not feel

              The teacher writes these dialogues on the board and students need to supply appropriate words.

              
                	Grammar game: Different types of grammar games are used for language practice. The students are asked to do a lot of repetition in the game. The games are designed to get students to practise a grammar point within a context.

              

              
                	
                  
                    Community Language Learning
                  
                

              

              
                Community language learning tries to join learners' knowledge with language learning process. Learning is taken as a dynamic and creative process in this method. This method also makes students learn how to use the target language communicatively. The teachers want their students to learn about their own learning, to take increasing responsibility for it and to learn how to learn from one another. The students are

              
                considered as 'whole persons.' Whole-person' learning means that teachers consider not only their students' intellect, but also have some understanding of the relationship among students' feeling, physical reactions, instinctive protective reactions, etc. This method takes its principles from the more general counseling-learning approach developed by Charles A. Curran believed that a way to deal with the fears of students is for teachers to become language counselors. A language counselor is a skillful under­stander of the struggle students face as they attempt to internalize another language. By understanding students' fears and being sensitive to them, he can help students overcome their negative feelings and turn them into positive energy to their further learning.

              
                
                  We can list the following principles of this method.
                
              

              
                	Building a relationship with and among students is very important.

                	Students are made feel secure in new learning by giving them an idea of what willhappen in each activity.

                	As language is for communication, students are engaged in a conversation.

                	The teacher does not stand in front of students to reduce the threatening and superiority of him and foster interaction among students to facilitate learning.

                	By translating what the students say, the teacher becomes sensitive to students level of confidence.

                	The teacher makes students feel secure by telling them the limits of an activity.

                	Students and teacher share about their experience and build community. Students are invited to task about how they felt daunting the conversation in the class.

                	Guided by the knowledge that each learner is unique, the teacher creates an accepting atmosphere.

                	The teacher counsels the students. By understanding how students feel, he can help them gain insight into their own learning process and reduce negative feeling.

                	The students' native language is used to make the meaning clear and to build a bridge from the known to the unknown.

                	The students form a semicircle in front of the board so they can easily see and take responsibility for learning.

                	Learning at the beginning stages is facilitated if students attend to one task at a time.

                	The teacher encourages students’ initiative and independence, but does not let students flounder in uncomfortable silences.

                	Students are given quiet long time to learn.

                	
                  Students have choice in what they practice.

                	Students need to learn to discriminate in perceiving the similarities and differences among the target language forms.

                	Students work in groups to feel a sense of community and learn from each other cooperatively.

                	Developing a community among the class member’s builds trust and can help to reduce the threat of the new learning situation.

                	Same activity is done many times to make learning take place.

              

              
                
                  Classroom Techniques
                
              

              Community language learning enables learners to take learning responsibility. The teacher plays the role of a counselor. The learners move from depended to the teacher to independent learning habit. Culture is taken as an integral part of language learning. Grammar point, pronunciation patterns, and vocabulary are worked based on students' level. Literal native language equivalents are given to the target language words that have been transcribed. An integrative teacher made test is used to evaluate the students. The teacher corrects students' errors in a non-threatening way.

              Generally students have a conversation using their native language in a beginning class. The teacher helps them express that whey want to say by giving them the target language translation in chunks. These chunks are recorded and replayed. Later, a transcript is made of the conversation, and native language equivalents are written beneath the target language words. The transcription of the conservation becomes a 'text' with which students work. Based on the 'text' various activities like examination of a grammar point, working on pronunciation, creating new sentences with words from the transcript, etc. are conducted.

              
                	
                  
                    Communicative Language Learning
                  
                

              

              This method carries the essence of language because language is for communication and this method addresses this purpose directly. This method came into use in the late 1960s in British language teaching system. The aim of this method is to enable learner to speak in the target language. This method came in practice when students were found that they could produce sentences accurately in a lesson, but could not use them appropriately in communication outside of the classroom while practicing other methods. It was also realized that being able to communicate required more than mastering linguistic structures. This method is against the notion of Chomsky's linguistic competence since linguistic competence enables learners to know the rules of language usage but not to use the language.

              
                
                  
                    The underlying principles of this method are given below:
                
              

              
                	The authentic language which is used in real context is introduced in the class.

                	The target language is a vehicle for classroom communication, not just the object of study.

                	A variety of linguistic forms are presented to teach the form function relation and real language use.

                	Language learning is learning to communicate.

                	Students should work with language at the discourse level with the coherence and cohesion.

                	Games are used to reveal communicative events and to negotiate meaning. Pair work and group work are also used to maximize the amount of communicative practice they receive.

                	Students are given an opportunity to express their ideas and opinions.

                	Errors are tolerated and seen as a natural outcome of learning since this method works on fluency.

                	It gives students an opportunity to work on negotiating meaning. Students are engaged in communicative interaction to encourage cooperative relationships among them.

                	The teacher acts as a facilitator in setting up communicative activities and as an advisor during the activities.

                	Use of native language and translation may be accepted judiciously.

                	Students have a choice not only about what to say, but also how to say it.

                	Students are given opportunities to listen authentic language used in communication.

                	The grammar and vocabulary are taught from the functional and situational contexts.

                	Reading and writing start from the beginning.

              

              
                
                  Classroom procedures of communicative language learning
                
              

              As the goal of this method is to enable students to communicate in the target language, the teacher facilitates communication. The students are communicators. Students use the language a great deal through communicative activities such as games, role play and problem solving tasks. Information gap activity which is truly communicative is used in the class. The teacher is a co-communicator and sometimes establishes situation that prompts communication between and among the students. Students interact a great deal with one another. Language functions might be emphasized over forms. Students work with language at the discourse level. They learn about cohesion and coherence. Students work on all four skills from the beginning.

              
                
              

              Fluency is focused more than accuracy so that errors of form are tolerated. The teacher presents a brief dialogue and students do practice orally. Question and answer activities, oral production activities, generalization of rules etc. are used in the class.

              
                	
                  
                    Co-operative Language Learning
                  
                

              

              Co-operative language learning involves learning in groups developing co­operation among students. Students learn from each other. Cooperative learning is the way that students and teachers work together. The teacher helps students learn how to learn more effectively. In cooperative learning, the teacher teaches students collaborative or social skills so that they can work together more effectively, So, cooperation is not only a way of learning but also a theme to be communicated about and studied. Cooperative learning is similar to learner strategy training as well in that both require language to teach other skills in addition to teaching language. The main teaching process in this learning is to ask students to form different groups and complete a task. The task can be joining different parts of a story or solving any problem. The students form an original group and each member of the original group forms another new groups. The students appear to be busy working in their groups. After a few minutes, the students return to their original group and work on completing the given task. The students are given different roles too. The teacher suggests that one of the students be the task master to keep the group focused on the task to complete, one be the recorder to write the groups answers, one be the time keeper to keep track of the time, one be the checker to see that all of the work is done, and one be the reporter who will give the group report later. In this way, any work is done by the students themselves in cooperation as a result they learn social skills too.

              Based on Larsen-Freeman we can make the following principles of cooperative learning.

              
                	School should encourage cooperation rather than competition.

                	Students are encouraged to think in terms of positive inter dependence not thinking competitively and individualistically, but cooperatively in group.

                	Students often stay together in the same groups for a period of time so they can learn how to work better together.

                	The groups are mixed-males and females, different ethnic groups, different proficiency levels, etc. This allows students to learn from each other and also gives them practice in how to get along with people different from themselves.

                	The efforts of an individual help not only the individual to be rewarded, but also others in the class.

              

              
                
              

              
                	Students are taught different social skills such as acknowledging another's contribution, asking other to contribute, and keeping the conversation calm.

                	Language acquisition is facilitated by students interacting in the target language.

                	Students take the test individually. Although they work together, each student is individually accountable.

                	Students who work in new groups move back together to compare and combine scores so responsibility and accountability for each other's learning is shared.

                	Each students is given a role and each group member should be encouraged to feel responsible for participating and for learning leadership is distributed.

                	Teachers teach cooperation and social skills which are useful for both academic and social purposes.

              

              
                
                  Class room Techniques
                
              

              As the name suggests, the cooperative language learning focuses on the cooperative work of the students in the class. The following activities are recommended in this learning.

              
                	The teacher decides on one of many cooperative techniques to use, such as games, role-play, group work, project works, interview, information gap activities and so on.

                	When students begin to work, the teacher checks with the groups to make sure that they understand what they are supposed to be doing.

                	After the group finishes its activities, the teacher holds a final discussion and shares the matter with the whole class.

                	The students work collaboratively in the group. Each member is required to contribute to the group task.

                	Team practice is given in this approach. Students are given specific projects in their group. They divide the content of the project and start researching in different sources.

                	Teacher gives particular questions, and each students think alone and in pair and later share to the whole class.

              

              
                	
                  
                    Experiential Language Teaching
                  
                

              

              
                Experiential language teaching is any learning that supports students in applying their knowledge and conceptual understanding to real-world problems or situations where the instructor directs and facilitates learning. It is the process of learning through experience. It is more specifically defined as
                "learning through reflection on doing". Hands-on learning is a form of experiential learning. The classroom, laboratory, or studio can serve as a setting for experiential learning through embedded activities such as case and problem-based studies, guided inquiry, simulations, experiments, or art projects. Experiential learning focuses on the learning process for the individual. One example of experiential learning is going to the zoo and learning through observation and interaction with the zoo environment, as opposed to reading about animals from a book. Experiential learning is same to experiential education. It considers the individual learning process. It is concerned with more concrete issues related to the learner and the learning context.
              

              
                
                  Principles of Experiential Language Teaching
                
              

              
                	Students can deepen their knowledge through repeatedly acting and then reflecting on this action.

                	Students develop skills through practice and reflection.

                	They construct new understandings when they are placed in novel situations, and extend their learning as they bring their learning back to the classroom.

                	The students are encouraged to directly involve themselves in the experience.

                	They reflect on their experiences using analytic skills.

                	They gain a better understanding of the new knowledge and retain the information for a longer time.

                	Students experience real world as students who major in English may have chances to interact with the English environment.

                	They get opportunities for creativity.

                	There is always more than one solution for a problem in the real world. Students will have a better chance to learn that lesson when they get to interact with real life experiences.

                	Throughout the experiential learning process, the learner is actively engaged in posing questions.

                	Experiences are carefully chosen for tfieir learning potential and they encounter novel and unpredictable situations that support new learning.

                	Learners are engaged intellectually, emotionally, socially, and/or physically, which produces a perception that the learning task is authentic.

                	Relationships are developed and nurtured: learner to self, learner to others, and learner to the world at large.

                	Reflection on learning during and after one’s experiences is an integral component of the learning process. This reflection leads to analysis, critical thinking, and synthesis.

              

              
                	
                  
                    
                      Notional Functional Approach
                  
                

              

              Notions are meaning elements or concept that may be expressed through nouns, pronouns, verbs, prepositions, conjunctions, adjectives, or adverbs. A notion is a concept or idea. It may be quite specific as dog, house, pen, etc. It may be very general as time, size, emotion, movement, etc. A notion may be time, colour, location, number, etc. so it may include past tenses phrases like a month ago, in 1990, last week, and utterances using temporal clauses beginning with when before...., after.... and so on. A function is some kind of communicative act. It is the use of language to achieve a purpose, usually involving interaction at least between two people. The role of language in communication is called language function. Language is used for many functions like greeting, introducing, requesting, ordering suggesting, etc. In this approach a ‘notion' is a particular context in which people communicate and a ‘function’ is a specific purpose for a speaker in a given context. The notional functional approach is the one which works around the notion and function of language. It teaches the notions associating with functions.

              
                
                  Principles of the notional-functional approach
                
              

              The major characteristic of the functional-notional approach to language teaching is a sensitivity to the individual needs of students. Based on the idea that the ability to use real, appropriate language to communicate with others is the primary goal of most foreign language learning of this approach. The followings are the notable principles of this approach.

              
                	Functional-notional approach contributes to the goal of communication and interaction from the first day of study.

                	Major emphasis is placed on the communicative purposes of a speech act. Syllabuses are organised on the basis of individual functions and the exponents needed to express these functions. ‘

                	Functions are practised in the form .of communicative exercises involving pair work, group work and role plays.

                	The emphasis is on breaking down the global concept of language into units of analysis in terms of communicative situations in which they are used.

                	This approach stresses a means of organizing a language syllabus.

                	It specifies the communicative functions a learner would need in order to communicate effectively at a given level of competence.

                	It provides for teaching of everyday, real-world language.

              

              
                	
                  The content of the language teaching is a collection of the functions that are performed when language is used, or of the notions that language is used to express.

                	It recognizes that the speaker must have a real purpose (function) for speaking and something to talk about (notion).

                	It enables teachers to exploit sound psycholinguistics, sociolinguistics, linguistics and educational principles.

                	Functions and notions but not the structures or grammatical items are used.

                	Content rather than form and situation is emphasized.

                	Role play is considered to be one of the techniques engaging students.

                	Gives much value for speaking and understanding then reciting grammatical structure.

              

              
                	
                  
                    Total Physical Response
                  
                

              

              This technique claims that language can be learnt naturally by using physical activities as a way of presenting language exponents. This technique has a theoretical base on the comprehension approach, natural approach and lexical approach. The meaning in the target language is conveyed through actions as in first language acquisition in most of the cases. The students' understanding of the target language is developed before speaking as in the first language acquisition in which children cross a long silent period listening to the speakers around them without saying a single word.

              
                
                  Classroom Technique
                
              

              The teacher enters the class, takes attendance, and introduces the method. She instructs the students that they are going to learn English as in the same way as they acquire their mother tongue. She also instructs in students' mother tongue that she gives command to do something in English and they will have to do actions alone with her. In English the teacher says, 'stand up' As she says it, she stands up and she signals for the four volunteers to rise with her. They all stand up. 'Sit down', she says and they all sit. The teacher and the students stand up and sit down together several times according to the teacher's command; the students say nothing. The next time that they stand up together, the teacher issues a new command, 'Turn around'. The students follow the teacher's example and turn so that they are facing their chair. 'Turn around', the teacher says again and this time they turn to face the other students as before. "Stop. Jump. Stop. Turn around. Walk Stop. Jump. Stop. Turn around. Sit down. The teacher gives the command in this way and they all perform the actions together.

              In another procedure, the teacher stands up and says 'stand up' students. The students stand up. She walks to the door and says 'walk to the door'. They walk together. 'Touch the door'. The students touch it with her. The teacher continuous to command to the students as follow: point to the desk, walk to the desk. Touch the desk, point to the door, walk to the door. She continues to perform the action with the students .

              
                
                  Main principles of TPR
                
              

              Total physical Response tries to develop communicative skills in second language by practicing learners with a sequence of commands. How the sequences of commands are performed and what effect it gives is summarized as follows:

              
                	Meaning in the target language can often be conveyed through actions.

                	The teacher gives command in the target language and students perform with him so that students' memory is activated through learners' responses.

                	Beginning foreign language instruction should address the right hemisphere of the brain, the part which controls nonverbal behaviour. (Left hemisphere is for language.)

                	The target language should be presented in chunks, not just word by word. For example-sit down, raise your hand etc.

                	At the beginning, the students say nothing. The students' understanding of the target language should be developed before speaking.

                	The teacher gives the commands quite quickly. Students can initially learn one part of the language rapidly by moving their bodies.

                	The imperative is a powerful linguistic device through which the teacher can direct students' behaviour.

                	Students can learn through observing actions as well as by performing the actions themselves.

                	It is very important that students feel successful. Feeling of success and low anxiety fascinate learning.

                	Students should not be made to memorize fixed routines.

                	Correction should be carried out in ah unconstructive manner.

                	The teacher gives new command. Students must develop flexibility in understanding novel combinations of target language chunks.

                	Language learning takes place in a funny way which is more effective.

                	Spoken language is given more emphasis over written language.

                	Students begin to speak when they are ready.

                	Students are expected to make errors when they first begin speaking. Errors are tolerated.

              

              
                	
                  
                    
                      Literature-Based Approach
                  
                

              

              Literature-based approach (LBA) brings back the need for high-quality texts in the classroom. In this approach students select their own high interest text to read independently. When using this approach it is critical that teachers offer choice and a variety of fiction and nonfiction texts. Students often feel more investment and increased enjoyment in their independent reading books if they are able to personalize book choice to their interests. Another aspect of the this approach is that teachers meet one to one students to discuss their independent reading in order to get students thinking deeply about the text. The goal of these meetings is not to question whether or not students are completing reading assignments but rather to ask them to think about the text by making predictions, making inferences or to perhaps share an interesting fact or excerpt of their independent reading book.

              
                
                  Major Principles
                
              

              
                	Literature-based approach provides learners with a wide range of individual lexical or syntactic items.

                	Students become familiar with many features of the written language, reading a substantial and contextualized body of text.

                	They learn about the syntax and discourse functions of sentences, the variety of possible structures, and the different ways of connecting ideas, which develop and enrich their own writing skills.

                	Students also become more productive and adventurous when they begin to perceive the richness and diversity of the language they are trying to learn and begin to make use of some of that potential themselves.

                	They improve their communicative and cultural competence in the authentic richness, naturalness of the authentic texts.

              

              
                
                  Class Room Technique
                
              

              
                	Students use authentic literature to explore various genres including realistic fiction, fantasy, historical fiction, biography, and so on.

                	Students work in cooperative groups for shared reading and are expected to complete various tasks individually, such as notating unfamiliar vocabulary, making predictions, participating in group discussions, and so on.

                	Students within the group are assigned various tasks or roles, such as discussion leader, group recorder, word wizard, geography locator, and research specialist.

                	Students work together to determine various literary elements in the story­characters, plot, setting and so on.

                	The teacher checks the accuracy of students' interpretations through group or individual dialogue.

                	Students are encouraged to make meaning by discussing various issues in the text with relevance to their lives.

              

              
                	
                  
                    
                      Natural Approach
                  
                

              

              The natural approach is a method of language teaching developed by Stephen Krashen and Tracy Terrell in the late 1970s and early 1980s. It aims to foster naturalistic language acquisition in a classroom setting, and to this end it emphasizes communication, and places decreased importance on conscious grammar study and explicit correction of student errors. Language is the vehicle for communicating meanings and message. Acquisition can take place only when people understand message in the target language. Language acquisition does not require extensive use of conscious grammatical rules and does not require tedious drill. Acquisition requires meaningful interaction in the target language- natural communication -in which speakers are concerned not with the form of their utterance with the message they conveying and understanding. The best methods are therefore those that supply comprehensive input in low anxiety situations, containing messages that students really want to hear. These methods do not force early productions in second language, but allow students to produce when they are ready, recognizing that improvement comes from supplying communicative and comprehensive input and not from forcing and correcting production.

              
                
                  Objectives
                
              

              
                	It is designed to develop communicative competence and skills of the learners.

                	It is designed to help beginners become intermediates.

                	It is designed to fulfill learners’ need.

                	It is designed to state the role of exposure in comprehension and production that we can begin to develop the policies to create the best practices for the classroom.

              

              
                
                  Principles
                
              

              This approach has the following principles.

              
                	The teacher emphasizes interesting, comprehensible input and low-anxiety situations.

                	Lessons in the natural approach focus on understanding messages in the foreign language, and place little or no importance on error correction, drilling or on conscious learning of grammar rules.

                	Teachers using the natural approach aim to create situations in the classroom that are intrinsically motivating for students.

              

              
                	
                  They emphasize learning of a wide vocabulary base over learning new grammatical structures.

                	Focus of instruction is on communication rather than its form.

                	Speech production comes slowly and is never forced

                	Early speech goes through natural stages (yes or no response, one- word answers lists of words, short phrases, and complete sentences.)

                	This approach is presented as a set of principles that can apply to a wide range of learners and teaching situations, and concrete objectives depend on the specific context in which it is used.

                	Language knowledge that is consciously learned can only be used to monitor output, not to generate new language.

                	Learners who are nervous or distressed may not learn features in the input tha: more relaxed learners would pick up with little effort.

                	Language is acquired by exposure to comprehensible input at a level a little higher than that the learner can already understand.

                	Learners acquire the grammatical features of a language in a fixed order, and that this is not affected by instruction.

              

              
                	
                  
                    Whole Language Approach
                  
                

              

              The whole language approach is also called holistic learning. Noam Chomsky is the main propagator of this approach. In his view successful language learning is based on meaningful words and sentences rather than single speech sound. As its name suggests, all the four language skills (listening, speaking, reading and writing) and aspects (phonology, grammar and semantics) of language are taught so that learners get the knowledge of whole language. This approach is against compartmental study of language. Whole language is an educational philosophy of which the ‘whole-language’ approach stems from a school of thought that children, in the learning of a language, is able to assimilate and understand the dichotomy of the language make-up through meaning making.

              The learning of a language starts right from the basics unit of language i.e. sound and moves to higher unit like the adding of ‘bricks’ to the house. The whole language approach is an instructional philosophy on teaching reading and writing.

              
                
                  Basic Principles of whole language approach
                
              

              
                	Teachers collaborate with students but they do not transmit their knowledge to them.

                	Teachers encourage reading of real texts and writing for real purpose.

              

              
                	
                  The goal of learning is to learn the language as a whole.

                	Students work in groups collaboratively to learn the language as a whole.

                	Students learn by doing and they create meaning in context.

                	The role of the teachers is to be facilitators and active participants in the classroom activities.

                	Authentic material and natural interaction are preferred than the modified and simplified language.

              

              
                
                  Classroom procedure
                
              

              The whole language approach engages students in content for learning language. The whole language educators believe that students learn the best not when they are learning language piece by piece, but rather when they are working to understand the meaning of whole texts. In other words, students work from the 'top-down' attempting first to understand the meaning of the overall text before they work on the linguistic forms comprising it. Whole language educators provide content rich curriculum where language and thinking can be about interesting and significant content.

              
                
                  M. Cognitive Academic Language Learning Approach
                
              

              The Cognitive Academic Language Learning Approach (CALLA) is useful for limited English proficient students who are being prepared to participate in mainstream content-area instruction. Teaching a second language by cognitive principles is primarily concerned with the role of learner's cognitive processing and acquiring of the formal as well as functional features of the second language. In CALLA, students are taught to use learning strategies derived from a cognitive model of learning to assist their comprehension and retention of both language skills and concepts in the content areas. This cognitive approach to learning is based on Jean Piaget's theory of making connections. Piaget was an early educational psychologist who gives following aspects of cognitive approach.

              
                	Children adapt to their changing world by making sense of their experiences.

                	These experiences are assimilated, or taken in as new information and fitted with what is already known.

                	Experiences can also be accommodated. When children accommodate, they create a new space for the information they're learning.

              

              
                
                  Principles of this approach
                
              

              Brown (1994) gives following principles of cognitive academic language learning.

              
                	The principle of automaticity: Efficient second language learning involves a timely movement of the control of a few language forms into the automatic processing of a relatively unlimited number of forms. It is the subconscious absorption of language through meaningful use.

              

              
                	
                  Principle of meaningful learning: Meaningful learning will lead toward better long-term retention than rote learning. Second language systems are acquired through cognitive process rather than through rote learning.

                	Principle of the anticipation of reward: Learners are driven to act of learning a second language by an anticipation of some sort of reward that can be tangible or intangible.

                	Principle of intrinsic motivation: Sometimes reward-driven behavior is dependent on extrinsic motivation. Motivation occurs when the students are driven by a need or want.

                	Principle of strategic investment: Successful mastery of second language will be the result of a learner's own personal investment of time, effort and attention to the learning of second language.

              

              
                
                  Classroom procedure
                
              

              Implementing CALLA involves utilizing a few specific strategies to help students. The first step we will use to help a student is by working with them to plan their approach to the lesson. Students need to set goals, choose strategies to meet those goals, and allocate time and resources. Content should be taught as experiences rather than merely as facts. Instead of being drilled on content vocabulary and facts, students should be provided with opportunities to understand new information and practice new skills within meaningful contexts, and then to apply the information and skills to their own experiences.

              Students learn in different ways. Some students learn best by seeing the information visually, whether as a written text, pictures, or diagrams. Other students learn best by listening to the teacher or to other students. Many students learn best through concrete experiences, such as manipulating objects or equipment, building models, or representing information through art drama. The teacher should4 make use of visual, auditor, and kinesthetic means of presenting new content and whenever possible, these different types of input should be combined so that students have multisensory experiences with the new content. To sum up, the classroom procedure can be listed as below:

              
                	Preparation: Teacher prepares the lesson.

                	Presentation: Teacher presents contents.

                	Practice: SS strengthen their learning.

                	Evaluation: SS evaluate themselves.

                	Expansion: SS apply in new situation.

              

            
            
              
                
              

              2.1.5 English Language Teaching Situation in Nepal

              English is the global language. It entered in the system of Nepalese education when Rana Prime minister Jang Bahadur Rana opened Durbar High School at Ranipokhari in Kathmandu in 1854 A.D. When Jang Bahadur Rana returned from Europe he brought the concept of English language teaching in Nepal. But English education of Durbar High School was only for the Rana family. English was brought out of the Rana family only after the establishment of Tri-Chandra College in 1918 A.D. in higher education. Systematic teaching of the English language was started after the implementation of National Education System Plan (NESP) in 2028 B.S. Nowadays many research studies have been conducted focusing on the techniques of teaching English. The findings of these studies have made the teaching and learning to some extend easy and systematic.

              Nowadays English is introduced to the students at grade one and it is as a compulsory subject up to Bachelor degree. There are many private institutes to teach English language. However, the level of students' English in public schools is very poor due to many reasons.

              In Nepal, English language is taught for two main purposes; one is to enable students to exchange idea with people of any nationality who speak or write English and the other is to expose them to the vast treasures of knowledge and pleasure available in written and spoken English. But due to the lack of good pronunciation knowledge, the students do not comprehend what the native speakers say. The pronunciation and ascent that we teach to our learners is quite different from native voice.

              The following situation of English language teaching is found in Nepal.

              
                	Lack of motivation and confidence in learners

                	No provision for project work

                	Mixed ability classes

                	Inactivity and negligence of trained teachers

                	Insufficient resources and materials

                	Use of mother tongue

                	Linguistically heterogeneous classes

                	Use of GT method in teaching

                	Overload of teachers in low payment.

                	No continuous evaluation

                	No provision for punishment and reward for teachers

                	Irregularity of teachers and students in class

                	Political influence in selection and appointment of teachers

                	Lack of teacher's devotion in teaching

              

              
                English language teaching has been difficult to make effective and productive because of these situations. The students are not curious, responsible, and disciplined. They left to respect the teachers. They do not take responsibility of their learning. The present unemployment problem has made learners more lazy and less hopeful and confidence. Students are of different linguistic, cultural and social background. Such mixed ability students create problem in the class. Most of the schools are poor. They have no even a good board to write. Students do not get enough exposure because most of the teachers speak Nepali and use GT method in the class. Most of the teachers are engaged in many institutions so that they cannot give extra time in homework and project work giving and checking. There is no continuous evaluation system in public schools as in private. The government has not made any provision for punishment who goes out of rule and regulation and reward who devotes in service. There is high influence of politics in school level. Most of the teachers are the carders in the election. No teacher can do service without being a member of any party. He is forced to involve in politics to save his job. There is much gap between intended curriculum and implemented curriculum. Training is given by not trained teachers and it is taken only for allowance but not for skill learning. No one uses in the class what they learn in training. Laborious and honest teachers are rare. Moreover, the Nepali experts do not like the influence of English in Nepali culture. Students are engaged more in Nepali language so that English language learning is in hindrance. No one realizes the complexity of second language learning. We claim that we teach English for communication but in practice, we teach either literature or about language. There is no trend to expose authentic voice to the students in school.

              The government should give its attention on time to improve this situation and provide necessary training and resources to the teachers. The following are some suggestions to improve the situation:

              
                	Selecting only those teachers who have good proficiency.

                	Providing necessary physical facilities in school.

                	Collecting fund and involving teachers, in ELT research studies.

                	Using the finding of research studies done by master's degree students in teaching.

                	Developing cooperation between/ among teachers.

                	Giving regular training to the teachers.

                	Providing necessary teaching materials and resources.

                	Appointing subject wise and level wise trained teachers.

                	Managing the teacher development programme.

              

              
                	
                  Providing authentic materials.

                	Teaching English through communicative way.

                	Using learner centered techniques.

                	Giving maximum exposure.

                	Making provision of reward and punishment.

                	Stopping teachers to involve in politics.

                	Using task based learning, content based learning and interaction technique.

                	Making continuous evaluation system.

                	Making students responsible in their learning.

                	Reducing the overload of teachers and increasing payment.

                	Dividing large class and mixed ability students into groups or sections.

                	Changing the educational system, bringing job oriented but not unemployment oriented education.

                	Using learning by doing method and bringing inclusive education in practice.

              

            
          
          
            2.2 Multilingualism and Multiculturalism

            There are certain words like monolinguals, bilingualism, and multilingualism regarding the ability of language speakers to use language. Monolingualism is the ability to use only one language. But in today's world, a monolingual individual would be regarded as a misfit, lacking an important skill in society, the skill of being able to interact freely with the speakers of other languages with whom regular contact is made in the ordinary business of living. So, most of the people try to be bilingual or multilingual. As the names suggest, bilingualism means being able to use two languages by a speaker and multilingualism means being able to use more than two languages or dialects by a speaker. However, the speaker cannot have equal degree of linguistic ability in each language he/she speaks. A person may have good mastery of one language and little knowledge of another language. So bilingualism and multilingualism can be the demonstrative ability to engage in prolonged discussion concerning activities of daily life in two or more languages.

            Multilingualism is the situation in which more than two languages are spoken. In multilingualism society people speak more than one language in their daily communication. It is not unusual in Nepal where more people are multilingual. What is more interesting is how a society becomes multilingual. If a child is bom and brought up in a multilingual society, he/she automatically becomes a multilingual. One remarkable aspect of the multilingual situation of Nepal is that every person is at least bilingual.

            
              Another important fact is that Nepali is the dominant language and almost everyone speaks Nepali and that people are shifting from their mother tongue to Nepali, there are regions where the mother tongues of the minority of the population still continue to be non Nepali. In school if we teach in many languages the children can have increased ability to apply more reading strategies effectively due to their greater experience in language learning and reading in two—or more—different languages.

            Multilingualism is the natural potential available to every normal human being rather than an unusual exception. Given the appropriate environment, two languages are as normal as two lungs. The advantages that multi-linguals exhibit over monolinguals are not restricted to linguistic knowledge only, but extend outside the area of language. The substantial long-lived cognitive, social, personal, academic, and professional benefits are common.

            Culture is the way of life of people who share it. It can be everything like language, religion, costume, food habit, social habits, music, and arts. These things can be different from culture to culture. So multiculturalism is a property. Multi-culture has an influence to language since language and culture have muscle and bone relationship. The insertion of multi-culture in education plays vital role in promotion of nationalism, different local cultures, and local culture wisdom. Similarly, it provides cultural identity and meaningful context for learning.

            Multiculturalism is a situation in which an individual lives and behaves according to the norms and systems of more than one culture. It can also be the case that there can be students of different cultures in a class. In case of multiculturalism, there is no clear idea in term of social customs and norms which an individual is following as in the case of multilingualism. So multiculturalism means mix cultures in which an individual lives. Culture is a learned behavior of what is right and what is wrong according to the predetermined norm and standard of a society. Religion, language, and culture are interrelated. Cultural norms are created by the principles of a particular religion that a particular society follows and the vocabulary^ and language behavior are influenced by the religion and culture. We know in each language, there are some cultural specific and religion specific words which are difficult to translate in other languages due to the absence of the same concept that these words express in the source language.

            Multiculturalism and multilingualism are taken both as problem and resources in language learning. Multiculturalism and multilingualism situation in the classroom can be a matter of problem. The teaching of language in such a situation can be challenging to the teachers. To determine the medium of instruction, design teaching material, select bilingual or multilingual teacher, etc. is difficult in such a class. In case of Nepal, it is difficult to use Nepali as a medium of instruction in some parts where students are multilingual but don't speak Nepali. Multilingualism creates heterogeneous classes. Students can use any languages they wish in the class.

            
              Multiculturalism also creates problem sometimes. If a single student has the knowledge of different cultures, it can be a good and resourceful situation. But if there are students who believe in different religions and cultures, and the class is of heterogeneous cultures, the situation is problematic because different students of different cultures have different perception on the activities and behaviors of the world. There can be conflict among students too. If the curriculum does not address all cultures and gives priority to a particular culture, it can be intolerable to other.

            Multilingualism and multiculturalism can be resources in teaching too. Such situation brings knowledge and resource in the classroom. The classroom can be a place where all cultures and languages can be shared, experienced, learned, and accustomed. Students easily learn other's language and culture in the class. The knowledge of multi­culture and Multilanguage helps an individual to understand the same concept from multiple perspectives and angles. He/she can understand something in one tongue that is difficult to him/her to understand in another language. As people think in term of language, multilingualism helps for cognitive development. Multilinguals can expand their personal horizons and—being simultaneously insiders and outsiders—see their own culture from a new perspective not available to monoglots, enabling the comparison, contrast, and understanding of cultural concepts;

            The learning way of children is also affected by cultural background. Some educational cultures find learning by memorizing fact more attractive than learning by doing. Although students all live in the same town or village, it is often the case that they come from variety of cultural background. Another case may come from linguistic diversity. Students can come from different linguistic background so that the class may be multilingual and they may have different mother tongue. As a result students are likely to bring a range of educational and cultural background. Children of educated families know many things at home too. But children from less educated or no educated at all may not know the same things. So in mix class of such nature, the teacher needs to be sensitive to these backgrounds.

          
          
            2.3 Language Rights

            Each and every language is great for their speakers. The speakers of each language want to save their language. The speakers of a speech community gain social, ethnic, and national identities from their social and conventional practices and behaviors, one of which is the way of using a language. Language right includes the right of using language in day to day communication, education, and business.

            
              The speakers of each language should have the right of promoting, saving and using their language. Children should have the right to study in their mother tongue in school. Each language of a nation has the right to be national language. To save the right of each language, there must not be linguistic imperialism of one language over other languages in the multilingual speech situations.

            Due to the language hegemony of English and Nepali in Nepal, many languages are losing their existence. Nepali is easily accepted as the dominant language by the native speakers of other languages so that their mother tongues fair in shadow. In case of Nepal, m the past, one nation one language policy was adopted. So that Nepali was adopted as the official language and was imposed to the speaker of other languages. As a result, other indigenous languages suffered. After the restoration of democracy, the language right of the citizens was guaranteed in the new constitution and every language was entitled as 'national language' but not the official language. Rai (2005) states that recently, the concept of indigenous languages to be used as official languages in the regions where they are spoken has strongly emerged. People are fighting to achieve this. In the past people from the valley proposed that the official work in the valley should be done in Newari along with Nepali. They reasoned that majority of speaker is Newari speaking so Newari should be adopted as the official language of the valley. The proposal was rejected. When people started a movement in favor of using Newari as the official language in the valley, the Nepali fanatics went to the court arguing that using another language along in addition to Nepali as an official language will break the national integrity. The court gave verdict in favor of these Nepali fanatics. In Terai too, people were asking the government to use Maithili along with Nepali as official language but the government and the court did not accept. These are the examples of people fighting for the right of their language.

            
              2.3.1 Minority Language Identity

              Minority language is also called lesser used language. It can be a regional language or local language. A minority language is spoken by a minority of the population of an area. There are many minority languages in each' country. Majority of population do not speak minority language. It makes language become minority language when only limited number of minor people speak it. There can be different minority languages such as 'national minority language', ‘regional minority language', 'migrant minority language' and so on. Actually, minority refers to a group of minor people and minority language is the one that the minor people speak. A minority language is always defined, one way or another, in terms of power issues. The speakers of the language share specificities that differentiate them from the rest of a larger community: language and culture of course and intrinsically history. In terms of population, one frequent assumption is that a minority language is borne by a group of individuals numerically inferior to the majority group.

              
                However that is not always the case. The minority language of the past can be the majority language at present and vice versa. The conception of minority language is one where history, ethnicity, territory, and culture are pre-requisites to define the notion in relation to the past, present and future. The minority language can change its status if it is extended to official recognition, educational uses, and political and sociological concern. In case of languages of Nepal, except a few, all other are minority languages since they have no official and educational recognition and they are spoken by a limited number of population in comparison to Nepali, Maithili, Bhojpuri, Tharu, Tamang, Newari and so on.

              When a particular language is selected as an official, instructional, and administrative language, other so many minority languages of a nation lose their identity. The official language dominates other languages so that the speakers of minority language develop positive attitudes and belief in their ethnic languages. They develop in them the sense of self sufficiency, and the sense of cultural identity from their language. They want to save, promote, and maintain their language. They seek right to use their languages in office, instruction and administration. This is what we call minority language identity. The speakers of a speech community gain social, ethnic, and national identities from their language. They constitute their individual as well as group identities on the basis of how they make a choice of code, how they pronounce it, what type of vocabulary they use and what kind of discourse patter they employ in their communication. So language provides an identity to its speaker. As language gives identity to people, they seek identity of their language. The government needs to save minority language from being endangered. Each language has valuable resource and saving them is like saving our property. The speaker of minority language should have their right to use their language in extended functions in addition to their day to day communication. The minority language planning is necessary to save their identities. We can give minority language identify through status planning, corpus planning and language acquisition planning. The government need to change the status, extend the function, make policies of standardization, develop writing system, grammar, produce books of grammar and literature, prepare teaching materials and use in teaching learning to save their identity. There should not be the situation of minority language identity lose due to the influence of official language in any country. The minority language speakers should not be imposed to use official language because other indigenous and minority languages suffer. In Nepal, in the past, one nation one languages policy was adopted, Nepali was adopted as the official language so that minority languages were losing their identity but after the restoration of democracy, the language right of the minority language speakers were guaranteed in the new constitution, and every language was entitled as 'national language'. The government should guarantee the minority language identity for the identity of the speakers.

            
            
              
                
              

              2.3.2 Mother Tongue Education

              Mother tongue education is considered to be an important programme for the maintenance and promotion of various standard and non-standard mother tongues within a nation. It is based on the belief that the policies and programmes which are oriented to educating children through their native language and culture should be introduced in the schools of multilingual societies so that the children gain more and better achievement, and at the same time the mother tongue that they are educated in will be at least preserved from the usual shift. At lower level mother tongue education is essential for the sound development of children's cognitive ability. Imposing national language as the medium of instruction causes so many problem to the students of minority and vernacular language. As the Nepali language has got official status, there is threat to other vernacular languages. The government of Nepal has to start planning for standardizing some languages by codifying and introduce in education as mother tongue education. Children must have right to study in their own mother tongue in the class. Mother tongue education helps to save the minor languages from being endangered and make children’s learning easy and comprehensive. The monolingual policy suppresses marginalized local languages in which speakers of these languages lose their faith in their languages and want to fall in the mainstream life to get benefited from and adopt the culture which are not theirs. Thus to provide equal right to all the speakers of all languages, mother tongue education programme must be implemented.

              Mother tongue education suggests that the speakers of a language attain better educational achievement if they are taught in their language. Language has often been considered as the main cause for the greater rate of school failure among minority children. The children who do not belong to the kind of cultural and linguistic background commonly observed in the school, are less likely to gain the good academic results and achievement in the school.‘In case of Britain, there is a hierarchy of educational success or failure. White middle class children with Li English do best, while children of West Indian origin with different mother tongues do worst. In case of Nepal too, children with Nepali Li do best, while children with Gurung, Magar, Newari, etc. L] languages seem to have weak performance in primary level where Nepali is the medium of instruction. Thus, if children are taught in their mother tongue and about their mother tongues, they get better academic achievement, and develop very positive attitudes to learning. They feel to be more honored and recognized while studying in their own language. UNESCO report (1953) mentions the following values of mother tongue education:

              
                It is axiomatic that the best medium for teaching a child is his mother tongue. Psychologically, it is the system of meaningful signs that in his or her mind works automatically for expression and understanding. Sociologically, it is the means of identification among the members of community to which he or she belongs. Educationally, he or she learns more quickly through it than through an unfamiliar linguistic medium.

              Mother tongue education is important to arouse interest in the children in their own language, literature, and culture. They should have opportunity to begin their schooling through the medium of mother tongue because they understand it best and get intellectual and emotional benefit. It encourages the learners to develop better understanding of the subject matter and values in their school. The mother tongue is clearly natural means of self expression for the children. It serves as the medium in which a child thinks, understands, and expresses desires and needs. If we do not provide mother tongue education, there can be high rate of dropouts in lower level because of the difference in the language that children use at home and at school. The role of mother tongue education can be listed in the following points:

              
                	To become literate in children's familiar language.

                	To make education accessible, interesting and attractive for the children.

                	To arouse the interest in the children in their own language and culture.

                	To save the children of early age from the risk of shift into the dominant language.

                	To enrich the positive attitudes and motivation in the children towards their mother tongue.

                	To enable the children get better learning achievement.

                	To encourage them participate in 'learning of their own'.

                	To encourage them to participate truly in the class-room activities.

                	To make them familiar with their own social and cultural environments.

                	To promote the prestige of ethnic groups in a nation or in a society.

                	To enable the children value their own social, and ethnic identity before the dominant group.

                	To encourage the children to attend the school and involve actively in learning.

              

              Implementing mother tongue education in multilingual community is not an easy task. There must be a great plan to select mother tongue for instruction. To impart mother tongue education, the following requirements are necessary:

              
                	The mother tongue which is going to be used as a medium of instruction should have writing system. If it has not writing system, it must be developed.

              

              
                	
                  After developing the writing system, there must be preparation of necessary curriculum, teaching materials, textbook, reference books, dictionary, etc.

                	The language with greater population density of speech communities needs to be selected.

                	The people must be positive towards the use of their language as a medium of instruction and there must be help of speech communities.

                	There must be human resources like teachers, textbook writers, trainers, etc. in the selected mother tongue, otherwise we cannot provide mother tongue education.

                	There must be approval and assistance of government to operate schools in the mother tongue. The government must have policies of mother tongue instruction.

              

              
                
                  Use of first language (Li) in Second language class
                
              

              Use of native language both by teachers and students is common in most of the public schools of Nepal. Teachers who use Nepali language as a medium of instruction to teach English in Nepal claim that it is impossible since the students to not understand when they teach in English. Use of first language is a matter of discussion and debate among experts. Some people view that use of Li supports second language learning and other argue that Li in the second language class hindrances the learning. There are some advantages of using Li in the class:

              
                	If the first language is similar to second language, use of first language helps in the learning of second language.

                	Since students translate in their heads anyways, it makes sense to use this translation process in an active way.

                	It helps to be bilingual or translator.

                	It reduces the load of teaching for the teachers.

                	Lower level students who have no basic competence of second language, get benefit from translation or using mother tongue.

                	Students get a chance of comparing Li and L2.

              

              There are some problems/ disadvantages of using Li in the class.

              
                	Use of L] interferes the second language fluency.

                	First language can be used in heterogeneous class only.

                	Students fail even to introduce themselves in target language.

                	They do not get sufficient exposure.

                	Second language habit is difficult to develop.

                	Students always communicate in Li and never practice second language to communicate.

              

            
            
              
                
              

              2.3.3 Language Politics

              The future of any language depends on the political power. Politics is connected to power and to select any language for any purpose is the matter of power. The work of language promotion, maintenance, and standardization is connected with political power. Language planning, policies, and strategies are all influenced by economic and political power. If there is majority of leaders of a particular language, they make policies to upgrade, save, or maintain their language. The political power supports making plans and decision; it provides with resources, values, ideologies; and it shapes people's behavior too. Thus language planning requires the power of politics that ensures decision and controlling devices. Language planning is an attempt to develop the national politics of selecting and standardizing various languages which are used within a community. The language policies or planning are primarily concerned to promoting the national or official language of the respective country, and these are mostly concerned to the promotion of the indigenous languages too so that the speakers of these languages may also involve actively in the nation building, and political and economic activities. In this sense politics and language are related things of a nation.

              The political system of any nation determines different national policies. The determination can be on the side of political power so sometimes the policies are not scientific and logical. Language policy is also a part of national policies. As language is important in the success or failure of political systems, the political figures that are powerful always seem to be careful about the policies related to the language which contributes to the national politics. There is high influence of political power over a particular language.

              
                
                  Language politics is related to the following points:
                
              

              
                	Language politics determines language planning which works for promoting a language, and establishing it as the official or national language of a country. The language on which there is political power is promoted and standardized.

                	Language planning can be classified as status planning, corpus planning, and Language acquisition planning. These planning depend on the political power of a nation.

                	The political goals of language planning are oriented to nation building that can be possible through establishing the language norms for national unity, and international correspondence. The political goals attempt to use language as a means to promote nation building and unification for national welfare.

              

              
                
                  

                
              

              
                	
                  
                    
                      Language Planning
                  
                

              

              Language planning is a government’s authorized long term sustained and conscious effort to alter a language function in a society for the purpose of solving communication problems. It involves assessing resources, complex decision making, the assignment of different functions to different languages and varieties of language in a community, and the commitment of valuable resources. The policies of language planning are concerned with codification of the languages, elaboration of their functions and teaching and learning of them. The goal of planning is to enrich language, and for the maintenance of the endangered languages by elaborating their forms and function, developing writing system and using in teaching and learning. Language planning can be classified as status planning, corpus planning, and Language acquisition planning. Status planning is concerned for elaborating the functions of a language. Corpus planning refers to the codifying of the language in dictionary, grammar, literature, textbooks etc. and the language acquisition planning is concerned with teaching and learning of the language. All these planning depend on the political power of a nation.

              
                	
                  
                    Language Planning in Nepal
                  
                

              

              Language planning is an issue. Selection of mother tongue for teaching and learning in the multilingual communities has been the major issue of language planning in Nepal. Language planning is influenced by the political as well as ideological variable situation. Nepal is a multilingual country so language planning is difficult. More than 92 languages are spoken in Nepal as mother tongues, and thus, it is very difficult to extend the functions of each in the government offices, education, administration, and media. There is difficult to extend the functions of each in the government offices, education, administration, and media. There is a difficulty m the selection of language. The uneducated communities, lack of awareness, multilingual society, Nepali linguistic imperialism, etc. are the problems of status planning in Nepal. There are many languages without writing systems and grammars, so it is difficult to codify and use them in the domains such as education and administration. So corpus planning is not easy in Nepal. Teaching and learning of the minority languages is also difficult due to the lack of text books, resource materials, resource persons etc. So the language acquisition planning is also not easy. However, the minority languages should be promoted by managing above mentioned issue and by reducing the linguistic imperialism or significant role of Nepali language.

              
                
                  

                
              

              
                	
                  
                    
                      Language polices
                  
                

              

              Language policies are also related to politics. Political power determines language polices. Language planning involves a number of policies that formulate the ways of accomplishing the planning. The policies provide with guidelines to the planners and linguists in order to adopt the appropriate strategies and activities to fulfill the goals of language planning. Some of the language policies that are influenced by the politics of the nation are :

              
                	Mother tongue education policy

                	Foreign language teaching policy

                	Additive bilingualism policy

                	Bilingual education policy

                	Bilingual education policy

                	Language shift policy

                	Language maintenance policy

              

              
                	
                  
                    Language and Power
                  
                

              

              All languages of a nation are not of equal power due to the influence of politics. Political power promotes minority languages to make them official and national languages and at the same time, the power of politics may ban a given language to use in the government offices, education, and administration. The language, which is the native as well as official language of the politically and economically powerful country in the world becomes the language of international communication, education, and business. Such powerful language is used by all because people get enough materials of it to study. The political power of a nation ensures the power of the language which is spoken in that nation. So both in national and international context, political power makes any language powerful. For example English is powerful in the context of the world whereas Nepali is powerful in Nepal. The countries where English is spoken as the mother tongue are politically leading countries. For example, America has a supreme political power in the world. It has maintained political and economic leading power in the world. So English is the most dominant or powerful international language of the world.

            
          
          
            2.4 Translation Studies

            
              Translation is the process of changing thoughts and ideas of one language into another. It is a general term referring to the transfer of contents or texts from one language to another. The language which text is transferred is called source language or SL and the language in which it is translated is called target language or TL. It is the rendering of a text into another language. It is an art of recomposing a work in another language without losing its original flavor. Translation is known by other terms like paraphrase, substitution, replacement, interpretation, transfer, rendering, etc. 
            

            
              
                The SL and TL may not be same in many respects however the translator needs to fill the gap. He should have knowledge of at least the SL and TL. Catford (1965) says that translation is the replacement of textual material in another language. Similarly Newmark (1981) says translation is a craft consisting in the attempt to replace a written message and statement in one language by the same message and statement in another language. But Nida and Taber (1969) explain that translating consists of reproducing in the receptor's language the closest natural equivalent of the source language message first in terms of meaning and secondly in terms of style.

            A translation should have the following features:

            
              	It must reproduce the ideas of source language.

              	It should read like a translation.

              	It should read like an original.

              	It must reproduce the words of the source language text.

              	It should mirror the style of the translator.

              	It should retain the historical stylistic dimension of the source language text.

              	In a translation a translator must not add or leave out anything.

              	It should read as a contemporary piece of literature.

            

            
              2.4.1 Source and Target Languages

              The language which text is transferred is called source language or SL and the language in which it is translated is called target language or TL. Translation is the process of replacing the textual materials of a language by equivalent materials in another. Translation is viewed from linguistic, cultural, and pragmatic point of views. From linguistic point of view it is an activity of transferring thought and ideas from SL to TL whether the language have established orthographies or do not have such standardization. From cultural perspective it is an activity of giving the SL cultural equivalent meaning in TL. In this sense, language translation means culture too. Without having the sense of TL culture, it is impossible to translate. Language is believed to be determined by the culture in which it is spoken. Pragmatic point of view holds the believe that translation is the process of providing equivalent communicative sense in TL. It is one aspect of culture in which language is used contextually. So if the contextual meaning of SL is provided equivalent in TL context it is a translation from pragmatic perspective.

              
                In short, translation is a skill of translating one language into another. It is an art of providing equivalent linguistic, cultural, and pragmatic meaning of SL in TL. It is the bilingual work so that the translator should have both linguistic and cultural sensitivity of SL and TL. Translation provides a clear picture of correspondence between two languages.

            
            
              2.4.2 Classification of Translation

              Translation is a work of translating different text like poem, essay, story, technical text, etc. As it is not limited only in the translation of one genre, it is classified variously. The types of translation are also based on the purpose, and techniques of translation that the translator applies in translating the text.

              
                	
                  
                    Transliteration
                  
                

              

              Transliteration is the process in which the orthographic correspondence between source language and target language is maintained. The translator should be familiar with the SL and TL orthography and phonology. This type of translation is done in two ways: Phonologically and graphologically. Phonologically, the SL phonology of a text is replaced by equivalent TL phonology. The words and grammar are not considered. In graphological translation the SL graphology of a text is replaced by equivalent TL graphology. For example:

              
                
                  
                    	SL Nepali
                    	TL English
                  

                  
                    	
                      Ma Bhat Khanchhu.

                      Timi ko hau?

                    
                    	
                      Ma Bhat Khanchhu.

                      Timi ko hau?

                    
                  

                
              

              This type of translation is limited as it is not understood by target language speakers.

              
                	
                  
                    Literary Translation
                  
                

              

              Literary translation is concerned with the translation of literary texts like story, essay, poetry, etc. It is completely cultural and pragmatic translation. This type of translation requires literary sensitivity in the translator. It is the reflection of artistic reality of the original. The pleasure and sense the text gives in SL, same pleasure and sense should give in TL. This type of translation is also called poetic translation. And the activity of translating poetry has often been evaluated as most testing, difficult and almost impossible. Literary translation uses all the resource of language. Some of the words of one language literature is not available in another which causes problem in translating literature. As literary texts are expressive the translator should maintain the equivalent of the author's ideas, emotions, thoughts, feelings, and cultural as well as contextual sensitivity.

              
                For example:

              
                bhitra bhitra khokriyera bahira bacheko
              

              
                yetamko trasle chuseko
              

              
                samasyako Bhutle satayeko
              

              
                yo jindagi khai ke jindagi
              

              
                haribhakta kattuwal
              

              
                
                  Hollow all inside only its bark alive
                
              

              
                
                  Sucked out by the dread of atom 
                
              

              
                
                  Hunted by the ghosts of problem 
                
              

              
                
                  This life, what life is this!
                
              

              
                	
                  
                    Technical Translation
                  
                

              

              Technical translation refers to the translation of descriptive texts written in the context of scientific or technological disciplines. It is related to translation of different informative texts like brochure, manuals, instruction, etc. It is a non literary translation where exact, short, and fixed meaning is required. The information should not be roundabout and lost. Different signs, symbols, abbreviation, etc. of one language may not be same in another language as a result technical translation becomes difficult. By borrowing words from SL, deleting, adding, substituting and sometimes using literal translation we can translate technical text. See the following part of marriage registration certificate as example:

              
                
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    Marriage Registration Certificate
                
              

              Registration Date: 26 July, 2021

              Registration No: 25

              This is hereby certified, in accordance with the marriage registration book maintained at this office that Mr. Kalibhakta Sharma aged 32 a resident of Phalewas Municipality-10 Kurgha Parbat, the grand-son of Mr. Ovakhark Upadhaya, the son of Mr. Tulsi Ram Sharma was married to Miss Kamala Subedi aged 25, a resident of Phalewas Municipality-4 Khanigaun Parbat, the granddaughter of Mr. Ramesh Subedi, the daughter of Mr. Ram Prasad Sharma, on May-4, 2021 according to the social custom.

              
                	
                  
                    Literal Translation
                  
                

              

              This is a general type of translation in which the nearest TL equivalent is given. It focuses on the meaning but neglects pragmatic sensitivity. It is used when the SL term is transparent or semantically motivated and is in standardized language. For example,

              SL: Nahunu bhanda kano mama besh

              TL: A blind uncle is better than no uncle. (Literal translation)

              SL: Nachana najanne ajan tedo

              TL: Not knowing to dance and saying that the size of the ground is not good. SL: usle jobro toko

              TL: He bit the tongue.

              
                	
                  
                    Free translation
                  
                

              

              In free translation the equivalent of SL to TL is given in the way that the native speaker gets complete sense in ‘his/her mother tongue. It is TL oriented translation which is always unbounded in words and phrase. Direct TL form is provided in this type of translation. For example:

              SL: Nahunu bhanda kano mama besh

              TL: Something is better than nothing.

              SL: Nachana najanne ajan tedo

              TL: A bad carpenter quarrels with his instruments.

              SL: Kasaiko agadi bokako rodhan

              TL: Singing at deaf s door.

              
                	
                  
                    
                      Interpretation
                  
                

              

              Translation is a common term under which interpretation and translation come. In this sense all interpretations are translation but not vice versa. Interpretation is concerned with spoken text. The source language of a speaker is interpreted immediately orally. There is no much gap of time after the speaker speaks. It is a psychological work where the translator needs to interpret without delaying. He has to think on foot. As it is simultaneous, there is not purity and exactness but communicatively understandable. There is no time for correction, revising and examining as in translation. Decisions should be made immediately. The environment of interpretation is close. The speaker and interpretator are close. The speaker and interpretator are physically present. The interpretator facilitates by gesture, posture, and tone. There is little influence of culture in interpretation. The interpretator can make the listeners understand in roundabout way even through the physical activity. The text to be interpreted is not fixed but it is dynamic. The interpretator has to interpretate whatever comes in a dynamic context. It is less academic and weighty. It's main objective is multilingual communication.

            
            
              2.4.3 Translation Methods and Procedures

              Translation is not an easy task. It is a mental bending activity. So great labour and practice is needed to be a good translator. The process of translating is different from genre to genre. The main difficulty comes in translating cultural specific words, proverbs and technical writing. Here are some guidelines for translating different concept and aspect of language.

              
                
                  A. Translating Cultural Specific Words
                
              

              Words which are rooted in a particular culture are called cultural specific words. For example, Chure, Kumbhakama, Gundruk, Dhoti, Handigaun, Kuti, Goru Gada, Hali, Khalasi, etc. words of Nepali language are cultural specific words. To translate these words we can follow ttie following techniques.

              
                	Making up a new word.

                	Explaining the meaning of SL expression.

                	Transference: It is a way of transferring an SL word to a TL text. It is similar to transliteration.

                	Cultural equivalent: In this process the SL cultural words are replaced by TL ones.

              

              Mr/Miss – Shree/ Shushree

              Right movement — sait

              
                B.

              
              
                f.

              
              
                e.

              
              
                	
                  Substitution: For an SL word, a TL word is substituted but it does not give exact cultural meaning of SL but it gives the cultural meaning of TL only. Christmas - Dashain

              

              Basket - doko

              
                	Omission: Some of the items of SL are deleted.

              

              SL: haat much jorna kathin chha.

              TL: It is difficult to live.

              SL: Threatening storm (Eng.)

              TL: Aadhi (WT) (Nepali)

              
                	Addition: To provide equivalent meaning in TL, something is added in the form of SL.

              

              Shivaji - Lord Shiva

              Melaa - Religious fair

              Abhagi haru - Unfortunate people

              
                
                  B. Translating Proper Names
                
              

              Proper names/nouns are the names of special persons, places, geography, institution, festival, religion object, etc. They are outside language. They refer to persons, object, or processes peculiar to a single ethnic community and they have singular reference. Therefore, they are untranslatable and not to be translated. There is no way to translate except transfer of sounds. So they create problem in translation. Even if we translate, there is lose of sound and the conceptual and cultural background of them is distorted. Only some kinds of adjustment can be done using some procedures or techniques.

              
                	Borrowing:

              

              
                
                  
                    	
                      
                        SL: English
                      
                    
                    	
                      
                        TL: Nepali
                      
                    
                  

                  
                    	Bill clinton
                    	Bill clinton
                  

                  
                    	Noam Chomsky
                    	Noam Chomsky
                  

                  
                    	UNESCO
                    	UNESCO
                  

                  
                    	New York
                    	New York
                  

                  
                    	
                      
                        SL: Nepali
                      
                    
                    	
                      
                        SL: Nepali
                      
                    
                  

                  
                    	kathmandau
                    	kathmanda
                  

                  
                    	Kaligandaki
                    	Kalighandaki
                  

                  
                    	Pashupatinath
                    	Pashupatinath
                  

                
              

              
                	
                  
                    
                      Naturalization:
                   In this procedure the SL words are normalized in pronunciation so as to be accepted by the language users.

              

              
                
                  
                    	
                      
                        SL(English)
                      
                    
                    	
                      
                        TL(Nepali)
                      
                    
                  

                  
                    	Britain
                    	belayet
                  

                  
                    	India
                    	Bharat
                  

                  
                    	China
                    	Chin
                  

                  
                    	Socrates
                    	shukrat
                  

                  
                    	Russia
                    	Russ
                  

                
              

              
                	
                  
                    Literal translation:
                   Some names of international institution, organization, books, roads, etc. are translated as follows.

              

              
                
                  
                    	
                      
                        SL(English)
                      
                    
                    	
                      
                        TL(Nepali)
                      
                    
                  

                  
                    	Good earth
                    	kalyanNdi dharti
                  

                  
                    	New road
                    	Naya bato
                  

                  
                    	United kingdom
                    	Sayukta rastrasang
                  

                
              

              
                	
                  
                    Recognized Translation
                  : For administrative texts, some names of institution are famously created in TL.

              

              
                
                  
                    	
                      
                        SL(English)
                      
                    
                    	
                      
                        TL(Nepali)
                      
                    
                  

                  
                    	Faculty of Education
                    	Shikshya sastra sankya
                  

                  
                    	Ministry of education
                    	Shiskshya mantralaye
                  

                  
                    	Ministry of information and communication
                    	Suchana tatha sanchar mantralaye
                  

                
              

              
                	
                  
                    Cultural equivalence:
                   While translating SL words into TL, the translator tries to find out culturally equivalent terms in target language.

              

              
                
                  
                    	
                      
                        	
                          
                            SL(English)
                          
                        

                      

                    
                    	
                      
                        TL(Nepali)
                      
                    
                  

                  
                    	chairman
                    	Adyachya
                  

                  
                    	Prime minister
                    	Pradhan mantrey
                  

                  
                    	Vice Chancellor
                    	upakulpati
                  

                
              

              
                	
                  
                    Translating Idioms and proverbs 
                  
                

              

              Idioms and proverbs are the fixed expression rooted in a particular culture. Their meaning cannot be got by breaking into smaller units. While translating them, the proverbs of the target language that gives equivalent meaning needs to be used. We need to translate sense as a whole but not meaning of the individual words.

              
                Idioms and proverbs are the expression that state general truth about life, culture, and religion. They are the wise sayings so they give moral lesson. They are applicable to all the linguistic and cultural scenario. Here are some procedures to translate them.

              
                	Replacing with equivalent proverbs

              

              SL: Tit for tat.

              TL: jastalai testai

              SL: Only the wearer knows where the shoe pinches.

              TL: achnako pir khukhurile jandena

              SL: Talikidaima suun hudina

              TL: All that glitters is not gold.

              
                	Sense Translation

              

              SL: dhungo khojda deuta milo.

              TL: Received an unexpected and beneficial gift.

              SL: agi pachhi syar chor aaune din baisyar

              TL: Accidents are outstanding effect.

              
                	Literal Translation

              

              SL: nahunu bhanda kano mama besh

              TL: A blind uncle is better than no uncle.

              SL: kano gorulai aushi na purnima

              TL: Neither new moon day nor full moon day for a blind ox.

              
                	Coining new Proverbs: In this procedure, new proverb is created but it is a difficult task. So this technique is not used frequently.

              

              SL: Jodi sorgai bata banayera aayeko hunxa

              TL: A man is bom married.

              
                	
                  
                    Translating Metaphors
                  
                

              

              Metaphors are the figures of speech that decorate language. They are used to compare one thing or object or person to another in term of similar quality. Metaphors are classified as local and universal. Local metaphor has narrow meaning whereas universal metaphor has broader meaning. For example, the word horse has the following meanings.

              
                He is strong. (English)

              
                He is a horse.

              
              He is hard working. (German)

              He is healthy. (French)

              
                Some procedures of translating them are below:

              
                	
                  
                    Translating of metaphor by simile
                  
                

              

              Nepali: usko mutu dhungako chha

              English: His heart is like a stone.

              Nepali: uho badhar ho

              English: He is like a monkey.

              
                	
                  
                    Reproducing the same image in the target language
                  
                

              

              English: Ray of hope.

              Nepali: ashako kiran

              English: Time is money.

              Nepali: samya dhan ho

              
                	
                  
                    Same metaphor combined with sense
                  
                

              

              Nepali: uni brinda hun

              English: She is Brinda as she never has sex except with her husband.

              Nepali: uho tw kal ho

              English: He is the death because he comes without any notice as the death.

              
                	
                  
                    By deleting metaphor
                  
                

              

              Nepali: Ramesh tw juko ho

              English: Ramesh is very greedy.

              Nepali: tyo keti ta droupati ho

              English: The girl has sex with many people.

            
          
          
            
              
            

            Exercises

            
              
                Very Short Answer Questions
              
            

            
              
                (For Oral Practice and to check comprehension while teaching, the teacher can use these questions. He/she needs to demand oral answer from the students.)
              
            

            
              	Define pedagogy in your own words.

              	What are the four language skills?

              	Define method in your own way.

              	What does teaching of language skills concern to?

              	Define multilingualism in your own words?

              	What is meant by language right?

              	Tell any three language policies.

              	Tell any two techniques used in GT method.

              	What is the goal of teacher in direct method?

              	Which method uses extensive drilling?

              	Tell any three techniques or learning processes in communicative method.

              	What are the types of translation?

              	Tell any three techniques of translation.

            

            
              
                Short Answer Questions
              
            

            
              	What are the issues of language teaching?

              	What is meant by language pedagogy?

              	Differentiate the teaching of language and about language in brief.

              	What is the focus in teaching content? Describe.

              	How is language teaching shifting now?

              	Introduce communicative method of language teaching in brief.

              	What are the major challenges of English language teaching in Nepal?

              	How can multiculturalism be resources in languages learning?

              	Write the value of mother tongue education stated by UNESCO 1953.

              	Write any three ways of saving minority language identity.

              	What is translation?

            

            
              
                Long Answer Questions
              
            

            
              	Explain the issues and aspects of language teaching.

              	"We need to teach both content and skills of language". Elucidate this statement with your reason.

              	What are the major shifts in language pedagogy? Describe.

              	List different methods of teaching English and describe any one of them with the learning procedure.

              	State the present English language teaching situation in Nepal.

              	How can multilingualism and multiculturalism be both problems and resources in language learning? Explain.

              	What is mother tongue education? Explain the role of mother tongue education.

              	How is the power of language related to politics? Explain.

              	What are the methods and procedures of translation? Write with examples.

              	How does literal translation differ from free translation?

              	How do you translate proper names?

              	How do you translate idioms and proverbs?

              	Translate the following idioms into Nepali language.

            

            A red letter day

            White elephant

            Kick the bucket

            Part and parcel

            Apple of discord

            Fly of the handle

          
          
            Activities:

            
              	
                
                  Practical Work:
                
              

            

            Prepared two lesson plans from the books of Basic level English following communicative method you haye studied in this chapter and teach using it to the same basic class students. Ask your English teacher or basic level teachers to observe your class for the feedback.

            
              	
                
                  Creative Work:
                
              

            

            Prepare for the debate (based on the topic you studied in this chapter) for ten minutes for or against 'Mother tongue must be the medium of instruction in primary level instead of English" with sufficient logics and conduct debate contest in the class.

            
              	
                
                  Project Work:
                
              

            

            Prepare a seminar paper on Issues of English Language Teaching In Nepal. And present it organizing a seminar in the school. You can work in the group of three-five students.

          
          
            
              
            

            Glossary of Linguistic and Pedagogical Terms

            
              
                A
              
            

            Accuracy : grammatically accurate language

            Acquisition: a subconscious process of getting mastery of language rather than consciously learning it

            Appropriacy : establishing the right professional relationship with students in classrooms

            Arbitrary : not based on reason or logic

            Audio-Iigualism : a methodology, popular in the 1940s-1970, which relied on avoidance of error and used repeated and extensive drilling

            
              
                B
              
            

            Behaviorism : the ideas that behavior can be conditioned through the use of stimulus-­response- reinforcement procedure

            Bilingualism : the use of two language with different levels of proficiency in the languages the speakers know

            
              
                C
              
            

            Colloquial: belonging to normal conversation

            Communicative language teaching : a method which encourages students to communicate real meaning as a way of learning

            Comprise : have as part of something

            Controller : role of a teacher to control and dictate students

            Creels : a pidgin language that has acquired native speakers.

            
              
                D
              
            

            Dialect: Social and regional varieties of language

            Dialogue : talk between two or more people

            Discipline : branch of knowledge

            Discourse : continuous piece of spoken or written language

            Drill: a technique where the teacher asks students to repeat word and phrases

            
              
                E
              
            

            Elaborate : carefully built in enlarged form

            Etymological: considering the origin and history of the word and its meaning

            
              Exponents : specific utterances or sentences used for serving particular language function

            Exposure : When student has or listen to language, they are exposed to it.

            Feature : something important or typical of a thing or place

            Feedback : teacher's telling about how well students have done in term of the language performance

            
              
                F
              
            

            First language : a speaker's main language usually their mother tongue

            Fluency : natural, accurate, contextual, and speedy use of language

            Formal : a term used to describe language which is often slightly more elaborate because it is used in situation where politeness is expected

            Forms : the unit of structure of language, e.g., words, sentences, etc.

            
              
                G
              
            

            Genre : a style or type of discourse which is often identified by discourse feature, register and layout, e.g. lecture, letters, etc.

            Grammar : formal system of language or rule governing system of language

            
              
                H
              
            

            Hierarchical: arranged in a system with grades of status from the lowest to the highest

            Hypothesis : an idea based on a few known facts but has not yet been proved to be true or correct

            
              
                I
              
            

            Implicational: useful or implying

            Informal : a term used to describe language which is relaxed and often used between friends

            
              
                L
              
            

            Language endangerment : a situation of a languages that is on the course of disappearing

            Language Function : the role of grammatical unit to construct higher unit or to communicate

            Language promotion : promotion of the existing stats of a language

            language shift : speaking the second language with remarkable reduction in the use of one's mother tongue

            
              language : a human vocal voluntary system of communication

            languages death : a situation of a language that is not spoken by anyone else Learning by rote : learning thing automatically e.g. learning lists of words or memorizing sentences

            Lexeme : vocabulary item that is given a separate entry in the dictionary

            Lingua franca : the language which is used for communication between those whose native language differs

            Living language: language that people use in communication

            
              
                M
              
            

            Morphology : the branch of grammar which deals with word structure.

            Mother tongue education policy : language policy that promotes ethnic and indigenous language of the nation

            Mother tongue : the language that people grow up speaking their first language Multiculturalism : a situation of following more than two cultures Multilingualism : the use of multiple languages.

            
              
                N
              
            

            Non-verbal: not involving words or speech

            
              
                P
              
            

            Pedagogy : the methodology of teaching

            Pidgin : a language created for communication between those who speak different languages

            Pidginization : the process of creating a pidgin language for specific purpose Policies : principles of behavior, conduct, etc. thought to be desirable or necessary formally expressed by a government

            Politics : methodology and activities associated with running a government Principle : a moral rule or a strong beliefs that influences our actions

            Prompter : role of a teacher to encourage student to achieve more

            
              
                R
              
            

            Register : used based variety of language

            Replication : the process of promoting a pidgin to make it a Creole

            Rapport: the successful relation between teacher and students in the class

            
              
                
                  S
              
            

            Second language : the language which students are learning after their mother tongue

            Shift: changing the status from one level to another

            Social dialect: language variation caused by social variables

            Source language : a language in which a particular text is written or spoken and you want to translate into another language.

            Standard language : The language which is codified and elaborated for wider range of functions

            Syntax : the branch of grammar which deals with sentence structure

            System : an organized set of rule in language

            
              
                T
              
            

            Target language : the language that you wish to learn or in which you want to translate the thought

            Translation : the process of changing the thought or content of one language into another language with almost equal meaning

            Transliteration : the process in which the orthographic correspondence between source language and target language is maintained.

            
              
                V
              
            

            Vernacular language : a local, ethnic, or tribal language that does not serve official function

            Vocabulary : a set of words

          
        
      
      
        
          
        

        Section Two - Literature: Prose, poetry and Drama

        
          
            
              Introduction
          
        

        Etymologically the word literature was derived from 4th century Latin word 'littera' which means 'letter' or 'art' of written work. So it refers to the written materials - poem, play, story, essay, etc. It is the written form of art but sometimes there can be oral literature. It is a special kind of writing which differs from other kinds of writing such as timetable, catalogues, news, etc.

        In literature there are different branches like poetry, prose, drama etc. When people emotionally and musically move they use verse or poetry. When they want to express some points of view they use prose and action as well as interaction which are included in drama. The four traditionally classified forms or genres of literature are poetry (mediation-thought and emotion), play (interaction -dialogue and action), essay (persuasion -intellectuality), and fiction (stories and novels-narration and imagination).

        Poetry is an expression of a vision that is rendered in a form intelligible and pleasurable to read. It is an autonomous object. It is imaginative language arranged in lines and set a particular rhythm. Emotions and imagination are the essential elements of poetry. A story is any literary narrative which is invented instead of being an account of events that in fact might have happened. It is written in prose. The question of truth in a story is really very crucial. The writers invent the plots, characters, setting and dialogues using creative imagination but we cannot claim that such imaginative action will never occur in the real world. Essay is a form of composition usually in prose. It can be used to discuss a variety of topics formally and informally. It is so flexible. The main purpose of essay writing is to persuade the readers on the point that the writer takes. Essays are of moderate length. Essays can be written using different models of expression: description, narration, dramatization, and persuasion. The author in essays expresses his/her idea and views directly to the readers. Drama is mainly written to be performed in the stage whereas novel is written to be read. Drama can be heard if it is broadcasted on radio and television , seen in the stages, and read on the book.

        Literature is characterized by the terms permanent, artistic, mirror of the society, truth, and beauty. Literature is permanent because it never dies. It is written for ever green view. Artistic refers that literature is different from ordinary writing. Everyone cannot write literature because literature is a work of art which requires artistic mind and writing so as to give pleasure to the readers. Literature, in this sense reflects what human beings do in the society as mirror does. It reflects beauty and ugliness, sorrow and happiness, love and tragedy, birth and death, marriage and divorce etc of society. It is the vital record of what men witness and experience as well as feel in the medium of language. It is truth as it cannot go out of human activity. It is polished with emotionally charged words and please us so it is also called a work of beauty.

        
          Literature is a branch of knowledge and subject of discussion, like art, philosophy, science, mathematics, etc. It is a discipline. It has its own origin, history, development, philosophy and some other elements of critical thinking and creative writing. It has got the philosophy of love, truth, and beauty. It has got its universe; the universe of emotions and feeling. The subject matter presented in a piece of literary work varies from one piece to another. It has its own effects of beauty and charm and value of writing. It has wider scope than other discipline. So it has integrated function. It has different genres like poetry which dominates feeling, essay which dominates intellect, fiction which dominates imaginative discipline; it has some relationship with other discipline as well. It is taken as a source of knowledge. It deals with philosophy, society, economics, linguistics etc. It is a whole study of universe. It is defined on the basis of linguistic and scientific criteria. It is an advanced form of writing.

        Literature is used as a means of teaching and learning . It has dominate position in teaching and learning as it can reflect culture, tradition, customs, ideas of particular location and time. Various texts of literature: poems, stories, plays, essays, etc. can be the best and effective subject to be taught and learned as the materials to teach different skills and aspects of language. Literature helps the learners to be creative writer and critical thinker. It stands as other subject like mathematics, philosophy, science etc. Thus it is the most effective means of teaching language competence and performance as nothing reflects language more beautifully other than literature. It is defined as a form of language that has pedagogical important and practical use. Through literature stylistic studies can also be taught. The language teacher can use literature as a thing to be taught for language teaching purpose.

        Literature is taken as a register since the use of language in literature is different from linguistics, sport, law etc. Literature has its special form, vocabulary, and grammar. It has its own system and rules of grammar, philology, semantics etc. We can take literature as a record of language variety, vocabulary, and prosodic elements. The language of literature is different from the standard use of language in its vocabulary, form, and grammar. The author can break the standard rule for the effective and emotional presentation of his/her thought and feeling. The language used in prose is different from poetry. Poetry includes - lyric, stanza, meter, feet, simile, metaphor, etc. plays includes stage, act, scene, characters, protagonist, antagonist, similarly, essay dominates thought and intellectual, and fiction dominates imagination. It is the record of used based language variety.

        
          A literary text interests, stimulates, and provokes the imagination at readers. The more one reads, the more one develops one’s ability to understand and to communicate in English. A reading habit can be developed by reading books of literature because literature can be delight. Literature has always been an important resource or tool for teaching and learning of English. Literature has dominated that teaching and learning of English as a second or foreign language is almost everywhere in the world for the last one and half centuries. Thus literature is a valuable resource for language teaching. There is no other way of acquiring language except through literature. Engaging imaginatively with literature enables learners to shift the focus of their attention beyond the more mechanical aspects of the foreign language system. Literature makes the language transparent.

        
          
        

        
          
            
          

          Unit 1: Fictions

          
            
              Short-Stories
              Fantasy
              Ancient Stories
            
          

          
            
              Meta-fiction 
              Children’s Stories
            
          

          
            
              Learning Objectives:
            
          

          
            
              On completion of studying this unit, students will be able to:
            
          

          
            	read different prose texts for information and pleasure,

            	identify and explain the contextual meanings of specific phrases, idioms and

            	sentences to draw the intent in reading between the lines,

            	comprehend the texts and answer questions based on them,

            	draw the central ideas of the given texts,

            	present the themes of the given texts,

            	explain the extracts from the text with reference to their contexts,

            	paraphrase the specific extracts from the text,

            	summarize the text and justify its title,

            	write a critical appreciation of the texts,

            	write narratives, descriptions, report and summaries, and

            	give a brief background information of the author.

          

          
            
              
            

            
              

Introduction to Fiction/story

            The word 'fiction' is derived from its origin 'fingre' which means to make a shape according to the writer's choice. It is a narrative and imaginative writing. It is not real but invented. All fictional works include subject matter, character, setting, theme, allegory (symbolic) tone language of writer, etc. Fictions have larger length because they have to present the main characters from their beginning to the end according to the demand of the story. The characters can have their own story within the larger fictional framework to contribute the main plot of fiction. Nowadays some meta-fiction are in the existence which transcend (go through) the entire fictional element.

            A story is any literary narrative which is invented instead of being an account of events that in fact might have happened. It is written in prose. The question of truth in a story is really very crucial. The writers invent the plots, characters, setting and dialogues using creative imagination but we cannot claim that such imaginative action will never occur in the real world. They may happen sooner or later. The length of a short story is from 500 to 1500 words in general. It is economic and tight in form. It is different from the novel in the dimension. It can be read at one sitting or from half an hour to two hours.

            
              
                Elements of a short story
              
            

            
              	The plot: It is a series of events and action in a proper sequence to achieve artistic and emotional effect. The character performs different actions that make the plot. Conflict is an essential part of the plot.

              	The character: Characters are the persons in a story who are interpreted by the readers as being given with particular moral, intellectual, and emotional qualities by inferences from what the person say. The characters can be major and minor, static and dynamic, protagonist and antagonist, flat and round, etc.

              	Setting: Setting refers to the general locate, historical time and social circumstance in which its actions occur. It is the time when events happen and place where the events happen.

              	Dialogue: A dialogue is the speech of characters in any kind of narrative story. Dialogues make the story interactive, realistic, interesting, dynamic, and natural.

              	Theme: Theme is the central idea of the story. It may be expressed directly or indirectly. The general idea is revealed through the entire story. It is the main message that the story intends to convey to the readers.

            

            
              
                Characteristics of a short story
              
            

            
              	Brevity: A short story is short in its length. It is a picture of a single event in a person's life.

              	
                Simplicity: The language, theme, plot and presentation of a story should be simple. The main event is clearly presented and supported by other supporting details. It should be readable.

              	A few characters: In a story, only two to five characters should be there. There is no need of many characters because it deals with a single event and a single theme.

              	Singleness of effect: A short story deals with a single message. It narrates a single event in a person's life. Only one aspect of people should be included in it.

              	Unity: There should be only one main event and the event should supported by other minor happenings. There should not have diversified aspects.

            

            Plot is the sequence of events. It is the thread that joins the events as the thread of garland that joins flowers. It is concerned with what happens, the story line, the action, what the turning points of the story are and what the characters do at the end of the story. It is a series of events deliberately arranged so as to reveal their dramatic, thematic, and emotional significance. The story can have the following structure/developing actions and their end result.

            
              
                
                  	
                    Explosion

                    Conflict

                    Exposition

                  
                  	
                    : Starting of events, introduction of the characters, etc.

                    : Dispute, fight, etc. between antagonists and protagonist

                    : Background information required for seeing the characters in context.

                  
                

                
                  	Complication
                  	: One of the critical condition in which the actions rise and problem becomes complex.
                

                
                  	Transition
                  	: Image, symbol, dialogue, etc. that join paragraphs and scenes together. It is the movement from one scene to another.
                

                
                  	Flashback
                  	: Flashback refers to something that happened earlier than an event and the characters remember so that it comes in the middle of other event. ’
                

                
                  	Climax
                  	: It is the stage in which the rising action or conflict of the story reaches the peak.
                

                
                  	Falling action
                  	: When the conflict starts to be normal and less sever, it is called falling action. It is the stage of releasing the action of the story after the climax.
                

                
                  	Resolution
                  	: This situation comes when the internal or external conflict is resolved.
                

                
                  	
                  	Approved by Curriculum Development Centre, Nepal
                

              
            

            
              Point of view is the way of telling a story. The technique of telling a story is also called the point of view. It is the narration of the story from the perspective of first, second and third person. As a writer, we need to determine who is going to tell the story and how much information is available for the narrator to reveal in the short story. The narrator can be directly involved in the action subjectively or the narrator might only report the action objectively.

            
              	First person: The story is told from the view of T or 'We'. The narrator is either the protagonist (main character) and directly affected by unfolding events or the narrator is a secondary character telling the story revolving around the protagonist. This is a good choice for beginning writers because it is the easiest to write.

              	Second Person: The story is told directly to you with the reader as a participant in the action. You have to put reader within the actual scene so that readers confront possibilities directly.

              	Third person: The pronoun he, she, they, and it are used to write story in third person point of view. The story tells what 'he', 'she' or 'it' does. Third person narrators' perspective can be limited (telling the story from one character's view point) or omniscient (where the narrator knows everything about all of the characters).

            

            
              
                
              

              1. Brahmadatta and the Banyan Deer (Buddhist Story)

              

              
                
                  BUDDHIST STORY
                
              

              
                
                
                  ANCIENT TALE
                
              

              'Brahmadatta and the Banyan Deer' is a Buddhist story. In Buddhism, the deer symbolizes harmony, happiness, longevity, and peace. There are Tibetan legends in which deer help men to solve problems. When a male and a female deer are represented together, it is a direct allusion to the first teachings of Buddha near Varanasi. This story reflects how the king

              Brahmadatta feels compassion towards deer and stops hunting animals. When the king of Banyan Deer moves with pity and compassion to a pregnant deer, he agrees and goes himself to be hunted to the king. The king recognizes him as one of the two deer he promised never to harm. When the king learns why Banyan leader is offering himself, he feels compassion. It is believed that the Banyan leader would one day become the Buddha, to give his own life to save that of another.

              

              
                
                  Brahmadatta and the Banyan Deer
                
              

              Once, the Buddha was bom as a Banyan Deer. When he was grown he became leader of the herd. He guided his herd wisely and led them to the heart of a secluded forest where, sheltered by the giant trees, they lived free from danger.

              
                Then a new king came into power over the land. And, above all things, this king loved hunting. As soon as the sun rose he would mount his horse and lead his men on a furious chase through fields and meadows, forests and glens. Shooting his arrows madly, he would not leave off until the sun had set. Then the wagons rolled back to the palace behind him, filled now with deer, boar, rabbit, pheasant, monkey, leopard, bear, tiger, and lion. And the king was happy.

              
                His people, however, were not pleased. Fields had been ruined by the royal hunt. Farmers and merchants had been forced to leave off their work in order to beat the jungles and drive the hidden beasts towards the waiting king and his men. Affairs of state, too, lay unattended.

              The people determined to bring all this to an end, devised a simple plan. They built a stockade deep in the forest. “We’ll trap a herd or two of deer in this stockade,” they said. “Then the king can hunt all he wants. Let him hunt to his heart’s content. He won’t ruin our fields or force us to leave our shops. Then let him be happy.”

              The stockade was built and two herds of deer were driven within its walls. The gates were closed and the delicate animals, charging and wheeling in frantic circles, sought some way out. But there was none. Exhausted at last, they stood trembling, awaiting their fate.

              The men left happily to tell the king of their success.

              One of the herds that had been captured was the herd of the Banyan Deer. The Banyan Deer walked among his herd. Sunlight played on his many-branched antlers. His black eyes shone and his muzzle was wet. “The blue sky is overhead. Green grass grows at our feet,” he told the others. “Do not give up. Where there is life, there is hope. I will find a way.” And so he strove to ease their fears.

              Soon the king arrived to view the newly captured herds. He was pleased. He strung his bow in preparation for the hunt. Noticing two deer kings below he said, “The leaders of both herds are magnificent animals. No one is to shoot them. They shall be spared.” Then, standing on the wall, looking down over the stockade, he sent his arrows flying into the milling herds. The deer became frantic. Racing wildly they injured one another with horns and hooves as they sought to escape the deadly rain of arrows.

              And so it went. Every few days the king and his courtiers would return to the stockade. And every few days more of the gentle deer were killed. Many others were wounded by the flying arrows. Still others were Injured in the effort to escape.

              The king of the Banyan Deer met with the leader of the other herd. “Brother,” he said shaking his antlered head sadly, “we are trapped. I’ve tried every way, but all are barred against us. The pain our subjects suffer is unbearable. As you know, when the arrows fly, many get badly hurt just trying to stay alive. Let us hold a lottery. Each day all the deer, one day from your herd, one day from mine, must pick a straw. Then, the one single deer on whom the lottery falls will go stand near the wall just below the king. That one deer must offer itself to be shot. It is a terrible solution, but at least this way we can keep many from needless injury and pain.”

              And the leader of the other herd agreed.

              
                The next day, when the king and his courtiers arrived, they found one trembling deer standing directly below them. Its legs and body were shaking but it held its head high. “What is this?” said the king. “Ah, I see. These are noble deer indeed! They have chosen that one deer alone shall die rather than that they should all suffer from our hunt. Those deer kings have wisdom.” A heaviness descended on the king’s heart. “We will accept their terms,” he announced. “From now on shoot only the one deer that stands below.” And unstringing his bow, he descended from the stockade wall and rode back in silence to the palace.

              That night the king tossed and turned, a radiant deer pacing through his dreams.

              One day the lot fell on a pregnant doe. She went to her king, the leader of the other herd, and said, “I will willingly go and fulfill the lottery once my fawn is safely bom. But if I go now, both I and my unborn child will die. Please spare me for now. I do not ask for myself but for the sake of the child that is soon to be bom.”

              But the leader of the herd said, “The law is the law. I cannot spare you. The lottery has fallen on you and you must die. There are no exceptions. Justice demands that you go.”

              In desperation she ran to the Banyan Deer. She fell on her knees before him and begged for his aid. He listened quietly, observing her with wide and gentle eyes. “Rise, Sister,” said the Banyan Deer, “and go free. You are right. The terms of the lottery require that only one need die. Therefore you shall be freed from the lottery until your fawn is bom. I will see that it is done.” Too overjoyed for words, the grateful doe bowed and, then, bounded away.

              The Banyan Deer rose to his feet. There was no other he could send to take her place. He had spared her, therefore he himself must replace her. How could it be otherwise?

              He walked calmly, with great dignity, through his browsing herd.

              They watched him as he moved among them. His great, curving antlers and strong shoulders, his shining eyes and sharp, black hooves, all reassured and comforted them. Never had their Banyan Deer King let them down. Never had he abandoned them. If there was a way he would find it. If there was a chance to save another he would take it. Not once had he lorded it over them. He was a king indeed, and his whole herd took comfort in his presence.

              The courtiers were waiting with bows drawn atop the stockade. When they saw it was the Deer King who had come to stand below they called out, “O King of the Banyan Deer, you know our king has spared you. Why are you here?”

              
                “I have come so that two others need not die. Now shoot! You have your work and I have mine.”

              But, lowering their bows, they sent a message to the king. “Your Majesty, come with all speed to the stockade.”

              Not long after, the king arrived, riding like the wind, with his robes streaming behind him.

              “What is it?” he called. “Why have you summoned me?”

              “Come your majesty,” his men called. “Look!”

              The Banyan Deer stood below. Then deer king and human king looked at one another.

              “Banyan King,” said the king of men at last, “I know you. I have seen you gliding through the forests of my dreams. Why are you here? Have I not freed you from my hunt?”

              “Great King,” replied the Banyan Deer, “what ruler can be free if the people suffer? Today a doe with fawn asked for my aid. The lottery had fallen on her and both she and her unborn fawn were to die. The lottery requires that only one shall die. I shall be that one. I shall take her place. The lottery shall be fulfilled. This is my right and my duty as king.”

              A stone rolled from the king’s heart. “Noble Banyan Deer,” he said, “you are right. A king should care for the least of his subjects. It is a lesson I have been long in the learning but today, through your sacrifice, you have made it clear to me. So I shall give you a gift, a teacher’s fee for the lesson you have taught me. You and your whole herd are freed. None of you shall be hunted again. Go and live in peace.”

              But the Banyan Deer said, “Great King, that is, indeed, a noble gift. But I cannot leave yet. May I speak further?” «

              “Speak on, Noble Deer.”

              “O King of Men, if I depart to safety with my own herd will that not mean that the remaining herd shall simply suffer all the more? Each day you shall kill only them. They will have no respite. A rain of arrows will fall upon them. While I desire, above all things, the safety of my people, I cannot buy it at the cost of increasing the suffering of others. Do you understand?”

              The human king was stunned. “What!?” he exclaimed. “Would you, then, risk your own and your herd’s freedom for others?”

              
                “Yes,” said the Banyan Deer, “I would. I will. Think of their anguish, Great King. Imagine their sufferings, and then let them too go free.”

              The king of men paused and he pondered. At last he lifted his head and smiled. "Never have I seen such nobility or such resolute concern. How can I refuse you? You shall have your wish. The other herd too shall go free. Now, can you go off with your own herd and be at peace?”

              But the Banyan Deer answered, “No, Great King, I cannot. I think of all the other wild, four-footed creatures. Like them, I have lived my life surrounded by dangers and fears. How could I live in peace knowing the terrors they must endure? I beg you, Mighty King, have pity on them. There can be no peace unless they too are free.”

              The king of men was again astonished. He had never imagined such a thing. He thought and thought, and slowly the truth of the Banyan Deer’s words grew clear to him. It was true, he realized. There is no real peace unless its benefits extend to all.

              “You are right, Great Deer,” said the king of men at last. “Never again, in all my realm, shall any four-footed creature be slain. They are all freed from my hunt—rabbit, boar, bear, lion, leopard, tiger, deer—all. Never again, shall they fall to my huntsmen’s arrows. So, my Teacher, have you now found peace?”

              But the Banyan Deer said, “No, Great King, I have not. What, my Lord of the defenseless ones of the air? The birds, Great King, live surrounded by a net of danger. Stones and arrows shall greet them now wherever they fly. They shall fall from the skies like a rain throughout your kingdom. They shall know such suffering as can hardly be imagined. O Great King, I beg you. Let them go free. Release them also.”

              “Great One,” said the king of men. “You drive a hard bargain and are determined, it seems, to make farmers of us all. But, yes, I shall free the birds. They may now fly freely throughout my realm. No man shall hunt them again. Then may they build their nests in peace. Now, are you satisfied? Ar6 you at last at peace?”

              “Great King,” answered the Banyan Deer, “think if you will of the silent ones of your realm—the fish, my Lord. If I do not now speak for them, who will? While they swim the lakes, rivers, and streams of your land, hooks, nets, and spears will be ever poised above them. How can I have peace while they abide in such danger? Great King, I beg you, spare them as well.”

              “Noble Being,” said the King of Men, tears trickling down his cheeks, “Compassionate One, never before have I been moved to think in such a way, but, yes, I do so agree. The fish, too, are of my kingdom, and they too shall be free. They shall swim throughout my land and on one shall kill them again.

              
                “Now, all of you assembled courtiers and attendants,” announced the king, “hear my words; this is my proclamation. See that it is posted throughout the land. From this day forth, all beings in my realm shall be recognized as my own dear subjects. None shall be trapped, hunted, or killed. This is my lasting decree. See to it that it is fulfilled.”

              “Now, tell me, Noble One,” he said, turning to the Banyan Deer once more, “are you at peace?”

              Flocks of birds flew overhead and perched, singing, from among the nearby trees. Deer grazed calmly on the green grass.

              “Yes,” said the Banyan Deer, “Now I am at peace!” And he leaped up, kicking like a fawn. He leaped for joy—sheer joy! He had saved them all!

              Then he thanked the king and, gathering his herd, departed with them back into the depths of the forest.

              The king had a stone pillar set on the spot where he had spoken with the Banyan Deer. Carved upon it was the figure of a deer, encircled with these words: “Homage to the Noble Banyan Deer, Compassionate Teacher of Kings.”

              
                
                  
                    	abandon (v.)
                    	: to leave somebody or something
                  

                  
                    	
                      anguish (n.)

                      antler (n.)

                      Banyan deer (n.) Brahmadatta (n.) Branch deer (n.) decree (n.)

                    
                    	
                      : sever pain, mental suffering and unhappiness

                      : one of the two horns that grow on the head of male deer

                      : herd of deer living in Benaras

                      : king of Benaras, extremely fond of hunting

                      : herd of deer living in Benaras

                      : rule, law, or‘decision

                    
                  

                  
                    	
                      glen (n.)

                      lottery (n.)

                    
                    	
                      : a deep narrow, valley

                      : a situation whose success or result is based on luck rather on effort

                    
                  

                  
                    	pheasant (n.)
                    	: a large bird with a long tail, the male of which is brightly colored
                  

                  
                    	proclamation (n.) radiant (adj.) respite (n.)
                    	
                      : the act of making statement public

                      : bright

                      : a short escape from something difficult or unpleasant

                    
                  

                
              

              Then he too lived on, caring wisely for all things.

              Glossary

              
                
              

              
                quiet, not disturbed (place)

                (pp. of slay) to kill or murder

                a line or wall of strong wooden posts built to defend a place

                (pt. of strive) to try very hard to achieve something

                to order somebody to appear or come

                a kind of vehicle with four wheels

              
              
                summon (v.)

                wagon (n.)

              
              
                slain (v.)

                stockade (n.)

                strove (v.)

              
              
                secluded (adj.)

              
              
                
                  I Exercises ||
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	Answer the following questions in brief.

              

              
                	Why did Banyan deer lead his herd to the heart of a secluded forest?

                	Where would the new king lead his men?

                	What were the animals the king would hunt and bring home?

                	What made the king of man paused and pondered?

                	How would the birds fall from the skies?

                	Who said, "Now I am at peace! "?

              

              
                	Why was the stockade built by the people? Give reason.

                	What would be the condition of deer at the time of hunting?

                	Who were the leaders of the two herds? Were they same or different in the case of kind and love?

                	What agreement did the kings of two herds make after they were trapped?

                	What was the reply of the leader of other herd when the pregnant deer requested to spare her?

                	Describe the motion of Banyan deer while he was walking to the human king in the turn of the pregnant deer.

                	Why did deer king and human king look at one another? Give your reason.

                	What lesson did the Banyan deer teach to the human king? How did he bring peace in the animals?

                	How did the Banyan deer convince the human king and make free to all the animals from his hunting?

                	What is the king's last proclamation and decree? Why did he come to this decision?

                	What makes the story read like an ancient tales? Cite some evidences to prove that it is an ancient tale.

              

              
                
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	To prevent a doe and her unborn fawn from being killed, the Buddha to be offers his own life. The king greatly moved by this act of generosity, abandons hunting and agrees to protect all living creatures. As the deer, do you see people in your community who sacrifice life for other? Tell your experience.

                	When the king freed the herd of Banyan Deer as a gift and teacher's fee for the lesson, the Bunyan deer thought of other herd's and animals’ suffering. From this compassion, can you say that he has the traits of Buddha? Give your reason.

                	Browse an internet and study Buddha's eight right paths. And write which path includes non violence. The eight right paths (Astamarga) are below:

              

              
                	Right view

                	Right aspiration

                	Right speech

                	Right action

                	Right livelihood

                	Right effort

                	Right mindfulness

                	Right contemplation

              

              
                	Write an ancient tale that you heard from your elders or read in books.

                	Explain the following extract with reference to the context:

              

              “I will willingly go and fulfill the lottery once my fawn is safely born. But if I go now, both I and my unborn child will die. Please spare me for now. I do not ask for myself but for the sake of the child that is soon to be born.”

              
                
                  
                    
                      Project Work: Writing Biography
                    
                  
                
              

              Work in the group of four/five students. Read books on Buddha's life or study in internet and prepare a detail biography of the God Buddha including his contribution on preaching peace and non-violence in the world. Then show to your teacher to receive feedback.

            
            
              
                
              

              2. Cost of Wisdom: the God King (Norse Mythology)

              NORSE MYTHOLOGY

              Norse mythology is the source of most surviving information about Odin, his wisdom, death, royalty, knowledge, battle, etc. It is the body of myths of the North Germanic peoples. Norse mythology consists of tales of various deities, beings, and heroes. Described as an immensely wise, one-eyed old man, Odin has by far the most varied characteristics of any of the gods in Norse mythology. Odin is considered to be the highest and oldest of all Norse gods. Odin was the wisest of all the gods; from him the others always sought counsel when need arose. He is known for his sacrifice, the donation of his right eye for gaining wisdom. He acquired wisdom not for his personal benefit but for the benefit of the world. His role of 'All-Father' of the gods is more of a literary theme. He has two sons, Baldur by his first wife Frigg and Thor by Jord. Odin wanted to know everything and gain wisdom and knowledge of things hidden from him. He then hanged himself in Yggdrasil, the tree of life for nine days and nine nights in order to gain knowledge of other world and be able to understand the runes. He scarified greatly to get the wisdom and understand the sorrows and troubles of the world. He drew wisdom from the well of the giant Mimir. Having placed one of his eyes in pawn with Mimir he appeared as a one eyed.

              
                
                  King Odin’s Wisdom
                
              

              
                	
                  
                    Odin God
                  
                

              

              Odin is the highest and oldest of all Norse gods. He is known for his sacrifice, the donation of his eye for gaining wisdom. He acquired wisdom not for his personal benefit but for the benefit of the world.

              And so Odin, no longer riding on Sleipner, his eight-legged steed; no longer wearing his golden armor and his eagle-helmet, and without even his spear in his hand, traveled through Midgard, the World of Men, and made his way toward Jotunheim, the Realm of the Giants.

              No longer was he called Odin All-Father, but Vegtam the Wanderer. He wore a cloak of dark blue and he carried a traveler’s staff in his hands. And now, as he went toward Mimir’s Well, which was near to Jotunheim, he came upon a Giant riding on a great Stag.

              
                Odin seemed a man to men and a giant to giants. He went beside the Giant on the great Stag and the two talked together. “Who art thou, O brother?” Odin asked the Giant.

              “I am Vafthrudner, the wisest of the Giants,” said the one who was riding on the Stag. Odin knew him then. Vafthrudner was indeed the wisest of the Giants, and many went to strive to gain wisdom from him. But those who went to him had to answer the riddles Vafthrudner asked, and if they failed to answer the Giant took their heads off.

              “I am Vegtam the Wanderer,” Odin said, “and I know who thou art, OVafthrudner. I would strive to learn something from thee.”

              The Giant laughed, showing his teeth. “Ho, ho,” he said, “I am ready for a game with thee. Dost thou know the stakes? My head to thee if I cannot answer any question thou wilt ask. And if thou canst not answer any question that I may ask, then thy head goes to me. Ho, ho, ho. And now let us begin.”

              “I am ready,” Odin said.

              “Then tell me,” said Vafthrudner, “tell me the name of the river that divides Asgard from Jbtunheim?”

              “Ifling is the name of that river,” said Odin. “Ifling that is dead cold, yet never frozen.”

              “Thou hast answered rightly, O Wanderer,” said the Giant. “But thou hast still to answer other questions. What are the names of the horses that Day and Night drive across the sky?”

              “Skin faxe and Hrim faxe,” Odin answered. Vafthrudner was startled to hear on esay the names that were known only to the Gods and to the wisest of the Giants. There was only one question now that he might ask before it came to the stranger’s turn to ask him questions. «

              “Tell me,” said Vafthrudner, “what is the name of the plain on which the last battle will be fought?”

              “The Plain of Vigard,” said Odin, “the plain that is a hundred miles long and a hundred miles across.”

              It was now Odin’s turn to ask Vafthrudner questions. “What will be the last words that Odin will whisper into the ear of Baldur, his dear son?” he asked.

              Very startled was the Giant Vafthrudner at that question. He sprang to the ground and looked at the stranger keenly.

              
                “Only Odin knows what his last words to Baldur will be,” he said, “and only Odin would have asked that question. Thou art Odin, O Wanderer, and thy question I cannot answer.”

              “Then,” said Odin, “if thou wouldst keep thy head, answer me this: what price will Mimir ask for a draught from the Well of Wisdom that he guards?”

              “He will ask thy right eye as a price, O Odin,” said Vafthrudner.

              “Will he ask no less a price than that?” said Odin.

              “He will ask no less a price. Many have come to him for a draught from the Well of Wisdom, but no one yet has given the price Mimir asks. I have answered thy question, O Odin. Now give up thy claim to my head and let me go on my way.”

              “I give up my claim to thy head,” said Odin. Then Vafthrudner, the wisest of the Giants, went on his way, riding on his great Stag.

              It was a terrible price that Mimir would ask for a draught from the Well of Wisdom, and very troubled was Odin All-Father when it was revealed to him. His right eye! For all time to be without the sight of his right eye! Almost he would have turned back to Asgard, giving up his quest for wisdom.

              He went on, turning neither to Asgard nor to Mimir’s Well. And when he went toward the South he saw Muspelheim, where stood Surtur with the Flaming Sword, a terrible figure, who would one day join the Giants in their war against the Gods. And when he turned North he heard the roaring of the cauldronvergelmer as it poured itself out of Niflheim, the place of darkness and dread. And Odin knew that the world must not be left between Surtur, who would destroy it with fire, and Niflheim, that would gather it back to Darkness and Nothingness. He, the eldest of the Gods, would have to win the wisdom that would help to save the world.

              And so, with his face stern in front of his loss and pain, Odin All-Father turned and went toward Mimir’s Well. It was under the great root of Ygdrassil—the root that grew out of Jbtunheim. And there sat Mimir, the Guardian of the Well of Wisdom, with his deep eyes bent upon the deep water. And Mimir, who had drunk every day from the Well of Wisdom, knew who it was that stood before him.

              “Hail, Odin, Eldest of the Gods,” he said.

              Then Odin made reverence to Mimir, the wisest of the world’s beings. “I would drink from your well, Mimir,” he said.

              “There is a price to be paid. All who have come here to drink have shrunk from paying that price. Will you, Eldest of the Gods, pay it?”

              “I will not shrink from the price that has to be paid, Mimir,” said Odin All-Father.

              
                “Then drink,” said Mimir. He filled up a great horn with water from the well and gave it to Odin.

              Odin took the horn in both his hands and drank and drank. And as he drank all

              
                the future became clear to him. He saw all the sorrows and troubles that would fall upon Men and Gods. But he saw, too, why the sorrows and troubles had to fall, and he saw how they might be borne so that Gods and Men, by being noble in the days of sorrow and trouble, would leave in the world a force that one day, a day that was far off indeed, would destroy the evil that brought terror and sorrow and despair into the world.

              Then when he had drunk out of the great horn that Mimir had given him, he put his hand to his face and he plucked out his right eye. Terrible was the pain that Odin All-Father endured. But he made no groan nor moan. He bowed his head and put his cloak before his face, as Mimir took the eye and let it sink deep, deep into the water of the Well of Wisdom. And there the Eye of Odin stayed, shining up through the water, a sign to all who came to that place of the price that the Father of the Gods had paid for his wisdom.

              
                
                  
                    	art (aux.v.)
                    	are
                  

                  
                    	cloak (n.)
                    	a type of coat that has no sleeves
                  

                  
                    	dost (v.)
                    	second person singular simple present form of ‘do’
                  

                  
                    	Jotunheim (n.)
                    	the realm of the Giants
                  

                  
                    	Midgard (n.)
                    	the world of men
                  

                  
                    	Mimir (n.)
                    	the Guardian of the well of wisdom
                  

                  
                    	mythology (n.)
                    	the study or knowledge of God, theology, religion and divinity
                  

                  
                    	Norse (n.)
                    	Norwegian people, North Germanic group
                  

                  
                    	Odin (n.)
                    	the supreme god of the Norse pantheons
                  

                  
                    	sleipner (n.)
                    	eight legged steed
                  

                  
                    	stage (n.)
                    	a male deer
                  

                  
                    	stakes (n.)
                    	the money that is paid to the winners
                  

                  
                    	steed (n.)
                    	a horse to ride on
                  

                  
                    	thee (pro.)
                    	you
                  

                  
                    	thou (pro.)
                    	you
                  

                  
                    	thy (pro.)
                    	your
                  

                  
                    	wilt (v.)
                    	will, (thou wilt = you will)
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    Exercises
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	Who was Odin? Why was he All-Father?

                	What did the Giant do to those who went to him and why did they fail to answer his riddle?

                	What condition did Vafthrudner (Giant) set to Odin in the case of failing to answer each other’s answer ?

                	What were the three questions that the Giant Vafthrudner asked to the God Odin ? What were Odin's replies?

                	Why was Vafthrudner unable to answer Odin's first question?

                	Who is Mimir? What price did Odin pay him to get wisdom from him?

                	What became clear to Odin after he drank water from the Well of Wisdom? What did he see after in the world?

                	There was a terrible pain to Odin while giving his right eye to Mimir. But he made no groan nor moan. What was the reason? Give your logic.

                	How did the eye of Odin stay into the water then?

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Write the critical appreciation of this mythological story.

                	"Sacrifice and gain are the two aspects of our life." Do you agree? Explain with reference to the story .

                	Ganesh is the God of wisdom in Hindu mythology. Why is he considered so? Study the mythological book Swasthani Brata Katha and write about him.

                	Who is Garudal How is he described in Mahabharata? How is his position in Hindu mythology? Browse internet; study about him, and write the mythological belief of him.

              

              
                
                  
                    
                      Speaking Practice: Retelling the story
                    
                  
                
              

              The teacher has to ask each students in the class to retell the story ( King Odin’s Wisdom) in their own words.

            
            
              
                
              

              3. This is a Story byJeannette Christine Armstrong

              

              
                
                  JEANNETTE CHRISTINE ARMSTRONG
                
              

              Jeannette Christine Armstrong (1948) was born on the Okanagan Reserve in British Columbia. She is a Canadian author, educator, artist, and activist. She received a diploma of Fine Arts from Okanagan College and a Bachelor of Fine Arts from the University of Victoria, British Columbia, Canada. She is the director of the En'owkin School of International writing organization operated by the Okanagan Nation since 1989. Her

              main goal in writing is to educate young people about Native Culture and history. Following in the footsteps of her great aunt, she published the first novel by a First Nations woman in 1985. With the Publication of the novel, Slash, she established a place for writing by contemporary Native Canadian Women. Slash is an important novel that traces out a young native Canadian Man's struggle, with colonialism, racism and a self -identity. Her writing reflects political, cultural, and linguistic struggles of Native Americans.

              'This is a Story' by Armstrong is an anti-colonialist story. It reflects how the arrival of the Swallow people has ruined and killed the culture of the Okanagan people. Hegemony plays a large role in this story. Swallows are whites (western) and Okanagan people are colonized ones. The story reveals that people become what a community wants them to be. People of the Okanagan changed their culture, customs and life style to fit-into, and imitated the colonials who they would be able to live together in peace. But as a result, their willingness to change gives the Swallows the chance to oppress them. Kyoti, a native of the Okanagan, was offended by the way the Swallows treated him. The main plot is focused around a dam that they created. This dam drastically affects the famous 4migration of salmon that Kyoti feeds to the people of Okanagan. With no Salmon migration, Kyoti and the people hunger so Kyoti destroys the dam to re-establish the salmon migration and saves the people of Okanagan.

              
                
                
                  This is a Story
                
              

              It came to me one morning early, when the morning star was up shining so big and bright, the way she does in the summers. It was during the women's gathering at Owl Rock. It was the same year that the Red Star came so close to the earth that it was mentioned in the papers.

              
                I had been sitting up with the fire. One woman had to sit up with it at all times during the gathering. One friend had stayed up with me to help keep me awake. It had been cold and I was wrapped up in a Pendleton blanket. It was the second to last night of the gathering. I was getting very sleepy when George said, “Tell me a story." "Okay," I said. “This story happened a long time ago. It's real.”

              Kyoti was coming up the river, from the great Columbia River up to the Okanagan River. Kyoti had come up through there before. One time before that I know of. That time Kyoti came up the Okanagan River which runs into the Columbia River. That was the time when Kyoti brought salmon to the Okanagan. Everywhere Kyoti stopped at the People's villages, salmon was left. It made everyone happy. It was a great gift. Kyoti did that a long time ago.

              Now, after waking up from an unusually short nap, Kyoti was walking along upstream, wanting to visit with the People in the Okanagan. These were Kyoti's favourite people. Visiting them always meant a real feast with salmon. Kyoti was partial to salmon.

              While walking along, Kyoti noticed a lot of new things. A lot of things changed since that last trip through here. There sure were a lot of Swallow people, and they had houses everywhere, but Kyoti couldn't find any People, or even the villages of the People. Things looked very strange.

              Eventually, Kyoti came to a huge thing across the river at Grand Coulee. It was so high it stretched all the way across the water and blocked it off. Kyoti stopped and looked at it for a while not having any idea what it might be. It didn't look good, whatever it was. Something was worrisome about it. Kyoti had thought of going up to the Kettle Falls to where the Salmon Chief stayed, but there didn't seem to be any way salmon could get past that thing, no matter how high they jumped. Kyoti was pretty hungry by then, not having seen any People. Just to make sure,

              Kyoti decided to go up the Okanagan River to where the People had been real happy to get the salmon brought to them.

              It was a good thing Kyoti didn't go up to Kettle Falls anyway. Kyoti didn't know, yet, that all the People had moved away when the Falls had disappeared under the new lake behind Grand Coulee.

              So Kyoti went back down the river and started up the Okanagan. Kyoti kept going along the river and, sure enough, what Kyoti was afraid of came true. There was another one of those things right there at Chief Joseph. But this time there were a couple of People fishing there. They were the first People Kyoti had seen anywhere along the river. They were directly below that huge thing that stretched way up and across the river.

              
                So Kyoti went up to them and waited for a greeting and some show of respect. Like an invite to eat. After all, Kyoti was respected in these parts. Kyoti had brought the salmon to these people.

              Kyoti waited for a while but neither of the young men said anything. They just kept on fishing. Kyoti got tired waiting for them to speak first and said, “How is the fishing?"

              They both just looked at Kyoti, like they didn't understand.

              Kyoti again spoke, slower and louder this time, “Is the fishing good? I bet there are some big ones this time of year.”

              One of them shrugged and tried to say in Swallow talk that they didn't know the language. That was how Kyoti found out that they couldn't understand the language of the Okanagan People!

              Kyoti couldn't figure that one out, but since Kyoti knew all the languages, Kyoti talked to them in Swallow talk. Kyoti asked them again how the fishing was. They looked at Kyoti and one of them answered,

              "We been here two days, nothing yet." Well Kyoti was pretty disappointed. Kyoti was hoping to eat a couple of salmon for lunch.

              Kyoti thought that maybe it wasn't a lost cause after all. People in their village might have food, maybe even salmon, since this was fishing season. Kyoti waited around for a while and finally asked, "Where are all the People?”

              One of them answered by asking what Kyoti meant.

              "Well, I would like to talk to your headman," Kyoti said very seriously.

              Actually Kyoti just wanted to eat. Kyoti was starving.

              They both laughed. “What headman. Hey, man, where'd you come from?” one of them asked.

              Kyoti kinda got mad then and answered, “I came walking up the river. I never saw any People. All I been seeing is those Swallows and they sure got lots of houses. Now you talk to me in their talk and laugh at me. I'm hungry and you don't even offer me anything to eat."

              Well that shamed them guys out. Even though they weren't quite sure of what Kyoti was talking about. One of them said, “Cheeze, you coulda just said that in the first place. We’re Indians. Come on, we'll go over to the house and feed you up."

              
                So that was how Kyoti got to Nespelum. Kyoti got to meet one old person there that talked right. All the rest of the People just kept talking Swallow talk. They used words in Swallow that didn't have a meaning that Kyoti could figure out.

              What was the most surprising was that all the people lived in Swallow houses and ate Swallow food. A whole lot of things were pretty strange.

              Kyoti had looked and looked for somebody who could talk in the People's language. Kyoti asked the one person who could talk proper, how this had all happened.

              The person was a very old woman. Kyoti recognized her name and knew which family and village her People were from. She was from an old headman family.

              She looked at Kyoti for quite a while and recognized Kyoti. Then she cried and cried for a long time. “Kyoti,” she said, “I never thought you was ever going to come back. Things haven't been good for quite a while now. I kept hoping you would show up. Then Swallows came. We don't know what happened. They did lots of things. They built that thing across the river again, like when they were Monster people and you broke their dams to bring the salmon up. I don't think it's made out of spit and clay like that other time, but it's made of something like that. They did lots of other worse stuff. How come you never came back for a long time? Now look what happened.”

              Kyoti was quiet for a while. “Well I guess I went to sleep for a while. You know sometimes I oversleep a little," Kyoti joked, trying to make her feel better.

              Actually, Kyoti was well known for oversleeping all the time. And actually, Kyoti always used that as an excuse for being too late for something important.

              But the old woman just kept crying. She kept on talking, saying, “Nobody listens to me. Nobody knows you anymore. You better go up to Vernon, up there in the North Okanagan. Go see Tommy, he keeps telling people about you. Maybe he can tell you something about what happened."

              So Kyoti continued on up the river, stopping at each village. This time they were easy to find, now that Kyoti knew that the People had moved into Swallow homes. They were easy to find because they looked different than the way Swallows kept their houses. The People didn't seem to care to keep up the houses the way the Swallows worked at it, day in day out, non-stop until they dropped dead. That was no surprise. They weren't Swallows.

              Kyoti tried to talk to some of the headmen. Kyoti would suggest something like, You should break them Swallow dams, and let the salmon come back. They know '.'.here to come, they never forget. I told them not to. You shouldn't eat that Swallow food. Look at all the sick People."

              
                Actually Kyoti himself was getting pretty sick and gaunt from eating stuff that didn't taste or look like food. Especially real food like fresh salmon.

              But the headman would just shake his head and say, “Get out of here, Kyoti. Your kind of talk is just bullshit. If you say them things, People will get riled up and they might start to raise hell. They might even try to do something stupid like break the dams. Them Swallows get mad real easy. Besides, we'll just end up looking stupid. We gotta work with them now even if we don't exactly like what they do. We gotta survive. We gotta get money to buy food and other things. We gotta have jobs to live. That's how it is now, we can't go back to old times. We need them Swallows, they're smart. They know lots that we don't know about. They know how to live right. We just got to try harder to be like them. So get outta here. You're not real anyway. You're just a dream of the old People." They would say things like that even while they talked right face-to-face to Kyoti. Even when Kyoti was right there in front of them.

              Kyoti would walk on feeling real bad. Kyoti had seen lots of People in really bad shape. They walked around with their minds hurt. They couldn't see or hear good anymore. Their bodies were poisoned. They didn't care much for living anymore. They thought they were Swallows, but couldn't figure out why the Swallows taunted and laughed at them. They couldn't seem to see how the Swallows stole anything they could pick up for their houses, how they took over any place and shitted all over it, not caring because they could just fly away to another place. They couldn't seem to see that the Swallows treated them just as they pleased, without any respect.

              Kyoti could see that Swallows were still a Monster people. They were pretty tricky making themselves act like they were People but all the while, underneath, being really selfish Monsters that destroy People and things like rivers and mountains. Now Kyoti could see the reason for being awakened early. There was work to be done. It was time to change the Swallows from Monsters into something that didn't destroy things. Kyoti was Kyoti and that was the work Kyoti Jiad to do.

              Eventually Kyoti came to a place where a young one was sitting by the river. This young one greeted Kyoti properly in People talk. He looked at Kyoti's staff and asked politely, “Who are you, old one? I know all the old People in the Okanagan. I haven't seen you before, but you look like somebody I must have known before."

              Kyoti sat down and then said, “You look like somebody I once knew. An old chief. He was really a big important chief. He was so important that he took care of People all up and down the whole Okanagan. He never kept a single salmon for himself if somebody needed it. Me, I'm just a traveller. I move around a lot when I'm not sleeping. Never know where I'll be tomorrow. I'm looking for Tommy, I guess."

              
                The young man said, “Tommy? The old man? Yeah you must mean him. Some of us call him our chief now. It was Tommy told my mom to make sure that I was to sit here and watch the river, every day during salmon-run time. "You see he knows that I'm a chief of the Kettle Falls. I'm a Salmon Chief, but no salmon come up here now, and there is no falls there anymore. My great grandfather was the last Salmon Chief to see the salmon come up the river. The Swallows came after that. Now I wait here and watch the river, like my father and his father before him did. They died without seeing one salmon come up the river.

              “I guess I will keep on waiting. I believe Tommy when he says that we got to not give up. Sometimes I think I will see them coming. Shining and in clean water. I close my eyes during salmon-run time, and I see them. Millions of salmon coming up the river. I see my People singing, all coming down to the river to be with me, to eat again what we were given to eat. But then I open my eyes and nothing is ever there. I'm so tired and so all alone here. Nobody else cares."

              So that was when Kyoti took out the shining rainbow ribbons and hung them on his staff.

              Kyoti walked up to Tommy's door and said, "Tommy, open the door. I have come to talk to you. I'm going to ask you to get the People together. The ones who can hear. Tell them that I am back. You know all of them. I am going to break the dams. I'm hungry and that young one at the river has waited long enough. All my children will eat salmon again."

              
                
                  
                    	bullshit (n.)
                    	non-sense
                  

                  
                    	disappointed (adj.)
                    	upset, felt bad
                  

                  
                    	feast (n.)
                    	a large special meal
                  

                  
                    	get riled up (idm.)
                    	to be very annoyed
                  

                  
                    	gotta (v.)
                    	have got to
                  

                  
                    	Grand coulee (n.)
                    	the location of a large dam
                  

                  
                    	Kyoti (n.)
                    	a native of the Okanagan
                  

                  
                    	monster (n.)
                    	cruel and evil nature
                  

                  
                    	ribbon (n.)
                    	a narrow strip of material used to tie things
                  

                  
                    	Salmon (n.)
                    	fish
                  

                  
                    	shrug (v.)
                    	to raise shoulder to show lack of knowledge
                  

                  
                    	starve (v.)
                    	to suffer due to the lack of food
                  

                  
                    	stuff (n.)
                    	substance or materials
                  

                  
                    	swallow people (n.)
                    	those who are not from the culture of the Okanagan people
                  

                  
                    	taunt (v.)
                    	
                      to try to make somebody angry or upset

                      ■ *

                    
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    Exercises
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	Write the setting of the story.

                	What is the symbolic meaning of Salmon in the story?

                	What changes did Kyoti notice while walking along upstream?

                	Why was Kyoti respected in the Okanagan? Why did Okanagan people believe him a leader?

                	Why did the old woman from an old headman family cry when she recognized Kyoti?

                	What is the effect of swallow food in the Okanagan?

                	What did the headman tell to Kyoti in his visit to him?

                	What were changes that could be seen in the Okanagan people after they imitated the swallows? Did their willingness to change give the swallows the chance to oppress them? Give reason for your answer.

                	Why did Kyoti describe the Swallows people as monster people? What harm did they make to his people?

                	What was the reason for breaking the dam? What does the ending of the story 'All my children will eat salmon again" tell us?

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Write the critical appreciation of the story in your own words.

                	Give reason why the story is anti-colonialist. Also include how Kyoti breaks the colonist and tries to bring people and things how they used to be.

                	Explain the following extract of the stqry with reference to the context:

              

              
                
                  Millions of salmon coming up the river. I see my People singing, all coming down to the river to be with me, to eat again what we were given to eat. But then 1 open my eyes and nothing is ever there. I'm so tired and so all alone here. Nobody else cares."
                
              

              
                	What does the story reveal about the problematic of post colonial identity including the relationship between personal and cultural identity and such issues as double consciousness and hybridity (mix of two cultures)?

              

            
            
              
                
              

              4. Paul’s Case by Willa Cather

              

              
                
                  WILLA CATHER
                
              

              Willa Cather (1873-1947) was bom near Winchester, Virginia, U.S. She is an American novelist and story writer. She is noted for her portrayals of the settlers and frontier life on the American plains. Some of the earliest work produced by Cather was first published in the Red Could Chief, the city's local paper. Although she began her writing career as a journalist, she made a distinction between journalism, which she saw as being primarily informative, and literature, which she saw as an art form. Her work is often marked by its nostalgic tone, her subject matter, and themes drawn from memories of her early years on the more experimental techniques, such as stream of consciousness, in her writing. In 1923 she was awarded the Pulitzer Prize for One of Ours, a novel set during World War I. In her earlier Song of the Lark (1915), as well as in the tales assembled in Youth and the Bright Medusa (1920), including the much-anthologized “Paul’s Case,” and Lucy Gay heart (1935), she reflected the other side of her experience—the struggle of a talent to emerge from the constricting life of the prairies and the stifling effects of small-town life.

              The story 'Paul's Case' is related to a schoolboy's escaping monotonous life by committing suicide. Paul, a young boy, struggles to fit in at home and in school of New York city, but his frustration with his dull middle class life mixed with a desire for a luxurious life style makes him anxious to create a perfect life style for himself. This causes him to purposely separate himself from everyone else leading to feelings of isolation. His teachers and father refer him as a 'case' representing him at a distance and as an example of someone to be studied and managed. He is suspended from high school. Then he goes to New York city and makes the ultimate decision of taking his own life through suicide.

              

              
                
                  Paul’s Case
                
              

              I

              IT was Paul's afternoon to appear before the faculty of the Pittsburg High School to account for his various misdemeanors. He had been suspended a week ago, and his father had called at the principal's office and confessed his perplexity about his son. Paul entered the faculty room, suave and smiling. His clothes were a trifle outgrown, and the tan velvet on the collar of his open overcoat was frayed and worn; but, for all that, there was something of the dandy about him, and he wore an opal pin in his neatly knotted black four-in-hand, and a red carnation in his buttonhole.

              
                This latter adornment the faculty somehow felt was not properly significant of the contrite spirit befitting a boy under the ban of suspension.

              Paul was tall for his age and very thin, with high, cramped shoulders and a narrow chest. His eyes were remarkable for a certain hysterical brilliancy, and he continually used them in a conscious, theatrical sort of way, peculiarly offensive in a boy. The pupils were abnormally large, as though he were addicted to belladonna, but there was a glassy glitter about them which that drug does not produce.

              When questioned by the principal as to why he was there, Paul stated, politely enough, that he wanted to come back to school. This was a lie, but Paul was quite accustomed to lying—found it, indeed, indispensible for overcoming friction. His teachers were asked to state their respective charges, which they did with such a rancour and aggrievedness as evinced that this was not a usual case. Disorder and impertinence were among the offences named, yet each of his instructors felt that it was scarcely possible to put into words' the real cause of the trouble, which lay in a sort of hysterically defiant manner of the boy's; in the contempt which they all knew he felt for them, and which he seemingly made not the least effort to conceal. Once, when he had been making a synopsis of a paragraph at the blackboard, his English teacher had stepped to his side and attempted to guide his hand. Paul had started back with a shudder, and thrust his hands violently behind him. The astonished woman could scarcely have been more hurt and embarrassed had he struck at her. The insult was so involuntary and definitely personal as to be unforgettable. In one way and another he had made all his teachers, men and women alike, conscious of the same feeling of physical aversion.

              His teachers felt, this afternoon, that his whole attitude was symbolized by his shrug and his flippantly red carnation flower, and they fell upon him without mercy. He stood through it, smiling, his pale lips parted over his white teeth. (His lips were continually twitching, and he had a habit of raising his eyebrows that was contemptuous and irritating to the last degree.) Older boys than Paul had broken down and shed tears under that baptism of fire, but his set smile did not once desert him, and his only sign of discomfort was the nervous trembling of the fingers that toyed with the buttons of his overcoat, and an occasional jerking of the other hand that held his hat. Paul was always smiling, always glancing about him, seeming to feel that people might be watching him and trying to detect something. This conscious expression, since it was as far as possible from boyish mirthfulness, was usually attributed to insolence or "smartness."

              
                As the inquisition proceeded, one of his instructors repeated an impertinent remark of the boy's, and the principal asked him whether he thought that a courteous speech to have made a woman. Paul shrugged his shoulders slightly and his eyebrows twitched.

              "I don't know," he replied. "I didn't mean to be polite, or impolite, either. I guess it's a sort of way I have of saying things, regardless."

              The principal, who was a sympathetic man, asked him whether he didn't think that a way it would be well to get rid of. Paul grinned and said he guessed so. When he was told that he could go, he bowed gracefully and went out. His bow was but a repetition of the scandalous red carnation.

              His teachers were in despair, and his drawing-master voiced the feeling of them all when he declared there was something about the boy which none of them understood. He added: "I don't really believe that smile of his comes altogether from insolence; there's something sort of haunted about it. The boy is not strong, for one thing. I happen to know that he was born in Colorado, only a few months before his mother died out there of a long illness. There is something wrong about the fellow."

              The drawing-master had come to realize that, in looking at Paul, one saw only his white teeth and the forced animation of his eyes. One warm afternoon the boy had gone to sleep at his drawing-board, and his master had noted with amazement what a white, blue-veined face it was; drawn and wrinkled like an old man's about the eyes, the lips twitching even in his sleep, and stiff with a nervous tension that drew them back from his teeth.

              As for Paul, he ran down the hill whistling the soldiers' chorus from "Faust," looking wildly behind him, now and then, to see whether some of his teachers were not there to writhe under his light-heartedness. As it was now late in the afternoon, and Paul was on duty that evening as usher in Carnegie Hall, he decided that he would not go home to supper, but would hang about an Oakland tobacconist's shop until it was time to go to the concert hall.

              When Paul reached the ushers' dressing-room at about half-past seven that evening, half a dozen boys were there already, and Paul began, excitedly, to tumble into his uniform. It was one of the few that at all approached fitting, and he thought it very becoming, though he knew that the tight, straight coat accentuated his narrow chest, about which he was exceedingly sensitive. He was always considerably excited while he dressed, twanging all over to the tuning of the strings and the preliminary flourishes of the horns in the music-room; but to-night he seemed quite beside himself, and he teased and plagued the boys until, telling him that he was crazy, they put him down on the floor and sat on him.

              
                Somewhat calmed by his suppression, Paul dashed out to the front of the house to seat the early comers.

              He was a model usher; gracious and smiling, he ran up and down the aisles; nothing was too much trouble for him; he carried messages and brought programs as though it were his greatest pleasure in life, and all the people in his section thought him a charming boy, feeling that he remembered and admired them. As the house filled, he grew more and more vivacious and animated, and the color came to his cheeks and lips. It was very much as though this were a great reception, and Paul were the host.

              When the symphony began, Paul sank into one of the rear seats, with a long sigh of relief. It was not that symphonies, as such, meant anything in particular to Paul, but the first sigh of the instruments seemed to free some hilarious and potent spirit within him— something that struggled there like the Genius in the bottle found by the Arab fisherman. He felt a sudden zest of life; the lights danced before his eyes and the concert hall blazed into unimaginable splendor. When the soprano soloist came on, Paul half closed his eyes, and gave himself up to the peculiar stimulus such personages always had for him. The soloist chanced to be a German woman, by no means in her first youth and the mother of many children; but she wore an elaborate gown and a tiara, and above all, she had that indefinable air of achievement, that world-shine upon her, which, in Paul's eyes, made her a veritable queen of romance.

              After a concert was over Paul was always irritable and wretched until he got to sleep, and to-night he was even more than usually restless. He had the feeling of not being able to let down, of its being impossible to give up this delicious excitement which was the only thing that could be called living at all. During the last number he withdrew, and, after hastily changing his clothes in the dressing-room, slipped out to the side door where the soprano's carriage stood. Here he began pacing rapidly up and down the walk, waiting to see her come out.

              Over yonder the Schenley, in its vacant stretch, loomed big and square through the fine rain, the windows of its twelve stories glowing like those of a lighted cardboard house under a Christmas tree. All the actors and singers of the better class stayed there when they were in the city, and a number of the big manufacturers of the place lived there in the winter. Paul had often hung about the hotel, watching the people go in and out, longing to enter and leave school-masters and dull care behind him forever.

              At last the singer came out, accompanied by the conductor who helped her into her carriage and closed the door with a cordial auf wiedersehen, which set Paul to wondering whether she were not an old sweetheart of his. Paul followed the carriage over to the hotel, walking so rapidly as not to be far from the entrance when the singer alighted and disappeared behind the swinging glass doors that were opened by a negro in a tall hat and a long coat.

              
                In the moment that the door was ajar, it seemed to Paul that he too entered. He seemed to feel himself go after her up the steps, into the warm, lighted building, into an exotic, a tropical world of shiny, glistening surfaces and basking ease. He reflected upon the mysterious dishes that were brought into the dining­room, the green bottles in buckets of ice, as he had seen them in the supper-party pictures of the Sunday World supplement. A quick gust of wind brought the rain down with sudden vehemence, and Paul was startled to find that he was still outside in the slush of the gravel driveway; that his boots were letting in the water, and his scanty overcoat was clinging wet about him; that the lights in front of the concert hall were out, and that the rain was driving in sheets between him and the orange glow of the windows above him. There it was, what he wanted—tangibly before him, like the fairy world of a Christmas pantomime, but mocking spirits stood guard at the doors, and, as the rain beat in his face, Paul wondered whether he was destined always to shiver in the black night outside, looking up at it.

              He turned and walked reluctantly toward the car tracks. The end had to come sometime; his father in his night-clothes at the top of the stairs, explanations that did not explain, hastily improvised fictions that were forever tripping him up, his upstairs room and its horrible yellow wall-paper, the creaking bureau with the greasy plush collar box and over his painted wooden bed the pictures of George Washington and John Calvin, and the framed motto, "Feed my Lambs," which had been worked in red worsted by his mother.

              Half an hour later, Paul alighted from his car and went slowly down one of the side streets off the main thoroughfare. It was a highly respectable street, where all the houses were exactly alike, and where business men of moderate means begot and reared large families of children, all of whom went to Sabbath-school and learned the shorter catechism, and were interested in arithmetic; all of whom were as exactly alike as their nomes, and of a piece with the monotony in which they lived. Paul never went up Cordelia Street without a shudder of loathing. His home was next to the house of the Cumberland minister. He approached it to-night with the nerveless sense of defeat, the copeless feeling of sinking back forever into ugliness and commonness that he always “.ad when he came home. The moment he turned into Cordelia Street he felt the waters close above his head. After each of these orgies of living, he experienced all the physical depression which follows a debauch; the loathing of respectable beds, of common food, of a house penetrated by kitchen odors; a shuddering repulsion for the flavorless, colorless mass of every-day existence; a morbid desire for cool things and soft lights and fresh flowers.

              
                The nearer he approached the house, the more absolutely unequal Paul felt to the sight of it all; his ugly sleeping chamber, the cold bath-room, with the grimy zinc tub; the cracked mirror, the dripping spigots, his father at the top of the stairs, his hairy legs sticking out from his night-shirt, his feet thrust into carpet slippers. He was so much later than usual that there would certainly be inquiries and reproaches. Paul stopped short before the door. He felt that he could not be accosted by his father to-night, that he could not toss again on that miserable bed. He would not go in. He would tell his father that he had no car fare, and it was raining so hard he had gone home with one of the boys and stayed all night.

              Meanwhile, he was wet and cold. He went around to the back of the house and tried one of the basement windows, found it open, raised it cautiously, and scrambled down the cellar wall to the floor. There he stood, holding his breath, terrified by the noise he had made, but the floor above him was silent, and there was no creak on the stairs. He found a soap box, and carried it over to the soft ring of light that streamed from the furnace door, and sat down. He was horribly afraid of rats, so he did not try to sleep, but sat looking distrustfully at the dark, still terrified least he might have awakened his father. In such reactions, after one of the experiences which made days and nights out of the dreary blanks of the calendar, when his senses were deadened. Paul's head was always singularly clear. Suppose his father had heard him getting in at the window, and come down and shot him for a burglar? Then, again, suppose his father had come down, pistol in hand, and he had cried out in time to save himself, and his father had been horrified to think how nearly he had killed him? Then, again, suppose a day should come when his father would remember that night, and wish there had been no warning cry to stay his hand? With this last supposition Paul entertained himself until daybreak.

              The following Sunday was fine; the sodden November chill was broken by the last flash of autumnal summer. In the morning Paul had to go to church and Sabbath­school, as always. On seasonable Sunday afternoons the burghers of Cordelia Stree: always sat out on their front "stoops,’’ and talked to their neighbors on the next stop, or called to those across the street in neighborly fashion. The men usually sat on gay cushions placed upon the steps that led down to the sidewalk, while the women, in their Sunday "waists," sat in rockers on the cramped porches, pretending to be greatly at their ease. The children played in the streets; there were so many of them that the place resembled the recreation grounds of a kindergarten. The men on the steps—all in their shirt sleeves, their vests unbuttoned—sat with their legs well apart, their stomach- comfortably protruding, and talked of the prices of things, or told anecdotes of the sagacity of their various chiefs and overlords. They occasionally looked over the

              multitude of squabbling children, listened affectionately to their high-pitched, nasal voices, smiling to see their own proclivities reproduced in their offspring, and interspersed their legends of the iron kings with remarks about their sons' progress at school, their grades in arithmetic, and the amounts they had saved in their toy banks.

              
                On this last Sunday of November, Paul sat all the afternoon on the lowest step of his "stoop," staring into the street, while his sisters, in their rockers, were talking to the minister's daughters next door about how many shirt-waists they had made in the last week, and how many waffles someone had eaten at the last church supper. When the weather was warm, and his father was in a particularly jovial frame of mind, the girls made lemonade, which was always brought out in a red glass pitcher, ornamented with forget-me-nots in blue enamel. This the girls thought very fine, and the neighbors always joked about the suspicious color of the pitcher.

              To-day Paul's father sat on the top step, talking to a young man who shifted a restless baby from knee to knee. He happened to be the young man who was daily held up to Paul as a model, and after whom it was his father's dearest hope that he would pattern. This young man was of a ruddy complexion, with a compressed, red mouth, and faded, near-sighted eyes, over which he wore thick spectacles, with gold bows that curved about his ears. He was clerk to one of the magnates of a great steel corporation, and was looked upon in Cordelia Street as a young man with a future. There was a story that, some five years ago—he was now barely twenty-six—he had been a trifle dissipated, but in order to curb his appetites and save the loss of time and strength that a sowing of wild oats might have entailed, he had taken his chiefs advice, oft reiterated to his employees, and at twenty-one, had married the first woman whom he could persuade to share his fortunes. She happened to be an angular schoolmistress, much older than he, who also wore thick glasses, and who had now borne him four children, all near­sighted, like herself.

              The young man was relating hew his chief, now cruising in the Mediterranean, kept in touch with all the details of the business, arranging his office hours on his yacht just as though he were at home, and "knocking off work enough to keep two stenographers busy." His father told, in turn, the plan his corporation was considering, of putting in an electric railway plant at Cairo. Paul snapped his teeth; he had an awful apprehension that they might spoil it all before he got there. Yet he rather liked to hear these legends of the iron kings, that were told and retold on Sundays and holidays; these stories of palaces in Venice, yachts on the Mediterranean, and high play at Monte Carlo appealed to his fancy, and he was interested in the triumphs of these cash-boys who had become famous, though he had no mind for the cash-boy stage.

              
                After supper was over, and he had helped to dry the dishes, Paul nervously asked his father whether he could go to George's to get some help in his geometry, and still more nervously asked for car fare. This latter request he had to repeat, as his father, on principle, did not like to hear requests for money, whether much or little. He asked Paul whether he could not go to some boy who lived nearer, and told him that he ought not to leave his school work until Sunday; but he gave him the dime. He was not a poor man, but he had a worthy ambition to come up in the world. His only reason for allowing Paul to usher was, that he thought a boy ought to be earning a little.

              Paul bounded up-stairs, scrubbed the greasy odor of the dish-water from his hands with the ill-smelling soap he hated, and then shook over his fingers a few drops of violet water from the bottle he kept hidden in his drawer. He left the house with his geometry conspicuously under his arm, and the moment he got out of Cordelia Street and boarded a downtown car, he shook off the lethargy of two deadening days, and began to live again.

              The leading juvenile of the permanent stock company which played at one of the downtown theatres was an acquaintance of Paul's, and the boy had been invited to drop in at the Sunday-night rehearsals whenever he could. For more than a year Paul had spent every available moment loitering about Charley Edwards's dressing-room. He had won a place among Edwards's following, not only because the young actor, who could not afford to employ a dresser, often found the boy very useful, but because he recognized in Paul something akin to what Churchmen term 'vocation.'

              It was at the theatre and at Carnegie Hall that Paul really lived; the rest was but a sleep and a forgetting. This was Paul's fairy tale, and it had for him all the allurement of a secret love. The moment he inhaled the gassy, painty, dusty odor behind the scenes, he breathed like a prisoner set free, and felt within him the possibility of doing or saying splendid, brilliant, poetic things. * The moment the cracked orchestra beat out the overture from "Martha", or jerked at the serenade from "Rigoletto," all stupid and ugly things slid from him, and his senses were deliciously, yet delicately fired.

              Perhaps it was because, in Paul's world, the natural nearly always wore the guise of ugliness, that a certain element of artificiality seemed to him necessary in beauty Perhaps it was because his experience of life elsewhere was so full of Sabbath-school picnics, petty economies, wholesome advice as to how to succeed in life, and the unescapable odors of cooking, that he found this existence so alluring, these smartly clad men and women so attractive, that he was so moved by these starry apple orchards that bloomed perennially under the lime-light.

              
                It would be difficult to put it strongly enough how convincingly the stage entrance of that theatre was for Paul the actual portal of Romance. Certainly none of the company ever suspected it, least of all Charley Edwards. It was very like the old stories that used to float about London of fabulously rich Jews, who had subterranean halls there; with palms, and fountains, and soft lamps, and richly appareled women who never saw the disenchanting light of London day. So, in the midst of that smoke-palled city, enamored of figures and grimy toil, Paul had his secret temple, his wishing carpet, his bit of blue-and-white Mediterranean shore bathed in perpetual sunshine.

              Several of Paul's teachers had a theory that his imagination had been perverted by garish fiction, but the truth was that he scarcely ever read at all. The books at home were not such as would either tempt or corrupt a youthful mind, and as for reading the novels that some of his friends urged upon him—well, he got what he wanted much more quickly from music; any sort of music, from an orchestra to a barrel-organ. He needed only the spark, the indescribable thrill that made his imagination master of his senses, and he could make plots and pictures enough of his own. It was equally true that he was not stage-struck—not, at any rate, in the usual acceptation of that expression. He had no desire to become an actor, any more than he had to become a musician. He felt no necessity to do any of these things; what he wanted was to see, to be in the atmosphere, float on the wave of it, to be carried out, blue league after blue league, away from everything.

              After a night behind the scenes, Paul found the school-room more than ever repulsive: the bare floors and naked walls, the prosy men who never wore frock-coats, or violets in their button-holes; the women with their dull gowns, shrill voices, and pitiful seriousness about prepositions that govern the dative. He could not bear to have rhe other pupils think, for a moment, that he took these people seriously; he must convey to them that he considered it all trivial, and was there only by way of a jest, anyway. He had autograph pictures of all the members of the stock company, which he 'howed his classmates, telling them thp most incredible stories of his familiarity with these people, of his acquaintance with the soloists who came to Carnegie Hall, his 'uppers with them and the flowers he sent them. When these stories lost their effect, and his audience grew listless, he became desperate and would bid all the boys good-night, announcing that he was going to travel for a while, going to Naples, to Venice, to Egypt. Then, next Monday, he would slip back, conscious, and nervously smiling; his sister • as ill, and he should have to defer his voyage until spring.

              Matters went steadily worse with Paul at school. In the itch to let his instructors Know how heartily he despised them and their homilies, and how thoroughly he was appreciated elsewhere, he mentioned once or twice that he had no time to fool with theorems; adding, with a twitch of the eyebrows and a touch of that nervous bravado which so perplexed them, that he was helping the people down at the stock company; they were old friends of his.

              
                The upshot of the matter was, that the principal went to Paul's father, and Paul was taken out of school and put to work. The manager at Carnegie Hall was told to get another usher in his stead, the doorkeeper at the theatre was warned not to admit him to the house, and Charley Edwards remorsefully promised the boy's father not to see him again.

              The members of the stock company were vastly amused when some of Paul's stories reached them—especially the women. They were hard-working women, most of them supporting indigent husbands or brothers, and they laughed rather bitterly at having stirred the boy to such fervid and florid inventions. They agreed with the faculty and with his father that Paul’s was a bad case.

              II

              The east-bound train was plowing through a January snow-storm; the dull dawn was beginning to show gray, when the engine whistled a mile out of Newark. Paul started up from the seat where he had lain curled in uneasy slumber, rubbed the breath- misted window-glass with his hand, and peered out. The snow was whirling in curling eddies above the white bottom-lands, and the drifts lay already deep in the fields and along the fences, while here and there the long dead grass and dried weed stalks protruded black above it. Lights shone from the scattered houses, and a gang of laborers who stood beside the track waved their lanterns.

              Paul had slept very little, and he felt grimy and uncomfortable. He had made the all-night journey in a day coach, partly because he was ashamed, dressed as he was, to go into a Pullman, and partly because he was afraid of being seen there by some Pittsburg business man, who might have noticed him in Denny & Carson's office. When the whistle awoke him, he clutched quickly 4at his breast pocket, glancing about him with an uncertain smile. But the little, clay-bespattered Italians were still sleeping, the slatternly women across the aisle were in open-mouthed oblivion, and even the crumby, crying babies were for the nonce stilled. Paul settled back to struggle with his impatience as best he could.

              When he arrived at the Jersey City station, Paul hurried through his breakfast, manifestly ill at ease and keeping a sharp eye about him. After he reached the Twenty- third Street station, he consulted a cabman, and had himself driven to a men's furnishing establishment that was just opening for the day. He spent upward of two hours there, buying with endless reconsidering and great care.

              
                His new street suit he put on in the fitting-room; the frock-coat and dress-clothes he had bundled into the cab with his linen. Then he drove to a hatter's and a shoe house. His next errand was at Tiffany's, where he selected his silver and a new scarf-pin. He would not wait to have his silver marked, he said. Lastly, he stopped at a trunk shop on Broadway, and had his purchases packed into various traveling bags.

              It was a little after one o'clock when he drove up to the Waldorf, and after settling with the cabman, went into the office. He registered from Washington; said his mother and father had been abroad, and that he had come down to await the arrival of their steamer. He told his story plausibly and had no trouble, since he volunteered to pay for them in advance, in engaging his rooms, a sleeping-room, sitting-room and bath.

              Not once, but a hundred times, Paul had planned this entry into New York. He had gone over every detail of it with Charley Edwards, and in his scrap-book at home there were pages of description about New York hotels, cut from the Sunday papers. When he was shown to his sitting-room on the eighth floor, he saw at a glance that everything was as it should be; there was but one detail in his mental picture that the place did not realize, so he rang for the bell-boy and sent him down for flowers. He moved about nervously until the boy returned, putting away his new linen and fingering it delightedly as he did so. When the flowers came, he put them hastily into water, and then tumbled into a hot bath. Presently he came out of his white bath-room, resplendent in his new silk underwear, and playing with the tassels of his red robe. The snow was whirling so fiercely outside his windows that he could scarcely see across the street but within the air was deliciously soft and fragrant. He put the violets and jonquils on the taboret beside the couch, and threw himself down, with a long sigh, covering himself with a Roman blanket. He was thoroughly tired; he had been in such haste, had stood up to 'Uch a strain, covered so much ground in the last twenty-four hours, that he wanted to think how it had all come about. Lulled by the sound of the wind, the warm air, and the cool fragrance of the flowers, he sank into deep, drowsy retrospection.

              It had been wonderfully simple; when they had shut him out of the theatre and concert hall, when they had taken away his bone, the whole thing was virtually determined. The rest was a mere matter of opportunity. The only thing that at all surprised him was his own courage, for he realized well enough that he had always been tormented by fear, a sort of apprehensive dread that, of late years, as the meshes of the lies he had told closed about him, had been pulling the muscles of his body tighter and tighter. Until now, he could not remember the time when he had not been dreading something. Even when he was a little boy, it was always there—behind him, or before, or on either side. There had always been the shadowed comer, the dark place into which he dared not look, but from which something seemed always to be watching him—and Paul had done things that were not pretty to watch, he knew.

              
                But now he had a curious sense of relief, as though he had at last thrown down the gauntlet to the thing in the corner.

              Yet it was but a day since he had been sulking in the traces; but yesterday afternoon that he had been sent to the bank with Denny & Carson's deposits as usual— but this time he was instructed to leave the book to be balanced. There were above two thousand dollars in checks, and nearly a thousand in the bank-notes which he had taken from the book and quietly transferred to his pocket. At the bank he had made out a new deposit slip. His nerves had been steady enough to permit of his returning to the office, where he had finished his work and asked for a full day's holiday tomorrow, Saturday, giving a perfectly reasonable pretext. The bank-book, he knew, would not be returned before Monday or Tuesday, and his father would be out of town for the next week. From the time he slipped the bank-notes into his pocket until he boarded the night train for New York, he had not known a moment's hesitation. It was not the first time Paul had steered through treacherous waters.

              How astonishingly easy it had all been; here he was, the thing done, and this time there would be no awakening, no figure at the top of the stairs. He watched the snow­flakes whirling by his window until he fell asleep.

              When he awoke, it was three o'clock in the afternoon. He bounded up with a start; half of one of his precious days gone already! He spent more than an hour in dressing, watching every stage of his toilet carefully in the mirror. Everything was quite perfect; he was exactly the kind of boy he had always wanted to be.

              When he went down-stairs, Paul took a carriage and drove up Fifth Avenue toward the Park. The snow had somewhat abated, carriages and tradesmen's wagons were hurrying to and fro in the winter twilight, boys in woolen mufflers were shovelling off the doorsteps, the avenue stages made fine spots of color against the white street. Here and there on the comers were stands, with whole flower gardens blooming under glass cases, against the sides of which the4 snow-flakes stuck and melted; violets, roses, carnations, lilies of the valley, somehow vastly more lovely and alluring that they blossomed thus unnaturally in the snow. The Park itself was a wonderful stage winter­piece.

              When he returned, the pause of the twilight had ceased, and the tune of the streets had changed. The snow was falling faster, lights streamed from the hotels that reared their dozen stories fearlessly up into the storm, defying the raging Atlantic winds. A long, black stream of carriages poured down the avenue, intersected here and there by other streams, tending horizontally. There were a score of cabs about the entrance of his hotel, and his driver had to wait. Boys in livery were running in and out of the awning that was stretched across the sidewalk, up and down the red velvet carpet laid from the door to the street.

              
                Above, about, within it all was the rumble and roar, the hurry and toss of thousands of human beings as hot for pleasure as himself, and on every side of him towered the glaring affirmation of the omnipotence of wealth.

              The boy set his teeth and drew his shoulders together in a spasm of realization; the plot of all dramas, the text of all romances, the nerve-stuff of all sensations was whirling about him like the snow-flakes. He burnt like a faggot in a tempest.

              When Paul went down to dinner, the music of the orchestra came floating up the elevator shaft to greet him. His head whirled as he stepped into the thronged corridor, and he sank back into one of the chairs against the wall to get his breath. The lights, the chatter, the perfumes, the bewildering medley of color—he had for a moment the feeling of not being able to stand it. But only for a moment; these were his own people, he told himself. He went slowly about the corridors, through the writing-rooms, smoking-rooms, reception-rooms, as though he were exploring the chambers of an enchanted palace, built and peopled for him alone.

              When he reached the dining-room he sat down at a table near a window. The flowers, the white linen, the many-colored wine glasses, the gay toilettes of the women, the low popping of corks, the undulating repetitions of the "Blue Danube" from the orchestra, all flooded Paul's dream with bewildering radiance. When the rosy tinge of his champagne was added—that cold, precious, bubbling stuff that creamed and foamed in his glass—Paul wondered that there were honest men in the world at all. This was what all the world was fighting for, he reflected; this was what all the struggle was about. He doubted the reality of his past. Had he ever known a place called Cordelia Street, a place where fagged-looking business men got on the early car; mere rivets in a machine, they seemed to Paul—sickening men, with combings of children's hair always hanging to their coats, and the smell of cooking in their clothes. Cordelia Street—Ah! that belonged to another time and country; had he not always been thus, had he not sat here night after night, from as far back as he could remember, looking pensively over just such shimmering textures and slowly twirling the stem of a glass like this one between his thumb and middle finger? He rather thought he had.

              He was not in the least abashed or lonely. He had no especial desire to meet or to know any of these people; all he demanded was the right to look on and conjecture, to watch the pageant. The mere stage properties were all he contended for. Nor was he lonely later in the evening, in his loge at the Metropolitan. He was now entirely rid of his nervous misgivings, of his forced aggressiveness, of the imperative desire to show himself different from his surroundings. He felt now that his surroundings explained him. Nobody questioned the purple; he had only to wear it passively. He had only to glance down at his attire to reassure himself that here it would be impossible for anyone to humiliate him.

              
                He found it hard to leave his beautiful sitting-room to go to bed that night, and sat long watching the raging storm from his turret window. When he went to sleep, it was with the lights turned on in his bedroom; partly because of his old timidity and partly so that, if he should wake in the night, there would be no wretched moment of doubt, no horrible suspicion of yellow wall-paper, or of Washington and Calvin above his bed.

              Sunday morning the city was practically snow-bound. Paul breakfasted late, and in the afternoon he fell in with a wild San Francisco boy, a freshman at Yale, who said he had run down for a "little flyer" over Sunday. The young man offered to show Paul the night side of the town, and the two boys went out together after dinner, not returning to the hotel until seven o'clock the next morning. They had started out in the confiding warmth of a champagne friendship, but their parting in the elevator was singularly cool. The freshman pulled himself together to make his train and Paul went to bed. He awoke at two o'clock in the afternoon, very thirsty and dizzy, and rang for ice­water, coffee, and the Pittsburg papers.

              On the part of the hotel management, Paul excited no suspicion. There was this to be said for him, that he wore his spoils with dignity and in no way made himself conspicuous. Even under the glow of his wine he was never boisterous, though he found the stuff like a magician's wand for wonder-building. His chief greediness lay in his ears and eyes, and his excesses were not offensive ones. His dearest pleasures were the gray winter twilights in his sitting-room; his quiet enjoyment of his flowers, his clothes, his wide divan, his cigarette, and his sense of power. He could not remember a time when he had felt so at peace with himself. The mere release from the necessity of petty lying, lying every day and every day, restored his self-respect. He had never lied for pleasure, even at school, but to be noticed and admired, to assert his difference from other Cordelia Street boys; and he felt a good deal more manly, more honest even, now that he had no need for boastful pretensions, now that he could, as his actor friends used to say, "dress the part." It was characteristic that remorse did not occur to him. His golden days went by without a shadow, and he made each as perfect as he could.

              On the eighth day after his arrival in New York, he found the whole affair exploited in the Pittsburg papers, exploited with a wealth of detail which indicated that local news of a sensational nature was at a low ebb. The firm of Denny & Carson announced that the boy's father had refunded the full amount of the theft, and that they had no intention of prosecuting. The Cumberland minister had been interviewed, and expressed his hope of yet reclaiming the motherless boy, and his Sabbath-school teacher declared that she would spare no effort to that end. The rumor had reached Pittsburg that the boy had been seen in a New York hotel, and his father had gone East to find him and bring him home.

              
                Paul had just come in to dress for dinner; he sank into a chair, weak to the knees, and clasped his head in his hands. It was to be worse than jail, even; the tepid waters of Cordelia Street were to close over him finally and forever. The gray monotony stretched before him in hopeless, unrelieved years; Sabbath-school, Young People's Meeting, the yellow-papered room, the damp dish-towels; it all rushed back upon him with a sickening vividness. He had the old feeling that the orchestra had suddenly stopped, the sinking sensation that the play was over. The sweat broke out on his face, and he sprang to his feet, looked about him with his white, conscious smile, and winked at himself in the mirror. With something of the old childish belief in miracles with which he had so often gone to class, all his lessons unlearned, Paul dressed and dashed whistling down the corridor to the elevator.

              He had no sooner entered the dining-room and caught the measure of the music than his remembrance was lightened by his old elastic power of claiming the moment, mounting with it, and finding it all-sufficient. The glare and glitter about him, the mere scenic accessories had again, and for the last time, their old potency. He would show himself that he was game, he would finish the thing splendidly. He doubted, more than ever, the existence of Cordelia Street, and for the first time he drank his wine recklessly. Was he not, after all, one of those fortunate beings born to the purple, was he not still himself and in his own place? He drummed a nervous accompaniment to the Pagliacci music and looked about him, telling himself over and over that it had paid.

              He reflected drowsily, to the swell of the music and the chill sweetness of his wine, that he might have done it more wisely. He might have caught an outbound steamer and been well out of their clutches before now. But the other side of the world had seemed too far away and too uncertain then; he could not have waited for it; his need had been too sharp. If he had to choose over again, he would do the same thing tomorrow. He looked affectionately about the dining-room, now gilded with a soft mist. Ah, it had paid indeed!

              Paul was awakened next morning by a painful throbbing in his head and feet. He had thrown himself across the bed without undressing, and had slept with his shoes on. His limbs and hands were lead heavy, and his tongue and throat were parched and burnt. There came upon him one of those fateful attacks of clear-headedness that never occurred except when he was physically exhausted and his nerves hung loose. He lay still and closed his eyes and let the tide of things wash over him.

              His father was in New York; "stopping at some joint or other," he told himself. The memory of successive summers on the front stoop fell upon him like a weight of black water. He had not a hundred dollars left; and he knew now, more than ever, that money was everything, the wall that stood between all he loathed and all he wanted.

              
                The thing was winding itself up; he had thought of that on his first glorious day in New York, and had even provided a way to snap the thread. It lay on his dressing-table now; he had got it out last night when he came blindly up from dinner, but the shiny metal hurt his eyes, and he disliked the looks of the thing.

              He rose and moved about with a painful effort, succumbing now and again to attacks of nausea. It was the old depression exaggerated; all the world had become Cordelia Street. Yet somehow, he was not afraid of anything, was absolutely calm; perhaps because he had looked into the dark comer at last and knew. It was bad enough, what he saw there, but somehow not so bad as his long fear of it had been. He saw everything clearly now. He had a feeling that he had made the best of it, that he had lived the sort of life he was meant to live, and for half an hour he sat staring at the revolver. But he told himself that was not the way, so he went down stairs and took a cab to the ferry.

              When Paul arrived at Newark, he got off the train and took another cab, directing the driver to follow the Pennsylvania tracks out of the town. The snow lay heavy on the roadways and had drifted deep in the open fields. Only here and there the dead grass or dried weed stalks projected, singularly black, above it. Once well into the country, Paul dismissed the carriage and walked, floundering along the tracks, his mind a medley of irrelevant things. He seemed to hold in his brain an actual picture of everything he had seen that morning. He remembered every feature of both his drivers, of the toothless old woman from whom he had bought the red flowers in his coat, the agent from whom he had got his ticket, and all of his fellow-passengers on the ferry. His mind, unable to cope with vital matters near at hand, worked feverishly and deftly at sorting and grouping these images. They made for him a part of the ugliness of the world, of the ache in his head, and the bitter burning on his tongue. He stooped and put a handful of snow into his mouth as he walked, but that, too, seemed hot. When he reached a little hillside, where the tracks ran through a cut some twenty feet below him, he stopped and sat down.

              The carnations in his coat were drooping with the cold, he noticed, their red glory all over. It occurred to him that all the flowers he had seen in the glass cases that first night must have gone the same way, long before this. It was only one splendid breath they had, in spite of their brave mockery at the winter outside the glass, and it was a losing game in the end, it seemed, this revolt against the homilies by which the world is run. Paul took one of the blossoms carefully from his coat and scooped a little hole in the snow, where he covered it up. Then he dozed a while, from his weak condition, seemingly insensible to the cold.

              
                The sound of an approaching train awoke him, and he started to his feet, remembering only his resolution, and afraid lest he should be too late. He stood watching the approaching locomotive, his teeth chattering, his lips drawn away from them in a frightened smile; once or twice he glanced nervously sidewise, as though he were being watched. When the right moment came, he jumped. As he fell, the folly of his haste occurred to him with merciless clearness, the vastness of what he had left undone. There flashed through his brain, clearer than ever before, the blue of Adriatic water, the yellow of Algerian sands.

              He felt something strike his chest, and that his body was being thrown swiftly through the air, on and on, immeasurably far and fast, while his limbs were gently relaxed. Then, because the picture-making mechanism was crushed, the disturbing visions flashed into black, and Paul dropped back into the immense design of things.

              
                
                  
                    	abashed (adj.)
                    	embarrassed and ashamed
                  

                  
                    	astonishingly (adv.)
                    	very surprisingly: difficult to believe
                  

                  
                    	belladonna (n.)
                    	a poisonous drug
                  

                  
                    	boisterous (adj.)
                    	noisy and full of life and energy
                  

                  
                    	Carnation (n.)
                    	a white, pink, or red flower
                  

                  
                    	conjecture (v.)
                    	to form an opinion about something, to guess
                  

                  
                    	deftly (adv.)
                    	skillfully, and quickly
                  

                  
                    	droop (v.)
                    	to hang or move downwards
                  

                  
                    	ferry (n.)
                    	a boat that carries people
                  

                  
                    	feverishly (adv.)
                    	with fever of worry
                  

                  
                    	garish (adj.)
                    	very brightly colored in an unpleased way
                  

                  
                    	gauntlet (n.)
                    	[idm.: throw down the gauntlet] = to invite somebody to fight or compete with you
                  

                  
                    	hilarious (adj.)
                    	extremely funny
                  

                  
                    	.ocomotive (n.)
                    	railway engine that pulls a train
                  

                  
                    	medly (n.)
                    	mixture of things of different kinds
                  

                  
                    	Misdemeanor (n.)
                    	unacceptable action
                  

                  
                    	opal (n.)
                    	clear and colorful precious stone used in jeweler
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    	
                      parched (adj.) :
                    	very dry (very thirsty)
                  

                  
                    	rancor (n.)
                    	feelings of hatred and adhesive to hurt other people
                  

                  
                    	repulsive (adj.) retrospection (n.) ruddy (adj.) scoop (v.) soloist (n.)
                    	
                      causing a feeling of strong dislike

                      thinking about past event or situation

                      looking red and healthy

                      to move something with a quick continuous movement a person who plays an instrument

                    
                  

                  
                    	
                      spigots (n.)

                      Suave (adj.)

                      succumb (v.)

                    
                    	
                      any tap faucet, especially one outdoors confident, elegant, and polite

                      to fail to resist an attack or illness

                    
                  

                  
                    	turret (n.)
                    	a small tower on the top of a wall or building
                  

                  
                    	waffle (n.)
                    	a crisp flat cake eaten with sweet sauce or cream on top
                  

                
              

              
                
                  Exercises 
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	Why did Paul’s teachers have so much difficulty with him? What kind of 'defiant manner' of him they complained?

                	What was Paul’s frustration? Depict his personality.

                	What is the “case” in the story? Why was Paul suspended from high school?

                	What kind of feeling did Paul have after a concert was over?

                	Describe Cordelia Street as given in the story.

                	What did Paul nervously ask his father tffter supper was over?

                	What is the effect of Paul's burying his carnation in the snow?

                	What is admirable about Paul's entry into New York? What is missing from his new life?

                	How did Paul find the school-room after a night behind the scenes?

                	Is the title of the story 'Paul's Case' suitable? Give reason.

                	Describe Paul's activities in New York city.

                	What did Paul do just before he jumped?

                	Before suicide, Paul recognized that "money was everything". Why does he think so?

                	Write Paul's personality as the story writer sets it forth in the story? Do you admire him or hate him?

              

              
                
                  
                    Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Many people suicide due to poverty. Is suicide the only one solution for their poverty? Give reason.

                	Do you think this story reflects the dream of many Nepali students of rural area? Justify your answer.

                	Summarize the story in about 300 words.

                	"The story presents Paul's dream of prosperous life. It is an attack on American society.” Explain.

                	Explain the following line with context to the story:

              

              
                
                  His dearest pleasures were the gray winter twilights in his sitting room: his quiet enjoyment of his flowers, his clothes, his wide divan, his cigarette, and his sense of power.
                
              

              
                
                  

                
              

            
            
              
                
              

              5. Three Students by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle

              

              
                
                  SIR ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE
                
              

              Sir Arthur Conan Doyle (1859-1930) was a Scottish writer, best known for his creation of the defective Sherlock Holmes-one. of the most vivid and enduring characters in English fiction. He was born in a prosperous Irish family. He trained as a doctor, gaining his degree from Edinburgh University in 1881. While a medical student, he was deeply impressed by the skill of his professor, Dr. Joseph Bell, in observing the most minute details regarding a patient's condition. He worked as a surgeon on a whaling boat and also as a medical officer on a steamer travelling between Liverpool and West Africa. He then settled in Portsmouth on the English south coast and divided his time between medicine and writing. Sherlock Holmes made his first appearance in 'A Study of Scarlet', published in 'Beeton's Christmas Annual’ in 1887. Its success encouraged Conan Doyle to write more stories involving Holmes. He wrote a number of other novels, including 'The Lost World' and various non-fictional works. These included a pamphlet justifying Britain's involvement in the Boer War, for which he was knighted and histories of the Boer War and World War One, in which his son, brother and two of his nephews were killed. He wrote four novels and 36 short stories. His family tradition would have dictated to pursuit of an artistic career although he decided to follow a medical one. In later life he became very interested in spiritualism.

              The story 'Three Students’ deals with a case of stealing the exam questions form a university professor's room. The professor, Hilton Soames asks for Holmes's help because someone goes into his room and looks at some important exam papers. Soames finds several clues in his room; a cut on his desk, a broken pencil and some black clay. There are three suspects-the students who live above his room and he quickly realizes which student is to blame. Finally, the student admits that he saw the paper, and explains that he does not take the exam after all as he has been offered a job in South Africa. Briefly, this story revolves around an upcoming exam for a prize scholarship and the realization that a student has tempered with the exam beforehand.

              
                
                  Three Students
                
              

              IT was in the year ‘95 that a combination of events, into which I need not enter, caused Mr. Sherlock Holmes and myself to spend some weeks in one of our great University towns, and it was during this time that the small but instructive adventure which I am about to relate befell us.

              
                It will be obvious that any details which would help

              
                the reader to exactly identify the college or the criminal would be injudicious and offensive. So painful a scandal may well be allowed to die out. With due discretion the incident itself may, however, be described, since it serves to illustrate some of those qualities for which my friend was remarkable. I will endeavour in my statement to avoid such terms as would serve to limit the events to any particular place, or give a clue as to the people concerned.

              We were residing at the time in furnished lodgings close to a library where Sherlock Holmes was pursuing some laborious researches in early English charters researches which led to results so striking that they may be the subject of one of my future narratives. Here it was that one evening we received a visit from an acquaintance, Mr. Hilton Soames, tutor and lecturer at the College of St. Luke’s. Mr. Soames was a tall, spare man, of a nervous and excitable temperament. I had always known him to be restless in his manner, but on this particular occasion he was in such a state of uncontrollable agitation that it was clear something very unusual had occurred.

              “I trust, Mr. Holmes, that you can spare me a few hours of your valuable time. We have had a very painful incident at St. Luke’s, and really, but for the happy chance of your being in the town, I should have been at a loss what to do.”

              “I am very busy just now, and I desire no distractions,” my friend answered. “I should much prefer that you called in the aid of the police.”

              “No, no, my dear sir; such a course is utterly impossible. When once the law is evoked it cannot be stayed again, and this is just one of those cases where, for the credit of the college, it is most essential to avoid scandal. Your discretion is as well known as your powers, and you are the one man in the world who can help me. I beg you, Mr. Holmes, to do what you can.”

              My friend’s temper had not improved since he had been deprived of the congenial surroundings of Baker Street. Without his scrap-books, his chemicals, and his homely untidiness, he was an uncomfortable man. He shrugged his shoulders in ungracious acquiescence, while our visitor in hurried words and with much excitable gesticulation poured forth his story.

              
                “I must explain to you, Mr. Holmes, that to-morrow is the first day of the examination for the Fortescue Scholarship. I am one of the examiners. My subject is Greek, and the first of the papers consists of a large passage of Greek translation which the candidate has not seen. This passage is printed on the examination paper, and it would naturally be an immense advantage if the candidate could prepare it in advance. For this reason great care is taken to keep the paper secret.

              “To-day about three o’clock the proofs of this paper arrived from the printers. The exercise consists of half a chapter of Thucydides. I had to read it over carefully, as the text must be absolutely correct. At four-thirty my task was not yet completed. I had, however, promised to take tea in a friend’s rooms, so I left the proof upon my desk. I was absent rather more than an hour.

              “You are aware, Mr. Holmes, that our college doors are double —a green baize one within and a heavy oak one without. As I approached my outer door I was amazed to see a key in it. For an instant I imagined that I had left my own there, but on feeling in my pocket I found that it was all right. The only duplicate which existed, so far as I knew, was that which belonged to my servant, Bannister, a man who has looked after my room for ten years, and whose honesty is absolutely above suspicion. I found that the key was indeed his, that he had entered my room to know if I wanted tea, and that he had very carelessly left the key in the door when he came out. His visit to my room must have been within a very few minutes of my leaving it. His forgetfulness about the key would have mattered little upon any other occasion, but on this one day it has produced the most deplorable consequences.

              “The moment I looked at my table I was aware that someone had rummaged among my papers. The proof was in three long slips. I had left them all together. Now, I found that one of them was lying on the floor, one was on the side table near the window, and the third was where I had left it.”

              Holmes stirred for the first time.

              “The first page on the floor, the second in the window, the third where you left it,” said he. «

              “Exactly, Mr. Holmes. You amaze me. How could you possibly know that?”

              “Pray continue your very interesting statement.”

              “For an instant I imagined that Bannister had taken the unpardonable liberty of examining my papers. He denied it, however, with the utmost earnestness, and I am convinced that he was speaking the truth. The alternative was that someone passing had observed the key in the door, had known that I was out, and had entered to look at the papers. A large sum of money is at stake, for the scholarship is a very valuable one, and an unscrupulous man might very well run a risk in order to gain an advantage over his fellows.

              
                “Bannister was very much upset by the incident. He had nearly fainted when we found that the papers had undoubtedly been tampered with. I gave him a little brandy and left him collapsed in a chair while I made a most careful examination of the room. I soon saw that the intruder had left other traces of his presence besides the rumpled papers. On the table in the window were several shreds from a pencil which had been sharpened. A broken tip of lead was lying there also. Evidently the rascal had copied the paper in a great hurry, had broken his pencil, and had been compelled to put a fresh point to it.”

              “Excellent!” said Holmes, who was recovering his good-humour as his attention became more engrossed by the case. “Fortune has been your friend.”

              “This was not all. I have a new writing-table with a fine surface of red leather. I am prepared to swear, and so is Bannister, that it was smooth and unstained. Now 1 found a clean cut in it about three inches long—not a mere Scratch, but a positive cut. Not only this, but on the table I found a small ball of black dough, or clay, with specks of something which looks like sawdust in it. I am convinced that these marks were left by the man who rifled the papers. There were no footmarks and no other evidence as to his identity. I was at my wits’ ends, when suddenly the happy thought occurred to me that you were in the town, and I came straight round to put the matter into your hands. Do help me, Mr. Holmes! You see my dilemma. Either I must find the man or else the examination must be postponed until fresh papers are prepared, and since this cannot be done without explanation there will ensue a hideous scandal, which will throw a cloud not only on the college, but on the University. Above all things I desire to settle the matter quietly and discreetly.”

              “I shall be happy to look into it and to give you such advice as I can,” said Holmes, rising and putting on his overcoat.

              “The case is not entirely deVoid of interest. Had anyone visited you in your room after the papers came to you?”

              “Yes; young DaulatRas, an Indian student who lives on the same stair, came in to ask me some particulars about the examination.”

              “For which he was entered?”

              “Yes.”

              “And the papers were on your table?”

              “To the best of my belief they were rolled up.”

              “But might be recognised as proofs?”

              “Possibly.”

              
                “No one else in your room?”

              “No.”

              “Did anyone know that these proofs would be there?”

              “No one saves the printer.”

              “Did this man Bannister know?”

              “No, certainly not. No one knew.”

              “Where is Bannister now?”

              “He was very ill, poor fellow. I left him collapsed in the chair. I was in such a hurry to come to you.”

              “You left your door open?”

              “I locked up the papers first.”

              “Then it amounts to this, Mr. Soames, that unless the Indian student recognised the roll as being proofs, the man who tampered with them came upon them accidentally without knowing that they were there.”

              “So it seems to me.”

              Holmes gave an enigmatic smile.

              “Well,” said he, “let us go round. Not one of your cases, Watson—mental, not physical. All right; come if you want to. Now, Mr. Soames—at your disposal!”

              The sitting-room of our client opened by a long, low, latticed window on to the ancient lichen-tinted court of the old college. A Gothic arched door led to a worn stone staircase. On the ground floor was the tutor’s room. Above were three students, one on each story. It was already twilight when we reached the scene of our problem. Holmes halted and looked earnestly at the Window. Then he approached it, and, standing on tiptoe with his neck craned, he looked into the room.

              “He must have entered through the door. There is no opening except the one pane,” said our learned guide.

              “Dear me!” said Holmes, and he smiled in a singular way as he glanced at our companion. “Well, if there is nothing to be learned here we had best go inside.”

              The lecturer unlocked the outer door and ushered us into his room. We stood at the entrance while Holmes made an examination of the carpet.

              “I am afraid there are no signs here,” said he. “One could hardly hope for any upon so dry a day. Your servant seems to have quite recovered. You left him in a chair, you say; which chair?”

              
                “By the window there.”

              “I see. Near this little table. You can come in now. I have finished with the carpet. Let us take the little table first. Of course, what has happened is very clear. The man entered and took the papers, sheet by sheet, from the central table. He carried them over to the window table, because from there he could see if you came across the courtyard, and so could effect an escape.”

              “As a matter of fact he could not,” said Soames, “for I entered by the side door.”

              “Ah, that’s good! Well, anyhow, that was in his mind. Let me see the three strips. No finger impressions—no! Well, he carried over this one first and he copied it. How long would it take him to do that, using every possible contraction? A quarter of an hour, not less. Then he tossed it down and seized the next. He was in the midst of that when your return caused him to make a very hurried retreat—VERY hurried, since he had not time to replace the papers which would tell you that he had been there. You were not aware of any hurrying feet on the stair as you entered the outer door?”

              “No, I can’t say I was.”

              “Well, he wrote so furiously that he broke his pencil, and had, as you observe, to sharpen it again. This is of interest, Watson. The pencil was not an ordinary one. It was above the usual size, with a soft lead; the outer colour was dark blue, the maker’s name was printed in silver lettering, and the piece remaining is only about an inch and a half long. Look for such a pencil, Mr. Soames, and you have got your man. When I add that he possesses a large and very blunt knife, you have an additional aid.”

              Mr. Soames was somewhat overwhelmed by this flood of information. “I can follow the other points,” said he, “but really, in this matter of the length—”

              Holmes held out a small chip with the letters NN and a space of clear wood after them.

              “You see?”

              “No, I fear that even now—”

              “Watson, I have always done you an injustice. There are others. What could this NN be? It is at the end of a word. You are aware that Johann Faber is the most common maker’s name. Is it not clear that there is just as much of the pencil left as usually follows the Johann?” He held the small table sideways to the electric light. “I was ".hoping that if the paper on which he wrote was thin some trace of it might come through upon this polished surface. No, I see nothing. I don’t think there is anything more to be learned here. Now for the central table. This small pellet is, I presume, the black, doughy mass you spoke of. Roughly pyramidal in shape and hollowed out, I perceive.

              
                As you say, there appear to be grains of sawdust in it. Dear me, this is very interesting. And the cut—a positive tear, I see. It began with a thin scratch and ended in a jagged hole. I am much indebted to you for directing my attention to this case, Mr. Soames. Where does that door lead to?”

              “To my bedroom.”

              “Have you been in it since your adventure?”

              “No; I came straight away for you.”

              “I should like to have a glance round. What a charming, old-fashioned room! Perhaps you will kindly wait a minute until I have examined the floor. No, I see nothing. What about this curtain? You hang your clothes behind it. If anyone were forced to conceal himself in this room he must do it there, since the bed is too low and the wardrobe too shallow. No one there, I suppose?”

              As Holmes drew the curtain I was aware, from some little rigidity and alertness of his attitude, that he was prepared for an emergency. As a matter of fact the drawn curtain disclosed nothing but three or four suits of clothes hanging from a line of pegs. Holmes turned away and stooped suddenly to the floor.

              “Halloa! What’s this?” said he.

              It was a small pyramid of black, putty-like stuff, exactly like the one upon the table of the study. Holmes held it out on his open palm in the glare of the electric light.

              “Your visitor seems to have left traces in your bedroom as well as in your sitting- room, Mr. Soames.”

              “What could he have wanted there?”

              “I think it is clear enough. You came back by an unexpected way, and so he hac no warning until you were at the very door. What could he do? He caught up everything which would betray him and he rushed into your bedroom to conceal himself.”

              “Good gracious, Mr. Holmes, do you mean to tell me that all the time I w_ talking to Bannister in this room we had the man prisoner if we had only known it?”

              “So I read it.”

              “Surely there is another alternative, Mr. Holmes. I don’t know whether ■ . observed my bedroom window?”

              “Lattice-paned, lead framework, three separate windows, one swinging on hirgr I and large enough to admit a man.”

              
                “Exactly. And it looks out on an angle of the courtyard so as to be partly invisible. the man might have affected his entrance there, left traces as he passed through the bedroom, and, finally, finding the door open have escaped that way.”

              Holmes shook his head impatiently.

              “Let us be practical,” said he. “I understand you to say that there are three students. who use this stair and are in the habit of passing your door?”

              “Yes, there are.”

              “And they are all in for this examination?”

              “Yes.”

              “Have you any reason to suspect any one of them more than the others?”

              Soames hesitated.

              “It is a very delicate question,” said he. “One hardly likes to throw suspicion where there are no proofs.”

              “Let us hear the suspicions. I will look after the proofs.”

              “I will tell you, then, in a few words the character of the three men who inhabit these rooms. The lower of the three is Gilchrist, a fine scholar and athlete; plays in the Rugby team and the cricket team for the college, and got his Blue for the hurdles and the long jump. He is a fine, manly fellow. His father was the notorious Sir Jabez Gilchrist, who ruined himself on the turf. My scholar has been left very poor, but he is hard-working and industrious. He will do well.

              “The second floor is inhabited by DaulatRas, the Indian. He is a quiet, inscrutable fellow, as most of those Indians are. He is well up in his work, though his Greek is his weak subject. He is steady and methodical.

              “The top floor belongs to Miles McLaren. He is a brilliant fellow when he chooses to work—one of the brightest intellects of the University, but he is wayward, dissipated, and unprincipled. He was nearly expelled over a card scandal in his first year. He has been idling all this term, and he must look forward with dread to the examination.”

              “Then it is he whom you suspect?”

              “I dare not go so far as that. But of the three he is perhaps the least unlikely.”

              “Exactly. Now, Mr. Soames, let us have a look at your servant, Bannister.”

              He was a little, white-faced, clean-shaven, grizzly-haired fellow of fifty. He was still suffering from this sudden disturbance of the quiet routine of his life. His plump face was twitching with his nervousness, and his fingers could not keep still.

              
                “We are investigating this unhappy business, Bannister,” said his master.

              “Yes, sir.”

              “I understand,” said Holmes, “that you left your key in the door?”

              “Yes, sir.”

              “Was it not very extraordinary that you should do this on the very day when there were these papers inside?”

              “It was most unfortunate, sir. But I have occasionally done the same thing at other times.”

              “When did you enter the room?”

              “It was about half-past four. That is Mr. Soames’s tea time.”

              “How long did you stay?”

              “When I saw that he was absent I withdrew at once.”

              “Did you look at these papers on the table?”

              “No, sir; certainly not.”

              “How came you to leave the key in the door?”

              “I had the tea-tray in my hand. I thought I would come back for the key. Then I forgot.”

              “Has the outer door a spring lock?”

              “No, sir.”

              “Then it was open all the time?” “Yes, sir.”

              Ml

              “Anyone in the room could get out?”

              “Yes. sir.”

              “When Mr. Soames returned and called for you, you were very much disturbed

              “Yes, sir. Such a thing has never happened during the many years that I have been here. I nearly fainted, sir.”

              “So I understand. Where were you when you began to feel bad?”

              “Where was I, sir? Why, here, near the door?”

              “That is singular, because you sat down in that chair over yonder near the corner Why did you pass these other chairs?” holmes examining a window

              
                 “I don’t know, sir. It didn’t matter to me where I sat.”

              “I really don’t think he knew much about it, Mr. Holmes. He was looking very bad—quite ghastly.”

              “You stayed here when your master left?”

              “Only for a minute or so. Then I locked the door and went to my room.”

              “Whom do you suspect?”

              “Oh, I would not venture to say, sir. I don’t believe there is any gentleman in this University who is capable of profiting by such an action. No, sir, I’ll not believe it.”

              “Thank you; that will do,” said Holmes. “Oh, one more word. You have not mentioned to any of the three gentlemen whom you attend that anything is amiss?”

              “No, sir; not a word.”

              “You haven’t seen any of them?”

              “No, sir.”

              “Very good. Now, Mr. Soames, we will take a walk in the quadrangle, if you please.”

              Three yellow squares of light shone above us in the gathering gloom.”

              “Your three birds are all in their nests,” said Holmes, looking up. “Halloa! What’s that? One of them seems restless enough.”

              It was the Indian, whose dark silhouette appeared suddenly upon his blind. He 2s pacing swiftly up and down his room.

              “I should like to have a peep at each of them,” said Holmes. “Is it possible?”

              “No difficulty in the world,” Soames answered. “This set of rooms is quite the oldest in the college, and it is not unusual for visitors to go over them. Come along, and I will personally conduct you.”

              “No names, please!” said Holmes, "as we knocked at Gilchrist’s door. A tall flaxen -haired, slim young fellow opened it, and made us welcome when he understood errand. There were some really curious pieces of mediaeval domestic architecture within. Holmes was so charmed with one of them that he insisted on drawing it on his note-book, broke his pencil, had to borrow one from our host, and finally borrowed a knife to sharpen his own. The same curious accident happened to him in the rooms of the Indian—a silent, little, hook-nosed fellow, who eyed us askance and was obviously glad when Holmes’s architectural studies had come to an end. I could not see that in either case Holmes had come upon the clue for which he was searching.

              
                Only at the third did our visit prove abortive. The outer door would not open to our knock, and nothing more substantial than a torrent of bad language came from behind it. “I don’t care who you are. You can go to blazes!” roared the angry voice. “To-morrow’s the exam, and I won’t be drawn by anyone.”

              “A rude fellow,” said our guide, flushing with anger as we withdrew down the stair. “Of course, he did not realize that it was I who was knocking, but none the less his conduct was very uncourteous, and, indeed, under the circumstances rather suspicious.”

              Holmes’s response was a curious one.

              “Can you tell me his exact height?” he asked.

              “Really, Mr. Holmes, I cannot undertake to say. He is taller than the Indian, not so tall as Gilchrist. I suppose five foot six would be about it.”

              “That is very important,” said Holmes. “And now, Mr. Soames, I wish you good­night.”

              Our guide cried aloud in his astonishment and dismay. “Good gracious, Mr. Holmes, you are surely not going to leave me in this abrupt fashion! You don’t seem to realize the position. To-morrow is the examination. I must take some definite action to­night. I cannot allow the examination to be held if one of the papers has been tampered with. The situation must be faced.”

              “You must leave it as it is. I shall drop round early to-morrow morning and chat the matter over. It is possible that I may be in a position then to indicate some course of action. Meanwhile you change nothing—nothing at all.”

              “Very good, Mr. Holmes.”

              “You can be perfectly easy in your mind. We shall certainly find some way out of your difficulties. I will take the black clay with me, also the pencil cuttings. Good-bye.”

              When we were out in the darknes^ of the quadrangle we again looked up at the windows. The Indian still paced his room. The others were invisible.

              “Well, Watson, what do you think of it?” Holmes asked, as we came out into the main street. “Quite a little parlour game— sort of three-card trick, is it not? There are your three men. It must be one of them. You take your choice. Which is yours?”

              “The foul-mouthed fellow at the top. He is the one with the worst record. And ye: that Indian was a sly fellow also. Why should he be pacing his room all the time?”

              “There is nothing in that. Many men do it when they are trying to learn anything by heart.”

              “He looked at us in a queer way.”

              
                “So would you if a flock of strangers came in on you when you were preparing for an examination next day, and every moment was of value. No, I see nothing in that. Pencils, too, and knives —all was satisfactory. But that fellow DOES puzzle me.”

              “Who?”

              “Why, Bannister, the servant. What’s his game in the matter?”

              “He impressed me as being a perfectly honest man.”

              “So he did me. That’s the puzzling part. Why should a perfectly honest man— ell, well, here’s a large stationer’s. We shall begin our researches here.”

              There were only four stationers of any consequence in the town, and at each Holmes produced his pencil chips and bid high for a duplicate. All were agreed that one .could be ordered, but that it was not a usual size of pencil and that it was seldom kept in stock. My friend did not appear to be depressed by his failure, but shrugged his shoulders in half-humorous resignation.

              “No good, my dear Watson. This, the best and only final clue, has run to nothing. But, indeed, I have little doubt that we can build up a sufficient case without it. By Jove! My dear fellow, it is nearly nine, and the landlady babbled of green peas at seven-thirty. What with your eternal tobacco, Watson, and your irregularity at meals, I expect that you will get notice to quit and that I shall share your downfall—not, however, before we have solved the problem of the nervous tutor, the careless servant, and the three enterprising students.”

              Holmes made no further allusion to the matter that day, though he sat lost in ‘.thought for a long time after our belated dinner. At eight in the morning he came into my room just as I finished my toilet.

              “Well, Watson,” said he, “it is time we went down to St. Luke’s. Can you do without breakfast?”

              “Certainly.”

              “Soames will be in a dreadful fidget until we are able to tell him something positive.”

              “Have you anything positive to tell him?”

              “I think so.”

              “You have formed a conclusion?”

              “Yes, my dear Watson; I have solved the mystery.”

              “But what fresh evidence could you have got?”

              
                “Aha! It is not for nothing that I have turned myself out of bed at the untimely hour of six. I have put in two hours’ hard work and covered at least five miles, with something to show for it. Look at that!”

              He held out his hand. On the palm were three little pyramids of black, doughy clay.

              “Why, Holmes, you had only two yesterdays!”

              “And one more this morning. It is a fair argument that wherever No. 3 came from is also the source of Nos. 1 and 2. Eh, Watson? Well, come along and put friend Soames out of his pain.”

              The unfortunate tutor was certainly in a state of pitiable agitation when we found him in his chambers. In a few hours the examination would commence, and he was still in the dilemma between making the facts public and allowing the culprit to compete for the valuable scholarship. He could hardly stand still, so great was his mental agitation, and he ran towards Holmes with two eager hands outstretched.

              “Thank Heaven that you have come! I feared that you had given it up in despair. What am I to do? Shall the examination proceed?”

              “Yes; let it proceed by all means.”

              “But this rascal—?”

              “He shall not compete.”

              “You know him?”

              “I think so. If this matter is not to become public we must give ourselves certain powers, and resolve ourselves into a small private court-martial. You there, if you please, Soames! Watson, you here! I’ll take the arm-chair in the middle. I think that we are now sufficiently imposing to strike terror into a guilty breast. Kindly ring the bell!”

              Bannister entered, and shrunk back in evident surprise and fear at our judicial appearance. •»

              “You will kindly close the door,” said Holmes. “Now, Bannister, will you please tell us the truth about yesterday’s incident?”

              The man turned white to the roots of his hair.

              “I have told you everything, sir.”

              “Nothing to add?”

              “Nothing at all, sir.”

              
                “Well, then, I must make some suggestions to you. When you sat down on that chair yesterday, did you do so in order to conceal some object which would have shown who had been in the room?”

              Bannister’s face was ghastly.

              “No, sir; certainly not.”

              “It is only a suggestion,” said Holmes, suavely. “I frankly admit that I am unable to prove it. But it seems probable enough, since the moment that Mr. Soames’s back was turned you released the man who was hiding in that bedroom.”

              Bannister licked his dry lips.

              “There was no man, sir.”

              “Ah, that’s a pity, Bannister. Up to now you may have spoken the truth, but now I know that you have lied.”

              The man’s face set in sullen defiance.

              “There was no man, sir.”

              “Come, come, Bannister!”

              “No, sir; there was no one.”

              “In that case you can give us no further information. Would you please remain in the room? Stand over there near the bedroom door. Now, Soames. I am going to ask you to have the great kindness to go up to the room of young Gilchrist, and to ask him to step down into yours.”

              An instant later the tutor returned, bringing with him the student. He was a fine figure of a man, tall, lithe, and agile, with a springy step and a pleasant, open face. His troubled blue eyes glanced at each of us, and finally rested with an expression of blank dismay upon Bannister in the farther corner. 4

              “Just close the door,” said Holmes. “Now, Mr. Gilchrist, we are all quite alone here, and no one need ever know one word of what passes between us. We can be perfectly frank with each other. We want to know, Mr. Gilchrist, how you. an honourable man, ever came to commit such an action as that of yesterday?”

              The unfortunate young man staggered back and cast a look full of horror and reproach at Bannister.

              “No, no, Mr. Gilchrist, sir; I never said a word—never one word!” cried the servant.

              
                “No, but you have now,” said Holmes. “Now, sir, you must see that after Bannister’s words your position is hopeless, and that your only chance lies in a frank confession.”

              For a moment Gilchrist, with upraised hand, tried to control his writhing features. The next he had thrown himself on his knees beside the table and, burying his face in his hands, he had burst into a storm of passionate sobbing.

              
                “Come, come,” said Holmes, kindly; “it is human to err, and at least no one can accuse you of being a callous criminal. Perhaps it would be easier for you if I were to tell Mr. Soames what occurred, and you can check me where I am wrong. Shall I do so? Well, well, don’t trouble to answer. Listen, and see that I do you no injustice.

              “From the moment, Mr. Soames, that you said to me that no one not even Bannister, could have told that the papers were in your room, the case began to take a definite shape in my mind. The printer one could, of course, dismiss. He could examine the papers in his own office. The Indian I also thought nothing of. If the proofs were in a roll he could not possibly know what they were. On the other hand, it seemed an unthinkable coincidence that a man should dare to enter the room, and that by chance on that very day the papers were on the table. I dismissed that. The man who entered knew that the papers were there. How did he know?

              “When I approached your room 1 examined the window. You amused me b> supposing that I was contemplating the possibility of someone having in broad daylight, under the eyes of all these opposite rooms, forced himself through it. Such an idea was absurd. I was measuring how tall a man would need to be in order to see as he passed what papers were on the central table. I am six feet high, and I could do it with an effort. No one less than that would have a chance. Already you see I had reason to think that if one of your three students was a man of unusual height he was the most worth watching of the three.

              “I entered and I took you into my confidence as to the suggestions of the side table. Of the centre table I could make nothing, until in your description of Gilchrist you mentioned that he was a long-distance jumper. Then the whole thing came to me in an instant, and I only needed certain corroborative proofs, which I speedily obtained.

              
                “What happened was this. This young fellow had employed his afternoon at the athletic grounds, where he had been practising the jump. He returned carrying his jumping shoes, which are provided, as you are aware, with several sharp spikes. As he passed your window he saw, by means of his great height, these proofs upon your table, and conjectured what they were. No harm would have been done had it not been that as he passed your door he perceived the key which had been left by the carelessness of your servant. A sudden impulse came over him to enter and see if they were indeed the proofs. It was not a dangerous exploit, for he could always pretend that he had simply looked in to ask a question.

              “Well, when he saw that they were indeed the proofs, it was then that he yielded to temptation. He put his shoes on the table. What was it you put on that chair near the window?”

              “Gloves,” said the young man.

              Holmes looked triumphantly at Bannister. “He put his gloves on the chair, and he took the proofs, sheet by sheet, to copy them. He thought the tutor must return by the main gate, and that he would see him. As we know, he came back by the side gate. Suddenly he heard him at the very door. There was no possible escape. He forgot his gloves, but he caught up his shoes and darted into the bedroom. You observe that the scratch on that table is slight at one side, but deepens in the direction of the bedroom door. That in itself is enough to show us that the shoe had been drawn in that direction and that the culprit had taken refuge there. The earth round the spike had been left on the table, and a second sample was loosened and fell in the bedroom. I may add that I walked out to the athletic grounds this morning, saw that tenacious black clay is used in the jumping-pit, and carried away a specimen of it, together with some of the fine tan or sawdust which is strewn over it to prevent the athlete from slipping. Have I told the truth, Mr. Gilchrist?”

              The student had drawn himself erect.

              “Yes, sir, it is true,” said he.

              “Good heavens, have you nothing to add?” cried Soames.

              “Yes, sir, I have, but the shock of this disgraceful exposure has bewildered me. I have a letter here, Mr. Soames, which I wrote to you early this morning in the middle of a restless night. It was before I knew that my sin had found me out. Here it is, sir. You will see that I have said, ‘I have determined not to go in for the examination. I have been offered a commission in the Rhodesian Police, and I am going out to South Africa at once.’”

              
                “I am indeed pleased to hear that you did not intend to profit by your unfair advantage,” said Soames. “But why did you change your purpose?”

              Gilchrist pointed to Bannister.

              “There is the man who set me in the right path,” said he.

              “Come now, Bannister,” said Holmes. “It will be clear to you from what I have said that only you could have let this young man out, since you were left in the room, and must have locked the door when you went out. As to his escaping by that window, it was incredible. Can you not clear up the last point in this mystery, and tell us the reasons for your action?”

              “It was simple enough, sir, if you only had known; but with all your cleverness it was impossible that you could know. Time was, sir, when I was butler to old Sir Jabez Gilchrist, this young gentleman’s father. When he was ruined I came to the college as servant, but I never forgot my old employer because he was down in the world. I watched his son all I could for the sake of the old days. Well, sir, when I came into this

              
                room yesterday when the alarm was given, the very first thing I saw was Mr. Gilchrist’s tan gloves a-lying in that chair. I knew those gloves well, and I understood their message. If Mr. Soames saw them the game was up. I flopped down into that chair, and nothing would budge me until Mr. Soames he went for you. Then out came my poor young master, whom I had dandled on my knee, and confessed it all to me. Wasn’t it natural, sir, that I should save him, and wasn’t it natural also that I should try to speak to him as his dead father would have done, and make him understand that he could not profit by such a deed? Could you blame me, sir?”

              “No, indeed,” said Holmes, heartily, springing to his feet. “Well, Soames, I think we have cleared your little problem up, and our breakfast awaits us at home. Come, Watson! As to you, sir, I trust that a bright future awaits you in Rhodesia. For once you have fallen low. Let us see in.

              
                
                  
                    Glossary
                
              

              
                
                  
                    	acquiescence (n.)
                    	: the fact to being willing to do what somebody wants and to accept their opinions
                  

                  
                    	
                      adventure (n.) astonishment (n.) brandy (adj.) callous (adj.)

                      coroborative(adj.) culprit (n.)

                      discretion (n.): dismay (n.) endeavour (n.) errand (n.)

                      flop (v.)

                      hideous (adj.)

                      plum (adj.)

                      rummage (v.)

                    
                    	
                      : dangerous experience

                      : a feeling of very great surprise

                      : a strong alcoholic drink made from wine

                      : not caring about other people's feeling

                      : giving support to a statement or theory

                      : a person who has done something illegal

                      : care in order to keep something secret

                      : sad feeling

                      : an attempt to do difficult work

                      : a job or work

                      : to sit or lie down in a heavy way

                      : very unpleasant

                      : looking soft

                      : to move thing around carelessly while searching for something

                    
                  

                
              

              Scandal(n.) : talk or public report of illegal work

              Shred(n.) : a small thin piece that has been cut from the pencil

              Triumphantly(adv.) : with great satisfaction or successfully

              Unpardonable(adj.) : That cannot be forgiven or excused

              Unscrupulus(adj.) : without moral principle, not honest

              
                
                  Exercises
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	Write the setting of the story.

                	What are the names of the three students? How are they?

                	Why was the servant Bannister very worried about the event?

                	Depict the personality of Mr. Hilton Soames, tutor and lecturer at the college of St. Luke's.

              

              
                
              

              
                	
                  What traces of presences had the intruder left in the room?

                	How was the sitting room of the client? Describe.

                	How did Banniseter come to leave the key in the door? Why did not he suspect anyone of stealing the questions?

                	How did Bannister try to set Gilchrist on the right path realizing his dishonest act ?

                	Describe how the student stole the questions as he described in the story .

                	How did Holmes solve the case? What did he say when he solved the case?

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Summarize the story in about 350 words including the plot of it.

                	What message do you get form the story? Why did Soames leave the student without giving any punishment?

                	Cheating in the exam and stealing questions before the exam is common in Nepal too. How can we make students discipline and responsible in this matter? Write your suggestion for this unscrupulous work.

                	Explain the following extracts of the story with reference to the context:

                	"I’m indeed pleased to hear that you did not intend to profit by your unfair advantage, "said Soames. "But why did you change your purpose?"

              

            
            
              
                
              

              6. Everything that Rises Must Converge by Flannery O’ Connor

              

              
                
                  FLANNERY O’CONNOR
                
              

              Flannery O’Connor (1925-1964) is an American novelist and short-story writer whose works, usually set in the rural American South and often treating of alienation, are concerned with the relationship between the individual and God. After graduating from Georgia State Collage for Women in 1945, she studied creative writing at the University of Iowa Writer's Workshop. Disabled for more than a decade by the Lupus Erythematosus, she inherited from h er father, which eventually proved fatal, O'Connor lived modesty, writing and raising peafowl on her mother's farm at Milledgeville. O'Connor's corpus is notable for the seeming incongruity of a devout Catholic whose darkly comic works commonly feature startling acts of violence and unsympathetic often depraved, characters. Although she is known as a novelist and short story writer, she has written essays too.

              The story "Everything that Rises must Converge" explores the morality of change. There is irony in the character of Julian. Julian's own attitude regarding race is not clear. He criticizes his mother for her outdated, racist attitudes towards black American. The story is presented with allusion, paradox, and ambiguity. Julian's mother loathes racial integration, while Julian believes that whites and blacks should coexist. Julian despises his mother for her bigotry, but still feels loyal to her and agrees to chaperone her trips. He believes in equality, but his mother family history connects him to a racist tradition. Julian's mother's fussing with the hat, an essential symbol in this story, demonstrates her investment in appearances. Julian's lesson to his mother hinges upon a symbblic reading of the confrontation. Ultimately, Julian fails in his attempt to distance himself from his racist mother and the monstrous cultural legacy she represents.

              
                
                  Everything That Rises Must Converge
                
              

              
                HER DOCTOR had told Julian's mother that she must lose twenty pounds on account of her blood pressure, so on Wednesday nights Julian had to take her downtown on the bus for a reducing class at the Y. The reducing class was designed for working girls over fifty, who weighed from 165 to 200 pounds. His mother was one of the slimmer ones, but she said ladies did not tell their age or weight. She would not ride the buses by herself at night since they had been integrated, and because the reducing class
                

                was one of her few pleasures, necessary for her health, and free, she said Julian could a: least put himself out to take her, considering all she did for him. Julian did not like to consider all she did for him, but every Wednesday night he braced himself and took her.

              She was almost ready to go, standing before the hall mirror, putting on her hat, while he, his hands behind him, appeared pinned to the door frame, waiting like Saint Sebastian for the arrows to begin piercing him. The hat was new and had cost her seven dollars and a half. She kept saying, “Maybe I shouldn't have paid that for it. No, I shouldn't have. I'll take it off and return it tomorrow. I shouldn't have bought it.” .

              
                Julian raised his eyes to heaven. “Yes, you should have bought it,” he said. “Put it on and let's go.” It was a hideous hat A purple velvet flap came down on one side of it and mood up on the other; the rest of it was green and looked like a cushion with the stuffing out. He decided it was less comical than jaunty and pathetic. Everything that gave her pleasure was small and depressed him.

              She lifted the hat one more time and set it down slowly on top of her head. Two wings of gray hair protruded on either side of her florid face, but her eyes, sky-blue, were as innocent and untouched by experience as they must have been when she was ten. Were it not that she was a widow who had struggled fiercely to feed and clothe and put him through school and who was supporting him still, “until he got on his feet,” she might have been a little girl that he had to take to town. “It's all right, it's all right,” he said. “Let's go.” He opened door himself and started down the walk to get her going. The sky was a dying violet and the houses stood out darkly against it, bulbous liver-colored monstrosities of a uniform ugliness though no two were alike. Since this had been a fashionable neighborhood forty years ago, his mother persisted in thinking they did well to have an apartment in it. Each house had a narrow collar of dirt around it in which sat, usually, a grubby child. Julian walked with his hands in his pockets, his head down and thrust forward and his eyes glazed with the determination to make himself completely numb during the time he would be sacrificed to her pleasure.

              The door closed and he turned to find the dumpy figure, surmounted by the atrocious hat, coming toward him. “Well,” she said, “you only live once and paying a little more for it, I at least won't meet myself coming and going.”

              “Some day I'll start making money,” Julian said gloomily- he knew he never would - “and you can have one of those jokes whenever you take the fit.” But first they would move. He visualized a place where the nearest neighbors would be three miles away on either side.

              
                “I think you're doing fine,” she said, drawing on her gloves. “You've only been out of school a year. Rome wasn't built in a day.”

              She was one of the few members of the Y reducing class who arrived in hat and gloves and who had a son who had been to college. “It takes time,” she said, “and the world is in such a mess. This hat looked better on me than any of the others, though when she brought it out I said, ‘Take that thing back. I wouldn't have it on my head,’ and she said, ‘Now wait till you see it on,’ and when she put it on me, 1 said, ‘We-ull,’ and she said, ‘If you ask me, that hat does something for you and you do something for the hat, and besides,’ she said, ‘with that hat, you won't meet yourself coming and going.’”

              Julian thought he could have stood his lot better if she had been selfish, if she had been an old hag who drank and screamed at him. He walked along, saturated in depression, as if in the midst of his martyrdom he had lost his faith. Catching sight of his long, hopeless, irritated face, she stopped suddenly with a grief-stricken look, and pulled back on his arm. “Wait on me,” she said. “I'm going back to the house and take this thing off and tomorrow I'm going to return it. I was out of my head. I can pay the gas bill with that seven-fifty.”

              He caught her arm in a vicious grip. “You are not going to take it back,” he said. “I like it.”

              “Well,” she said, “I don't think I ought. . .” “Shut up and enjoy it,” he muttered, more depressed than ever.

              “With the world in the mess it's in,” she said, “it's a wonder we can enjoy anything. I tell you, the bottom rail is on the top.”

              Julian sighed.

              “Of course,” she said, “if you know who you are, you can go anywhere.” She said this every time he took her to the reducing class. “Most of them in it are not our kind of people,” she said, “but I can be gracious to anybody. I know who I am.”

              “They don't give a damn for yonr graciousness,” Julian said savagely. “Knowing who you are is good for one generation only. You haven't the foggiest idea where you stand now or who you are.”

              She stopped and allowed her eyes to flash at him. “I most certainly do know who I am,” she said, “and if you don't know who you are, I'm ashamed of you.”

              “Oh hell,” Julian said.

              “Your great-grandfather was a former governor of this state,” she said. “Your grandfather was a prosperous land-owner. Your grandmother was a Godhigh.”

              
                “Will you look around you,” he said tensely, “and see where you are now?” and he swept his arm jerkily out to indicate the neighborhood, which the growing darkness at least made less dingy.

              “You remain what you are,” she said. “Your great-grand-father had a plantation and two hundred slaves.”

              “There are no more slaves,” he said irritably.

              “They were better off when they were,” she said. He groaned to see that she was off on that topic. She rolled onto it every few days like a train on an open track. He knew every stop, every junction, every swamp along the way, and knew the exact point at which her conclusion would roil majestically into the station: “It's ridiculous. It's simply not realistic. They should rise, yes, but on their own side of the fence.”

              “Let's skip it,” Julian said.

              “The ones I feel sorry for,” she said, “are the ones that are half white. They're tragic.”

              “Will you skip it?”

              “Suppose we were half white. We would certainly have mixed feelings.”

              “I have mixed feelings now,” he groaned.

              “Well let's talk about something pleasant,” she said. “I remember going to Grandpa's when I was a little girl. Then the house had double stairways that went up to what was really the second floor - all the cooking was done on the first. I used to like to stay down in the kitchen on account of the way the walls smelled. I would sit with my nose pressed against the plaster and take deep breaths. Actually the place belonged to the Godhighs but your grandfather Chestny paid the mortgage and saved it for them. They were in reduced circumstances,” she said, “but reduced or not, they never forgot who they were.”

              “Doubtless that decayed mansion reminded them,” Julian muttered. He never spoke of it without contempt or thought of it without longing. He had seen it once when he was a child before it had been sold.,The double stairways had rotted and been tom down. Negroes were living in it. But it remained in his mind as his mother had known it. It appeared in his dreams regularly. He would stand on the wide porch, listening to the rustle of oak leaves, then wander through the high-ceilinged hall into the parlor that opened onto it and gaze at the worn rugs and faded draperies. It occurred to him that it was he, not she, who could have appreciated it. He preferred its threadbare elegance to anything he could name and it was because of it that all the neighborhoods they had lived in had been a torment to him - whereas she had hardly known the difference. She called her insensitivity “being adjustable.”

              
                “And I remember the old darky who was my nurse, Caroline. There was no better person in the world. I've always had a great respect for my colored friends,” she said. “I’d do anything in the world for them and they'd...”

              “Will you for God's sake get off that subject?” Julian said. When he got on a bus by himself, he made it a point to sit down beside a Negro, in reparation as it were for his mother's sins.

              “You're mighty touchy tonight,” she said. “Do you feel all right?”

              “Yes I feel all right” he said. “Now lay off.”

              She pursed her lips. “Well, you certainly are in a vile humor,” she observed “I just won't speak to you at all.”

              They had reached the bus stop. There was no bus in sight and Julian, his hands still jammed in his pockets and his head thrust forward, scowled down the empty street. The frustration of having to wait on the bus as well as ride on it began to creep up his neck like a hot hand. The presence of his mother was borne in upon him as she gave a pained sigh. He looked at her bleakly. She was holding herself very erect under the preposterous hat wearing it like a banner of her imaginary dignity. There was in him an evil urge to break her spirit. He suddenly unloosened his tie and pulled it off and put it in his pocket.

              She stiffened. “Why must you look like that when you take me to town?” she said. “Why must you deliberately embarrass me?”

              “If you'll never learn where you arc,” he said, “you can at least learn where I am.”

              “You look like a thug,” she said.

              “Then I must be one” he murmured.

              “I'll just go home” she said. “I wjll not bother you. If you can’t do a little thing’

              “like that for me ...”

              Rolling his eyes upward, he put his tie back on. “Restored to my class,” he muttered. He thrust his face toward her and hissed, “True culture is in the mind, the mind,” he said, and tapped his head, “the mind.”

              “It's in the heart,” she said, “and in how you do things and how you do things is because of who you are.”

              “Nobody in the damn bus cares who you are.”

              “I care who I am” she said icily.

              
                The lighted bus appeared on top of the next hill and as it approached, they moved out into the street to meet it He put his hand under her elbow and hoisted her up On the creaking step. She entered with a little smile, as if she were going into a drawing room where everyone had been waiting for her. While he put in the tokens, she sat down on one of the broad front seats for three which faced the aisle. A thin woman with protruding teeth and long yellow hair was sitting on the end of it. His mother moved up beside her and left room for Julian beside herself. He sat down and looked at the floor across the aisle where a pair of thin feet in red and white canvas sandals were planted.

              His mother immediately began a general conversation meant to attract anyone who felt like talking. “Can it get any hotter?” she said and removed from her purse a folding fan, black with a Japanese scene on it, which she began to flutter before her.

              “I reckon it might could,” the woman with the protruding teeth said, “but I know for a fact my apartment couldn’t get no hotter.”

              “It must get the afternoon sun, " his mother said. She sat forward and looked up and down the bus. It was half filled. Everybody was white. “I see we have the bus to ourselves," she said. Julian cringed.

              “For a change,” said the woman across the aisle, the owner of the red and white canvas sandals. “I come on one the other day and they were thick as fleas—up front and all through."

              “The world is in a mess everywhere,” his mother said. “I don't know how we’ve let it get in this fix.”

              “What gets my goat is all those boys from good families stealing automobile tires," the woman with the protruding teeth said. “I told my boy, I said you may not be rich but you been raised right and if I ever catch you in any such mess, they can send you on to the reformatory. Be exactly where you belong.”

              “Training tells,” his mother said. “Is your boy in high school?”

              “Ninth grade,” the woman said. 4

              "My son just finished college last year. He wants to write but he’s selling typewriters until he gets started,” his mother said.

              The woman leaned forward and peered at Julian. He threw her such a malevolent look that she subsided against the seat. On the floor across the aisle there was an abandoned newspaper. He got up and got it and opened it out in front of him. His mother discreetly continued the conversation in a lower tone but the woman across the aisle said in a loud voice, “Well that’s nice. Selling typewriters is close to writing. He can go right from one to the other.”

              "I tell him,” his mother said, “that Rome wasn't built in a day.”

              
                Behind the newspaper Julian was withdrawing into the inner compartment of his mind where he spent most of his time. This was a kind of mental bubble in which he established himself when he could not bear to be a part of what was going on around him. From it he could see out and judge but in it he was safe from any kind of penetration from without. It was the only place where he felt free of the general idiocy of his fellows. His mother had never entered it but from it he could see her with absolute clarity.

              The old lady was clever enough and he thought that if she had started from any of the right premises, more might have been expected of her. She lived according to the laws of her own fantasy world outside of which he had never seen her set foot. The law of it was to sacrifice herself for him after she had first created the necessity to do so by making a mess of things. If he had permitted her sacrifices, it was only because her lack of foresight had made them necessary. All of her life had been a struggle to act like a Chestny and to give him everything she thought a Chestny ought to have without the goods a Chestny ought to have; but since, said she, it was fun to struggle, why complain? And when you had won, as she had won, what fun to look back on the hard times! He could not forgive her that she had enjoyed the struggle and that she thought she had won.

              What she meant when she said she had won was that she had brought him up successfully and had sent him to college and that he had turned out so well-good looking (her teeth had gone unfilled so that his could be straightened), intelligent (he realized he was too intelligent to be a success), and with a future ahead of him (there was of course no future ahead of him). She excused his gloominess on the grounds that he was still growing up and his radical ideas on his lack of practical experience. She said he didn’t yet know a thing about “life,” that he hadn’t even entered the real world—when already he was as disenchanted with it as a man of fifty.

              The further irony of all this was4that in spite of her, he had turned out so well. In spite of going to only a third-rate college, he had, on his own initiative, come out with a first-rate education; in spite of growing up dominated by a small mind, he had ended up with a large one; in spite of all her foolish views, he was free of prejudice and unafraid to face facts. Most miraculous of all, instead of being blinded by love for her as she was for him, he had cut himself emotionally free of her and could see her with complete objectivity. He was not dominated by his mother.

              The bus stopped with a sudden jerk and shook him from his meditation. A woman from the back lurched forward with little steps and barely escaped falling in his newspaper as she righted herself. She got off and a large Negro got on. Julian kept his paper lowered to watch. It gave him a certain satisfaction to see injustice in daily operation.

              
                It confirmed his view that with a few exceptions there was no one worth knowing within a radius of three hundred miles. The Negro was well dressed and carried a briefcase. He looked around and then sat down on the other end of the seat where the woman with the red and white canvas sandals was sitting. He immediately unfolded a newspaper and obscured himself behind it. Julian's mother's elbow at once prodded insistently into his ribs. “Now you see why I won't ride on these buses by myself,” she whispered.

              The woman with the red and white canvas sandals had risen at the same time the Negro sat down and had gone farther back in the bus and taken the seat of the woman who had got off His mother leaned forward and cast her an approving look.

              Julian rose, crossed the aisle, and sat down in the place of the woman with the canvas sandals. From this position, he looked serenely across at his mother. Her face had turned an angry red. He stared at her, making his eyes the eyes of a stranger. He felt his tension suddenly lift as if he had openly declared war on her.

              He would have liked to get in conversation with the Negro and to talk with him about art or politics or any subject that would be above the comprehension of those around them, but the man remained entrenched behind his paper. He was either ignoring the change of seating or had never noticed it. There was no way for Julian to convey his sympathy.

              His mother kept her eyes fixed reproachfully on his face. The woman with the protruding teeth was looking at him avidly as if he were a type of monster new to her.

              “Do you have a light?” he asked the Negro.

              Without looking away from his paper, the man reached in his pocket and handed him a packet of matches.

              “Thanks,” Julian said. For a moment he held the matches foolishly. A NO SMOKING sign looked down upon him from over the door. This alone would not have deterred him; he had no cigarettes. He had quit smoking some months before because he could not afford it. “Sorry,” he muttered and handed back the matches. The Negro lowered the paper and gave him an annoyed look. He took the matches and raised the paper again.

              His mother continued to gaze at him but she did not take advantage of his momentary discomfort. Her eyes retained their battered look. Her face seemed to be unnaturally red, as if her blood pressure had risen. Julian allowed no glimmer of sympathy to show on his face. Having got the advantage, he wanted desperately to keep it and carry it through. He would have liked to teach her a lesson that would last her a while, but there seemed no way to continue the point. The Negro refused to come out from behind his paper.

              
                Julian folded his arms and looked stolidly before him, facing her but as if he did not see her, as if he had ceased to recognize her existence. He visualized a scene in which, the bus having reached their stop, he would remain in his seat and when she said, “Aren’t you going to get off?” he would look at her as at a stranger who had rashly addressed him. The comer they got off on was usually deserted, but it was well lighted and it would not hurt her to walk by herself the four blocks to the Y. He decided to wait until the time came and then decide whether or not he would let her get off by herself He would have to be at the Y at ten to bring her back, but he could leave her wondering if he was going to show up. There was no reason for her to think .ould always depend on him.

              He retired again into the high-ceilinged room sparsely settled with large pieces of antique furniture. His soul expanded momentarily but then he became aware ?f his mother across from him and the vision shriveled. He studied her coldly. He - lltiie pumps dangled like a child’s and did not quite reach the floor. She was training on him an exaggerated look of reproach. He felt completely detached from her. At that moment he could with pleasure have slapped her as he would have slapped a particularly obnoxious child in his charge.

              He began to imagine various unlikely ways by which he could teach her a lesson. He might make friends with some distinguished Negro professor or lawyer and bring him home to spend the evening. He would be entirely justified but her blood pressure would rise to 300. He could not push her to the extent of making her have a stroke, and moreover, he had never been successful at making any Negro friends. He had tried to strike up an acquaintance on the bus with some of the better types, with ones that looked like professors or ministers or lawyers. One morning he had sat down next to a distinguished-looking dark brown man who had answered his questions with a sonorous solemnity but who had turned out to be an undertaker. Another day he had sat down beside a cigar-smoking Negro with a diamond ring on his finger, but after a few stilted pleasantries, the Negro had rung the buzzer and risen, slipping two lottery tickets into Julian's hand as he climbed over him to leave.

              He imagined his mother lying desperately ill and his being able to secure only a Negro doctor for her. He toyed with that idea for a few minutes and then dropped it for a momentary vision of himself participating as a sympathizer in a sit-in demonstration. This was possible but he did not linger with it. Instead, he approached the ultimate horror. He brought home a beautiful suspiciously Negroid woman. Prepare yourself, he said. There is nothing you can do about it. This is the woman I've chosen. She’s intelligent, dignified, even good, and she’s suffered and she hasn’t thought it fun. Now persecute us, go ahead and persecute us. Drive her out of here, but remember, you’re driving me too.

              
                His eyes were narrowed and through the indignation he had generated, he saw his mother across the aisle, purple-faced, shrunken to the dwarf-like proportions of her moral nature, sitting like a mummy beneath the ridiculous banner of her hat.

              He was tilted out of his fantasy again as the bus stopped. The door opened with a sucking hiss and out of the dark a large, gaily dressed, sullen-looking colored woman got on with a little boy. The child, who might have been four, had on a short plaid suit and a Tyrolean hat with a blue feather in it. Julian hoped that he would sit down beside him and that the woman would push in beside his mother. He could think of no better arrangement.

              As she waited for her tokens, the woman was surveying the seating possibilities he hoped with the idea of sitting where she was least wanted. There was something familiar-looking about her but Julian could not place what it was. She was a giant of a woman. Her face was set not only to meet opposition but to seek it out. The downward tilt of her large lower lip was like a warning sign: DON’T TAMPER WITH ME. Her bulging figure was encased in a green crepe dress and her feet overflowed in red shoes. She had on a hideous hat. A purple velvet flap came down on one side of it and stood up on the other; the rest of it was green and looked like a cushion with the stuffing out. She carried a mammoth red pocketbook that bulged throughout as if it were stuffed with rocks.

              To Julian's disappointment, the little boy climbed up on the empty seat beside his mother. His mother lumped all children, black and white, into the common category, “cute,” and she thought little Negroes were on the whole cuter than little white children. She smiled at the little boy as he climbed on the seat.

              Meanwhile the woman was bearing down upon the empty seat beside Julian. To his annoyance, she squeezed herself into it. He saw his mother's face change as the woman settled herself next to him and he realized with satisfaction that this was more objectionable to her than it was to him. Her face seemed almost gray and there was a look of dull recognition in her eyes, as if suddenly she had sickened at some awful confrontation. Julian saw that it was because she and the woman had, in a sense, swapped sons. Though his mother would not' realize the symbolic significance of this, she would feel it. His amusement showed plainly on his face.

              The woman next to him muttered something unintelligible to herself. He was conscious of a kind of bristling next to him, a muted growling like that of an angry cat. He could not see anything but the red pocketbook upright on the bulging green thighs. He visualized the woman as she had stood waiting for her tokens-the ponderous figure, rising from the red shoes upward over the solid hips, the mammoth bosom, the haughty face, to the green and purple hat.

              
                His eyes widened.

              The vision of the two hats, identical, broke upon him with the radiance of a brilliant sunrise. His face was suddenly lit with joy. He could not believe that Fate had thrust upon his mother such a lesson. He gave a loud chuckle so that she would look at him and see that he saw. She turned her eyes on him slowly. The blue in them seemed to have turned a bruised purple. For a moment he had an uncomfortable sense of her innocence, but it lasted only a second before principle rescued him. Justice entitled him to laugh. His grin hardened until it said to her as plainly as if he were saying aloud: Your punishment exactly fits your pettiness. This should teach you a permanent lesson.

              Her eyes shifted to the woman. She seemed unable to bear looking at him and to find the woman preferable. He became conscious again of the bristling presence at his side. The woman was rumbling like a volcano about to become active. His mother's mouth began to twitch slightly at one corner. With a sinking heart, he saw incipient signs of recovery on her face and realized that this was going to strike her suddenly as funny and was going to be no lesson at all. She kept her eyes on the woman and an amused smile came over her face as if the woman were a monkey that had stolen her hat. The little Negro was looking up at her with large fascinated eyes. He had been trying to attract her attention for some time.

              “Carver!” the woman said suddenly. “Come heah!”

              When he saw that the spotlight was on him at last, Carver drew his feet up and turned himself toward Julian's mother and giggled.

              “Carver!” the woman said. “You heah me? Come heah!”

              Carver slid down from the seat but remained squatting with his back against the base of it, his head turned slyly around toward Julian's mother, who was smiling at him. The woman reached a hand across the aisle and snatched him to her. He righted himself and hung backwards on her knees, grinning at Julian's mother. “Isn’t he cute?” Julian's mother said to the woman with the protruding teeth.

              “I reckon he is,” the woman said without conviction.

              The Negress yanked him upright but he eased out of her grip and shot across the aisle and scrambled, giggling wildly, onto the seat beside his love.

              “I think he likes me,” Julian's mother said, and smiled at the woman. It was the smile she used when she was being particularly gracious to an inferior. Julian saw everything lost. The lesson had rolled off her like rain on a roof.

              
                The woman stood up and yanked the little boy off the seat as if she were snatching him from contagion. Julian could feel the rage in her at having no weapon like his mother's smile. She gave the child a sharp slap across his leg. He howled once and then thrust his head into her stomach and kicked his fret against her shins. “Be-have,” she said vehemently.

              The bus stopped and the Negro who had been reading the newspaper got off. The woman moved over and set the little boy down with a thump between herself and Julian. She held him firmly by the knee. In a moment he put his hands in front of his face and peeped at Julian's mother through his fingers.

              “I see you !” she said and put her hand in front of her face and peeped at him.

              The woman slapped his hand down. “Quit yo’ foolishness,” she said, “before I knock the living Jesus out of you!”

              Julian was thankful that the next stop was theirs. He reached up and pulled the cord. The woman reached up and pulled it at the same time. Oh my God, he thought. He had the terrible intuition that when they got off the bus together, his mother would open her purse and give the little boy a nickel. The gesture would be as natural to her as breathing. The bus stopped and the woman got up and lunged to the front, dragging the child, who wished to stay on, after her. [...] His mother got up and followed. As they neared the door, Julian tried to relieve her of her pocketbook.

              “No,” she murmured, “I want to give the little boy a nickel.”

              “No!” Julian hissed. “No!”

              She smiled down at the child and opened her bag. The bus door opened and the woman picked him up by the arm and descended with him, hanging at her hip. Once in the street she set him down and shook him.

              Julian's mother had to close her purse while she got down the bus step but as soon as her feet were on the ground, she opened it again and began to rummage inside. “I can’t find but a penny,” she whispered, “but it looks like a new one.”

              “Don’t do it!” Julian said fiercely between his teeth. There was a streetlight on the comer and she hurried to get under it so that she could better see into her pocketbook. The woman was heading off rapidly down the street with the child still hanging backward on her hand.

              “Oh little boy!” Julian's mother called and took a few quick steps and caught up with them just beyond the lamppost. “Here’s a bright new penny for you,” and she held out the coin, which shone bronze in the dim light.

              
                The huge woman turned and for a moment stood, her shoulders lifted and her face frozen with frustrated rage, and stared at Julian's mother. Then all at once she seemed to explode like a piece of machinery that had been given one ounce of pressure too much. Julian saw the black fist swing out with the red pocketbook. He shut his eyes and cringed as he heard the woman shout, “He don't take nobody’s pennies!” When he opened his eyes, the woman was disappearing down the street with the little boy staring wide-eyed over her shoulder. Julian's mother was sitting on the sidewalk.

              “I told you not to do that,” Julian said angrily. “I told you not to do that!”

              He stood over her for a minute, gritting his teeth. Her legs were stretched out in front of her and her hat was on her lap. He squatted down and looked her in the face. It was totally expressionless. “You got exactly what you deserved,” he said. “Now get up.”

              He picked up her pocketbook and put what had fallen out back in it. He picked the hat up off her lap. The penny caught his eye on the sidewalk and he picked that up and let it drop before her eyes into the purse. Then he stood up and leaned over and held his hands out to pull her up. She remained immobile. He sighed. Rising above them on either side were black apartment buildings, marked with irregular rectangles of light. At the end of the block a man came out of a door and walked off in the opposite direction. "All right,” he said, “suppose somebody happens by and wants to know why you’re sitting on the sidewalk?”

              She took the hand and, breathing hard, pulled heavily up on it and then stood for a moment, swaying slightly as if the spots of light in the darkness were circling around her. Her eyes, shadowed and confused, finally settled on his face. He did not try to conceal his irritation. “I hope this teaches you a lesson,” he said. She leaned forward and her eyes raked his face. She seemed trying to determine his identity. Then, as if she found nothing familiar about him, she started off with a headlong movement in the wrong direction. ‘

              “Aren’t you going on to the Y?”.he asked.

              “Home,” she muttered.

              “Well, are we walking?”

              For answer she kept going. Julian followed along, his hands behind him. He saw no reason to let the lesson she had had go without backing it up with an explanation of its meaning. She might as well be made to understand what had happened to her. “Don’t think that was just an uppity Negro woman,” he said. “That was the whole colored race which will no longer take your condescending pennies. That was your black double. She can wear the same hat as you, and to be sure,” he added gratuitously (because he thought it was funny), “it looked better on her than it did on you.

              
                What all this means,” he said, “is that the old world is gone. The old manners are obsolete and your graciousness is not worth a damn.” He thought bitterly of the house that had been lost for him. “You aren’t who you think you are,” he said. She continued to plow ahead, paying no attention to him. Her hair had come undone on one side. She dropped her pocketbook and took no notice. He stooped and picked it up and handed it to her but she did not take it.

              “You needn’t act as if the world had come to an end,” he aid, “because it hasn’t. From now on you’ve got to live in a new world and face a few realities for a change. Buck up,” he said, “it won't kill you.”

              She was breathing fast.

              “Let's wait on the bus,” he said.

              “Home,” she said thickly.

              “I hate to see you behave like this,” he said. “Just like a child. I should be able to expect more of you.” He decided to stop where he was and make her stop and wait for a bus. “I'm not going any farther,” he said, stopping. “We’re going on the bus.” She continued to go on as if she had not heard him. He took a few steps and caught her arm and stopped her. He looked into her face and caught his breath. He was looking into a face he had never seen before. “Tell Grandpa to come get me,” she said.

              He stared, stricken.

              “Tell Caroline to come get me,” she said.

              Stunned, he let her go and she lurched forward again, walking as if one leg were shorter than the other. A tide of darkness seemed to be sweeping her from him. “Mother!” he cried. “Darling, sweetheart, wait!” Crumpling, she fell to the pavement. He dashed forward and fell at her side, cryjng, “Mamma, Mamma!” He turned her over. Her face was fiercely distorted. One eye, large and staring, moved slightly to the left as if it had become unmoored. The other remained fixed on him, raked his face again, found nothing and closed.

              “Wait here, wait here!” he cried and jumped up and began to run for help toward a cluster of lights he saw in the distance ahead of him. “Help, help!” he shouted, but his voice was thin, scarcely a thread of sound. The lights drifted farther away the faster he ran and his feet moved numbly as if they carried him nowhere. The tide of darkness seemed to sweep him back to her, postponing from moment to moment his entry into the world of guilt and sorrow
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                      antique (adj.):

                      atrocious (adj.)

                      buzzer (n.):

                      dumpy (adj.):

                      florid (adj.):

                      jaunty (adj.):

                      martyrdom (n.):

                      numbly (adv.) :

                      pathetic (adj.):

                      pierce (v.):

                      protrude (v.):

                      saturate (v.):

                      savagely (adv.):

                      scarcely (adv.):

                      sparsely (adv.):

                      squat (v.) :

                      surmount (v.) :

                      swamp (n.) :

                      yank (v.) :

                    
                    	
                      old and often valuable

                      very bad or unpleasant

                      an electrical device that produces a buzzing sound as a signal

                      short and fat

                      red (face)

                      feeling of confident, lively

                      the suffering or death of martyr

                      without any feeling or thinking

                      feeling of pity or sadness or weak

                      to go through something

                      to stick out from a place or a surface

                      to fill something completely with something

                      violently or fiercely

                      only just, almost not

                      in small numbers

                      to sit on the heels with knees bent up close to the body

                      to be placed on the top of something

                      very wet area

                      to pull hard or suddenly

                    
                  

                
              

              
                
                  Exercises
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the text
                
              

              
                	Answer the following questions in brief.

              

              
                	For whom was the reducing class designed?

                	How was the hat of Julian?

                	Who were Julian's grandfather and grandmother?

                	How did Julian's mother remember the days of going to Grandpa’s when she was a little girl?

                	What did Julian's mother offer by calling out to career?

                	Whom did Julian address by saying "Darling, sweetheart, wait!."?

                	Why did the huge woman stare at Julian's mother?

                	Why did Julian go to grab his mother's arm?

                	Why might not Julian make friends with some distinguished Negro professor or lawyer and bring him home?

                	How did Julian's mother enter into the lighted bus?

              

              
                	What is the debate between Julian and his mother regarding the hat?

                	
                  After making such a big deal about Julian's mother's new ugly hat, why do you think she isn't bothered when she sees carver's mother with the same hat? What does this say about her character? Does her reaction go against the idea that she is racist? Why or why not?

                	What clues do we get about fate of Julian's mother? Do you ever get the feeling that her blood pressure is a real problem before the incident with Carver's mother?

                	What does the title refer to ? What is rising and what is converging?

                	What is the significance of Julian's response to the mother's behavior?

                	Do you think Julian is a good son? Is his mother a good mother? What's really behind Julian's anger toward his mother? Frustration? Guilt? Resentment?

                	What do you think really happens at the end of the story? Does Julian find help in time?

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Write the critical appreciation of the story in your own words.

                	Nepalese society is also traditional still now. There are many parents who still discriminate as upper cast and lower cast and behave accordingly. Changing them to the democratic value of equality is the responsibility of the youth. How can it be possible to change them without hurting their feeling? Give your practical solution.

                	How is your relation with your mother? Do you have dispute and debate while you trying to change her conservative habit? Give your experience.

                	Explain the following extract with reference to the context:

              

              
                
                  “Don’t think that was just an uppity Negro woman,” he said. “That was the whole colored race which will no longer take your condescending pennies. That was your black double.
                  

                
              

            
            
              
                
              

              7. Lullaby by Leslie Marmon silko

              

              
                
                
                  Leslie Marmon Silko
                
              

              Leslie Marmon Silko (1948) was bom in Albuquerque, New Mexico. She is widely recognized as one of the finest living Native American writer. She is known for her lyric treatment of Native American subjects. She is the novelist, poet, and essayist. She attended Catholic Schools, took a B.A. from the university of New Mexico, then began Law School under a special program for Native Americans. But she soon gave it up to become a writer and a teacher. Bom to the photographer Lee Marmon and his wife, Mary Virginia, Leslie Marmon Silko is of Laguna Pueblo, Mexican and Anglo- American heritage. Her mixed ancestry has influenced her work in many ways. Growing up on the edge of the Laguna Pueblo reservation, Marmon Silko's earliest experiences were positioned between cultures. In 1974, she published a volume of poetry called Laguna Woman. Marmon Silko was also acknowledged the influence of her own family's storytelling on her method and vision. Her works' primarily focus on the alienation of Native Americans in a White society and on the importance of Native traditions and community in helping them cope with modem life. She has been noted as a major contributor to the Native American literary and artistic renaissance, which began in the late 1960s. The Man to Send Rain Clouds (1969), Ceremony (1977) etc. are her famous works.

              The story "Lullaby" was published on storyteller (1981), a book in which Silko interweaves autographical reminiscences, short stories, poetry, photographs of her family and traditional songs. 'Lullaby' is one of the most noted pieces in Storyteller. It is told from the perspective of an old woman reminiscing about some of the most tragic events of her life. She recalls being informed of the death of her son in war, the loss of her children after taken by white doctors, and the exploitative treatment of her husband by the white rancher who employs him. Ayah, Chato, Jimmie, Ella and Danny are the characters of the story. Ayah's only comfort is memory and the inalterable connections between land, memory, and life. Silko is able to make the readers feel the intense pain of loneliness associates with the loss of Ayah's family and culture at the hands of the white man.

              
                Lullaby

              The sun had gone down but the snow in the wind gave off its own light. It came in thick tufts like new wool-washed before the weaver spins it. Ayah reached out for it like her own babies had, and she smiled when she remembered how she had laughed at them. She was an old woman now, and her life had become memories. She sat down with her back against the wide cottonwood tree, feeling the rough bark on her back bones; she faced east and listened to the wind and snow sing a high-pitched Yeibechei song. Out of the wind she felt warmer, and she could watch the wide fluffy snow fill in her tracks, steadily, until the direction she had come from was gone. By the light of the snow she could see the dark outline of the big arroyo a few feet away. She was sitting on the edge of Cebolleta Creek, where in the spring time the thin cows would graze on grass already chewed flat to the ground. In the wide deep creek bed where only a trickle of water flowed in the summer, the skinny cows would wander, looking for new grass along winding paths splashed with manure.

              Ayah pulled the old Army blanket over her head like a shawl. Jimmie's blanket- the one he had sent to her. That was a long time ago and the green wool was faded, and it was unraveling on the edges. She did not want to think about Jim mie. So she thought about the weaving and the way her mother had done it. On the tall wooden loom set into the sand under a tamarack tree/or shade. She could see it clearly. She had been only_a little girl when her grandma gave her the wooden combs to pull the twigs and burrs from the raw, freshly washed wool. And while she combed the wool, her grandma sat beside her, spinning a silvery strand of yam around the smooth cedar spindle. Her mother worked at the loom with yarns dyed bright yellow and red and gold. She watched them dye the yarn in boiling black pots full of beeweed petals, juniper berries, and sage. The blankets her mother made were soft and woven so tight that rain rolled off them like birds' feathers. Ayah remembered sleeping warm on cold windy nights, wrapped in her mother's blankets on the hogan's sandy floor.

              The snow drifted now, with the northwest wind hurling it in gusts. It drifted up around her black overshoes-old ones with little metal buck les. She smiled at the snow which was trying to cover her little by little. She could remember when they had no black rubber overshoes; only the high buckskin leggings that they wrapped over their elkhide moccasins. If the snow was dry or frozen, a person could walk all day and not get wet; and in the evenings the beams of the ceiling would hang with lengths of pale buckskin leg gings, drying out slowly.

              She felt peaceful remembering. She didn't feel cold any more. Jimmie's blanket seemed warmer than it had ever been. And she could remember the morning he was bom. She could remember whispering to her mother, who was sleeping on the other side of the hogan, to tell her it was time now.

              
                She did not want to wake the others. The second time she called to her, her mother stood up and pulled on her shoes; she knew. They walked to the old stone hogan together, Ayah walking a step behind her mother. She waited alone, learning the rhythms of the pains while her mother went to call the old woman to help them. The morning was already warm even before dawn and Ayah smelled the bee flowers blooming and the young willow growing at the springs. She could remember that so clearly, but his birth merged into the births of the other children and to her it became all the same birth. They named him for the summer morning and in English they called him Jimmie.

              It wasn't like Jimmie died. He just never came back, and one day a dark blue sedan with white writing on its doors pulled up in front of the box car shack where the rancher let the Indians live. A man in a khaki uniform trimmed in gold gave them a yellow piece of paper and told them that Jimmie was dead. He said the Army would try to get the body back and then it would be shipped to them, but it wasn't likely because the helicopter had burned after it crashed. All of this was told to Chato because he could understand English. She stood inside the doorway holding the baby while Chato listened. Chato spoke English like a white man and he spoke Spanish too. He was taller than the white man and he stood straighter too. Chato didn't explain why; he just told the military man they could keep the body if they found it. The white man looked bewildered; he nodded his head and he left. Then Chato looked at her and shook his head, and then he told her, “Jimmie isn't coming home anymore," and when he spoke, he used the words to speak of the dead. She didn't cry then, but she hurt inside with anger. And she mourned iym as the years passed, when a horse fell with Chato and broke his leg, and the white rancher told them he wouldn't pay Chato until he could work again. She mourned Jimmie because he would have worked for his father then; he would have saddled the big bay horse and ridden the fence lines each day, with wire cutters and heavy_gloves, fixing the breaks in the barbed wire and putting the stray cattle back inside again.

              She mourned him after the white doctors came to take Danny and Ella away. She was at the shack alone that day they came. It was back in the days before they hired Navajo women to go with them as interpreters. She recognized one of the doctors. She had seen him at the children's clinic at Canoncito about a month ago. They were wearing khaki uniforms and they waved papers at her and a black ball-point pen, trying to make her understand their English words. She was frightened by the way they looked at the children, like the lizard watches the fly. Danny was swinging on the tire swing on the elm tree behind the rancher's house, and Ella was toddling around the front door, dragging the broomstick horse Chato made for her. Ayah could see they wanted her to sign the papers, and Chato had taught her to sign her name. It was something she was -proud of. She only wanted them to go, and to take their eyes away from her children.

              
                She took the pen from the man without looking at his face and she signed the papers in three different places he pointed to. She stared at the ground by their feet and waited for them to leave. But they stood there and began to point and gesture at the children. Danny stopped swinging. Ayah could see his fear. She moved suddenly and grabbed Ella into her arms; the child squirmed, trying to get back to her toys. Ayah ran with the baby toward Danny; she screamed for him to run and then she grabbed him around his chest and carried him too. She ran south into the foothills of juniper trees and black lava rock. Behind her she heard the doctors running, but they had been taken by surprise, and as the hills became steeper and the cholla cactus were thicker, they stopped. When she reached the top of the hill, she stopped to listen in case they were circling around her. But in a few minutes she heard a car engine start and they drove away. The children had been too surprised to cry while she ran with them. Danny was shaking and Ella's little fingers were gripping Ayah's blouse.

              She stayed up in the hills for the rest of the day, sitting on a black lava boulder in the sun. shine where she could see for miles all around her. The sky was light blue and cloudless, and it was warm for late April. The sun warmth relaxed her and took the fear and anger away. She lay back on the rock and watched the sky. It seemed to her that she could walk into the sky, stepping through clouds endlessly. Danny played with lit tie pebbles and stones, pretending they were birds eggs and then little rabbits. Ella sat at her feet and dropped fistfuls of dirt into the breeze, watching the dust and particles of sand intently. Ayah watched a hawk soar high above them, dark wings gliding; hunting or only watching, she did not know. The hawk was patient and he cir cled all afternoon before he disappeared around the high volcanic peak the Mexicans called Guadalupe.

              Late in the afternoon, Ayah looked down at the gray boxcar shack with the paint all peeled from the wood; the stove pipe on the roof was rusted and crooked. The fire she had built that morning in the oil drum stove had burned out. Ella was asleep in her lap now and Danny sat close to her, complaining that he was hungry; he asked when they would go to the house. “We will stay up here until your father comes," she told him, “because those white men were chasing us." The boy remembered then and he nodded at her silently.

              If Jimmie had been there he could have read those papers and explained to her what they said. Ayah would have known then, never to sign them. The doctors came back the next day and they brought a BIA policeman with them. They told Chato they had her signature and that was all they needed. Except for the kids. She listened to Chato sullenly; she hated him when he told her it was the old woman who died in the winter, spitting blood; it was her old grandma who had given the children this disease.

              
                "They don't spit blood,” she said coldly. “The whites lie.” She held Ella and Danny close to her, ready to run to the hills again. “I want a medicine man first," she said to Chato, not looking at him. He shook his head. "It's too late now. The policeman is with them. You signed the paper.” His voice was gentle.

              It was worse than if they had died: to lose the children and to know that somewhere, in a place called Colorado, in a place full of sick and dying strangers, her children were without her. There had been babies that died soon after they were bom, and one that died before he could walk. She had carried them herself, up to the boulders and great pieces of the cliff that long ago crashed down from Long Mesa; she laid them in the crev ices of sandstone and buried them in fine brown sand with round quartz pebbles that washed down the hills in the rain. She had endured it because they had been with her. But she could not bear this pain. She did not sleep for a long time after they took her children. She stayed on the hill where they had fled the first time, and she slept rolled up in the blanket Jimmie had sent her. She carried the pain in her belly and it was fed by everything she saw. the blue sky of their last day together and the dust and pebbles they played with; the swing in the elm tree and broomstick horse choked life from her. The pain filled her stomach and there was no room for food or for her lungs to fill with air. The air and the food would have been theirs.

              She hated Chato, not because he let the police man and doctors put the screaming children in the governmqpt car, but because he had taught her to sign her name. Because it was like the old ones always told her about learning their language or any of their ways: it endangered you. She slept alone on the hill until the middle of November when the first snows came. Then she made a bed for herself where the children had slept. She did not lie down beside Chato again until many years later, when he was sick and shivering and only her body could keep him warm. The illness came after the white rancher told Chato he was too old to work for him anymore, and Chato and his old woman should be out of the shack by the next afternoon because the rancher had hired new people to work there. That had satisfied her. To see how the white man repaid Chato's years of loyalty and work. All of Chato's fine-sounding English talk didn’t change things.

              It snowed steadily and the luminous light from the snow gradually diminished into the darkness. Somewhere in Cebolleta a dog barked and other village dogs joined with it. Ayah looked in the direction she had come, from the bar where Chato was buying the wine. Sometimes he told her to go on ahead and wait; and then he never came. And when she finally went back looking for him, she would find him passed out at the bottom of the wooden steps to Azzie's Bar. All the wine would be gone and most of the money too, from the pale blue check that came to them once a month in a government envelope.

              
                It was then that she would look at his face and his hands, scarred by ropes and the barbed wire of all those years, and she would think, this man is a stranger; for forty years she had smiled at him and cooked his food, but he remained a stranger. She stood up again, with the snow almost to her knees, and she walked back to find Chato.

              It was hard to walk in the deep snow and she felt the air bum in her lungs. She stopped a short distance from the bar to rest and readjust the blanket. But this time he wasn't waiting for her on the bottom step with his old Stetson hat pulled down and his shoulders hunched up in his long wool overcoat.

              She was careful not to slip on the wooden steps. When she pushed the door open, warm air and cigarette smoke hit her face. She looked around slowly and deliberately, in every corner, in every dark place that the old man might find to sleep. The bar owner didn't like Indians in there, especially Navajos, but he let Chato come in because he could talk Spanish like he was one of them. The men at the bar stared at her, and the bartender saw that she left the door open wide. Snowflakes were flying inside like moths and melting into a puddle on the oiled wood floor. He motioned to her to close the door, but she did not see him. She held herself straight and walked across the room slowly, searching the room with every step. The snow in her hair melted and she could feel it on her forehead. At\he far comer of the room, she saw red flames at the mica window of the old stove door; she looked behind the stove just to make sure. The bar got quiet except for the Spanish polka music playing on the jukebox. She stood by the stove and shook the snow from her blanket and held it near the stove to dry. The wet wool smell re minded her of new-bom goats in early March, brought inside to warm near the fire. She felt calm.

              In past years they would have told her to get out. But her hair was white now and her face was wrinkled. They looked at her like she was a spider crawling slowly across the room. They were afraid; she could feel the fear. She looked at their faces steadily. They reminded her of the first time the white people brought her children back to her that winter. Danny had been shy and hid behind the thin white woman who brought them. And the baby had not known her urttil Ayah took her into her arms, and then Ella had nuzzled close to her as she had when she was nursing. The blonde woman was nervous and kept looking at a dainty gold watch on her wrist. She sat on the bench near the small window and watched the dark snow clouds gather around the mountains; she was worrying about the unpaved road. She was frightened by what she saw inside too: the strips of venison drying on a rope across the ceiling and the children jabbering excitedly in a language she did not know. So they stayed for only a few hours. Ayah watched the government car disappear down the road and she knew they were already being weaned from these lava hills and from this sky. The last time they came was in early June, and Ella stared at her the way the men in the bar were now staring.

              
                Ayah did not try to pick her up; she smiled at her instead and spoke cheerfully to Danny. When he tried to an swer her, he could not seem to remember and he spoke English words with the Navajo. But he gave her a scrap of paper that he had found somewhere and carried in his pocket; it was folded in half, and he shyly looked up at her and said it was a bird. She asked Chato if they were home for good this time. He spoke to the white woman and she shook her head. “How much longer?” he asked, and she said she didn't know; but Chato saw how she stared at the boxcar shack. Ayah turned away then. She did not say good-bye.

              She felt satisfied that the men in the bar feared her. Maybe it was her face and the way she held her mouth with teeth clenched tight, like there was nothing anyone could do to her now. She walked north down the road, searching for the old man. She did this because she had the blanket, and there would be no place for him ex cept with her and the blanket in the old adobe barn near the arroyo. They always slept there when they came to Cebolleta. If the money and the wine were gone, she would be relieved because then they could go home again; back to the old hogan with a dirt roof and rock walls where she herself had been born. And the next day the old man could go back to the few sheep they still had, to follow along behind them, guiding them, into dry sandy arroyos where sparse grass grew. She knew he did not like walking behind old ewes when for so many years he rode big quarter horses and worked with cattle. But she wasn't sorry for him; he should have known all along what would happen.

              There had not been enough rain for their garden in five years, and that was when Chato finally hitched a ride into the town and brought back brown boxes of rice and -sugar and big tin cans of welfare peaches. After that, at the first of the month they went to Cebolleta to ask the postmaster for the check; and then Chato would go to the bar and cash it. They did this as they planted the garden every May, not because any thing would survive the summer dust, but because it was time to do this. The journey passed: the days that smelled silent and dry like the caves above the canyon with yellow painted buffaloes on their walls.

              He was walking along the pavement when she found him. He did not stop or turn around when he heard her behind him. She walked beside him and she noticed how slowly he moved now. He smelled strong of wood smoke and urine. Lately he had been forgetting. Sometimes he called her by his sister's name and she had been gone for a long time. Once she had found him wandering on the road to the white man's ranch, and she asked him why he was going that way; he laughed at her and said, “You know they can't run that ranch without me," and he walked on determined, limping on the leg that had been crushed many years before. Now he looked at her curiously, as if for the first time, but he kept shuffling along, moving slowly along the side of the high way.

              
                His gray hair had grown long and spread out on the shoulders of the long overcoat. He wore the old felt hat pulled down over his ears. His boots were worn out at the toes and he had stuffed pieces of an old red shirt in the holes. The rags made his feet look like little animals up to their ears in snow. She laughed at his feet; the snow muffled the sound of her laugh. He stopped and looked at her again. The wind had quit blow ing and the snow was falling straight down; the southeast sky was beginning to clear and Ayah could see a star.

              "Let's rest awhile,” she said to him. They walked away from the road and up the slope to the giant boulders that had tumbled down from the red sand rock mesa throughout the centuries of rainstorms and earth tremors. In a place where the boulders shut out the wind, they sat down with their backs against the rock. She offered half of the blanket to him and they sat wrapped together.

              The storm pasled swiftly. The clouds moved east. They were massive and full, crowding together across the sky. She watched them with the feeling of horses-steely blue-gray horses startled across the sky. The powerful haunches pushed into the distances and the tail hairs streamed white mist behind them. The sky cleared. Ayah saw that there was nothing between her and the stars. The light was crystalline. There was no shimmer, no distortion through earth haze. She breathed the clarity of the night sky; she smelled the purity of the half moon and the stars. He was lying on his side with his knees pulled up near his belly for warmth. His eyes were closed now, and in the light from the stars and the moon, he looked young again.

              She could see it descend out of the night sky: an icy stillness from the edge of the thin moon. She recognized the freezing. It came gradually, sinking snowflake by snowflake until the crust was heavy and deep. It had the strength of the stars in Orion, and its journey was endless. Ayah knew that with the wine he would sleep. He would not feel it. She tucked the blanket around him, remembering how it was when Ella had been with her; and she felt the rush sp big inside her heart for the babies. And she sang the only song she knew to sing for babies. She could not remember if she had ever sung it to her children, but she knew that her grandmother had sung it and her mother had sung it:

              The earth is your mother,

              she holds you.

              The sky is your father,

              he protects you.

              Sleep,

              sleep.

              
                Rainbow is your sister,

              she loves you.

              The winds are your brothers, they sing to you.

              Sleep, sleep.

              We are together always

              We are together always

              There never was a time > when this

              was not so.

              
                
                  
                    	
                      
                        Glossary
                      
                    
                    	
                  

                  
                    	burr (n.)
                    	seed container of some plants covered in very small hooks
                  

                  
                    	canyon (n.)
                    	a deep valley with steep of the rock
                  

                  
                    	cedar (n.)
                    	a tall evergreen tree with wide spreading branches
                  

                  
                    	crystalline (adj.)
                    	like crystal
                  

                  
                    	fluffy (adj.)
                    	feathery
                  

                  
                    	haunch (n.)
                    	
                      the hip, buttock, and upper thigh in human and animals

                      *

                    
                  

                  
                    	jabber(n.)
                    	to chatter, talk or gossip
                  

                  
                    	loom (n.)
                    	a machine for making clothes by twisting threads between other threads
                  

                  
                    	lullaby (n.)
                    	a soft gentle song sung to make a child go to sleep
                  

                  
                    	rancher (n.)
                    	a person who owns or manages a farm
                  

                  
                    	shack (n.)
                    	a small building made of wood or metal that has not been built well
                  

                  
                    	shimmer (n.)
                    	a shining light
                  

                  
                    	spindle (n.)
                    	a thin pointed piece of wood used for spinning wool into thread by hand
                  

                  
                    	Sullenly
                    	angrily
                  

                  
                    	Tuft
                    	Clump or bunch
                  

                  
                    	Vension
                    	Meat from a deer
                  

                  
                    	Weaver
                    	A person who weaves clothes, carper, etc.
                  

                
              

              
                
                  Exercise
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the text
                
              

              
                	What is still fresh in Ayah's memories about her mother though she has grown old?

                	Why do you think it did not feel for Ayah that Jimmie had died?

                	How did Jimmie die? Was it possible to get his dead body back? Why?

                	Who came to take Danny and Ella? Why?

                	Who were chasing Ayah and her children?

                	Why did Ayah sign the papers brought by doctors?

                	Why did Ayah hate Chato?

                	Why would Chato look stranger to Ayah when he came from bar?

                	What pain was very difficult for Ayah to bear? Why?

                	How is mother's love for children portrayed in the story and poem that follows it?

                	Explain the song sung by Ayah at the end of the story.

                	Sketch the character of Ayah.

                	Ayah will have no grand children. What does this say about cultural heritage and legacy?

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Poverty is a big curse. How do you think we can eradicate this from our life?

                	Describe the hardship of laborers in your locality. What do you think can be and should be done in order to lessen their destitution?

                	The world is full of pains. When we see other we forget our own. Explain this statement.

                	‘Losing children is the hardest pain to bear in the world’. Do you agree with this statement? Given your reason.

                	“Use and throw” is the principle of many private employers. What should be done by the government to abolish this evil system in our society?

              

            
            
              
                
              

              8. Devil Deer by Rudilfo Anaya

              
                
                  RUDOLFO ANAYA
                
              

              
                Rudolfo Anaya (1937- 2020) was born in New Mexico. His full name is Rudolfo Alfonso Anaya. He was raised in the nearby town of Santa Rosa, New Mexico. His father was a vaquero from a family of cattle workers and sheep herders. His mother’s family was composed of farmers from Puerto De Luna in the Pecos Valley of New Mexico. Anaya grew up with two half-brothers, from his mother’s previous marriage, and four sisters. The beauty of the desert flatlands of New Mexico, referenced as the llano in Anaya's writings, had a profound influence on his early childhood. Anaya learned to speak English only when he started school. He graduated from the University of New Mexico, (B.A. in 1963, M.A. in 1968 in English and another M.A. in 1972 in guidance and counseling) and worked as a public school teacher in Albuquerque (1963-70). From 1974 to 1993 he taught at the University of New Mexico. He was an American novelist and educator. His fiction expresses his Mexican American heritage, the tradition of folklore and oral storytelling in Spanish, and the Jungian mythic perspective. Bless Me, Ultima (1963), Heart of Aztian (1973), Tortuga (1979), The Legend of La Llorona (1984), Chicaspatas (1985), A Chicano in China (1986), Alburquerque (1992), Randy Lopez Goes Home (2011), The Old Man's Lbve Story’ (2013), etc. are his some famous works.

              This story "Devil Deer" is related to the event of hunting deer. Frank Waters wrote a story about the man who killed a deer which inspired Rudolfo Anaya to write the story "Devil Deer". In the story, the.young hunter Cruz shoots a buck inside the fence around the Los Alamos National Laboratory and finds it is terribly deformed. He brings the carcass home, but the old men of his town take it away to burn it. A new legend would grow about the man who “had gone into the forbidden land where the forest glowed at night.” Cruz killed something that had become an embodiment of man’s evil, and one does not easily recover from such an encounter. In this story, nature as a subject versus nature as an object collides together the moment the talk of hunting began. The fact is, we as human beings consume a piece of nature one way or another in order to sustain our lives.

              
                
                  
                    Devil Deer
                
              

              At night, frost settled like glass dust on the peaks of the Jemez Mountains, but when the sun came up the cold dissolved. The falling leaves of the aspen were showers of gold coins. Deer sniffed the air and moved silently along the edges of the meadows in the high country. Clean and sharp and well defined, autumn had come to the mountain.

              In the pueblo the red riztras hung against brown adobe walls, and large ears of com filled kitchen corners. The harvest of the valley had been brought in, and the people rested. A haze of pinon smoke clung like a veil over the valley.

              Late at night the men polished their rifles and told hunting stories. Neighbors on the way to work met in front of the post office or in the pueblo center to stop and talk. It was deer season, a ritual shared since immemorial time. Friends made plans to go together, to stay maybe three or four days, to plan supplies. The women kidded the men: "You better bring me a good one this time, a big buck who maybe got a lot of does pregnant in his life. Bring a good one."

              Cruz heard the sound of laughter as neighbors talked. In the night he made love to his wife with renewed energy, just as the big buck he was dreaming about. "That was goods." his young wife whispered in the dark, under the covers, as the too dreamed of the buck her husband would bring. Deer meat to make jerky, to cook with red chili all winter.

              These were the dreams and planning that made the pueblo happy when deer season came. The men were excited. The old men talked of hunts long ago, told stories of the deer they had seen in the high country, sometimes meeting deer with special powers, or remembering an accident that happened long ago. Maybe a friend or brother had been shot. There were many stories to tell, and the old men talked far into the night.

              The young men grew eager. They didn't want stories, they wanted the first day of deer season to come quickly so they could get up there and bag a buck. Maybe they had already scouted an area and they knew some good meadows where a herd of deer come down to blows in the evening. Or maybe they had hunted there the year before, and they had seen deer signs. ,

              Everyone knew the deer population was growing scarce. It was harder and harder to get a buck. Too many hunters, maybe. Over the years there were fewer bucks. You hand to go deeper into the forest, higher, maybe find new places, maybe have strong medicine.

              Cruz thought of this as he planned. This time he and his friend Joe were going up to a place they called Black Ridge. They called it Black Ridge because there the pine trees were thick and dark. Part of the ridge was fenced in by the Los Alamos Laboratory, and few hunters wandered near the chain-link fence.

              
                The place was difficult to get to, hard to hunt, and there were rumors that the fence carried electricity. Or there were electric sensors and if they went off maybe a helicopter would swoop down and the Lab guards would arrest you. Nobody hunted near the fence; the ridge lay silent and ominous on the side of the mountain.

              All month Cruz and Joe planned, but a few days before the season started Joe was unloading lumber at work and the pile slipped and crashed down to break his leg.

              "Don't go along," Joe told Cruz. "You don't want to be up there alone, Go with your cousin, they're going up to the brown bear area..."

              "There's no deer there," Cruz complained. "Too many hunters." He wanted to go high, up to Black Ridge whergjew hunters went. Something was telling him that he was going to get a big buck this year.

              So on the night before the season opened he drove his truck up to Black Ridge. He found an old road that had been cut when the Los Alamos fence had been put in, and he followed in as high as it went. That night he slept in his truck, not bothering to make a fire or set up camp. He was going to get a buck early, he was sure, maybe be back at the pueblo by afternoon.

              Cruz awoke from a dream and clutched the leather bag tied at his belt. The fetish of stone, a black bear, was in the bag. He had talked to the bear before he fell asleep, and the bear had come in his dreams, standing upright like a man. Walking towards Cruz, words in its mount as if it was about to speak.

              Cruz stood frozen. The bear was deformed. One paw was twisted like an old tree root, the other was missing. The legs were gnarled, and the huge animal walked like an old man with arthritis. The face was deformed, the mouth dripping with saliva. Only the eyes were clear as it looked at Cruz. Go away, it said, go away from this place. Not even the medicine of your grandfathers can help you here.

              What did the dream mean; Cru/ wondered and rolled down the truck window. The thick forest around him was dark. A sound came and receded from the trees, like the moaning of wing, like a restless spirit'breathing, there just beyond the Tech Area fence of the laboratories. There was a blue glow in the dark forest, but it was too early for it to be the glow of dawn.

              Cruz listened intently. Someone or something was dying in the forest, and breathing in agony. The breath of life was going out of the mountain; the mountain was dying. The eerie, blue glow filled the night. In the old stories, when time was new, the earth had opened and bled its red, hot blood. But that was the coming to life of the mountain; now the glow was the emanation of death. The earth was dying, and the black bear had come to warn him.

              
                Cruz slumped against the steering wheel. His body ached; he stretched. It wasn't good to hunt alone. He though, then instantly tried to erase the thought. He stepped out to urinate. Then he turned to pray as the dawn come over the east rim of the ridge. He held the medicine bag which contained his bear. Give me strength; he thought to take a deer to my family. Let me not be afraid.

              It was the first time that he had even thought of being afraid on the mountain, and he found the thought disturbing.

              He ate the beer sandwich his wife had packed for him, and drank coffee from the thermos. Then he checked his rifle and began to walk, following the old cats of the road along the fence, looking for deer sign, looking for movement in thick forest. When the sun came over the volcanic peaks the Jemez, the frost disappeared. There were no clouds to the west no sign of storm.

              Cruz had walked a short distance: a shadow in the pine trees made him stop and freeze. Something was moving off to his right. He listened intently and heard the wheezing sound he had heard earlier. The sound was a slow inhaling and exhaling of breach. It's a buck. Joe thought, and drew up his rifle.

              Ashe stood looking for the outline of the buck in the trees he felt a vibration of the earth, as if the entre ridge was moving. The sound and the movement frightened him. He knew the mountain he had hunted its peaks since he was a boy, and he had never felt anything like this. He saw movement again, and turned to see the huge rack of the deer, dark antlers moving through the trees.

              The buck was inside the fence, about fifty yards away. Cruz would have to go in for the deer. The dark pines were too thick to get a clear shot. Cruz walked quietly along the fence. At any moment he expected the buck to startle and run; instead the buck seemed to follow him.

              When Cruz stopped, the buck stopped, and it blended into trees so Cruz wasn't sure if it was a deer or if he only was imagining it. He knew excitement sometimes made the hunter see things. Tree branches became antlers, and hunters sometimes fired at movement in the brush. That's how accidents happened.

              Cruz moved again and the shadow of the buck moved with him, still partially hidden by the thick trees. Cruz stopped and lifted his rifle but the form of the deer was gone. The deer was staling him, Cruz thought. Well, this happened. A hunter would be following a deer and the buck would circle around and follow the hunter. There were lots of stories. A buck would appear between two hunting parties and the hunters would fire at each other while the buck slipped away.

              
                Cruz sat on a log and looked into the forest. There it was, the outline of the buck in the shadows. Cruz opened his leather bag and took out the small, stone bear. What he saw made him shudder. There was a crack along the length of the bear. A crack in his medicine. He looked up and the blank eyes of the buck in the trees were staring at him.

              Cruz fired from the hip cursing the buck as he did. The report of the rifle echoed down the ridge. Nearby a black crow cried in surprise and rose into the air. The wind moaned in the treetops. The chill in the air made Cruz shiver. Why did I do that, he thought. He looked for the buck: it was still there. It had not moved.

              Cruz rose and walked until he came to a place where someone had ripped a large hole in the fence. He stepped through the opening knowing he shouldn't enter the area, but he wasn't going to lose the buck. The big bucks had been thinned out of the mountain. There weren't many left. This one had probably escaped by living inside the fenced area.

              I'm going to get me a pampered Los Alamos buck. Cruz thought. Sonofabitch is not going to get away from me. The buck moved and Cruz followed. He knew that he had come a long way from the truck. If he got the buck he would have to quarter it. and it would take two days to get it back. I'll find a way, he thought, not wanting to give up the buck which led him forward. I can drive the truck up close to the fence.

              But why didn't the buck spook when he fired at it? And why did he continue to hear the sound in the forest? And the vibration beneath his feet? What kind of devil machines were they running over in the labs that made the earth tremble? Accelerators, Plutonium. Atom smashers. What do I know, Cruz thought. I only know I want my brother to return to the pueblo with me. Feed my family. Venison steaks with fried potatoes and onions.

              As he followed the buck, Cruz began to feel better. They had gone up to the top of the ridge and started back down. The buck was heading back toward the truck. Good, Cruz thought.

              Now the buck stopped, and Cruz could clearly see the thick antlers for the first time. They were thick with velvet and lichen clinging to them. A pine branch clung to the antlers. Cruz thought, or patches of old velvet. But when he looked close he saw it was patches of hair that grew on the antlers.

              "God almighty." Cruz mumbled. He had never seen anything like that. He said a prayer and fired. The buck gave a grunt, Cruz fired again. The buck fell to its knees.

              "Fall you sonofabitch!" Cruz cursed and fired again. He knew he had placed three bullets right in the heart.

              
                The buck toppled on its side and Cruz rushed forward to cut its throat and drain its blood. When he knelt down to lift the animal's head he stopped. The deer was deformed. The hide was tom and bleeding in places, and a green bile speed form the hotels the bullets had made. The hair on the antlers looked like mangy, human hair and the eyes were two white stones mottled with blood. The buck was blind.

              Cruz felt his stomach heave. He turned and vomited, the sandwich and coffee of the morning meal splashed at his feet. He turned and looked at the buck again. Its legs were bent and gnarled. Thatjs why it didn't bound away. The tail was long, like a donkey tail.

              Cruz stood and looked at the deer, and he looked into the dark pine forest. On the other side of the ridge lay Los Alamos, the laboratories, and nobody knew what in the hell went on there, but whatever it was, it was seeping into the earth, seeping into the animals of the forest. To live within the fence was deadly, and now there were holes in the fence.

              Cruz felt no celebration in taking the life of the buck. He could not raise the buck's head and offer the breath of life to his people. He couldn't offer the com meal. He was afraid to touch the buck, but something told him he couldn't leave the deer on the mountainside. He had to get it back to the pueblo; he had to let the old men see it.

              He gathered his resolve and began dragging the buck down the ridge towards the truck. Patches of skin caught in the branches of fallen trees and ripped away. Cruz sweated and cursed. Why did this deer come to haunt me? he thought. The bear in the dream had warned him, and he had not paid attention to the vision. It was not a good sign, but he had to get the deformed deer to the old men.

              It was dark when he drove into the pueblo. When he came over the hill and saw the lighted windows, his spirits raised. This was home, a safe circle. But in his soul Cruz didn't feel well. Going into the fenced area for the deer had sapped his strength.

              He turned down the dirt road to his home. Dogs came out to bark. People peered from widows. They knew his truck had come in. He parked in front of his home, but he sat in the truck. His wife came out, and sensing his mood, she said nothing. Joe appeared in the dark, a flashlight in his hand.

              "What happened?" Joe asked. Cruz motioned to the back of the truck. Joe flashed the light on the buck. It was an ugly sight which made him recoil. "Oh God", he whispered. He whistled, and other shadows appeared in the dark, neighbors who had seen Cruz's truck drive in. The men looked at the buck and shook their heads.

              "I got him inside the fence." Cruz said. "Take Cruz in the house." one of the men told Joe.

              
                They would get rid of the animal.

              "Come inside." Joe said. His friend had been up on the mountain all day and he had killed this devil deer. Cruz's voice and vacant stare told the rest.

              Cruz followed Joe and his wife into the house. He sat at the kitchen table and his wife poured him a cup of coffee. Cruz drank, thankful that the rich taste washed away the bitterness he felt in his mouth.

              Joe said nothing. Outside the men were taking the deformed buck away^ Probably burn it, he thought. How in the hell did something like that happen? We've never seen a deer like this, the old men would say later. A new story would grow up around Cruz, the man who killed the devil deer. Even this grand child would hear the story in the future.

              And Cruz? What was to become of Cruz? He had gone into the forbidden land, into the mountain area surrounded by the laboratory fence. There where the forest glowed at night and the earth vibrated to the hum of atom smashers, lasers and radioactivity.

              The medicine men would perform a cleansing ceremony; they would pray for Cruz. But did they have enough good medicine to wash away the evil the young man had touched?

              Glossary

              
                
                  
                    	Adole(n.)
                    	: an unburnt brick dried in the sun
                  

                  
                    	Anther(n.)
                    	: a branching and bony structure of the head of deer
                  

                  
                    	Arthritis(n.)
                    	: inflammation of joint casing pain and stiffness
                  

                  
                    	Aspen(n.)
                    	: A types of popular tree
                  

                  
                    	Bile(n.)
                    	: secretion produce of the liver, stored in the gall bladder and discharge into the duodenum
                  

                  
                    	Buck(n.)
                    	: a male deer
                  

                  
                    	Devil(n.)
                    	Evil being
                  

                  
                    	Emanation(n.)
                    	Producing or showing
                  

                  
                    	Gnarled(adj.)
                    	Roughly made, misshapen and knotty
                  

                  
                    	Haze(n.)
                    	Very fine sold particles or liquid droplets in the air
                  

                  
                    	Hum(n.)
                    	An indistinct sound
                  

                  
                    	Laser(n.)
                    	A device that produced a beam of light
                  

                  
                    	Lichen(n.)
                    	Grey or yellow paint
                  

                  
                    	Pueblllo (n.)
                    	A community in spain especially one of pueblo indians living in a stone or adobe multi-story building
                  

                  
                    	Radioactivity (n.)
                    	Spontaneous emission of radiation as a consequence of a nuclear reaction
                  

                  
                    	Recoil (v.)
                    	To pull back, especially in disguist, or horror
                  

                  
                    	Resolve (n.)
                    	Will power
                  

                  
                    	Smasher (n.)
                    	Violent power
                  

                  
                    	
                      Sniff (v.)
                    	To make a short, audiable inhalation through the nose
                  

                  
                    	Sonofabitch (n.)
                    	Alternative spelling of son of a bitch
                  

                  
                    	Topple (v.)
                    	To overtirn or throw over
                  

                
              

              
                
                  Exercise
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	Describe the setting of the story?

                	What is the theme of the story? Write in a sentence.

                	What were the dreams and planning that made the pueblo happy?

                	Why did the young men want the first day of deer season to come quickly?

                	Why was the deer population growing scarce?

                	Describe Black Ridge, the place where Cruz and Joe were going for hunting?

                	Retell the story orally in your own words.

                	What relationship do you find between the bear in Cruz’s dream and the buck in reality?

                	Give reason why Cruz felt no celebration in taking the life of the buck. How does the story portray his ambiguous emotions?

                	How was the deer that Cruz brought at home? What was Joe’s response to it?

                	Is the title of the story suitable? How does the dead deer become an embodiment of man’s evil, and does not one easily recover from such an encounter?

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Write the critical appreciation of the story in your own words.

                	What does the story reveal about consumption of human and its result in ecological destruction?

                	Explain the following extract with reference to the context:

                	The women kidded the men: "You better bring me a good one this time, a big buck who maybe got a lot of does pregnant in his life. Bring a good one."

                	The story writer takes dream as the vision for future work as found in the line - The bear in the dream had warned him, and he had not paid attention to the vision. Do you believe in the dream? Write the interpretation of dream in your culture and your perspective on the interpretation.

              

            
            
              
                
              

              9. `Deal in the Wheat by Frank Norris

              
                
                
                  FRANK NORRIS
                
              

              Frank Norris (1870-1902) was born in Chicago. He was an American journalist, novelist and a leader in the Naturalist movement. NorrN moved to San Francisco, attended the University of California, where he was influenced by the French Naturalist writer, Emile Zola. He was influenced by socialist Upton Sinclair and defenders of evolution Tomas Henry Huxley. His work includes morally purposeful action scenes with a theme often involving suffering caused by corrupt and greedy turn of -the-century corporate monopolies. His books are Epics of Wheat, The Pit, The Wolf, etc. Epics of Wheat is a trilogy about the production, distribution, and consumption of wheat in America. He married the novelist and short story writer Kathleen Norris but died early due to a fatal appendicitis operation just at the age of thirty-two.

              A Deal In Wheat is the title story in Norris’ Collection ‘A Deal in Wheat and other Stories of the New and Old West’, Published in 1903. It was first published as a serial in 1902. It is a five part story about wheat speculation at Chicago Board of Trade. It reflects the influence of naturalism and its leading European practitioner Emile Zola. The 'wheat' symbolizes power of nature over man. As wheat prices fall in the midst of an economic feud between two influential speculators, the story's protagonist, a wheat farmer from Kansas, loses his farm. Later while relocating to Chicago, he is denied free bread due to rising wheat prices. Despite this terrible situation, Sam later on obtains a job as a street cleaner and little by little move up the ranking. This story explores the pathos of farmers due to the controllers of market.

              

              
                
                  A Deal in Wheat
                
              

              
                	
                  
                    THE BEAR—WHEAT AT SIXTY-TWO
                  
                

              

              As Sam Lewiston backed the horse into the shafts of his backboard and began hitching the tugs to the whiffletree, his wife came out from the kitchen door of the house and drew near, and stood for some time at the horse's head, her arms folded and her apron rolled around them. For a long moment neither spoke. They had talked over the situation so long and so comprehensively the night before that there seemed to be nothing more to say.

              The time was late in the summer, the place a ranch in southwestern Kansas, and Lewiston and his wife were two of a vast population of farmers, wheat growers, who at that moment were passing through a crisis—a crisis that at any moment might culminate in tragedy. Wheat was down to sixty-six.

              
                At length Emma Lewiston spoke.

              "Well," she hazardftd, looking vaguely out across the ranch toward the horizon, leagues distant; "well, Sam, there's always that offer of brother Joe's. We can quit—and go to Chicago—if the worst comes."

              "And give up!" exclaimed Lewiston, running the lines through the torets.

              "Leave the ranch! Give up! After all these years!"

              His wife made no reply for the moment. Lewiston climbed into the buckboard and gathered up the lines. "Well, here goes for the last try, Emmie," he said. "Good-by, girl. Maybe things will look better in town to-day."

              "Maybe," she said gravely. She kissed her husband good-by and stood for some time looking after the buckboard traveling toward the town in a moving pillar of dust.

              "I don't know," she murmured at length; "I don't know just how we're going to make out."

              When he reached town, Lewiston tied the horse to the iron railing in front of the Odd Fellows' Hall, the ground floor of which was occupied by the post-office, and went across the street and up the stairway of a building of brick and granite— quite the most pretentious structure of the town— and knocked at a door upon the first landing. The door was furnished with a pane of frosted glass, on which, in gold letters, was inscribed, "Bridges & Co., Grain Dealers."

              Bridges himself, a middle-aged man who wore a velvet skull-cap and who was smoking a Pittsburg stogie, met the farmer at the counter and the two exchanged perfunctory greetings.

              "Well," said Lewiston, tentatively, after awhile.

              "Well, Lewiston," said the other, "I can't take that wheat of yours at any better than sixty-two."

              "Sixty-two."

              "It's the Chicago price that does it, Lewiston. Truslow is bearing the stuff for all he's worth. It's Truslow and the bear clique that stick the knife into us. The price broke again this morning. We've just got a wire."

              "Good heavens," murmured Lewiston, looking vaguely from side to side. "That—that ruins me. I can't carry my grain any longer—what with storage charges and—and—Bridges, I don't see just how I'm going to make out. Sixty- two cents a bushel! Why, man, what with this and with that it's cost me nearly a dollar a bushel to raise that wheat, and now Truslow—"

              
                He turned away abjjuptly with a quick gesture of infinite discouragement.

              He went down the stairs, and making his way to where his buckboard was hitched, got in, and, with eyes vacant, the reins slipping and sliding in his limp, half-open hands, drove slowly back to the ranch. His wife had seen him coming, and met him as he drew up before the barn.

              "Well?" she demanded.

              "Emmie," he said as he got out of the buckboard, laying his arm across her shoulder, "Emmie, I guess we'll take up with Joe's offer. We'll go to Chicago. We're cleaned out!"

              
                	
                  
                    THE BULL—WHEAT AT A DOLLAR-TEN
                  
                

              

              ...... and said Party of the Second Part further covenants and agrees to

              merchandise such wheat inforeign ports, it being understood and agreed between the Party of the First Part and the Party of the Second Part that the wheat hereinbefore mentioned is released and sold to the Party of the Second Part for export purposes only, and not for consumption or distribution within the boundaries of the United States of America or of Canada.

              "Now, Mr. Gates, if you will sign for Mr. Truslow I guess that'll be all," remarked Hornung when he had finished reading.

              Hornung affixed his signature to the two documents and passed them over to Gates, who signed for his principal and client, Truslow—or, as he had been called ever since he had gone into the fight against Hornung's comer—the Great Bear. Hornung's secretary was called in and witnessed the signatures, and Gates thrust the contract into his Gladstone bag and stood up, smoothing his hat.

              "You will deliver the warehouse receipts for the grain," began Gates.

              "I'll send a messenger to Truslow's office before noon," interrupted Hornung. "You can pay by certified check through the Illinois Trust people."

              When the other had taken himself off, Hornung sat for some moments gazing abstractedly toward his office windows, thinking over the whole matter. He had just agreed to release to Truslow, at the rate of one dollar and ten cents per bushel, one hundred thousand out of the two million and

              odd bushels of wheat that he, Hornung, controlled, or actually owned. And for the moment he was wondering if, after all, he had done wisely in not goring the Great Bear to actual financial death. He had made him pay one hundred thousand dollars. Truslow was good for this amount. Would it not have been better to have put a prohibitive figure on the grain and forced the Bear into bankruptcy? True, Hornung would then be without his enemy's money, but Truslow would lAve been eliminated from the situation, and that—so Hornung told himself—was always a consummation most devoutly, strenuously and diligently to be striven for. Truslow once dead was dead, but the Bear was never more dangerous than when desperate.

              
                But so long as he can't get wheat," muttered Hornung at the end of his reflections, "he can't hurt me. And he can't get it. That I know."

              For Hornung controlled the situation. So far back as the February of that year an "unknown bull" had been making his presence felt on the floor of the Board of Trade. By the middle of March the commercial reports of the daily pre>- had begun to speak of "the powerful bull clique"; a few weeks later that legendar- condition of affairs implied and epitomized in the magic words "Dollar Wheat had been attained, and by the first of April, when the price had been boosted t one dollar and ten cents a bushel, Hornung had disclosed his hand, and in place of mere rumours, the definite and authoritative news that May wheat had been cornered in the Chicago pit went flashing around the world from Liverpool to Odessa and from Duluth to Buenos Ayres.

              It was—so the veteran operators were persuaded—Truslow himself who had made Hornung's comer possible. The Great Bear had for once over-reached himself, and, believing himself all powerful, had hammered the price just the fatal fraction too far down. Wheat had gone to sixty two—for the time, and under the circumstances, an abnormal price.

              When the reaction came it was tremendous. Hornung saw his chance, seized it. and in a few months had turned the tables, had cornered the product, and virtually driven the bear clique out of the pit.

              On the same day that the delivery of the hundred thousand bushels was made to Truslow, Hornung met his broker at his lunch club.

              "Well," said the latter, "I see you let go that line of stuff to

              Truslow."

              Hornung nodded; but the broker added:

              "Remember, I was against it from the very beginning. I know we've cleared up over a hundred thou'. I would have fifty times preferred to have lost twice tha: and smashed Truslow dead. Bet you what you like he makes us pay for somehow."

              "Huh!" grunted his principal. "How about insurance, and warehouse charges, and carrying expenses on that lot? Guess we'd have had to pay those, to<. if we'd held on."

              But the other put up his chin, unwilling to be persuaded. "I won't sleer easy," he declared, "till Truslow is busted."

              
                	
                  
                    
                      THE PIT
                  
                

              

              Just as Going mounted the steps on the edge of the pit the great gong struck, a roar of a hundred voices developed with the swiftness of successive explosions, the rush of a hundred men surging downward to the centre of the pit filled the air with the stamp and grind of feet, a hundred hands in eager strenuous gestures tossed upward from out the brown of the crowd, the official reporter in his cage on the margin of the pit leaned far forward with straining ear to catch the opening bid, and another day of battle was begun.

              Since the sale of the hundred thousand bushels of wheat to Truslow the "Hornung crowd" had steadily shouldered the price higher until on this particular morning it stood at one dollar and a half. That was Hornung's price. No one else had any grain to sell.

              But not ten minutes after the opening, Going was surprised out of all countenance to hear shouted from the other side of the pit these words:

              "Sell May at one-fifty."

              Going was for the moment touching elbows with Kimbark on one side and with Merriam on the other, all three belonging to the "Hornung crowd." Their answering challenge of "Sold" was as the voice of one man. They did not pause to reflect upon the strangeness of the circumstance. (That was for afterward.) Their response to the offer was as unconscious, as reflex action and almost as rapid, and before the pit was well aware of what had happened the transaction of one thousand bushels was down upon Going's trading-card and fifteen hundred dollars had changed hands. But here was a marvel—the whole available supply of wheat cornered, Hornung master of the situation, invincible, unassailable; yet behold a man willing to sell, a Bear bold enough to raise his head.

              "That was Kennedy, wasn't it, who made that offer?" asked Kimbark, as

              Going noted down the trade—^Kennedy, that new man?"

              "Yes; who do you suppose he's selling for; who's willing to go short at this stage of the game?" "Maybe he ain't short."

              "Short! Great heavens, man; where'd he get the stuff?"

              "Blamed if I know. We can account for every handful of May. Steady! Oh, there he goes again."

              "Sell a thousand May at one-fifty," vociferated the bear-broker, throwing out his hand, one finger raised to indicate the number of "contracts" offered. This time it was evident that he was attacking the Hornung crowd deliberately, for, ignoring the jam of traders that swept toward him, he looked across the pit to where Going and Kimbark were shouting "Sold! Sold!" and nodded his head.

              
                A second time Going made memoranda of the trade, and either the Hornung holdings were increased by two thousand bushels of May wheat or the Hornung bank account swelled by at least three thousand dollars of some unknown short's money.

              Of late—so sure was the bull crowd of its position—no one had even thought of glancing at the inspection sheet on the bulletin board. But now one of Going's messengers hurried up to him with the announcement that this sheet showed receipts at Chicago for that morning of twenty-five thousand bushels, and not credited to Hornung. Some one had got hold of a line of wheat overlooked by the "clique" and was dumping it upon them.

              "Wire the Chief," said Going over his shoulder to Merriam. This one struggled out of the crowd, and on a telegraph blank scribbled:

              "Strong bear movement—New man—Kennedy—Selling in lots of five contracts—Chicago receipts twenty-five thousand."

              The message was dispatched, and in a few moments the answer came back, laconic, of military terseness:

              "Support the market."

              And Going obeyed, Merriam and Kimbark following, the new broker fairly throwing the wheat at them in thousand-bushel lots.

              "Sell May at 'fifty; sell May; sell May." A moment's indecision, an instant's hesitation, the first faint suggestion of weakness, and the market would have broken under them. But for the better part of four hours they stood their ground, taking all that was offered, in constant communication with the Chief, and from time to time stimulated and steadied by his brief, unvarying command:

              "Support the market."

              At the close of the session they had bought in the twenty-five thousand bushels of May. Hornung's position was as stable as a rock, and the price closed even with the opening figure—one dollar' and a half.

              But the morning's work was the talk of all La Salle Street. Who was back of the raid?

              What was the meaning of this unexpected selling? For weeks the pit trading had been merely nominal. Truslow, the Great Bear, from whom the most serious attack might have been expected, had gone to his country seat at Geneva Lake, in Wisconsin, declaring himself to be out of the market entirely. He went bass­fishing every day.

              
                	
                  
                    
                      THE BELT LINE
                  
                

              

              On a certain day toward the middle of the month, at a time when the mysterious Bear had unloaded some eighty thousand bushels upon Hornung, a conference was held in the library of Hornung's home. His broker attended it, and also a clean-faced, bright-eyed individual whose name of Cyrus Ryder might have been found upon the pay-roll of a rather well-known detective agency. For upward of half an hour after the conference began the detective spoke, the other two listening attentively, gravely.

              "Then, last of all," concluded Ryder, "I made out I was a hobo, and began stealing rides on the Belt Line Railroad. Know the road? It just circles Chicago. Truslow owns it. Yes? Well, then I began to catch on. I noticed that cars of certain numbers—thirty-one nought thirty-four, thirty-two one ninety—well, the numbers don't matter, but anyhow, these cars were always switched onto the sidings by Mr. Truslow's main elevator D soon as they came in. The wheat was shunted in, and they were pulled out again. Well, I spotted one car and stole a ride on her. Say, look here, that car went right around the city on the Belt, and came back to D again, and the same wheat in her all the time. The grain was reinspected—it was raw, I tell you—and the warehouse receipts made out just as though the stuff had come in from Kansas or Iowa."

              "The same wheat all the time!" interrupted Hornung.

              "The same wheat—your wheat, that you sold to Truslow."

              "Great snakes!" ejaculated Hornung's broker. "Truslow never took it abroad at all."

              "Took it abroad! Say, he's just been running it around Chicago, like the supers in 'Shenandoah,' round an' round, so you'd think it was a new lot, an' selling it back to you again."

              "No wonder we couldn't account for so much wheat."

              "Bought it from us at one;ten, and made us buy it back—our own wheat—at one-fifty."

              Hornung and his broker looked at each other in silence for a moment. Then all at once Hornung struck the arm of his chair with his fist and exploded in a roar of laughter. The broker stared for one bewildered moment, then followed his example.

              "Sold! Sold!" shouted Hornung almost gleefully. "Upon my soul it's as good as a Gilbert and Sullivan show. And we—Oh, Lord! Billy, shake on it, and hats off to my distinguished friend, Truslow. He'll be President some day. Hey! What? Prosecute him? Not I."

              
                "He's done us out of a neat hatful of dollars for all that," observed the broker, suddenly grave. "Billy, it's worth the price."

              "We've got to make it up somehow."

              "Well, tell you what. We were going to boost the price to one seventy-five next week, and make that our settlement figure."

              "Can't do it now. Can't afford it."

              "No. Here; we'll let out a big link; we'll put wheat at two dollars, and let it go at that." "Two it is, then," said the broker.

              
                	
                  
                    THE BREAD LINE
                  
                

              

              The street was very dark and absolutely deserted. It was a district on the "South Side," not far from the Chicago River, given up largely to wholesale stores, and after nightfall was empty of all life. The echoes slept but lightly hereabouts, and the slightest footfall, the faintest noise, woke them upon the instant and sent them clamouring up and down the length of the pavement between the iron shuttered fronts. The only light visible came from the side door of a certain "Vienna" bakery, where at one o'clock in the morning loaves of bread were given away to any who should ask. Every evening about nine o'clock the outcasts began to gather about the side door. The stragglers came in rapidly, and the line—the "bread line," as it was called—began to form. By midnight it was usually some hundred yards in length, stretching almost the entire length of the block.

              Toward ten in the evening, his coat collar turned up against the fine drizzle that pervaded the air, his hands in his pockets, his elbows gripping his sides, Sam Lewiston came up and silently took his place at the end of the line.

              Unable to conduct his farm upon a paying basis at the time when Truslow, the "Great Bear," had sent the price of grain down to sixty-two cents a bushel, Lewiston had turned over his erftire property to his creditors, and, leaving Kansas for good, had abandoned farming, and had left his wife at her sister's boarding­house in Topeka with the understanding that she was to join him in Chicago so soon as he had found a steady job. Then he had come to Chicago and had turned workman. His brother Joe conducted a small hat factory on Archer Avenue, and for a time he found there a meager employment. But difficulties had occurred, times were bad, the hat factory was involved in debts, the repealing of a certain import duty on manufactured felt overcrowded the home market with cheap Belgian and French products, and in the end his brother had assigned and gone to Milwaukee.

              
                Thrown out of work, Lewiston drifted aimlessly about Chicago, from pillar to post, working a little, earning here a dollar, there a dime, but always sinking, sinking, till at last the ooze of the lowest bottom dragged at his feet and the rush of the great ebb went over him and engulfed him and shut him out from the light, and a park bench became his home and the "bread line" his chief makeshift of subsistence.

              He stood now in the enfolding drizzle, sodden, stupefied with fatigue. Before and behind stretched the line. There was no talking. There was no sound. The street was empty. It was so still that the passing of a cable-car in the adjoining thoroughfare grated like prolonged rolling explosions, beginning and ending at immeasurable distances. The drizzle descended incessantly. After a long time midnight struck.

              There was something ominous and gravely impressive in this interminable line of dark figures, close-pressed, soundless; a crowd, yet absolutely still: a close-packed, silent file, waiting, waiting in the vast deserted night-ridden street: waiting without a word, without a movement, there under the night and under the slow-moving mists of rain.

              Few in the crowd were professional beggars. Most of them were workmen, long since out of work, forced into idleness by long-continued "hard times." by ill luck, by sickness. To them the "bread line" was a godsend. At least they could not starve. Between jobs here in the end was something to hold them up—a small platform, as it were, above the sweep of black water, where for a moment they might pause and take breath before the plunge.

              The period of waiting on this night of rain seemed endless to those silent, hungry men; but at length there was a stir. The line moved. The side door opened. Ah, at last! They were going to hand out the bread.

              But instead of the usual white-aproned under-cook with his crowded hampers there now appeared in the doorway a new man—a young fellow who looked like a bookkeeper's assistant. He bore in his hand a placard, which he tacked to the outside of the door. Then he disappeared within the bakery, locking the door after him.

              A shudder of poignant despair, an unformed, inarticulate sense of calamity, seemed to run from end to end of the line. What had happened? Those in the rear, unable to read the placard, surged forward, a sense of bitter disappointment clutching at their hearts.

              The line broke up, disintegrated into a shapeless throng—a throng that crowded forward and collected in front of the shut door whereon the placard was affixed. Lewiston, with the others, pushed forward. On the placard he read these words:

              
                "Owing to the fact that the price of grain has been increaser! to two dollars a bushel, there will be no distribution of bread from this bakery until further notice."

              Lewiston turned away, dumb, bewildered. Till morning he walked the streets, going on without purpose, without direction. But now at last his luck had turned. Overnight the wheel of his fortunes had creaked and swung upon its axis, and before noon he had found a job in the street cleaning brigade. In the course of time he rose to be first shift-boss, then deputy inspector, then inspector, promoted to the dignity of driving in a red wagon with rubber tires and drawing a salary instead of mere wages. The wife was sent for and a new start made.

              But Lewiston never forgot. Dimly he began to see the significance of things. Caught once in the cogs and wheels of a great and terrible engine, he had seen— none better—its workings. Of all the men who had vainly stood in the "bread line" on that rainy night in early summer, he, perhaps, had been the only one who had struggled up to the surface again. How many others had gone down in the great ebb? Grim question; he dared not think how many.

              He had seen the two ends of a great wheat operation—a battle between Bear and Bull. The stories (subsequently published in the city's press) of Truslow's countermove in selling Hornung his own wheat, supplied the unseen section. The farmer—he who raised the wheat—was ruined upon one hand; the working­man—he who consumed it—was ruined upon the other. But between the two,

              the great operators, who never saw the wheat they traded in, bought and sold the world's food, gambled in the nourishment of entire nations, practised their tricks, their chicanery and oblique shifty "deals," were reconciled in their differences, and went on through their appointed way, jovial, contented, enthroned, and unassailable

              Glossary.

              
                
                  
                    	Broker (n.)
                    	One who buy and sell for other
                  

                  
                    	Bushel (n.)
                    	A dry measure, containing four pecks. Eight gallons
                  

                  
                    	Culminate (v.)
                    	To reach or to come to the decisive point
                  

                  
                    	Dispatch (v.)
                    	To send away
                  

                  
                    	Granite (n.)
                    	Plutonic Rocks
                  

                  
                    	Hitch (v.)
                    	To fasten with hook
                  

                  
                    	Invincible (adj.)
                    	Unconquerable
                  

                  
                    	Pretentious (adj.)
                    	Impressive
                  

                  
                    	Ranch (n.)
                    	A prop or shore
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    	
                      Shaft (n.)
                    	The handle
                  

                  
                    	Stuff (n.)
                    	Material
                  

                  
                    	Toret (n.)
                    	A ring to the jesses
                  

                  
                    	Transaction (n.)
                    	Commercial business
                  

                  
                    	Tug (n.)
                    	A sudden hard pull
                  

                  
                    	Unassailable (adj.)
                    	Not able to be attacked
                  

                  
                    	Whiffletree (n.)
                    	A wooden crossbar of carriage
                  

                
              

              
                
                  Exercises
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the text
                
              

              
                	What price of wheat does Bridges offer to Lewiston in their visit?

                	What is the setting of the story?

                	Explain the economics in the story in a manner that makes sense.

                	What does wheat symbolize in the story?

                	What is Hornung’s reason for rising the price of wheat?

                	What is the problem that Sam Lewiston is facing?

                	Explain how the farmer is conquered, as it were, by nature.

                	How is nature typically personified in the story?

                	What desperation did Sam feel in the last part of the story ? What pathos is presented?

                	How does the two characters, Truslow and Hornung’s controlling of market affect Sam Lewiston as well other? Explain.

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	How does the story depict the problem of sugarcane farmers of Nepal? Do the Nepali famers have to face the fluctuation of price of their product? Depict the real situation.

                	Explain that this story presents the hardship faced by farmers during the progressive Era.

                	Write the critical appreciation of the story.

                	Explain the following extract with reference to the context:

                	"Well, Sam, there's always that offer of brother Joe's. We can quil - and go to Chicago - if the worst comes. ”

              

            
            
              
                
              

              10. Leaving by M. G. Vassanji

              

              
                
                
                  MOYEZ G. VASSANJI
                
              

              Moyez G. Vassanji (1950) is a Canadian story writer, novelist, and editor. He was born in Nairobi, Kenya and raised in Tanzania. He received a BS from the Massachusetts Institute of Technology and Ph. D. from the University of Pennsylvania, before going to live in Canada. His work is known throughout North America, and in Africa and South Asia. His writings have received considerate critical acclaim. As of 2019, he has published two collections of short fiction and two nonfiction books and nine novels. He focuses on issues of migration, diaspora, gender, ethnicity, and citizenship. He examines how the lives of his characters are affected by migrations. He looks at the relations between the Indian community, the native African, and the colonial administration. The colonial history of Kenya and Tanzania serves as the backdrop for much of his work. He received Giller Prize, Governor General's Literary Award for English language non-fiction.

              The shot stories he wrote were inspired by his own experience in India and studying overseas.

              The story 'Leaving' is from the Uhuru Street Book, which is a collection of short stories from Africa. The book was written to reveal life in the Asian community of Dares Salaam, a port city on the east coast of Africa. It brings alive the characters who lived and worked in the shops and tenements of Uhuru Street. This story (Leaving) depicts the fears of separation of a mother from the children. A woman raises five children by herself after the death of her husband when she was thirty three only. She pins all her hopes that Aloo and the narrator will have a better education by selling store and move to Upanga. Aloo is in his final year in school and wants to study medicine. He is offered a place with scholarship in California Institute of Technology. But the mother would not allow him to accept the offer due to financial issues and fear of losing her son. Finally, on the advice of a school teacher, the mother agrees but she is uncertain of his return.

              
                
                  Leaving
                
              

              Kichwele Street was now Uhuru Street. My two sisters had completed school and got married and Mother missed them sometimes. Mehroon, after a succession of wooers, had settled for a former opening batsman of our school team and was in town.

              
                Razia was a wealthy housewife in Tanga, the coastal town north of Dar. Firoz dropped out in his last year at school, and everyone said that it was a wonder he had reached that far. He was assistant bookkeeper at Oriental Emporium, and brought home stationery sometimes.

              Mother had placed her hopes on the youngest two of us, Aloo and me, and she didn’t want us distracted by the chores that always needed doing around the store. One evening she secured for the last time the half a dozen assorted padlocks on the sturdy panelled doors and sold the store. This was exactly one week after the wedding party had driven off with a tearful Razia, leaving behind a distraught mother in the stirred-up dust of Uhuru Street.

              We moved to the residential area of Upanga. After the bustle of Uhuru Street, our new neighbourhood seemed quiet. Instead of the racket of buses, bicycles and cars on the road, we now heard the croaking of frogs and the chirping of insects. Nights were haunting, lonely and desolate and took some getting used to. Upanga Road emptied after seven in the evening and the side streets became pitch dark, with no illumination. Much of the area was as yet uninhabited and behind the housing developments there were overgrown bushes, large, scary baobab trees, and mango and coconut groves.

              Sometimes in the evenings, when Mother felt sad, Aloo and I would play two- three-five with her, a variation of whist for three people. I had entered the University by then and came back at weekends. Aloo was in his last year at school. He had turned out to be exceptionally bright in his studies - more so than we realised.

              That year MrDatoo, a former teacher from our school who was also a former student, returned from America for a visit. MrDatoo had been a favourite with the boys. When he came he received a tumultuous welcome. For the next few days he toured the town like the Pied Piper followed by a horde of adulating students, one of whom was Aloo.

              The exciting event inspired in Aldo the hope that not only might he be admitted to in American university, but he could also win a scholarship to go there. Throughout the rest of the year, therefore, he wrote to numerous universities, culling their names from books at the USIS, often simply at random or even only by the sounds of their names.

              Mother’s response to all these efforts was to humour him. She would smile. ‘Your _ncles in America will pay thousands of shillings just to send you to college,’ she would ' ay. Evidently she felt he was wasting his time, but he would never be able to say that *e did not have all the support she could give him.

              
                Responses to his enquiries started coming within weeks and a handful of them were guardedly encouraging. Gradually Aloo found out which were the better places, and which among them the truly famous. Soon a few catalogues arrived, all looking impressive. It seemed that the more involved he became with the application process, the more tantalising was the prospect of going to an American university. Even the famous places did not discourage him. He learnt of subjects he had never heard of before: genetics, cosmology, artificial intelligence: a whole universe was out there waiting for him if only he could reach it. He was not sure if he could, if he was good enough. He suffered periods of intense hope and hopeless despair.

              Of course, Aloo was entitled to a place at the local university. At the end of the year, when the selections were announced in the papers, his name was on the list. But some bureaucratic hand, probably also corrupt, dealt out a future prospect for him that came as a shock. He had applied to study medicine, he was given a place in agriculture. An agricultural officer in a rural district somewhere was not what he wanted to become however patriotic he felt. He had never left the city except to go to the national parks once on a school trip.

              When Aloo received a letter from the California Institute of Technology offering him a place with a scholarship, he was stupefied at first. He read and reread the letter, not believing what it seemed to be saying, afraid that he might be reading something into it. He asked me to read it for him. When he was convinced there was no possibility of a mistake he became elated.

              ‘The hell I’ll do agriculture!’ he grinned.

              But first he had to contend with Mother.

              Mother was incredulous. ‘Go, go,’ she said, ‘don’t you eat my head, don’t tease me!’

              ‘But it’s true!’ he protested. ‘They’re giving me a scholarship!’

              We were at the table - the three of us - and had just poured tea from the thermos Mother sitting across from me stared at her saucer for a while then she looked up.

              ‘Is it true?’ she asked me.

              ‘Yes, it’s true,’ I said. ‘All he needs is to take 400 dollars pocket money with him.’ ,

              ‘How many shillings would that make?’ she asked.

              ‘About three thousand.’

              ‘And how are we going to raise this three thousand shillings? Have you bought a lottery? And what about the ticket? Are they going to send you a ticket too?’

              As she said this Aloo’s prospects seemed to get dimmer. She was right, it was not a little money that he needed.

              ‘Can’t we raise a loan?’ he asked. ‘I’ll work there. Yes, I’ll work as a waiter. A waiter! -1 know you can do it; I’ll send the money back!’

              
                ‘You may have uncles in America who would help you,’ Mother told him, ‘but no one here will.’

              Aloo’s shoulders sagged and he sat there toying with his cup, close to tears. Mother sat drinking from her saucer and frowning. The evening light came in from the window behind me and gave a glint to her spectacles. Finally she set her saucer down. She was angry.

              ‘And why do you want to go away, so far from us? Is this what I raised you for - so you could leave me to go away to a foreign place? Won’t you miss us, where you want to go? Do we mean so little to you? If something happens .. .’

              Aloo was crying. A tear fell into his cup, his nose was running. ‘So many kids go and return, and nothing happens to them ... Why did you mislead me, then? Why did you let me apply if you didn’t want me to go ... why did you raise my hopes if only to dash them?’ He had raised his voice to her, the first time I saw him do it, and he was shaking.

              He did not bring up the question again and he prepared himself for the agricultural college, waiting for the term to begin. At home he would slump on the sofa putting away a novel a day.

              If the unknown bureaucrat at the Ministry of Education had been less arbitrary, Aloo would not have been so broken and Mother would not have felt compelled to try and do something for him.

              A few days later, on a Sunday morning, she looked up from her sewing machine and said to the two of us: ‘Let’s go and show this letter to MrVelji. He is experienced in these matters. Let’s take his advice.’

              MrVelji was a former administrator of our school. He had a large egg-shaped head and a small compact body. With his large forehead and big black spectacles he looked the caricature of the archetypal wise man. He also had the bearing of one. The three of us were settled in his sitting-room chairs staring about us and waiting expectantly when he walked in stiffly, like a toy soldier, to welcome us.

              ‘How are you, sister?’ he said. ‘What can I do for you?’

              Aloo and I stood up respectfully as he sat down.

              ‘We have come to you for advice ...’ Mother began.

              ‘Speak, then,’ he said jovially and sat back, joining his hands behind his head.

              She began by giving him her history. She told him which family she was born in, which she had married into, how she had raised her kids when our father died. Common relations were discovered between our families. ‘Now this one here,’ she pointed at me, ‘goes to university here, and that one wants to go to America. Show him the documents,’ she commanded Aloo.

              
                As if with an effort, Aloo pushed himself out of the sofa and slowly made his way to place the documents in MrVelji’s hands. Before he looked at them MrVelji asked Aloo his result in the final exam.

              At Aloo’s answer, his eyes widened. ‘Henh?’ he said. ‘All A’s?’

              ‘Yes,’ replied Aloo, a little too meekly.

              Mr. Velji flipped the papers one by one, cursorily at first. Then he went over them more carefully. He looked at the long visa form with the carbon copies neatly bound behind the original; he read over the friendly letter from the Foreign Student Adviser; he was charmed by the letters of invitation from the fraternities. Finally he looked up, a little humbled.

              ‘The boy is right,’ he said. ‘The university is good, and they are giving him a bursary. I congratulate you.’

              ‘But what should I do?’ asked Mother anxiously. ‘What is your advice? Tell us what we should do.’

              ‘Well,’ said Mr. Velji, ‘it would be good for his education.’ He raised his hand to clear his throat. Then he said, a little slowly: ‘But if you send him, you will lose your son.

              ‘It’s a far place, America,’ he concluded, wiping his hands briskly at the finished business. ‘Now what will you have - tea? orange squash?’

              His wife appeared magically to take orders.

              ‘All the rich kids go every year and they are not lost,’ muttered Aloo bitterly as we walked back home. Mother was silent.

              That night she was at the sewing machine and Aloo was on the couch, reading. The radio was turned low and through the open front door a gentle breeze blew in to cool the sitting room. I was standing at the door. The banana tree and its offspring rustled outside, a car zoomed on the road, throwing shadows on neighbouring houses. A couple out for a stroll, murmuring, came into sight over the uneven hedge; groups of boys or girls chattered before dispersing for the night. The intermittent buzz of an electric motor escaped from Mother’s sewing machine. It was a little darker where she sat at the other end of the room from us.

              Presently she looked up and said*a little nonchalantly, ‘At least show me what this university looks like - bring that book, will you?’

              Mother had never seen the catalogue. She had always dismissed it, had never shown the least bit of curiosity about the place Aloo wanted so badly to visit. Now the three of us crowded around the glossy pages, pausing at pictures of the neoclassic facades and domes, columns towering over humans, students rushing about in a dither of activity, classes held on lush lawns in ample shade. It all looked, so awesome and yet inviting.

              
                ‘It’s something, isn’t it?’ whispered Aloo, hardly able to hold back his excitement. ‘They teach hundreds of courses there,’ he said. ‘They send rockets into space ... to other worlds ... to the moon -’

              ‘If you go away to the moon, my son, what will become of me?’ she said humorously, her eyes gleaming as she looked up at us.

              Aloo went back to his book and Mother to her sewing.

              A little later I looked up and saw Mother deep in thought, brooding, and as she often did at such times she was picking her chin absent-mindedly. It was, I think, the first time I saw her as a person and not only as our mother. I thought of what she must be going through in her mind, what she had gone through in bringing us up. She had been thirty-three when Father died, and she had refused several offers of marriage because they would all have entailed one thing: sending us all to the ‘boarding’ - the orphanage. Pictures of her before his death showed her smiling and in full bloom: plump but not excessively fat, hair puffed fashionably, wearing high heels and make-up. There was one picture, posed at a studio, which Father had had touched up and enhanced, which now hung beside his. In it she stood against a black background, holding a book stylishly, the nylon pachedi painted a light green, the folds falling gracefully down, the borders decorated with sequins. I had never seen her like that. All I had seen of her was the stern face getting sterner with time as the lines set permanently and the hair thinned, the body turned squat, the voice thickened.

              I recalled how Aloo and I would take turns sleeping with her at night on her big bed; how she would squeeze me in her chubby arms, drawing me up closer to her breast until I could hardly breathe - and I would control myself and hope she would soon release me and let me breathe.

              She looked at me looking at her and said, not to me, ‘Promise me ... promise me that if I let you go, you will not marry a white woman.’

              ‘Oh Mother, you know I won’t!’ said Aloo.

              ‘And promise me that you will not smoke or drink.’

              ‘You know I promise!’ He was close to tears.

              Aloo’s first letter came a week after he left, from London where he’d stopped over to see a former classmate. It flowed over with excitement. ‘How can I describe it,’ he wrote, ‘the sight from the plane ... mile upon mile of carefully tilled fields, the earth divided into neat green squares ... even the mountains are clean and civilised. And London ... Oh London! It seemed that it would never end ... blocks and blocks of houses, squares, parks, monuments ... could any city be larger? ... How many of our Dar es Salaams would fit here, in this one gorgeous city ...?’

              A bird flapping its wings: MrVelji nodding wisely in his chair, Mother staring into the distance.

              
                
                  
                    Glossary
                
              

              
                
                  
                    	baobab (n.)
                    	: a tree, native to tropical Africa, having a broad swollen trunk and edible gourd-like hanging fruits
                  

                  
                    	chubby (adj.) coastal (adj.) cull (v.)
                    	
                      : slightly fat in the way that people usually find attractive

                      : near a coast

                      : (phr.v.: cull sth. from sth. =culling their names from books) to choose or collect something from a source

                    
                  

                  
                    	cursorily (adv.)
                    	: the way of doing quickly without attention
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    	racket (n) sag (v.) sequin(n.) stroll (n.)
                    	
                      : unpleasant noise

                      : to bend down in the middle, especially of weight or pressure

                      : a small circular shiny disc sewn onto clothing as decoration

                      : a slow relaxed walk

                    
                  

                
              

              distraught (adj.) : upset and anxious

              facade (n.) : the front of a building

              gorgeous (adj.) : very attractive: giving pleasure

              monument (n.) : a building that is built to remind historical importance

              nonchalantly (adv.) : calmly and in relaxed way

              
                
                  Exercises
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	Answer the following questions in brief.

              

              
                	Where is the setting of the story?

                	Where is Firoz working?

                	Why does the mother find it difficult to let her son go away?

                	What is Aloo’s aspiration in life?

                	How many children did the widow raise on her own?

                	What does Aloo want to study?

                	Which university offers Aloo a scholarship?

                	Who is Mr. Velji?

                	Where does the older brother work?

                	How old was the woman when her husband died?

                	Where does Mehroom live?

                	Why does the mother refuse to remarry?

              

              
                	Explain what Mr. Velji meant when he said, "If you send him, and you will lose your son?"

                	What kind of exposure would Aloo get if he studied abroad as compared to studying in his home town? State his benefit of studying abroad.

                	Elucidate how the metaphor, "a bird flapping its wings" symbolizes Aloo's future prospects.

                	What did Aloo do to get information about the Universities in America?

                	Write the hardship, pain, love, and responsibility of the mother as reflected in the story.

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Why do mothers find it difficult to let their children go away from them? Does your mother feel sad in the absent of you? Explain your perspective and experiences.

                	Would you leave your family to further your education? Why might you leave home to get an education? How do you think your parents might feel about it? Give reasons.

                	"Parents are always willing to sacrifice for the good and happiness of their children". Do you agree? Give your reason.

              

              
                
                  Project Work
                
              

              Consult books in your library. Study the plot and elements of story and analyze the story 'Leaving' on the basis of following plot structure:

              1. Exposition 2. Rising action

              3. Climax 4. Falling action

              5. Resolution

              You can do yourself alone or in a group of four or five students. Then show to your teacher. One is given as example for you:

              
                	Exposition '

                	Rising action

                	Climax

              

              
                
                  Aloo is offered a scholarship to study in America and
                
              

              
                
                  discusses the offer with his mother but the mother does not let him go and says ‘And why do you want to go away, so far from us? What kind of son are you? You want to leave me and go away to a foreign place? Are we so unimportant to you?’
                
              

              
                	Falling action

                	Resolution

              

            
            
              
                
              

              11. Autobiography: A self record Fiction by Jo

              

              
                
                
                  JOHN BARTH
                
              

              John Barth (1930) was born in Cambridge, Maryland. He studied "Elementary Theory and Advanced Orchestration" at Juilliard before attending Johns Hopkins University, receiving a B.A. in 1951 and an M.A. in 1952. He was a professor. He is known as an American post modem novelist and short story writer. Lost in the Funhouse (1965) is his collection of fourteen short stories which most blatantly deconstructs the conventions of short story. His experimentations with the genre of novel, short story, and language have led many critics to make him as a writer of meta-fiction. His novels have been the point of interest with most critics. His collection Lost in the Funhouse is the manifestation of the writer's biographical concourse. It bears auto biographical traits.

              "Autobiography" is one of the most thoroughgoing self reflexive fictions in Lost in the Fun House (1963), for this autobiography does not pretend, as conventional fictions do, that the voice that speaks the fiction is the voice of a human being; rather it confronts directly the inescapable fact that what speaks to us is the story itself. Thus the only autobiography a story can present is a story of its own coming into being and its own mode of existence. Some of the key characteristics of fiction in general that the story foregrounds are : fictions have no life unless they are read, they cannot know themselves, they have nobody, they can neither start themselves nor stop themselves, and they have one-tract minds.

              

              
                
                  Autobiography: A Self-Recorded Fiction
                
              

              You who listen give me life in a manner of speaking.

              I won't hold you responsible.

              My first words weren't my first words. I wish I'd begun differently.

              Among other things I haven't a proper name. The one I bear's misleading, if not false. I didn't choose it either.

              I don't recall asking to be conceived! Neither did my parents come to think of it. Even so. Score to be settled. Children are vengeance.

              I seem to've known myself from the beginning without knowing I knew; no news is good news; perhaps I'm mistaken.

              
                Now that I reflect I'm not enjoying this life: my link with the world.

              My situation appears to me as follows: I speak in a curious, detached manner, and don't necessarily hear myself. I'm grateful for small mercies. Whether anyone follows me I can't tell.

              Are you there? If so I'm blind and deaf to you, or you are me, or both're both. One may be imaginary; I've had stranger ideas. I hope I'm a fiction without real hope. there : here's a voice there's a speaker.

              I see I see myself as a halt narrative: first person, tiresome. Pronoun sans ante or precedent, warrant or respite. Surrogate for the substantive; content less form, interest less principle; blind eye blinking at nothing. Who am I. A little crised'identite for you.

              I must compose myself.

              Look, I'm writing. No, listen, I'm nothing but talk; I won't last long. The odds against my conception were splendid; against my birth excellent; against my continuance favorable. Are yet. On the other hand, if my sort are permitted a certain age and growth, God help us, our life expectancy's been known to increase at an obscene rate instead of petering out. Let me squeak on long enough, I just might live forever: a word to the wise.

              My beginning was comparatively interesting, believe it or not. Exposition. I was spawned not long since in an American state and born in no better. Grew in no worse. Persist in a representative. Prohibition, Depression, Radicalism, Decadence, and what have you. An eye sir for an eye. It's alleged, now, that Mother was a mere passing fancy who didn't pass quickly enough; there's evidence also that she was a mere novel device, just in style, soon to become a commonplace, to which Dad resorted one day when he found himself by himself with pointless pen. In either case she was mere, Mom; at any event Dad dallied. He has me to explain. Bear in mind, I suppose he told her. A child is not its parents, but sum of their conjoined shames. A figure of speech. Their manner of speaking. No wonder I'm heterodoxical. «

              Nothing lasts longer than a mood.. Dad's infatuation passed; I remained. He understood, about time, that anything conceived in so unnatural and fugitive a fashion was apt to be freakish, even monstrous-and an advertisement of his folly. His second thought therefore was to destroy me before I spoke a word. He knew how these things work; he went by the book. To expose ourselves publicly is frowned upon; therefore we do it to one another in private. He me, I him: one was bound to be the case. What fathers can't forgive is that their offspring receive and sow broadcast their shortcomings. From my conception to the present moment Dad's tried to turn me off; not ardently, not consistently, not successfully so far; but persistently, persistently, with at least half a heart. How do I know. I'm his bloody mirror!

              
                Which is to say, upon reflection I reverse and distort him. For I suspect that my true father's sentiments are the contrary of murderous. That one only imagines he begot me; mightn't he be deceived and deadly jealous? In his heart of hearts, he wonders whether I mayn't after all be the get of a nobler spirit, taken by beauty past his grasp. Or else, what comes to the same thing, to me, I've a pair of dads, to match my pair of moms. How account for my contradictions except as the vices of their versus? Beneath self-contempt, I particularly scorn my fondness for paradox. I despise pessimism, narcissism, solipsism, truculence, word-play, and pusillanimity, my chiefer inclinations; loathe self-loathers ergo me; have no pity for self-pity and so am free of that sweet baseness. I doubt I am. Being me's no joke.

              I continue the tale of my forebears. Thus my exposure; thus my escape. This cursed me, turned me out; that, curse him, saved me; right hand slipped me through left's fingers. Unless on a third hand I somehow preserved myself. Unless unless: the mercy killing was successful. Buzzards let us say made brunch of me betimes but couldn't stomach my voice, which persists like the Nauseous Danaid. We . . . monstrosities are easilier achieved than got rid of.

              In sum I'm not what either parent or I had in mind. One hoped I'd be astonishing, forceful, triumphant-heroical in other words. One dead. I myself conventional. I turn out

              Not every kid thrown to the wolves ends a hero: for each survivor, a mountain of beast-baits; for every Oedipus, a city of feebs.

              So much for my dramatic exposition: seems not to've worked. Here I am, Dad: Your creature! Your caricature!

              Unhappily, things get clearer as we go along. I perceive that I have no body. What's less, I've been speaking of myself without delight or alternative as self consciousness pure and sour; I declare now that even that isn't true. I'm not aware of myself at all, as far as I know. I don't think ... I know what I'm talking about.

              Well, well, being well into my life as it's been called I see well how it'll end, unless in some meaningless surprise. If anything dramatic were going to happen to make me success fuller . . . agreeabler . . . endurabler ... it should've happened by now, we will agree. A change for the better still isn't unthinkable; miracles can be cited. But the odds against a wireless deus ex machina aren't encouraging.

              Here, a confession: Early on I too aspired to immortality. Assumed I'd be beautiful, powerful, loving, loved. At least commonplace. Anyhow human. Even the revelation of my several defects-absence of presence to name one-didn't fetch me right to despair: crippledness affords its own heroisms, does it not; heroes are typically gimpish, are they not. But your crippled hero's one thing, a bloody hero after all; your heroic cripple another, etcetcetcetcet. Being an ideal's warped image, my fancy's own twist figure, is what undoes me.

              
                I wonder if I repeat myself. One-track minds may lead to their origins. Perhaps I'm still in utero, hung up in my delivery; my exposition and the rest merely foreshadow what's to come, the argument for an interrupted pregnancy.

              Womb, coffin, can in any case, from my viewless viewpoint I see no point in going further. Since Dad among his other failings failed to end me when he should've, I'll turn myself off if I can this instant.

              Can't. Then if anyone hears me, speaking from here inside like a sunk submariner, and has the means to my end, I pray him do us both a kindness.

              Didn't. Very well, my ace in the hole: Father, have mercy, I dare you! Wretched old fabricator, where's your shame? Put an end to this, for pity's sake! Now! Now!

              So. My last trump, and I blew it. Not much in the way of a climax; more a climacteric. I'm not the dramatic sort. May the end come quietly, then, without my knowing it. In the course of my breath. In the heart of any word. This one. This one.

              Perhaps I'll have a posthumous cautionary value, like gibbeted corpses, pickled freaks. Self-preservation, it seems, may smell of formaldehyde.

              A proper ending wouldn't spin out so.

              I suppose I might have managed things to better effect, in spite of the old boy. Too • late now.

              Basket case. Waste.

              Shark up some memorable last words at least. There seems to be time.

              Nonsense, I'll mutter to the end, one word after another, string the rascals out, mad or not, heard or not, my last words will be my last words.

              Glossary!

              
                
                  
                    	ardently (adv.)
                    	passionately, very enthusiastically
                  

                  
                    	decadence (n.)
                    	behaviors, attitudes, etc. which show a fall in standards
                  

                  
                    	folly (n.)
                    	foolishness
                  

                  
                    	heterodoxical (adj.)
                    	not following accepted belief
                  

                  
                    	mercy (n.)
                    	a kind of forgiving attitude
                  

                  
                    	narcissism (n.)
                    	excessive love of oneself, sexual desire for one's own body
                  

                  
                    	peter (v.)
                    	to gradually become smaller, quieter, etc. and then end
                  

                  
                    	prohibition (n.)
                    	the act of stopping something being done
                  

                  
                    	pusillanimity (n.)
                    	the state of being timid, the vice of being cowardly
                  

                  
                    	radicalism (n.)
                    	belief in radical ideas and principles
                  

                  
                    	respite (n.)
                    	a short escape from difficult situation
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    	
                      Solipsism (n.)
                    	The theory that the self is all the exists, individualism
                  

                  
                    	Spawn (v.)
                    	To developed or be produced
                  

                  
                    	Squeak (v.)
                    	To make a short high sound that is not very load
                  

                  
                    	To’ve(sf.)
                    	To have
                  

                  
                    	Truculence (n.)
                    	Aggressiveness, eagerness to fight
                  

                  
                    	Vengeance (n.)
                    	The act of harming somebody in return for what they have done
                  

                  
                    	Warrant (n.)
                    	A legal document that gives the police authority
                  

                
              

              
                
                  Exercises
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the text
                
              

              
                	Can you guess why author speaks in a curious, detached manner and is grateful for small mercies? Give your reason.

                	What paradox do you find in some lines of the autobiography? Find them and explain.

                	How are the Mother and Dad of the author as he has reflected in the autobiography?

                	What is the central idea of the autobiography? Write in brief.

                	Do you find any peculiar grammatical and stylistic feature in the autobiography? Critically evaluate the language.

                	Why is the author heterodoxical? Does not he follow the accepted belief and opinion?

                	What does the author confess in his autobiography?

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Autobiography is the story of a person's life, written by himself/herself. Write your own autobiography as Barth has written.

                	Barth says - "A child is not its parents, but sum of their conjoined shames". What figure of speech do you find in this line? What meaning does the author impart form this line? Explain.

                	Explain the following extract with reference to the context:

              

              
                
                  "So much for my dramatic exposition: seems not to've worked, Here I am, Dad: your creature! Your caricature !"
                
              

              
                
                  Project Work: Diary Writing
                
              

              Writing autography is different from writing daily diary. Autobiography is the story of a person's life but a diary is a record of daily events. Write a diary for a week including your daily activity, changed behavior, and precaution in the pandemic period of covid-19.

            
            
              
                
              

              12. The Lost Child by Mulk Raj Anand

              

              
                
                
                  MULK RAJ ANAND
                
              

              Mulk Raj Anand (1905-2004) was born in Peshawar, India (now in Pakistan). He was a prominent British Indian author of novels, short stories, and critical essays in English. He is known for his realistic and sympathetic portrayal of the poor in India. He is considered a founder of the English language Indian novel. He is notable for his depiction of the lives of the poorer castes in traditional Indian society. He was educated at University of Cambridge, University College London, and Khalsa College. After graduating from Khalsa College in 1924, he moved to England for further study. He earned Ph.D. in philosophy in 1929. His first main novel is Untouchable. During World War II he worked as a script writer for the BBC in London. After the end of the II World War Anand returned to India and continued to craft a range of literature on a plethora of topics. He received the International Peace Prize. He published the novel 'The Sword and the Sickle1 which is about the rise of communism.

              The story ’The Lost Child' is about a little child who becomes a victim of an unfortunate event. It deals with a child, and his aspiration, demands and realization. It makes us realize the value of parents. We really don't understand the true value of parents and take them as granted. The significance of parents is only revealed once they are out of sight. The child loses contact with his parents in a village fair and struggles to get them but does not find as a result he kills all his desires that he had before he loses his parents because he feels fearful and insecure at being separated from his parents and all he wants is to be reunited with them. He sobs and says "I want my mother, I want my father."

              
                
                
                  The Lost Child
                
              

              It was the festival of spring. From the wintry shades of narrow lanes and alleys emerged a gaily clad humanity. Some walked, some rode on horses, others sat, being carried in bamboo and bullock carts. One little boy ran between his father’s legs, brimming over with life and laughter. “Come, child, come,” called his parents, as he lagged behind, fascinated by the toys in the shops that lined the way.

              
                He hurried towards his parents, his feet obedient to their call, his eyes still lingering on the receding toys. As he came to where they had stopped to wait for him, he could not suppress the desire of his heart, even though he well knew the old, cold stare of refusal in their eyes. “I want that toy,” he pleaded. His father looked at him red­eyed, in his familiar tyrant’s way. His mother, melted by the free spirit of the day was tender and, giving him her finger to hold, said, “Look, child, what is before you!”

              It was a flowering mustard-field, pale like melting gold as it swept across miles and miles of even land. A group of dragon-flies were bustling about on their gaudy purple wings, intercepting the flight of a lone black bee or butterfly in search of sweetness from the flowers. The child followed them in the air with his gaze, till one of them would still its wings and rest, and he would try to catch it. But it would go fluttering, flapping, up into the air, when he had almost caught it in his hands. Then his mother gave a cautionary call: “Come, child, come, come on to the footpath.”

              He ran towards his parents gaily and walked abreast of them for a while, being, however, soon left behind, attracted by the little insects and worms along the footpath that were teeming out from their hiding places to enjoy the sunshine.

              “Come, child, come!” his parents called from the shade of a grove where they had seated themselves on the edge of a well. He ran towards them. A shower of young flowers fell upon the child as he entered the grove, and, forgetting his parents, he began to gather the raining petals in his hands. But lo! he heard the cooing of doves and ran towards his parents, shouting, “The dove! The dove!” The raining petals dropped from his forgotten hands.

              “Come, child, come!” they called to the child, who had now gone running in wild capers round the banyan tree, and gathering him up they took the narrow, winding footpath which led to the fair through the mustard fields. As they neared the village the child could see many other footpaths full of throngs, converging to the whirlpool of the fair, and felt at once repelled and fascinated by the confusion of the world he was entering. ■»

              A sweetmeat seller hawked, “gulab-jaman, rasagulla, burfi, jalebi,” at the comer of the entrance and a crowd pressed round his counter at the foot of an architecture of many coloured sweets, decorated with leaves of silver and gold. The child stared open- eyed and his mouth watered for the burfi that was his favourite sweet. “I want that burfi,” he slowly murmured. But he half knew as he begged that his plea would not be heeded because his parents would say he was greedy. So without waiting for an answer he moved on.

              
                A flower-seller hawked, “A garland of gulmohur, a garland of gulmohur !” The child seemed irresistibly drawn. He went towards the basket where the flowers lay heaped and half murmured, “I want that garland.” But he well knew his parents would refuse to buy him those flowers because they would say that they were cheap. So, without waiting for an answer, he moved on.

              A man stood holding a pole with yellow, red, green and purple balloons flying from it. The child was simply carried away by the rainbow glory of their silken colours and he was filled with an overwhelming desire to possess them all. But he well knew his parents would never buy him the balloons because they would say he was too old to play with such toys. So he walked on farther.

              A snake-charmer stood playing a flute to a snake which coiled itself in a basket, its head raised in a graceful bend like the neck of a swan, while the music stole into its invisible ears like the gentle rippling of an invisible waterfall. The child went towards the snake-charmer. But, knowing his parents had forbidden him to hear such coarse music as the snake- charmer played, he proceeded farther.

              There was a roundabout in full swing. Men, women and children, carried away in a whirling motion, shrieked and cried with dizzy laughter. The child watched them intently and then he made a bold request: “I want to go on the roundabout, please, Father, Mother.” There was no reply. He turned to look at his parents. They were not there, ahead of him. He turned to look on either side. They were not there. He looked behind. There was no sign of them.

              A full, deep cry rose within his dry throat and with a sudden jerk of his body he ran from where he stood, crying in real fear, “Mother, Father.” Tears rolled down from his eyes, hot and fierce; his flushed face was convulsed with fear. Panic- stricken, he ran to one side first, then to the other, hither and thither in all directions, knowing not where to go. “Mother, Father,” he wailed. His yellow turban came untied and his clothes became muddy.

              Having run to and fro in a rage of running for a while, he stood defeated, his cries suppressed into sobs. At little distances on the green grass he could see, through his filmy eyes, men and women talking. He tried to look intently among the patches of bright yellow clothes, but there was no sign of his father and mother among these people, who seemed to laugh and talk just for the sake of laughing and talking.

              He ran quickly again, this time to a shrine to which people seemed to be crowding. Every little inch of space here was congested with men, but he ran through people’s legs, his little sob lingering: “Mother, Father!” Near the entrance to the temple, however, the crowd became very thick: men jostled each other, heavy men, with flashing, murderous eyes and hefty shoulders.

              
                The poor child struggled to thrust a way between their feet but, knocked to and fro by their brutal movements, he might have been trampled underfoot, had he not shrieked at the highest pitch of his voice, “Father, Mother!”

              A man in the surging crowd heard his cry and, stooping with great difficulty, lifted him up in his arms. “How did you get here, child? Whose baby are you?” the man asked as he steered clear of the mass. The child wept more bitterly than ever now and only cried, “I want my mother, I want my father!”

              The man tried to soothe him by taking him to the roundabout. “Will you have a ride on the horse?” he gently asked as he approached the ring. The child’s throat tore into a thousand shrill sobs and he only shouted: “I want my mother, I want my father!”

              The man headed towards the place where the snake- charmer still played on the flute to the swaying cobra. “Listen to that nice music, child!” he pleaded. But the child shut his ears with his fingers and shouted his double-pitched strain: “I want my mother, I want my father!” The man took him near the balloons, thinking the bright colours of the balloons would distract the child’s attention and quieten him. “Would you like a rainbow-coloured balloon?” he persuasively asked. The child turned his eyes from the flying balloons and just sobbed, “I want my mother, I want my father!”

              The man, still trying to make the child happy, bore him to the gate where the flower-seller sat. “Look! Can you smell those nice flowers, child! Would you like a garland to put round your neck?” The child turned his nose away from the basket and reiterated his sob: “I want my mother, I want my father!”

              Thinking to humour his disconsolate charge by a gift of sweets, the man took him to the counter of the sweet shop. “What sweets would you like, child?” he asked. The child turned his face from the sweet shop and only sobbed, “I want my mother, I want my father!”

              Glossary

              
                
                  
                    	Abrest (adv.)
                    	Next to somebody
                  

                  
                    	Alley (n.)
                    	A narrow passage between buildings
                  

                  
                    	Brim (v.)
                    	To fill something
                  

                  
                    	Caper (n.)
                    	Small green flower
                  

                  
                    	Disconsolate (adj.)
                    	Dejected, very unhappy
                  

                  
                    	Gaily (adj.)
                    	In a bright, attractive, and cgeerful way
                  

                  
                    	Grove (n.)
                    	A small group of trees
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    	
                      Hawk (v.)
                    	To try to sell things by going from place to place
                  

                  
                    	Lag (v.)
                    	To move very slowly than other
                  

                  
                    	Murderous (adj.)
                    	Intending to murder
                  

                  
                    	Repel (v.0
                    	To attack
                  

                  
                    	Shriek (v.)
                    	To scream, to sat something loud
                  

                  
                    	Teem (v.0
                    	To fall heavily
                  

                  
                    	Tramp (v.)
                    	To walk with heavy steps for a long time
                  

                  
                    	Whirlpool (n.)
                    	A special swimming pool for relaxing
                  

                  
                    	Wintry (adj.)
                    	Cold, typical of winter
                  

                
              

              
                
                  Exercises
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	Answer the following questions in brief.

              

              
                	When was the time of festival?

                	What fell upon the child as he entered the grove?

                	What did the child do seeing burfi before missing parents? Why did not he ask for it?

                	Why did the child think that his parents would refuse to by garland for him?

                	Why would not the parents buy him the balloons?

                	How did the child get lost?

                	Who helped the lost child?

                	Why didn’t the child go to the snake-charmer?

                	Where did the child get separated from his parents?

              

              
                	How did the snake-charmer perfofm his trick? Did the child like it?

                	What made the child resist his desire for burfi, garland, balloon, and so on that he would like earlier?

                	What happened when the lost child reached the temple door?

                	What did the child see when his mother told him to look at what was before him?

                	How do you analyze the character of the man who picked up the child? Was he affectionate? How did he try to pacify the child?

                	Compare the child's behavior before and after he lost his parents at the fair.

              

              
                
                  
                    Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	"Children love their parents unconditionally. Although parents rebuke their children sometimes for their good, children always want their parents around them and feel lost in their absence.” Do you agree? Give your answer.

                	"Children's psychology is essential to understand to the parents". Explain.

                	Suppose you are taken to a fair by your parents? How will you behave with your parents there? Explain with reference to the story.

                	The ending of the story is somewhat bizarre. The child was taken by a man. What do you think his parents were doing? Were they trying to find their child? Would the child reunite with his parents? Write your view.

                	Summarize the story in your own words in about 250 words.

                	If you have been in place of the lost child, what would you do to find your parents in the fair?

              

              
                
                  
                    
                      Project Work
                    
                  
                
              

              Write a short imaginary story narrating an event of missing a child by your neighbor in a fair you attended with the neighbor and later hardly found.

            
          
        
        
          
            
          

          Unit 2: Non-fictions

          
            
              Essays 
              Memoir
              Blogs writing
            
          

          
            
              Moral Value related texts
              Meta Langauge essay
            
          

          
            
              Learning Objectives:
            
          

          
            	On completion of studying this unit, students will be able to:

            	read different prose texts for information and pleasure,

            	identify and explain the contextual meanings of specific phrases, idioms and

            	sentences to draw the intent in reading between the lines,

            	comprehend the texts and answer questions based on them,

            	draw the central ideas of the given texts,

            	present the themes of the given texts,

            	explain the extracts from the text with reference to their contexts,

            	paraphrase the specific extracts from the text,

            	summarize the text and justify its title, and

            	give a brief introduction of the author.

          

          
            
              
            

            Introduction to Non-Fiction/Essays

            Any composition that is factual and does not include any imaginary language or world can be taken as non-fictional work. The historical records, personal interviews, and novel in truth event are some of the non-fictional work. They present human reality, truth, misery, and absurdity directly. Non-fictional work tries to naturalize human life. They are mainly characterized as the presentation of real event. Non-fiction is a factual writing. There is the authentic photography of reality and imagination is avoided.

            The concept of essay was developed by French scholar Montaigne in 1550 A.D. He used the term 'essai' signifying an attempt. Later in 1597, Francis Bacon developed essay as a genre. The word essay has been derived from the French word 'essai' which means 'to attempt'. It is a form of composition usually in prose. It can be used to discuss a variety of topics formally and informally. It is so flexible. The main purpose of essay writing is to persuade the readers on the point that the writer takes. Essays are of moderate length. Essays can be written using different modes of expression: description, narration, dramatization and persuasion. The author in essays expresses his idea and views directly to the readers.

            
              
                Characteristics of the essay
              
            

            
              	Moderate: The essay is of moderate length. It is a moderate composition in prose art.

              	Persuasion: There are several modes of expression in essays: description, narration, dramatization, argument, reflection, etc. But the tone of persuasion lies in the heart of every essay.

              	Purposefulness: Every essay is designed to perform a certain purpose, to express an opinion, to inform, to persuade, to entertain, etc.

              	Flexibility: The essay can be written on any topic. The author expresses his/her idea freely. He can express the idea without designing the limitation. It can be personal, impersonal, subjective/ objective, plain/satirical, etc.

              	Order: The essay should follow a certain order of expression and come to a definite conclusion. The writer should strictly follow the chronological order­order in time from the past to the present, spatial order- an order in place, from far to near or near to far and a logical order.

            

            
              
                Types of essays
              
            

            On the basis of subject matter, style of writing, tone of the writer, way of presenting subjective matter, etc. essays are classified as descriptive," narrative, expository, reflective, argumentative, meditative, dramatic, and discursive.

            
              	
                Descriptive essays: In descriptive essay the mode of expression is descriptive. This essay describes the subject, things and place as a fact. The description can be of animals, mountains, rivers, oceans, towns, buildings, etc. The author in this essay describes the object objectively. Third person pronouns are used. There should be sincere, honest, and perfect account of the subject matter.

              	Narrative essays: These types of essays are similar to story writing in expression. Narrative essays consist of mainly in the narration of some events or a series of events. The author becomes story teller. These essays see their subject in time and present it in the form of history.

              	Argumentative essays: In these types of essays, the authors present their view or opinion on a subject. Argumentation is the mode of expression in such essays. The basic thing in these essays is taking a point of view established together with some support for the point. The aim of these essays is to convince the readers that the position that the author takes on a subject is right. By presenting evidences, the author supports the arguments in a logical manner. A controversial subject matter is dealt with presenting logic.

              	Expository essays: Expository essays aim to give new information to the readers. The readers come to know what is happening in the world through these essays. The authors expose the readers about unknown facts. These essays are informative in nature.

              	Reflective essays: These types of essays deal with the topics of abstract nature. A reflection is a thought on some subjects and idea arising in the mind. The author reflects his mind through the use of images, symbol, allusions, allegories, etc. The topics of a reflective essay can be political or domestic topics, philosophical subject, religious, or theological topic, etc.

              	Discursive essays: These types of essays hold a discussion on a particular topic. The author analyses an idea through discussion to arrive at a conclusion.

              	Meditative essays: These types of essays are poetic in nature. The essay is written in poetic style. The author is in the state of contemplation and thinking about the matter from various angles. The author pays less attention to the readers and great emphasis is given in the seeking of truth about something. There is conversation with the author. There is serious conterhplation in the mind of the writers. The language is soft and poetic.

            

            
              
                
              

              1. Sir Roger at the Assizes by Richard steele

              

              
                RICHARD STEELE

              Richard Steele (1672-1729) was born in Dublin, Ireland . He is best known for his collaboration with Addison on a series of essays for the Tattler and the Spectator. He is the British essayist, dramatist, and politician. He was a warm hearted man, friendly and careless with money. His essays helped form middle-class tastes in manners, morals, and literature. He described and criticized the social customs and attitudes of his days. He was the founder of periodical essays. He used humorous characters. He wrote didactic essays. His writing is objective and realistic.

              Steele’s father, an ailing and somewhat ineffectual attorney, died when the son was about five, and the boy was taken under the protection of his uncle Henry Gascoigne. He was sent to study in England at Charterhouse in 1684 and to Christ Church, Oxford, in 1689. At Charterhouse he met Addison, and thus began one of the most famous and fruitful of all literary friendships, which lasted until disagreements (mainly political) brought about a cooling and a final estrangement shortly before Addison’s death in 1719. Both as man and writer Steele is one of the most attractive figures of his time, much of his writing—easy, rapid, slipshod, but deeply sincere— reflecting his personality.

              'Sir Roger at the Assize' presents the way to get satisfaction by respecting own self avoiding personal and public criticism. The writer presents Sir Roger as a generous and kind, mild and gentle man for other. The author appreciates Sir Roger's personality and courage by presenting some events and situations in which Sir Roger behaves uniquely. He is a man of humanity and has a large heart. This narrative essay depicts his brave personality to appeal readers to be same. Sir Roger was initially conceived of as an aging Restoration rake. He was a rich; fashionable fine gentleman. He remains the exclusive property of Steele. Steele's interest in the affairs of Sir Roger's heart was in keeping with his general interests as a periodical writer.

              

              
                
                  Sir Roger at The Assizes
                
              

              A man's first care should be to avoid the reproaches of his own heart; his next to escape the censures of the world. If the last interferes with the former, it ought to be entirely neglected; but otherwise there cannot be a greater satisfaction to an honest mind than to see those approbations which it gives itself seconded by the applauses of the public. A man is more sure of his conduct when the verdict which he passes upon his own behavior is thus warranted and confirmed by the opinion of all that know him.

              
                My worthy friend Sir Roger is one of those who is not only at peace within himself, but beloved and esteemed by all about him. He receives a suitable tribute for his universal benevolence to mankind, in the returns of affection and good-will which are paid him by every one that lives within his neighborhood. I lately met with two or three odd instances of that general respect which is shown to the good old Knight. He would need carry Will Wimble and myself with him to the county assizes. As we were upon the road, Will Wimble joined a couple of plain men who rid before us, and conversed with them for some time; during which my friend Sir Roger acquainted me with their characters.

              The first of them, says he, that has a spaniel by his side, is a yeoman of about an hundred pounds a year, an honest man. He is just within the Game-Act, and qualified to kill an hare or a pheasant. He knocks down a dinner with his gun twice or thrice a week; and by that means lives much cheaper than those who have not so good an estate as himself. He would be a good neighbor if he did not destroy so many partridges; in short, he is a very sensible man, shoots flying, and has been several times foreman of the petty jury.

              The other that rides along with him is Tom Touchy, a fellow famous for taking the law of everybody. There is not one in the town where he lives that he has not sued at a quarter sessions. The rogue had once the impudence to go to law with the Widow. His head is full of costs, damages, and ejectments; he plagued a couple of honest gentlemen so long for a trespass in breaking one of his hedges, till he was forced to sell the ground it enclosed to defray the charges of the prosecution. His father left him fourscore pounds a year, but he has cast and been cast so often, that he is not now worth thirty. I suppose he is going upon the old business of the willow-tree.

              As Sir Roger was giving me this account of Tom Touchy, Will Wimble and his two companions stopped short till we came up to them. After having paid their respects to Sir Roger, Will told him that Mr. Touchy and he must appeal to him upon a dispute that arose between them. Will, it seems, had been giving his fellow-traveller an account of his angling one day in such a hole; when Tom Touchy, instead of hearing out his story, told him that Mr. Such-an-one, if he pleased, might take the law of him for fishing in that part of the river. My friend Sir Roger heard them both, upon a round trot; and, after having paused some time, told them, with the air of a man who would not give his judgment rashly, that much might be said on both sides. They were neither of them dissatisfied with the Knight's determination, because neither of them found himself in the wrong by it. Upon which we made the best of our way to the assizes.

              The court was sat before Sir Roger came; but notwithstanding all the justices had taken their places upon the bench, they made room for the old Knight at the head of them; who, for his reputation in the country, took occasion to whisper in the judge's ear, that he was glad his lordship had met with so much good weather in his circuit.

              
                I was listening to the proceeding of the court with much attention, and infinitely pleased with that great appearance and solemnity which so properly accompanies such a public administration of our laws; when, after about an hour's sitting, I observed, to my great surprise, in the midst of a trial, that my friend Sir Roger was getting up to speak. I was in some pain for him, till I found he had acquitted himself of two or three sentences, with a look of much business and great intrepidity.

              Upon his first rising the court was hushed, and a general whisper ran among the country people that Sir Roger was up. The speech he made was so little to the purpose, that I shall not trouble my readers with an account of it; and I believe was not so much designed by the Knight himself to inform the court, as to give him a figure in my eye. and keep up his credit in the country.

              I was highly delighted, when the court rose, to see the gentlemen of the country gathering about my old friend, and striving who should compliment him most; at the same time that the ordinary people gazed upon him at a distance, not a little admiring his courage, that was not afraid to speak to the judge.

              In our return home we met with a very odd accident, which I cannot forbear relating, because it shows how desirous all who know Sir Roger are of giving him marks of their esteem. When we were arrived upon the verge of his estate, we stopped at a little inn to rest ourselves and our horses. The man of the house had, it seems, been formerly a servant in the Knight's family; and, to do honor to his old master, had some time since, unknown to Sir Roger, put him up in a sign-post before the door; so that the Knight's Head had hung out upon the road about a week before he himself knew anything of the matter. As soon as Sir Roger was acquainted with it, finding that his servant's indiscretion proceeded wholly from affection and good-will, he only told him that he had made him too high a compliment; and when the fellow seemed to think tha; could hardly be, added, with a more decisive look, that it was too great an honor for any man under a duke; but told him at the same4 time that it might be altered with a very few touches, and that he himself would be at the charge of it. Accordingly they got a painter, by the Knight's directions, to add a pair of whiskers to the face, and by a little aggravation of the features to change it into the Saracen's Head. I should not have known this story had not the inn-keeper, upon Sir Roger's alighting, told him in my hearing, that his honor's head was brought back last night with the alterations that he had ordered to be made in it. Upon this, my friend, with his usual cheerfulness, relatec the particulars above mentioned, and ordered the head to be brought into the room. I could not forbear discovering greater expressions of mirth than ordinary upon the appearance of this monstrous face, under which, notwithstanding it was made to frown and stare in a most extraordinary manner, I could still discover a distant resemblance of my old friend.

              
                Sir Roger, upon seeing me laugh, desired me to tell him truly if I thought it possible for people to know him in that disguise. I at first kept my usual silence; but upon the Knight's conjuring me to tell him whether it was not still more like himself than a Saracen, I composed my countenance in the best manner I could, and replied that much might be said on both sides.

              These several adventures, with the Knight's behavior in them, gave me as pleasant a day as ever I met with in any of my travels.

              Glossary

              
                
                  
                    	Aggravation
                    	Illness or unpleasant situation
                  

                  
                    	Alighting
                    	A feeling off happiness
                  

                  
                    	Angling
                    	An art or sport of catching fish with a fishing rod
                  

                  
                    	Applause
                    	Shout and clapping of approval
                  

                  
                    	Approbation
                    	Approval and aggreemant
                  

                  
                    	Benevolence
                    	The quality of being kind and generous
                  

                  
                    	Censure
                    	Strong criticism
                  

                  
                    	Country assizes
                    	An area in Britain where a court of law travelled to each country of England and whales
                  

                  
                    	Defray
                    	To return money
                  

                  
                    	Desirous
                    	Having a wish for something wanting something
                  

                  
                    	Esteem
                    	To respecte and admire very much
                  

                  
                    	Hushed
                    	Quiet
                  

                  
                    	Impudence
                    	No respect to other
                  

                  
                    	Indiscretion
                    	An immoral act, offensive remarks
                  

                  
                    	Intrepidity
                    	Brevity , not afraid of danger
                  

                  
                    	partridge
                    	A brown bird with a round body and short tail that people hunt for sport or food
                  

                  
                    	Prosecutions
                    	The process of trying to prove in court of law that somebody is guilty of a crime
                  

                  
                    	Reproach
                    	A stste of shame, loss of honor or criticism
                  

                  
                    	Resemblance
                    	The fact of looking similar
                  

                  
                    	Rogue
                    	Dishonest and immoral man
                  

                  
                    	Spaniel
                    	A dog with large soft ears that hang down
                  

                  
                    	Verdict
                    	Decision or opinion
                  

                  
                    	Yeoman
                    	A farmer who owned an work on this land in the past
                  

                
              

              
                
                  Exercises
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	What kind of text is it? What does it talk about?

                	
                  What is a greater satisfaction to an honest mind? How can it be achieved?

                	When is a man more sure of his conduct?

                	When did Sir Roger acquaint the narrator with characters? Describe the situation.

                	Describe the Yeoman as the author depicts in the text.

                	How does the author portray Tom Touchy? Why did he plague a couple of honest gentlemen?

                	How does the author present Sir Roger? What kind of man is he? Give your understanding based on the text.

                	What accident did the author meet in his return home? Explain.

                	What does the author want to say about Sir Roger by-1 was in some pain for him. till I found he had acquitted himself of two or three sentences...?

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	What is the main point Steele has made in the essay? Summarize his central idea in a paragraph. Use your own words.

                	The author ends his essay with 'These several adventures, with the Knight $ behavior in them, gave me a pleasant a day as ever I met with in any of mx travels'. Which were his several adventures and how did they give him pleasant ' Explain.

                	Describe an experience and impression you have had with someone great of hear, and behavior that is similar in some way to that of the description of the author of the text.

                	Read another essay "Sir Roger'at Home" by Addison and compare Steele's and his perspective towards Sir Roger.

              

            
            
              
                
              

              2. An Eastern Journey by Somerset Maugham

              

              
                
                
                  SOMERSET MAUGHAM
                
              

              Somerset Maugham (1874-1965) was an English short story writer, novelist, and playwright. He was among the most popular writers of his era and reputedly the highest-paid author during the 1930s. His parents died before he was ten. He was raised by a paternal uncle who was emotionally cold. He trained and qualified as a physician. When his first novel Liza of Lambeth (1897) sold out so rapidly, he gave up medicine to write full-time. He wrote a variety of materials (fiction, memoir, travelogue, plays) but is best known for his novels and short stories. His best-known works are of Human Bondage (1915) and Moon and sixpence (1919). His work is characterized by a clear unadorned style, cosmopolitan settings, and a shrewd understanding of the short story writer. During and after the war he travelled in India, Southeast Asia and the pacific. He drew from those experiences in his works.

              Mangham in this travelogue draws his experiences of visiting eastern countries. It is an account of travelogue. The author describes the places, scene, people, historical places, buildings and so on that he saw and visited in the journey. He describes the Angkor Wat, an eastern Buddhist temple complex located in northern Cambodia. He is impressed by the Cambodian dances. He concludes that in the countries of the East the most impressive is neither temple nor great wall but the men. He explores that every great things are the creation and product of men.

              
                
                  An Eastern Journey
                
              

              
                ONE thing that makes a vi£it to Angkor an event of unusual significance— preparing you to enter into the gate, of mind proper to such an experience—is the immense difficulty of gelling there. For once you have reached Phnom-Penh—itself a place sufficiently off the beaten track—you must take a steamer and go a long way up a dull and sluggish river, a tributary of the Mehkong, till you reach a wide lake; you change into another steamer, flat-bottomed, for there is no great depth, and in this you travel all night; then you pass through a narrow defile and come to another great stretch of placid water. It is night again when you reach the end of it. Then you get into a sampan and are rowed among clumps of mangroves up a tortuous channel. The moon is full and the trees on the banks are sharply outlined against the night and you seem to traverse not a real country but the fantastic land of the silhouettes. 
              

              
                
                  At last you come to a bedraggled little village of watchmen, whose dwellings are houseboats, and landing you drive down by the river side through plantations of cocoanut, betel and plantain, and the river is now a shallow little stream (like the country stream in which on Sundays in your childhood you used to catch minnows and put them in a jam-pot) till at length, looming gigantic and black in the moonshine, you see the great towers of Angkor Wat.

              
                
              

              (Figure: Angkor Wat)

              But now that I come to this part of my book I am seized with dismay. I have never seen anything in the world more wonderful than the temples of Angkor, but I do not know how on earth I am going to set down in black and white such an account of them as will give even the most sensitive reader more than a confused and shadowy impression of their grandeur. Of course to the artist in words, who takes pleasure in the sound of them and their look on the page, it would be an opportunity in a thousand. What a chance for prose pompous and sensual, varied, solemn and harmonious ; and what a delight to such a one it would be to reproduce in his long phrases the long lines of the buildings, in the balance of his paragraphs to express their symmetry, and in the opulence of his vocabulary their rich decoration ! It would be enchanting to find the apt word and by putting it in its right place give the same rhythm .to the sentence as he had seen in the massed grey stones; and it would be a triumph to hit upon the unusual, the revealing epithet that translated into another beauty the colour, the form and the strangeness of what he alone had had the gift to see.

              Alas, I have not the smallest talent for this sort of thing, and—doubtless because I cannot do it myself— I do not very much like it in others. A little of it goes a long way with me. I can read a page of Ruskin with enjoyment, but ten only with weariness; and when I have finished an essay by Walter Pater I know how a trout feels when you have taken him off the hook and he lies on the bank flapping his tail in the grass. I admire the ingenuity with which, little piece of glass by little piece of glass, Pater fitted together the mosaic of his style, but it bores me. His prose is like one of those period houses, all Genoese velvet and carved wood, that they used to have in America twenty years ago, and you looked round desperately for a comer on which to put down your empty glass.
I can bear it better when this kind of stately writing is done by our forefathers. The grand style became them. I am awed by the magnificence of Sir Thomas Browne; it is like staying in a great Palladian palace with frescoes by Veronese on the ceilings and tapestries on the walls. It is impressive rather than homely. You cannot see yourself doing your daily dozen in those august surroundings.

              
                When I was young I took much trouble to acquire a style; I used to go to the British Museum and note down the names of rare jewels so that I might give my prose magnificence, and I used to go to the Zoo and observe the way an eagle looked or linger on a cab-rank to see how a horse champed so that I might on occasion use a nice metaphor; I made lists of unusual adjectives so that I might put them in unexpected places. But it was not a bit of good. I found I had no bent for anything of the kind; we do not write as we want to but as we can, and though I have the greatest respect for those authors who are blessed with a happy gift of phrase I have long resigned myself to writing as plainly as I can. I have a very small vocabulary and I manage to make do with it, I am afraid, only because [see things with no great subtlety. I think perhaps I see them with a certain passion and it interests me to translate into words not the look of them, but the emotion they have given mo. But I am content if I can put this down as briefly and baldly as if I were writing a telegram.

              
                
                  ((Figure: Henri Mpiiliot)
                

              
              On my journey up the river and across the lake I lead the Travels in Indo-China of Henri Mouhot, a French naturalist, who was the first European to give a detailed description of the ruins of Angkor. His hook is pleasant to read. It is a painstaking and straightforward account very characteristic of the period when the traveller had still the ingenuous belief that people who did not dress, eat, talk and think as he did were very odd, and not quite human; and M. Mouhot narrated many things that would scarcely excite the astonishment of the more sophisticated and also more modest traveller of our day. But apparently he was not always accurate and my copy of his book had been at some time annotated in pencil by a later pilgrim The corrections were neatly written in a hand that looked determined, but whether this not so, this far from it, this quite wrong, this a palpable error were due to a disinterested desire for truth, a wish to guide future readers, or merely to a sense of superiority, I had no means of telling. Perhaps, however, poor Mouhot may justly claim a certain indulgence, for, dying before he completed his journey, he had no opportunity to correct and explain his notes. Here are the last two entries in his diary:

              
                L9th —Attacked by fever.

              29th —Have pity on me, oh my God ... I

              And here is the beginning of a letter he wrote a little while before he died :

              Louang Prabang (Laos), 23) d July, 1801.

              Now, my dear Jenny, let us converse together. Do you know of what I often think when everyone around me is asleep, and I, lying wrapped in my mosquito curtains, let my thoughts wander back to all the members of my family? Then I seem to hear again the charming voice of my little Jenny, and to be listening once more to " La Traviata,” " The Death of Nelson,” or some other of the airs that I loved so much to hear you sing. I then feel regret, mingled with joy, at the souvenir of the happy—oh, how happy! past. Then I open the gauze curtains, light my pipe, and gaze out upon the stars, humming softly the " Pitre " of Beranger, or the " Old Sergeant ” ..

              By the portraits of him he was a man of an open countenance, with a full curly beard and a long moustache, and his thinning curly hair gave him a noble brow. In a frock coat he looked a respectable rather than a romantic figure, but in a beret with a long tassel there was in his mien something dashing and naively ferocious. He might then very well have passed for a corsair in a drama of the sixties.

              But it was a very different Angkor Wat that met the intrepid gaze of Henri Mouhot from that which the tourist now can so conveniently visit. If indeed you are curious to know what this stupendous monument looked like before the restorer set to work upon it, (it must be admitted unobtrusively) you can get a very good impression by taking a narrow path through the forest when you will come presently upon a huge grey gateway covered with lichen and moss. On the upper part of it, on the four sides, dimly emerging from ruined masonry is, four times repeated, the impassive head of Siva. On each side of the gateway, half hidden by jungle, are the remains of a massive wall and in front of it, choked with weeds and water-plants, a broad moat. Entering you find yourself in a vast courtyard, strewn with figments of statues and green stones on which you vaguely discern sculpture ; ybu walk softly on dead brown leaves and they squelch ever so faintly under your tread. Here grow enormous trees, towering above you, shrubs of all kinds and dank weeds: they grow among the crumbling masonry, forcing it apart, and their roots writhe like snakes upon the surface of the stony soil. The courtyard is surrounded by ruined corridors and you climb hazardously up steep, slippery and broken stairs, threading your way through passages and vaulted chambers dripping with wet and heavy with the stink of bats; the pedestals on which stood the gods are overturned and the gods are gone. And in the corridors and on the terraces the tropical vegetation grows fiercely. Here and there the great pieces of carved stone hang perilously. Here and there on a bas- relief still miraculously in place stand the dancing­girls veiled with lichen, mockingly, in their everlasting gestures of abandonment.

              
                For centuries nature has waged its battle with the handiwork of man; it has covered, disfigured and transformed it, and now all these buildings that a multitude of slaves built with so much labour lie a confused tangle among the trees. Here lurk the cobras whose broken images you see on the stones around you. Hawks fly high overhead and the gibbons leap from branch to branch; but it is green and dark and you seem beneath that wanton leafage to wander at the bottom of the sea.

              It chanced that one day towards dusk, when I was wandering about this temple, for in its ruin it offered peculiar sensations that I found it curious to expose myself to, I was overtaken by a storm. I had seen the great dark clouds massed in the North-West and it had seemed to me that never again could the temple in the jungle be seen by me more mysteriously; but after a while I felt something strange in the air and looking up saw that the dark clouds were on a sudden charging down upon the forest. The rain came suddenly and then the thunder, not a single peal but roll upon roll reverberating down the sky, and lightning that blinded me, darting and slashing fiercely. I was deafened and confused by the noise, and the lightning startled me. The rain fell not as in our temperate zone, but with an angry vehemence, in sheets, storming down as though the heavens were emptying themselves of flooded lakes. It seemed to fall with no blind unconscious force, but with a purpose and a malignancy which were, alas, but too human. I stood in a doorway, not a little frightened, and as the lightning tore the darkness like a veil I saw the jungle stretching endlessly before me, and it seemed to me that these great temples and their gods were insignificant before the fierce might of nature. Its power there was so manifest, spoke with so stern and insistent a voice that it was easy to understand how man had devised his gods and built great temples to house them to serve as a screen between himself and the force that terrified and crushed him. For nature is the most powerful of all the gods

              In case the reader is a trifle perplexed by all this commotion of the elements I will set down now for his edification a few facts of general interest. Angkor was a city of great extent, the capital of a powerful empire, and for ten miles around the jungle is dotted with the remains of the temples that adorned it. Angkor Wat is but one of these and has claimed more than the rest the attentions of the archaeologist, the restorer and the traveller, only because when discovered by the West it was in a less ruined state. No one knows why the city was abandoned so suddenly that they have found blocks of stones in the quarries ready to take their place in an unfinished temple, and the experts have in vain sought for a plausible explanation.

              Some of the temples look as though they had been in great part wantonly destroyed: and the notion has been hazarded that when the rulers after some unfortunate battle fled the country, the wretched slaves who had spent their lives through so many generations to erect these massive buildings in vengeance overthrew what they had been obliged with blood and sweat to construct.

              
                This is conjecture. The only thing certain is that here was a city thriving and populous and now there remains nothing but a few ruined temples and the teeming forest. The houses were of wood, surrounded by their little compounds, like the houses I had so lately seen at Keng-Tung, and it would not have taken long for them to decay; the jungle, held in check for a while by the business of man, flowed back, an irresistible green sea, upon the scene of his futile activity. At the end of the thirteenth century it was one of the great cities of the East; two hundred years later it was the resort of wild beasts.

              Angkor Wat is placed due east and west and the sun rises directly behind the five towers that surmount it. It is surrounded by a broad moat, which you cross by a great causeway paved with flagstones, and the trees are delicately reflected in the still water.

              It is an impressive rather than a beautiful building and it needs the glow of sunset or the white brilliance of the moon to give it a loveliness that touches the heart. It is grey veiled by a faint green, which is the colour of the moss and the mould of all the rainy seasons it has seen, but at sunset it is buff, pale and warm. At dawn when the county is bathed in a silver mist the towers have an aspect that is strangely unsubstantial; they have then an airy lightness which they lack in the hard white light of noon. Twice a day, when the sun rises and when it sets, a miracle is performed and they gain a beauty not their own. They are the mystic towers of the spirit’s high citadel. The temple and its dependencies are built on a strictly formal plan. This part balances that and one side repeats the other. The architects exercised no great power of invention, but built on the pattern dictated to them by the rites of their religion. They had neither wanton fancy nor vivid imagination. They yielded to no sudden inspiration. They were deliberate. They gained their effects by regularity and by vastness. The modern eye, of course, has been distorted by the huge buildings that are now so easily constructed, mammoth hotel and enormous apartment house, so that the great size of Angkor Wat must be realised by an effort of the imagination; but to those for whom it was built it must have "seemed stupendous. The very steep steps that lead from one story to another give it a singular effect of height. They are not the broad and noble stairs of the West, fit for the pageantry of processions, but an arduous and hurried means of ascent to the presence of a secret and mysterious god. They render the divinity remote and enigmatic. On each story, four to each, are large sunken basins in which was water for purification, and the water at those strange heights must have added strangely to the silence and the awe. It is a religion of which the temples are empty and the god lives alone except at stated periods when the devout bring gifts to appease him. It is the home now of innumerable bats and the air is fetid with them; in each dark passage and sombrechamber you hear their twitterings.

              
                This plainness of construction gave the sculptors ample occasion for decoration. Capitals, pilasters, pediments, doorways, windows are enriched with carving of an unimaginable variety. The themes are few, but on them they embroidered many beautiful inventions. Here they had a free hand and with a fury of creation crammed into these narrow limits all the adventures of their impetuous souls. It is interesting to note, as you go from temple to temple, how in the course of centuries these unknown craftsmen passed from rude strength to consummate grace; and how at first, regardless of the whole they made their decoration an end in itself, but at long last learnt to submit themselves to the general plan. What they lost in power they gained in taste; it is for each one to say which he prefers.

              The galleries are adorned with bas-reliefs; they are interminable ; they are world- famous ; but to attempt to describe them would be as foolish as to attempt to describe the jungle. Here you have princes on elephants with the state umbrellas open over their heads making a progress among graceful trees; they form a pleasing pattern which is repeated along the length of a wall like the pattern of a paper. There you have long lines of soldiers marching into battle, and the gestures of their arms and the movements of their legs follow the same formal design as that of the dancers in a Cambodian dance. But they join battle and break into frenzied movement; even the dying and the dead are contorted into violent attitudes. Above them the chieftains advance on their elephants and in their chariots, brandishing swords and lances. And you get a feeling of unbridled action, of the turmoil and stress of battle, a breathlessness, an agitation and a disorder, which is infinitely curious. Every inch of the space is covered with figures, horses, elephants and chariots, you can discern neither plan nor pattern, and only the chariot­wheels rest the eye in this chaos, You cannot discover a rhythm. For it was not beauty that the artists sought, but action; they Cared little for elegance of gesture or purity of line; theirs was no emotion recollected in tranquility, but a living passion that brooked no limits. Here is nothing of the harmony of the Greeks, but the rush of a torrential stream and theterrible, vehement life4of the jungle. Yet there are not a few that are withal as lovely as the Elgin Marbles and when you look at them you would be dull indeed if you were not caught by the rapture that pure beauty affords. But alas, this excellence was produced only for a brief period; for the rest the drawing for the most part is poor and the patterns tedious. The sculptors seem to have been content to go on from generation to generation slavishly copying one another and you wonder that sheer boredom did not induce them now and again to break into a new design. The draughtsmen who make laborious drawings of them discern in the sameness many differences, but they are only such as you might find in a piece of prose copied by a hundred hands. The writing is different, but the sense remains the same.

              
                And as I wandered about looking disconsolately at so much that was dull I wished that I had by my side a philosopher who could explain to me why it is that man can never remain in one stay, why is it, I wanted to ask him, that having known the best he should content himself so comfortably with the mediocre? Is it that circumstances—or is it genius, the genius of the individual? —raise him for a while to heights at which he cannot breathe easily so that he is content to make his way down again to the homely plain? Is man like water that can be forced to an artificial altitude, but that reverts as soon as the force is removed to its own level? It looks as though his normal condition were the lowest state of civilization compatible with his environment and in this he can remain unchanged from age to age. Perhaps my philosopher would have told me that only a few races are capable of raising themselves above the dust, and then only for a little while and even they are conscious that their state is extraordinary, and they fall back with relief to the condition that is only a little better than the beasts. But if he had, then I would have asked him if man were not perfectible. But I should have accepted it with humility if he had said: come along, don’t stay there talking a lot of nonsense, let’s go and have tiffin. I should have said to myself that perhaps he had varicose veins and tc stand so long made his legs ache.

              I came to the last day I could spend at Angkor, I was leaving it with a wrench, but I knew by now that it was the sort of place that, however long one stayed, it would always be a wrench to leave. I saw things that day that I had seen a dozen times, bu: never with such poignancy; and as I sauntered down those long grey passages and now and then caught sight of the forest through a doorway all I saw had a new beauty. The still courtyards had a mystery that made me wish to linger in them a little longer, for I had a notion that I was on the verge of discovering some strange and subtle secret: it was as though a melody trembled in the air, but so low that the ears could just not catch it. Silence seemed to dwell in these courts like a presence that you could see if you turned round and my last impression of Angkor was like my first, that of a great silence And it gave me I know not what strange feeling to look at the living forest that surrounded this great grey pile so4closely, the jungle luxuriant and gay in the sunlight, a sea of different greens; and to know that there all round me had once stood a multitudinous city.

              That night a troupe of Cambodian dancers were dancing on the terrace of the temple. We were escorted along the causeway by boys carrying a hundred lighted torches.The resin of which they were made charged the air with an acrid, pleasan: perfume. They formed a great circle of flame, flickering and uncertain on the terrace and in the middle of it the dancers trod their strange measure. Musicians, hidden by the darkness, played on pipes and drums and gongs, a vague and rhythmical music tha: troubled the nerves. My ears awaited with a sort of tremor the resolution of harmonies strange to me, but never attained it. The dancers wore tight-fitting dresses of richly glowing colours and on their heads high golden crowns.

              
                By day no doubt they would nave looked trumpery, but in that unexpected light they had a gorgeousness and a mystery that you find with difficulty in the East. Their impassive faces were dead white with powder so that they looked like masks. No emotion, no fleeting thought was permitted to disturb the immobility of their expression. Their hands were beautiful, with small and tapering fingers, and in the progress of the dance their gestures, elaborate and complicated, pointed their elegance and emphasized their grace. Their hands were like rare and fantastic orchids. There was no abandon in their dance. Their attitudes were hieratic and their movements formal. They were like idols that had come to life, but still were impregnated with divinity.

              And those gestures, those attitudes, were the same as of those of the bayaderes that the old sculptors had graven on the stone walls of the temples. They had not changed in a thousand years. Repeated endlessly on every wall in every temple, you will see the self-same elegant writhing of the delicate fingers, the self-same arching of the slender body, as delights your eye in the living dancer before you. No wonder they are grave under their gold crowns when they bear the weight of so long an ancestry.

              The dance ended, the torches were extinguished, and the little crowd shuffled away pell-mell into the night, I sat on a parapet taking a last look at the five towers of Angkor Wat.

              My thoughts went back to a temple that I had visited a day or two before. It is called Bayon. It surprised me because it had not the uniformity of the other temples I had seen. It consists of a multitude of towers one above the other, symmetrically arranged, and each tower is a four-faced, gigantic head of Siva the Destroyer. They stand in circles one within the other and the four faces of the god are surmounted by a decorated crown. In the middle is a great tower with face rising above face till the apex is reached. It is all battered by time and weather, creepers and parasitic shrubs grow all about, so that at a first glance you see only a shapeless mass and it is only when you look a little more closely that those silent, heavy, impassive faces loom out at you from the lugged stone. Then they are all round you. They face you, they are at your side, they are behind you, and you are watched by a thousand unseeing eyes. They seem to look at you from the remote distance of primeval time and all about you the jungle grows fiercely. You cannot wonder that the peasants when they pass should break into loud song in order to frighten away the spirits; for towards evening the silence is unearthly and the effect of all those serene and yet malevolent faces is eerie. When the night falls the faces sink away into the stones and you have nothing but a strange, shrouded Collection of oddly shaped turrets.

              
                But it is not on account of the temple itself that I have described it—I have, albeit with a halting pen, already described more than enough—it is for the sake of the bas- reliefs that line one of its corridors. They are not very well done, and the sculptors had but too obviously little sense of form or line, but they have notwithstanding - an interest which at this moment called them up vividly to my memory. For they represent scenes in the common life of the day in which they were done, the preparation of rice for the pot, the cooking of food, the catching of fish and the snaring of birds, the buying and selling at the village shop, the visit to the doctor, and in short the various activities of a simple people. It was startling to discover how little in a thousand years this life of theirs had changed. They still do the same things with the same utensils. The rice is pounded or husked in the self-same way and the village shopkeeper on the same tray offers for sale the same bananas and the same sugar cane. These patient industrious folk carry the same burdens on the same yokes as their ancestors carried so many generations back. The centuries have passed leaving no trace upon them, and some sleeper of the tenth century awakening now in one of these Cambodian villages would find himself at home in the artless round of daily life.

              Then it seemed to me that in these countries of the East the most impressive, the most awe-inspiring monument of antiquity is neither temple, nor citadel, nor great wall, but man. The peasant with his immemorial usages belongs to an age far more ancient than Angkor Wat, the Great Wall of China, or the Pyramids of Egypt.

              Glossary

              
                
                  
                    	arduous (adj.) conjecture (n.) dismay (n.) eerie (adj.) gel (v.) gigantic (adj.) gorgeous (adj.) impregnate (v.) loom (v.) malevolent (adj.) malignancy (n.) masonry (n.) minnow (n.) moat (n.)
                    	
                      : involving a lot of effort and energy

                      : guess

                      : a worried or sad feeling

                      : strange, mysterious, and frightening

                      : to work well together

                      : extremely large

                      : very beautiful and attractive (gorgeousness-attractiveness)

                      : to make a substance spread through an area

                      : to appear as a large shape that is not clear

                      : having a desire to harm other people

                      : the state of being uncontrolled

                      : the parts of building that are made of stone

                      : a very small fresh water fish

                      : a deep wide channel that was dug around a castle, etc. and filled with water to make it more difficult for enemies to attack

                    
                  

                  
                    	palpable (adj.) pediment (n.)
                    	
                      : that is easily noticed by the mind or the senses

                      : the part in the shape of a triangle above the entrance of a building in the ancient Greek style

                    
                  

                
              

              
                
                  Exercise
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	
                  How can we reach to Angkor Wat as the author instructed?

                	Write the attachment of the author with the temples of Angkor?

                	Why did the author take much trouble to acquire a style ? What did he learn from British museum and the zoo that he used to visit ?

                	Who was Henri Mouhot ? Why is his work pleasant to read?

                	Describe the Angkor city as the author depicted in the travelogue.

                	Why does the author consider describing the galleries as foolish as describing the jungle?

                	Describe the dance, dress, and heads of Cambodian dancers?

                	Why does the writer conclude his travelogue by saying that the most impressive, the most awe-inspiring monument of antiquity is men but not temples, great wall and citadel?

                	Do you see any significance of Maugham's Eastern Journey!

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Write the summary of the travelogue including the things, places, building and so on that Maugham experienced on his Eastern Journey .

                	Augustine says "The world is a book and those who do not travel read only one

                	page." Explain this statement relating with the experience that Maugham got from eastern journey. 4

                	Explain the following extract with reference to the context:

              

              
                
                  only a few races are capable of raising themselves above the dust, and then only for a little while; and even they are conscious that their state is extraordinary, and they fall back with relief to the condition that is only a little better than the beasts.
                
              

              
                
                  
                    
                      Pro ject Work: Writing travelogue
                    
                  
                
              

              Write a brief account of a journey that you have made in the last few years. Explain where you went, what you saw and visited, who you were with and how you felt after the journey.

            
            
              
                
              

              3. The Case for Xanthippe by Robert Graves

              

              
                
                
                  ROBERT GRAVES
                
              

              Robert Graves (1895-1985) was born in London, England. His full name is Robert Von Ranke Graves. He was an English poet, novelist, critic, and classical scholar. He was a war poet and translator. As a student at Charter house School, London, he began to write poetry. He continued to write poems while servicing as a British officer at the Western front during world war I. During his long life, he wrote over 140 works including an autobiographical account of his time in the First World War- Goodbye to All That. The horror of trench warfare was a crucial experience in his life. He began before 1914 as a typical Georgian poet, , but his war experiences and the difficulties of his personal life gave his later poetry a much deeper and more painful note. He was elected Professor of poetry at the University of Oxford in 1961. His some works include- Collected poems (1948), The Crowing Privilege (1955) , Love Respect (1966), Country Sentiment (1920), etc .

              "The case for Xanthippe" deals with Socrates’ philosophy and its effect to his wife Xanthippe. It offers a defense of the famous wife of Socrates who is still pilloried as a shrew who could not understand her husband's spiritual greatness. It also circles the nondescript words which mark its subject rationality, reason, intuition, and instinct. Graves explores that the historical disdain for Xanthippe is the byproduct of a far reaching epistemic preference that is best understood through the opposition of two words, reason and rationality. In the essayist view, organized entertainment rests on a pseudo-science of audience-reaction. In the history many people learned from other and vice vprsa and it was the creative exchange of individual concerned with the labor of our shard existence.

              

              
                
                  The Case For Xanthippe
                
              

              
                THOUGH I RELY ON INTUITION FOR THE WRITING OF POEMS AND FOR the general management of my life, the cult of intuition has never tempted me to dispense with reason. One must obviously check intuition by reason whenever possible. Poets are (or ought to be) reasonable people; poems, though born of intuition, are (or ought to be) reasonable entities, and make perfect sense in their unique way. I should not, however, describe either poems or poets as ‘rational.’ 'Reasonable' has warm human connotations; 'rational' has coldly inhuman ones.

              
                To see what I mean, examine the abstract nouns that both adjectives yield. The stock epithet for 'reasonableness,' first used by Matthew Arnold, is 'sweet.' The usual epithets for 'rationality' are not at all affectionate; and those for 'rationalization are often positively crude.

              Dear, useful reason! The technique of isolating hard facts from a sea of guess, or hearsay, or legend; and of building them, when checked and counter-checked, into an orderly system of cause and effect! But too much power and glory can be claimed for this technique. Though helpful in a number of routine tasks, Reason has its limitations. It fails, for example, to prompt the writing of original poems, or the painting of original pictures, or the composing of original music; and shows no spark of humour or religious feeling.

              Reason was still warmly reasonable three thousand years ago. Even geometry ('the measurement of land) began as a practical means of re-distributing the comlands of Egypt, which were left without landmarks after each annual Nile food. But Greek philosophers could not keep their fingers off geometry. To convince doubters that the lands had been justly divided, they took it upon themselves to prove the measurements rational as well as reasonable, by abstract argument. Hence the theorems of Pythagoras and Euclid. Reason gets out of hand once it deals with abstractions.

              Abstract reasoning under the name of philosophy' became a new sport for the leisured classes of Greece, and was applied not only to mathematics and physics, but to metaphysics. Abstract reason soon ranked higher than practical reason, as seeming more remote and godlike, and as further distinguishing mankind from the beasts. Indeed, philosophers belittled poetic myth; and their habit of substituting rational abstractions for gods and goddesses conceived in the human image caused a religious malaise from which Greece never recovered. As old gods lost their hold, the sanctity of oaths and treaties dimmed. The infection spread through neighbouring countries. Jesus's warning Do not put new wine into old bottles!' seems to have been directed against the Grecians-Jewish-Egyptian followers of the philosopher Philo, who had given Jehovah's practical law 'thou shalt!' and 'thou shalt not!,’ promulgated by Moses, an exciting new Platonic interpretation

              Philosophy is antipoetic. Philosophize about mankind and you brush aside individual uniqueness, which a poet cannot do without damage to his work. Unless, for a start, he has a strong personal rhythm to vary his metrics, he is nothing. Poets mistrust philosophy. They know that once heads are counted, each owner of a head loses his personal identity and becomes a number in some government scheme: if not as a slave or serf, at least as a party to the device of majority voting, which smothers personal views. In either case, to use an old-fashioned phrase, he will be a 'mere cypher.’ An ominous count of manpower always precedes its translation into sword- or cannon fodder.
Shortly before our Christian era began, the Romans took to philosophy and rationalized their politics by killing more than three million people in a few years of civil and foreign warfare. Politics were further rationalized when Julius Caesar, after gaining supreme power, established a semblance of order by making godhead the super man's privilege.

              Women and poets are natural allies. Greek women had opposed the philosophers' free exercise of abstract reasoningwhich was then, as now, a predominantly male field of thought. They considered it a threat to themselves; and they were right. Many important discoveries had been made in bygone centuries: such as plough-agriculture, the potter's wheel, the alphabet, weights and measures, navigation by the stars. But each of these had been reasonably absorbed into the corpus of poetic mythby attributing its discovery to some god, goddess or hero, and hallowing its use with religious rites. Poetic myths gave city-states their charters and kept society on an even keel-until the metaphysicians proved myth irrational and chose Socrates as their revolutionary hero . and master. Sweet reasonableness was wanting in Socrates: 'So long as I breathe,' he declared, 'I will never stop philosophizing! His homosexual leanings, his absent-minded behaviour, his idleness, and his love of proving everyone wrong, would have endeared him to no wife of mettle. Yet Xanthippe is still pilloried as a shrew who could not understand her husband's spiritual greatness; and Socrates is still regarded as a saint because he patiently bore with her reproaches.

              
                Let me break a lance for Xanthippe. Her intuitions were sound. She foresaw that his metaphysical theories would bring the family into public disgrace and endanger the equipoise of the world she knew. Whenever the rational male intellect asserts itself at the expense of simple faith, natural feeling and sweet reasonableness, there follows a decline in the status of women who then figure in statistics merely as child-bearers and sexual conveniences to men; and a decline4in the status of poets-who cannot be given any effective social recognition; also an (Figure: Socrates and his wife Xanthippe) immediate increase in wars, crime, mental ill- health and physical excess.

              With Christianity, the pendulum at first swung back towards personal religion. But fourth-century Roman bishops, by offering a simple faith to every class in the Empire and winning over a large part of the Army, rose to be the Emperor Constantine's State priests. They soon closed the pagan universities and took control of education. All reputable branches of learning and the arts were brought into the Christian fold, poets ceased to exist, and all schools became Church schools.

              
                Yet the Church, while basing her doctrines on primitive Jewish beliefs, and the hope of salvation, had not dared to ban philosophy and thus admit herself irrational. Theologians married personal faith and abstract reason, taking immense pains to make Christian doctrine logically unassailable. And though Jesus had warned his disciples not to prepare their arguments beforehand, but to extemporize them intuitively, missionaries and apologists were trained as rhetoricians. Nor did rhetoric any longer mean the practical art of reasoning from evidence: it had been rationalized as the science of dazzling with irrelevances, and of misleading by ingenious twists of argument. Worse: abstract theological speculations about the Otherworld, which now engrossed intellectuals, bred an unreasonable disregard for the practical problems of living. Gregory Nazianzenus' fourth-century metrical homilies were considered enough poetry for the Greek-speaking world: the works of famous pagan poets went to light fires—which accounts for our loss of Sappho's poems, except in quotation. Rome decayed, barbarian hordes descended from the North, the Dark Ages ensued.

              The Church's close monopoly of all mental exercises did not weaken until the Crusaders, coming into contact with the Orient, tapped new sources of knowledge; and until vernacular poetry sprang up again in the ruins of the Empire. This monopoly weakened still more after the Reformation, when the pursuit of experimental science was revived in territory outside the Pope's control: The Church, having frozen her dogma a thousand years before, failed to check, or even keep track of, new scientific heresies. Nevertheless, she still applied a severe censorship within her own realm. As late as 1632, Galileo was imprisoned by Papal authority for endorsing a heretical German view that the Earth goes round the Sun, and not contrariwise: as though it made a pennyworth of difference to agriculture, navigation, medicine, industry or morals which went round which! Galileo's misfortune set religious dogma and anti-religious science at loggerheads: a struggle culminating in the bloody French revolution, when the Paris mob disavowed its Catholicism by enthroning Reason as a goxidess.

              Since those unhappy days, tacit agreements of co-existence have been reached between rival systems of abstract thought. Scientists abstain from attacks on theology; theologians tolerate the free pursuit of science. But co-existence is not integration. The belief in miracles, when first preached by the Church, was reconcilable with contemporary Greek thought-parthenogenesis, resurrections from the dead, and ascensions to Heaven having been widely accepted as rare yet authenticated occurrences. If, some centuries later, miracles seemed anti-scientific, the Church's belief could be framed in more cautious terms: 'From time to time, during the Biblical epoch, certain Laws of Nature which had hitherto always held good, and still hold good, were briefly suspended by God within a chosen geographical area.'

              
                This doctrine is logically defensible, given All-Powerful God as an axiom, and still prevails among the elder Churches. Even Catholic priests now give scientific technology their blessing, though aware that scientists pursue knowledge for the sake of knowledge alone, remain officially divorced from religion and, as scientists, have a very limited moral code. The code prevents them from faking the results of their experiments, from withholding due credit to fellow-scientists, and from suppressing newly discovered knowledge; but that is all.

              Abstract reason, formerly the servant of practical human reason, has everywhere become its master, and denies poetry any excuse for existence. What were the Nazi surgeons who conducted devilish' experiments on 'non-Aryan' prisoners if not dedicated scientists taking full advantage of the unusual opportunities offered them by Hitler's irreligion? The first essay in nuclear warfare, however, originated in a Christian country. And as for the more recent tests that scatter long-lived, man-eating isotopes throughout the biosphere-any woman of healthy intuitive powers could have told the scientists long ago that they were playing with worse than fire.

              But who cares for female intuition ? Most modem Xanthippes behave reasonably: rather than scold, they shrug, and leave Socrates to theorize and experiment at his pleasure-though, of course, reserving the right to blame him afterwards when things go wrong. And who cares for poetic intuition, except perhaps

              women? Certainly neither priests nor scientists do. A sentimental pagan glory may attach to the name of “poet, despite the Church, and despite scientists; but what he says carries no weight. He is not rational, but intuitive.

              The word 'intuition' must be used with extreme care. Intuition, like instinct, is a natural faculty shared by both sexes-instinct being the feeling which prompts habitual actions. You see a wriggling in the grass; instinct tells you (foolishly perhaps) to retreat. You bum your finger; instinct tells you (also foolishly perhaps) to dip it in cold : water. Intuition, however, has no concern with habits: it is the mind working in a trance at problems which offer only meagre data for their rational solution. Male intellectuals therefore tend to despise it as an irrational female way of thinking. Granted, fewer women than men have their intuitive powers blunted by formal schooling; yet, oddly enough, only men who have preserved them unspoilt can hope to earn the name of 'genius.'

              Genius has been mistaken for the obsessional industry that often goes with it; but to be a true genius, whether as a poet or scientist, implies thought on a profound intuitive level-the drawing upon an inexhaustible store of miscellaneous experience absorbed and filed away in subterranean cellars of memory, and then making a mental leap across the dark void of ignorance.

              
                The nucleus of every true poem is a single phrase which (the poet's intuition tells him) provides a key to its eventual form. But this nucleus is as much as he has to work upon consciously.

              All scientists ratiocinate; few have the intuition that will carry them safely across the dark void into some new field of research. If it were not for occasional geniuses- minds which first think intuitively and then rationalize their findings-science would still be back in the Dark Ages. Kekule the chemist, who discovered the aniline complex, and Rowan Hamilton the mathematician, who invented quaternions, did so by sudden visionary Aashes—Kekule in a waking dream; Hamilton while walking idly one morning across a Dublin park. Later, these inspirations were mortised into the scientific system, and acclaimed as triumphs of reason. Unfortunately Kekule, Rowan Hamilton, and the rest applied their intuitive powers to abstract rather than human problems. The exploitation of their findings in the chemical and electronics industries has therefore made life more rational than reasonable.

              Rational schooling on the shallow level (as a discipline imposed on all students, whatever their bent) discourages intuitive thought. Our civilization is geared to mass­demand, statistically determinable, for commodities which everyone should either make, market, or consume. Good citizens eat what others eat, wear what others wear, behave as others behave, read what others read, think as others think. This system has its obvious economic advantages, and supports vast populations; but crime and sickness due to maladjustment are rationally glossed over as being inseparable from a pursuit of the majority good. Our technologists can do little better than provide the wretched, maladjusted minority with tranquillizers, drink, prisons, mental hospitals, and teams of social workers.

              Maladjustment is due, largely, to conflicts between rationalization and human instinct. City dwellers are forced to live by artifice, rather than by natural appetite. And every year the urban dragon swallows up more small towns; every year wide agricultural areas are industrialized. Not that old-fashioned country folk are demonstrably happier than well-adjusted city-dwellers—who have grown so used to their surroundings that they find the taste of fresh milk and farmhouse bread positively repulsive, and feel ill at ease in antiquated crooked houses. But humane, creative thought, which depends on intuition, withers under the abstract rule of urban reason.

              Myself, I left the city long ago and, whenever I return on a visit, find medicine, art, literature and entertainment still further rationalized. Too few physicians practise the intuitive diagnosis that used to be expected from every medical man while medicine was still a calling rather than a business.

              
                Too many young painters have decided that there is no escape from commercial art but to go non-representational; and non- representational art, once the prerogative of wild men, has therefore turned academic. Literature is a trade: 'creative writing courses supply the know-how. Organized entertainment rests on a pseudo-science of audience reaction-an axiom of which is that

              o the public should have its drama, sentiment and humour as hygienically and economically processed as its food.

              Our predicament is technological maturity linked with emotional immaturity. While the scientific world needs intuitive thinking for further progress, the world of politics demands a purely rational approach to life, and rejects all reasonable intuitions of a humaner sort. Efforts to save mankind from near-suicide made by the United Nations and lesser philanthropic groups are too impersonally expressed to be of much avail; nor have women been given an opportunity, even at this late stage, to exert an influence commensurate with their numbers and wealth. The truth is that politicians, salesmen, priests, teachers and scientists are (often against their private conscience) forcibly banded together in the public interest against all who demand personal liberty of thought. Thus, if catastrophe finally halts the blind progress of rationalization ... But this is a favourite field of science-fiction, and better left untrod.

              Meanwhile the few remaining poets are pledged, by the age old loyalty which they owe their Muse-goddess, to resist all pressure from mechanistic philosophy. I should not claim, as Shelley did, that poets are the 'law-givers of mankind'; but some still uphold the principle of imaginative freedom. Socrates was perhaps aware of this peculiarity when he banned poets from his humourless Republic; I even wonder whether it may not have been the cause of Xanthippe's quarrel with him. Did a dialogue, unrecorded by Plato, take place perhaps between Socrates and an angry, unyielding poet, Xanthippe's lover-in which the honours went elsewhere?

              I am no outlaw by temperament; I simply suffer from a poetic obsession which an increasing number of reasonable people now share with me. Poetry, for us, means not merely poems but a peculiar attitude to life. Though philosophers like to define poetry as irrational fancy, for us it is a practical, humourous, reasonable way of being ourselves. Of never acquiescing in a fraud; of never accepting the second-rate in poetry, painting, music, love, friends. Of safeguarding our poetic institutions against the encroachments of mechanized, insensate, inhumane, abstract rationality.

              
                
                  

                
              

              
                Glossary

              
                
                  
                    	
                      acquiesce (v.)

                      ally (n.)

                    
                    	
                      : to get satisfaction , to accept

                      : anything associated, closely related, of same family

                    
                  

                  
                    	Catholic (n.)
                    	: of the western Christian church (Roman catholic)
                  

                  
                    	disavow (v.)
                    	: to strongly and solemnly refuse to own or acknowledge, to deny
                  

                  
                    	dogma (n.)
                    	: a doctrine , a belief to be something absolutely true
                  

                  
                    	equipoise (n.)
                    	: a counter balance, equilibrium
                  

                  
                    	sotope (n.)
                    	: any of two or more forms of an element where
                  

                  
                    	meager (adj.) pagan (adj.)
                    	
                      : deficient or inferior in amount or quality or extent

                      : heathen, not adhering to Christian religion

                    
                  

                
              

              parthenogenesis (n.) : a sexual reproduction

              
                
                  
                    	pillory (v.) predicament (n.)
                    	
                      : to criticize harshly to scorn or abuse

                      : difficult situation , unfortunate .

                    
                  

                  
                    	
                      reproach (v.)

                      resurrection (n.)

                    
                    	
                      : criticism, disgrace, blame

                      : the act of arising from the dead and beaming alive again

                    
                  

                  
                    	Sappho (n.)
                    	: Greek poetess
                  

                  
                    	shrew (n.)
                    	: an ill-tempered, noggin woman
                  

                  
                    	shrug (v.)
                    	: to express uncertainty, lack of concern or dread the atoms have the same number of neutrons within their nuclei
                  

                  
                    	theologian (n.) theology (n.) wriggle (v.)
                    	
                      : One who studies theology

                      : the study of god

                      : to twist one's body to and fro

                    
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    Exercises
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	What does the easy tell us about poet and poem ?

                	How does the essayist differentiate between 'reasonable' and 'rational'?

                	Why is philosophy antipoetic ? Why do poets mistruth philosophy. Give reason.

                	How was the relationship between Socrates and his wife Xanthippe? How do you evaluate him by his declaration- "so long as I breath, I will never stop philosophizing! ?

                	How were Xanthippe's intuitions ? What did she foresee about the effect of Socrates’ metaphysical theories ?

                	What is the effect of closing the Pagan Universities and taking control of education by Roman bishops?

                	Why was Galileo imprisoned? What was the effect of his misfortune?

                	What does the essay reflect about science and religion ?

                	How does the essayist portray the meaning of intuition in the essay? Do you agree with his meaning?

                	According to the essayist, what is poetry for us? How do Philosophers define it ?

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Write the critical appreciation of the essay in your own words.

                	As the essayist claims, are city dwellers forced to live by artifice, rather than by natural appetite? Do the villagers get the charm of nature really?

                	Great people like scientists, philosopher, doctors, and politician forget the desire, intuition, and difficulty of their wives due to thier business. Do you agree ? Give your reason to justify the answer. s

                	Explain the following extracts with reference to the context:

              

              
                	But humane , creative thought, which depends on intuition , withers under the abstract rule of urban reason.

                	Even Catholic priests now give scientific technology their blessing, though aware that scientists pursue knowledge for the sake of knowledge alone, remain officially divorced from religion and, as scientists, have a very limited moral code.

              

            
            
              
                
              

              4.

Once More to the Lake By EB White

              
                
                  E.B. WHITE
                
              

              E.B. White (1898-1985) was an American writer. He was educated at Cornell University. He began his career as a professional writer with the newly founded New Yorker Magazine in the 1920s. He was the author of several highly popular books for children. Best recognized for his essays and unsigned "Notes and Comment" pieces, he gradually became the magazine's most important contributor. From the beginning to the end of his career at 'The New Yorker' he frequently provided

              what the magazine calls "Newsbreaks" under various categories. He authored over seventeen books of prose and poetry and was elected to the American Academy of Arts and letters in 1973. Some of his books include: One Man's Meat, The Second Tree from the Comer, Letters of E. B. White, The Essays of E.B. White etc. He won a Special Pulitzer Prize citing his letters, essays and the full body of his work.

              The essay "Once More to the Lake" was first published in Harper's Magazine in 1941. This essay chronicles his pilgrimage back to a lakefront resort, Belgrade Lakes, Maine, that he visited as a child. He revisits his ideal boyhood vacation spot. He initially found great joy in his visit but later he compares the time he went fishing with his dad and now he is fishing with his son and feels nostalgia. He realizes human lives transient and insignificant but his experience immortal so his son can have the same experiences that he had when he was a boy. This essay explores that one's existence is fleeting, while the enjoyment of youth continues forever for different generations.

              

              
                
                  Once More to the Lake
                
              

              
                One summer, along about 1904, my father rented a camp on a lake in Maine and took us all there for the month of August. We all got ringworm from some kittens and had to rub Pond's Extract on our arms and legs night and morning, and my father rolled over in a canoe with all his clothes on; but outside of that the vacation was a success and from then on none of us ever thought there was any place in the world like that lake in Maine. We returned summer after summer—always on August 1st for one month. I have since become a salt-water man, but sometimes in summer there are days when the restlessness of the tides and the fearful cold of the sea water and the incessant wind which blows across the afternoon and into the evening make me wish for the placidity of a lake in he woods. 
              

              
                
                  A few weeks ago this feeling got so strong I bought myself a couple of bass hooks and a spinner and returned to the lake where we used to go, for a week's fishing and to revisit old haunts.

              
                
              

              
                
                  (Figure: 
                  The Lake)
                

              
              
                I took along my son, who had never had any fresh water up his nose and who had seen lily pads only from train windows. On the journey over to the lake I began to wonder what it would be like. I wondered how time would have marred this unique, this holy spot—the coves and streams, the hills that the sun set behind, the camps and the paths behind the camps. I was sure that the tarred road would have found it out and I wondered in what other ways it would be desolated. It is strange how much you can remember about places like that once you allow your mind to return into the grooves which lead back. You remember one thing, and that suddenly reminds you of another thing. I guess I remembered clearest of all the early mornings, when the lake was cool and motionless, remembered how the bedroom smelled of the lumber it was made of and of the wet woods whose scent entered through the screen. The partitions in the camp were thin and did not extend clear to the top of the rooms^ and as I was always the first up I would dress softly so as not to wake the others, and sneak out into the sweet outdoors and start out in the canoe, keeping close along the shore in the long shadows of the pines. I remembered being very careful never to rub my paddle against the gunwale for fear of disturbing the stillness of the cathedral.

              The lake had never been what you would call a wild lake. There were cottages sprinkled around the shores, and it was in farming although the shores of the lake were quite heavily wooded.

              
                Some of the cottages were owned by nearby farmers, and you would live at the aore and eat your meals at the farmhouse. That's what our family did. But although it asn't wild, it was a fairly large and undisturbed lake and there were places in it which, ? a child at least, seemed infinitely remote and primeval.

              I was right about the tar: it led to within half a mile of the shore. But when I got ■ack there, with my boy, and we settled into a camp near a farmhouse and into the kind of summertime I had known, I could tell that it was going to be pretty much the same as it had been before—I knew it, lying in bed the first morning, smelling the bedroom, and hearing the boy sneak quietly out and go off along the shore in a boat. I began to sustain :he illusion that he was I, and therefore, by simple transposition, that I was my father. This sensation persisted, kept cropping up all the time we were there. It was not an entirely new feeling, but in this setting it grew much stronger. I seemed to be living a dual existence. I would be in the middle of some simple act, I would be picking up a bait box or laying down a table fork, or I would be saying something, and suddenly

              it would be not I but my father who was saying the words or making the gesture. It gave me a creepy sensation.

              We went fishing the first morning. I felt the same damp moss covering the worms in the bait can, and saw the dragonfly alight on the tip of my rod as it hovered a few inches from the surface of the water. It was the arrival of this fly that convinced me beyond any doubt that everything was as it always had been, that the years were a mirage and there had been no years. The small waves were the same, chucking the rowboat under the chin as we fished at anchor, and the boat was the same boat, the same color green and the ribs broken in the same places, and under the floor- boards the same freshwater leavings and debris—the dead helgramite, the wisps of moss, the rusty discarded fishhook, the dried blood from yesterday's catch. We stared silently at the tips of our rods, at the dragonflies that came and wells. I lowered the tip of mine into the water, tentatively, pensively dislodging the fly, which darted two feet away, poised, darted two feet back, and came to rest again a little farther up the rod. There had been no years between the ducking of this dragonfly and the other one—the one that was part of memory. I looked at the boy, who was silently watching his fly, and it was my hands that held his rod, my eyes watching. I felt dizzy and didn't know which rod I was at the end of.

              We caught two bass, hauling them in briskly as though they were mackerel, pulling them over the side of the boat in a businesslike manner without any landing net, and stunning them with a blow on the back of the head. When we got back for a swim before lunch, the lake was exactly where we had left it, the same number of inches from the dock, and there was only the merest suggestion of a breeze.

              
                This seemed an utterly enchanted sea, this lake you could leave to its own devices for a few hours and come back to, and find that it had not stirred, this constant and trustworthy body of water. In the shallows, the dark, water-soaked sticks and twigs, smooth and old, were undulating in clusters on the bottom against the clean ribbed sand, and the track of the mussel was plain. A school of minnows swam by, each minnow with its small, individual shadow, doubling the attendance, so clear and sharp in the sunlight. Some of the other campers were in swimming, along the shore, one of them with a cake of soap, and the water felt thin and clear and insubstantial. Over the years there had been this person with the cake of soap, this cultist, and here he was. There had been no years.

              Up to the farmhouse to dinner through the teeming, dusty field, the road under our sneakers was only a two-track road. The middle track was missing, the one with the marks of the hooves and the splotches of dried, flaky manure. There had always been three tracks to choose from in choosing which track to walk in; now the choice was narrowed down to two. For a moment I missed terribly the middle alternative. But the way led past the tennis court, and something about the way it lay there in the sun reassured me; the tape had loosened along the backline, the alleys were green with plantains and other weeds, and the net (installed in June and removed in September) sagged in the dry noon, and the whole place steamed with midday heat and hunger and emptiness. There was a choice of pie for dessert, and one was blueberry and one was apple, and the waitresses were the same country girls, there having been no passage of time, only the illusion of it as in a dropped curtain—the waitresses were still fifteen; their hair had been washed, that was the only difference—they had been to the movies and seen the pretty girls with the clean hair.

              Summertime, oh summertime, pattern of life indelible, the fade proof lake, the woods unshatterable, the pasture with the sweet fem and the juniper forever and ever, summer without end; this was the background, and the life along the shore was the design, the cottages with their innocent and tranquil design, their tiny docks with the flagpole and the American flag floating against the white clouds in the blue sky, the little paths over the roots of the trees leading from camp to camp and the paths leading back to the outhouses and the can of lime for sprinkling, and at the souvenir counters at the store the miniature birch-bark canoes and the post cards that showed things looking a little better than they looked. This was the American family at play, escaping the city heat, wondering whether the newcomers at the camp at the head of the cove were "common" or "nice," wondering whether it was true that the people who drove up for Sunday dinner at the farmhouse were turned away because there wasn't enough chicken.

              It seemed to me, as I kept remembering all this, that those times and those summers had been infinitely precious and worth saving.

              
                There had been jollity and peace and goodness. The arriving (at the beginning of August) had been so big a business in itself, at the railway station the farm wagon drawn up, the first smell of the pine-laden air, the first glimpse of the smiling farmer, and the great importance of the trunks and your father's enormous authority in such matters, and the feel of the wagon under you for the long ten-mile haul, and at the top of the last long hill catching the first view of the lake after eleven months of not seeing this cherished body of water. The shouts and cries of the other campers when they saw you, and the trunks to be unpacked, to give up their rich burden. (Arriving was less exciting nowadays, when you sneaked up in your car and parked it under a tree near the camp and took out the bags and in five minutes it was all over, no fuss, no loud wonderful fuss about trunks.)

              Peace and goodness and jollity. The only thing that was wrong now, really, was the sound of the place, an unfamiliar nervous sound of the outboard motors. This was the note that jarred, the one thing that would sometimes break the illusion and set the years moving. In those other summer times, all motors were inboard; and when they were at a little distance, the noise they made was a sedative, an ingredient of summer sleep. They were one-cylinder and two-cylinder engines, and some were make-and- break and some were jump-spark, but they all made a sleepy sound across the lake. The one-lungers throbbed and fluttered, and the twin-cylinder ones purred and purred, and that was a quiet sound too. But now the campers all had outboards. In the daytime, in the hot mornings, these motors made a petulant, irritable sound; at night, in the still evening when the afterglow lit the water, they whined about one's ears like mosquitoes. My boy loved our rented outboard, and his great desire was to achieve single-handed mastery over it, and authority, and he soon learned the trick of choking it a little (but not too much), and the adjustment of the needle valve. Watching him I would remember the things you could do with the old one-cylinder engine with the heavy flywheel, how you could have it eating out of your hand if you got really close to it spiritually. Motor boats in those days didn't have clutches, and you would make a landing by shutting off the motor at the proper time and coasting in with a dead rudder. But there was a way of reversing them, if you learned the trick, by cutting the switch and putting it on again exactly on the final dying revolution of the flywheel, so that it would kick back against compression and begin reversing. Approaching a dock in a strong following breeze, it was difficult to slow up sufficiently by the ordinary coasting method, and if a boy felt he had complete mastery over his motor, he was tempted to keep it running beyond its time and then reverse it a few feet from the dock. It took a cool nerve, because if you threw the switch a twentieth of a second too soon you would catch the flywheel when it still had speed enough to go up past center, and the boat would leap ahead, charging bull-fashion at the dock.

              
                We had a good week at the camp. The bass were biting well and the sun shone endlessly, day after day. We would be tired at night and lie down in the accumulated heat of the little bedrooms after the long hot day and the breeze would stir almost imperceptibly outside and the smell of the swamp drift in through the rusty screens. Sleep would come easily and in the morning the red squirrel would be on the roof, tapping out his gay routine. I kept remembering everything, lying in bed in the mornings—the small steamboat that had a long rounded stem like the lip of a Ubangi, and how quietly she ran on the moonlight sails, when the older boys played their mandolins and the girls sang and we ate doughnuts dipped in sugar, and how sweet the music was on the water in the shining night, and what it had felt like to think about girls then. After breakfast we would go up to the store and the things were in the same place- -the minnows in a bottle, the plugs and spinners disarranged and pawed over by the youngsters from the boys' camp, the fig newtons and the Beeman's gum. Outside, the road was tarred and cars stood in front of the store. Inside, all was just as it had always been, except there was more Coca Cola and not so much Moxie and root beer and birch beer and sarsaparilla. We would walk out with a bottle of pop apiece and sometimes the pop would backfire up our noses and hurt. We explored the streams, quietly, where the turtles slid off the sunny logs and dug their way into the soft bottom; and we lay on the town wharf and fed worms to the tame bass. Everywhere we went I had trouble making out which was I, the one walking at my side, the one walking in my pants.

              One afternoon while we were there at that lake a thunderstorm came up. It was like the revival of an old melodrama that I had seen long ago with childish awe. The second-act climax of the drama of the electrical disturbance over a lake in America had not changed in any important respect. This was the big scene, still the big scene. The whole thing was so familiar, the first feeling of oppression and heat and a general air around camp of not wanting to go very far away. In mid-afternoon (it was all the same) a curious darkening of the sky, and a lull in everything that had made life tick; and then the way the boats suddenly swung the other way at their moorings with the coming of a breeze out of the new quarter, and the premonitory rumble. Then the kettle drum, then the snare, then the bass drum and cymbals, then crackling light against the dark, and the gods grinning and licking their chops in the hills. Afterward the calm, the rain steadily rustling in the calm lake, the return of light and hope and spirits, and the campers running out in joy and relief to go swimming in the rain, their bright cries perpetuating the deathless joke about how they were getting simply drenched, and the children screaming with delight at the new sensation of bathing in the rain, and the joke about getting drenched linking the generations in a strong indestructible chain. And the comedian who waded in carrying an umbrella.

              
                When the others went swimming my son said he was going in too. He pulled his dripping trunks from the line where they had hung all through the shower, and wrung them out. Languidly, and with no thought of going in, I watched him, his hard little body, skinny and bare, saw him wince slightly as he pulled up around his vitals the small, soggy, icy garment. As he buckled the swollen belt suddenly my groin felt the chill of death.

              
                
                  Glossary
                
              

              
                
                  
                    	bait box (n.)
                    	a box used to keep to trap fish
                  

                  
                    	canoe (n.)
                    	a light narrow boat
                  

                  
                    	cathedral (n.)
                    	the main church of a district
                  

                  
                    	creepy (adj.)
                    	causing an unpleasant feeling of fear
                  

                  
                    	debris (n.)
                    	pieces of wood or metal left after something has been destroyed
                  

                  
                    	flagpole (n.)
                    	a tall pole on which a flag is hung
                  

                  
                    	groin (n.)
                    	a part of smoke or cloud
                  

                  
                    	groove (n.)
                    	a narrow cut or geological channel
                  

                  
                    	haunt (n.)
                    	a place that we visit often and spend time
                  

                  
                    	helgramite (n.)
                    	the aquatic larval form of the dobsonfly
                  

                  
                    	incessant (adj.)
                    	never stopping
                  

                  
                    	indestructible (adj.)
                    	very strong, not destroyable
                  

                  
                    	languidly (adv.)
                    	moving with no energy, slowly and gracefully
                  

                  
                    	lily (n.)
                    	a large white coloured flower with petals
                  

                  
                    	minnow (n.)
                    	a very small fresh water fish
                  

                  
                    	Petulant (adj.)
                    	bad tempered, unreasonable
                  

                  
                    	primeval (adj.)
                    	very ancient 4
                  

                  
                    	ring-worm (n.)
                    	an infectious skin disease that produce round red areas
                  

                  
                    	sneak (v.)
                    	to go somewhere secretly
                  

                  
                    	souvenir (n.)
                    	a thing kept to remind of a place or an occasion
                  

                  
                    	sprinkle (v.)
                    	to throw small pieces of something
                  

                  
                    	wisp (n.)
                    	a long thin line of smoke or cloud
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    Exercises
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	What does the title of the essay 'Once More to the Lake' mean?

                	Why does the essayist feel disconcerted that the road to the farmhouse has two tracks, not three?

                	The essayist describes the lake house as 'a holy sport'. Why is the lake sacred to him?

                	According to the essayist, what are three specific changes that took place on the lake?

                	The essayist writes at length about the lake where he spent many vacations as a child. What seems to be important about this remembered event?

                	Why do you think the writer keeps insisting that nothing has changed, that everything is as it once? Give your reason.

                	What impact does the essayist's strucking by the serenity and beauty of the lake as a child seem to have had on his adulthood?

                	What did the author remember doing in the morning at the lake when he was a boy?

                	The author says that he seemed to be living ‘a dual existence' as a father in the present and as a son in the remembered life of the past. Write the moments when the dual existence seems most natural and the moments when it seems more difficult to maintain.

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Write the thesis of the essay including the dominant impression of the essayist.

                	Most people at one time or another look back nostalgically on their childhood. What explanation can you give for this seemingly universal longing in the essayist of this essay? Explain.

                	The essay ends with "As he buckled the swollen bet suddenly my groin felt the chill of death." What does this reference to the chill of death mean? What brings this feeling in the author? Justify your answer.

              

              
                
                  
                    
                      Project Work
                    
                  
                
              

              Write a travel account of your own as memoir. Include your impression of the place you visited and give it to your friends to edit and show to your teacher.

            
            
              
                
              

              5. Man and Battle of life by Siri Aurobindo

              
                
                
                  SIRI AUROBINDO
                
              

              Siri Aurobindo (1872-1950) was born in Kolkata, India. He is known to the entire world as a great scholar, a national leader, and a spiritual guru. His education began in a Christian convent School in Darjeeling. He attained his basic as well as higher education from the United Kingdom. He returned to India as a civil servant. From 1902 to 1910 he partook in the struggle to free India from the British rule. As a result to his political activities, he was imprisoned for the years. At Pondicherry, he developed a spiritual practice - Integral Yoga. The central theme of his vision was the evolution of human life into a divine life. His writing promoted the idea of complete independence for India thereby landing him in jail for political unrest. He is remembered as an influential leader, and spiritual reformer on human progress and spiritual evolution.

              The essay "Man and Battle of Life" explains the gist of Gita with the conclusion that the teaching of Gita is not a physical asceticism, but an inner askesis. The Gita is addressed to a fighter, a man of action, one whose duty in life is that of war and protection of the weak and the oppressed and for the maintenance of right and justice in the world. The author talks about the division of work, battle for justice, essential qualities of the world energy, the meaning of Sattva (the mode of poise, knowledge and satisfaction), Rajas (the mode of passion, action and struggling emotion) and Tamas (the mode of ignorance and inertia) as explained in the Bhagawat Gita-

              

              
                
                  Man and the Battle of Life
                
              

              THUS if we are to appreciated its catholicity the teaching of the Gita, we must accept intellectually its standpoint and courageous envisaging of the manifest nature and process of the world. The divine charioteer of Kurukshetra re- veals himself on one side as the Lord of all the worlds and the Friend and omniscient Guide of all creatures, on the other as Time the Destroyer “arisen for the destruction of these peoples.” The Gita, following in this the spirit of the catholic Hindu reli- gion, affirms this also as God; it does not attempt to evade the enigma of the world by escaping from it through a side-door. If, in fact, we do not regard existence merely as the mechanic action of a brute and indifferent material Force or, on the other hand, as an equally mechanical play of ideas and energies arising out of an original Non-Existence or else

              
                
                reflected in the passive Soul or the evolution of a dream or nightmare in the surface consciousness of an indifferent, immutable Transcendence which is unaffected by the dream and has no real part in it, — if we accept at all, as the Gita accepts, the existence of God, that is to say of the omnipresent, omniscient, omnipotent, yet always transcendent Being who manifests the World and Himself in the world, who is not the slave but the lord of His creative Consciousness, Na- ture or Force (Maya, Prakriti or Shakti), who is not baffled or thwarted in His world-conception or design by His creatures, man or devil, who does not need to justify Himself by shifting the responsibility for any part of His creation or manifestation on that which is created or manifested, then the human being has to start from a great, a difficult act of faith. Finding himself in a world which is apparently a chaos of battling powers, a clash of vast and obscure forces, a life which subsists only by constant change and death, menaced from every side by pain, suffering, evil and destruction, he has to see the omnipresent deity in it all and conscious that of this enigma there must be a solution and beyond this Ignorance in which he dwells a Knowledge that reconciles, he has to take his stand upon this faith, “Though Thou slay me, yet will I trust in Thee.” All human thought or faith that is active and affirmative, whether it be theistic, pantheistic or atheistic, does in fact involve more or less explicitly and completely such an attitude. It admits and it believes: admits the discords of the world, believes in some highest principle of God, universal Being or Nature which shall enable us to transcend, overcome or harmonise these (Figure: The book Bhaggvad Gita) discords, perhaps even to do all three at once, to harmonise by overcoming and transcending.

              Then, as to human life in its actualities, we have to accept its aspect of a struggle and a battle mounting into supreme crises such as that of Kurukshetra. The Gita, as we have seen, takes for its frame such a period of transition and crisis as hu- manity periodically experiences in its history, in which great forces clash together for a huge destruction and reconstruction, intellectual, social, moral, religious, political, and these in the actual psychological and social stage of human evolution cul- minate usually through a violent physical convulsion of strife, war or revolution. The Gita proceeds from the acceptance of the necessity in Nature for such vehement crises and it accepts not only the moral aspect, the struggle between righteousness and unrighteousness, between the self-affirming law of Good and the forces that oppose its progression, but also the physical aspect, the actual armed war or other vehement physical strife between

              
                The human beings who represent the antagonistic powers. We must remember that the Gita was composed at a time when war was even more than it is now a necessary part of human activity and the idea of its elimination from the scheme of life would have been an absolute chimera. The gospel of universal peace and goodwill among men — for without a universal and entire mutual goodwill there can be no real and abiding peace — has never succeeded for a moment in possessing itself of human life during the historic cycle of our progress, because morally, socially, spiritually the race was not prepared and the poise of Nature in its evolution would not admit of its being immediately prepared for any such transcendence. Even now we have not actually progressed beyond the feasibility of a system of accommodation between conflicting interests which may minimise the recurrence of the worst forms of strife. And towards this consummation e method, the approach which humanity has been forced by its own nature to adopt, is a monstrous mutual massacre unparalleled in history; a universal war, full of bitterness and irreconcilable hatred, is the straightway and the triumphant means modern man has found for the establishment of universal peace! That consummation, too, founded not upon any fundamental change in human nature, but upon intellectual notions, economic convenience, vital and sentimental shrinkings from the loss of life, discomfort and horror of war, effected by nothing better than political adjustments, gives no very certain promise offirm foundation and long duration. A day may come, must surely come, we will say, when humanity will be ready spiritually, morally, socially for the reign of -universal peace; meanwhile the aspect of battle and the nature and function of man as afighter have to be accepted and accounted for by any practical philosophy and religion. The Gita, taking life as it is and not only as it may be in some distant future, puts the question how this aspect and function of life, which is really an aspect and function of human activity in general, can be harmonised with the spiritual existence.

              The Gita is therefore addressed to afighter, a man of action, one whose duty in life is that of war and protection, war as a part of government for the protection of those who are excused from that duty, debarred from4 protecting themselves and therefore at the mercy of the strong and the violent, war, secondly and by a moral extension of this idea, for the protection of the weak and the oppressed and for the maintenance of right and justice in the world. For all these ideas, the social and practical, the moral and the chivalrous enter into the Indian conception of the Kshatriya, the man who is a warrior and ruler by function and a knight and king in his nature. Although the more general and -universal ideas of the Gita are those which are the most important to us, we ought not to leave out of consideration altogether the colouring and trend they take from the peculiar Indian culture and social system in the midst of which they arose. That system differed from the modern in its conception.

              
                To the modern mind man is a thinker, worker or producer and afighter all in one, and the tendency of the social system is to lump all these activities and to demand from each individual his contribution to the intellectual, economical and military life and needs of the community without paying any heed to the demands of his individual nature and temperament. The ancient Indian civilisation laid peculiar stress on the individual nature, tendency, temperament and sought to determine by it the ethical type, function and place in the society. Nor did it consider man primarily as a social being or the fullness of his social existence as the highest ideal, but rather as a spiritual being in process of formation and development and his social life, ethical law, play of temperament and exercise of function as means and stages of spiritual formation. Thought and knowledge, war and government, production and distribution, labour and service were carefully differentiated functions of society, each assigned to those who were naturally called to it and providing the right means by which they could individually proceed towards their spiritual development and self­perfection.

              The modern idea of a common obligation in all the main departments of human activity has its advantages; it helps to greater solidarity, unity and fullness in the life of the community and a more all-round development of the complete human being as opposed to the endless divisions and over-specialisation and the narrowing and artificial shackling of the life of the individual to which the Indian system eventually led. But it has also its disadvantages and in certain of its developments the too logical application of it has led to grotesque and disastrous absurdities. This is evident enough in the character of modern war. From the idea of a common military obligation binding on every individual to defend and fight for the community by which he lives and profits, has arisen the system by which the whole manhood of the nation is hurled into the bloods trench to slay and be slain, thinkers, artists, philosophers, priests, merchants, artisans al tom from their natural functions, the whole life of the community disorganised, reason and conscience overridden, even the minister of religion who is salaried by the State or called by his function to preach the gospel of peace and love forced to deny his creec and become a butcher of his fallow-men! Not only are conscience and nature violatec by the arbitrary fiat of the military State, but national defence carried to an insane extreme makes its best attempt to become a national suicide.

              Indian civilisation on the contrary made it its chief aim to minimise the incidence and disaster of war. For this purpose it limited the military obligation to the small class who by their birth, nature and traditions were marked out for this function and found ir it their natural means of self-development through the flowering of the soul in the qualities of courage, disciplined force, strong helpfulness and chivalrous nobility for which the warrior’s life pursued under the stress of a high ideal gives afield anc opportunities.

              
                The rest of the community was in every way guarded from slaughter anc outrage; their life and occupations were as little interfered with as possible and the combative and destructive tendencies of human nature were given a restricted field, confined in a sort of lists so as to do the minimum amount of harm to the general life of ihe race, while at the same time by being subjected to high ethical ideals and every possible rule of humanity and chivalry the function of war was obliged to help in ennobling and elevating instead of brutalising those who performed it. It must be remembered that it is war of this kind and under these conditions that the Gita had in view, war con- sidered as an inevitable part of human life, but so restricted and regulated as to serve like other activities the ethical and spiritual development which was then regarded as the whole real object of life, war destructive within certain carefully fixed limits of the bodily life of individual men but constructive of their inner life and of the ethical elevation of the race. That war in the past has, when subjected to an ideal, helped in this elevation, as in the development of knighthood and chivalry, the Indian ideal of the Kshatriya, the Japanese ideal of the Samurai, can only be denied by the fanatics of pacifism. When it has fulfilled its function, it may well disappear; for if it tries to survive its utility, it will appear as an unrelieved brutality of violence stripped of its ideal and constructive aspects and will be rejected by the progressive mind of numanity; but its past service to the race must be admitted in any reasonable view of our evolution.

              The physical fact of war, however, is only a special and out- ward manifestation of a general principle in life and the Kshat- riya is only the outward manifestation and type of a general characteristic necessary to the completeness of human perfec- tion. War typifies and embodies physically the aspect of battle and struggle which belongs to all life, both to our inner and our outer living, in a world whose method is a meeting and wrestling of forces which progress by mutual destruction towards a con- tinually changing adjustment expressive of a progressive har- monising and hopeful of a perfect harmony based upon some yet ungrasped potentiality of oneness. The Kshatriya is the type and embodiment of the fighter in man who accepts this principle in life and faces it as a warrior striving towards mastery, not shrinking from the destruction of bodies and forms, but through it all aiming at the realisation of some principle of right, justice, law which shall be the basis of the harmony towards which the struggle tends. The Gita accepts this aspect of the world- energy and the physical fact of war which embodies it, and it addresses itself to the man of action, the striver and fighter, the Kshatriya, — war which is the extreme contradiction of the soul’s high aspiration to peace within and harmlessness1 without, the striver and fighter whose necessary turmoil of struggle and action seems to be the very contradiction of the soul’s high ideal of calm mastery and self-possession, — and it seeks for an issue from the contradiction, a point at which its terms meet and a poise which shall be the first essential basis of harmony and transcendence.

              
                Man meets the battle of life in the manner most consonant with the essential quality most dominant in his nature. There are, according to the Sankhya philosophy accepted in this respect by the Gita, three essential qualities or modes of the world­energy and therefore also of human nature, sattva, the mode of poise, knowledge and satisfaction, rajas, the mode of passion, action and struggling emotion, tamas, the mode of ignorance and inertia. Dominated by tamas, man does not so much meet the rush and shock of the world-energies whirling about him and converging upon him as he succumbs to them, is overborne by them, afflicted, subjected; or at the most, helped by the other qualities, the tamasic man seeks only somehow to survive, to subsist so long as he may, to shelter himself in the fortress of an established routine of thought and action in which he feels himself to a certain extent protected from the battle, able to reject the demand which his higher nature makes upon him, excused from accepting the necessity of farther struggle and the ideal of an increasing effort and mastery. Dominated by rajas, manflings himself into the battle and attempts to use the struggle of forces for his own egoistic benefit, to slay, conquer, dominate, enjoy; or. helped by a certain measure of the sattwic quality, the rajasic man makes the struggle itself a means of increasing inner mastery, joy, power, possession. The battle of life becomes his delight and passion partly for its own sake, for the pleasure of activity and the sense of power, partly as a means of his increase and natural self-development. Dominated by sattva, man seeks in the midst of the strife for a principle of law, right, poise, harmony, peace, satisfaction. The purely sattwic man tends to seek this within, whether for himself alone or with an impulse to communicate it, when won, to other human minds, but usually by a sort of inner detachment from or else an outer rejection of the strife and turmoil of the active world-energy; but if the sattwic mind accepts partly the rajasic impulse, it seeks rather to impose this poise and harmony upon the struggle and appar- ent chaos, to vindicate a victory for peace, love and harmony over the principle of war, discord and struggle. All the attitudes adopted by the human mind towards the problem of life either derive frpm the domination of one or other of these qualities or else from an attempt at balance and harmony between them.

              But there comes also a stage in which the mind recoils from the whole problem and, dissatisfied with the solutions given by the threefold mode of Nature,traigun. ya, seeks for some higher solution outside of it or else above it. It looks for an escape either into something which is outside and void of all qualities and therefore of all activity or in something which is superior to the three qualities and master of them and therefore at once capable of action and unaffected, undominated by its own action, in the nirguna or the trigun t a tTta. It aspires to an absolute peace and unconditioned existence or to a dominant calm and superior existence.

              
                The natural movement of the former attitude is towards the renunciation of the world, sanny a sa\ of the latter towards superiority to the claims of the lower nature and its whirl of actions and reactions, and its principle is equality and the inner renunciation of passion and desire. The former is the first impulse of Arjuna recoiling from the calamitous culmination of all his heroic activity in the great cataclysm of battle and massacre, Kurukshetra; losing his whole past principle of action, inaction and the rejection of life and its claims seem to him the only issue. But it is to an inner superiority and not to the physical renunciation of life and action that he is called by the voice of the divine Teacher.

              Arjuna is the Kshatriya, the rajasic man who governs his rajasic action by a high sattwic ideal. He advances to this gigantic struggle, to this Kurukshetra with the full acceptance of the joy of battle, as to “a holiday offight”, but with a proud confidence in the righteousness of his cause; he advances in his rapid chariot tearing the hearts of his enemies with the victorious clamour of his war-conch; for he wishes to look upon all these Kings of men who have come here to champion against him the cause of un­righteousness and establish as a rule of life the disregard of law, justice and truth which they would replace by the rule of a selfish and arrogant egoism. When this confidence is shattered within him, when he is smitten down from his customary attitude and mental basis of life, it is by the uprush of the tamasic quality into the rajasic man, inducing a recoil of astonishment, grief, horror, dismay, dejection, bewilderment of the mind and the war of rea- son against itself, a collapse towards the principle of ignorance and inertia. As a result he turns towards renunciation. Better the life of the mendicant living upon alms than this dharma of the Kshatriya, this battle and action culminating in undiscriminating massacre, this principle of mastery and glory and power which can only be won by destruction and bloodshed, this conquest of blood-stained enjoyments, this vindication of justice and right by a means which contradicts all righteousness and this affirmation of the social law by a war which destroys in its process and result all that constitutes society.

              Sannya~ sais the renunciation of life and action and of the threefold modes of Nature, but it has to be approached through one or other of the three qualities. The impulse may be tamasic, a feeling of impotence, fear, aversion, disgust, horror of the world and life; or it may be the rajasic quality tending towards tamas, an impulse of weariness of the struggle, grief, disappointment, refusal to accept any longer this vain turmoil of activity with its pains and its eternal discontent. Or the impulse may be that of rajas tending towards sattwa, the impulse to arrive at something superior to anything life can give, to conquer a higher state, to trample down life itself under the feet of an inner strength which seeks to break all bonds and transcend all limits. Or it may be sattwic, an intellectual perception of the vanity of life and the absence of any real goal or justification for this ever-cycling world-existence or else a spiritual perception of the Timeless, the Infinite, the Silent, the nameless and formless Peace beyond.

              
                The recoil of Arjuna is the tamasic recoil from action of the sattwa-rajasic man. The Teacher may confirm it in its direction, using it as a dark entry to the purity and peace of the ascetic life; or he may purify it at once and raise it towards the rare altitudes of the sattwic tendency of renunciation. In fact, he does neither. He discourages the tamasic recoil and the tendency to renunciation and enjoins the continuance of action and even of the same fierce and terrible action, but he points the disciple towards another and inner renunciation which is the real issue from his crisis and the way towards the soul’s superiority to the world-Nature and yet its calm and self-possessed action in the world. Not a physical asceticism, but an inner askesis is the teaching of the Gita.

              
                
                  
                    Exercises
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	
                  What does the divine charioteer of Kurukshetra revel? How does the Gita accept the existence of God?
                

                	
                  Whom is the Gita addressed to? Why?
                

                	
                  Who is man to the modern mind and what is the tendency of social system?
                

                	
                  Write the advantages and disadvantages of the modem idea of a common obligation in all the main department of human activity.
                

                	
                  How can the Indian ideal of the Kshatriya and the Japanese ideal of the Samurai be denied by the fanatics of pacifism? Explain.
                

                	
                  The author says that war typifies and embodies physically the aspect of battle and struggle which belongs to all life, both to our inner and our outer living. Do you agree? Justify your answer.
                

                	
                  According to the Sankhya Philosophy accepted by the Gita, what are the three essential qualities or modes of the world energy? Explain.
                

                	
                  Describe Arjuna's battle for justice and truth against a selfish and arrogant egoism as depicted in the essay.
                

                	
                  What relation do you see among Sattva, Rajas and Tamas? What does man do dominated by Rajas? Explain.
                

                	
                  Note all the words of Sanskrit language used in the text and write their meaning deducing from the context.
                

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	
                  Write summary of the essay and justify its title.
                

                	
                  Modern people are spiritually vile but commercially keen. So the essence of Gita is hardly accepted. Explain.
                

                	
                  What is the essence of Gita as the author depicted in the text? Have you read Gita? What is the theme of Gita that you find? Write your answer.
                

                	
                  Explain the following extracts with reference to the context:
                

              

              
                	
                  Thought and knowledge, war and government, production and distribution, labour and service, were carefully differentiate functions of society, each assigned to those who were naturally called to it and providing the right means by which they could individually proceed towards their spiritual development and self perfection.
                

                	
                  The battle of life becomes his delight and passion partly for its own sake, for the pleasure of activity and the sense of power, partly as a means of his increase and natural self development.
                

              

              
                
                  
                    
                      Project work: Book Review
                    
                  
                
              

              
                Read Bhagavad Gita in group of five and present orally in the class by each student on the main five topics of Gita separately -the lord, the living entities, material nature, eternal time, and activity- one topic each. Write a review of a Nepali book translated into English. You can work it in the group of 3-5 students.
              

            
            
              
                
              

              6. Not Nothing by Stepen Cave

              
                
                
                  Stephen Cave
                
              

              Stephen Cave was born in Cornwall back. He earned Ph.D in philosophy from Cambridge. He is the executive director and senior research fellow of the Leverhulme Center for the future of Intelligence at the University of Cambridge. He has also served as a British diplomat, and written widely on philosophical and scientific subjects, including for the New York Times, The Atlantic, Guardian and Others. He is the author of the book Immortality (Penguin Random House), a New scientist book of the year, and co-editor of Al Narratives: A history of Imaginative Thinking About Intelligent Machines (OUP). His first book 'Immortality' was a new scientist best book of the year and has been translated into many languages.

              “Not Nothing”, an ethical essay by Cave depicts the matter of non-violence by taking an example of a tiny fly which carries its multimillion years history of its species. The essayist presents the fact that we kill many insects or organisms and destroy their eggs unconsciously which causes the end of their generation in the future sometimes. Every single death of every single sentient creature is equally valuable as human beings. The essayist leads us to believe that for an organism there is always better or worse, relevant or inelegant, there is always something to do which differentiates living being form the rock that is indifferent to being pummeled to sand by the sea. Infact, human death is also insignificant and a kind of catastrophe as the death of fly. Caring and campaigning about animal welfare is noble and worthwhile for the author.

              
                
                  Not Nothing
                
              

              This morning a tiny fly was, true to its name and nature, flying about in the vicinity of my desk. It really was very tiny - a fruit fly, I’d guess. At one point it landed in front of me. I brushed it aside and it resumed flitting about in its patternless path. Then it landed again, and again I aimed to brush it aside. But this time, my aim was off. It was probably a matter of only a millimeter or so, but my finger landed, not next to the fly, but on it, and so what was meant to be a brushing motion became instead a squidging motion.

              
                The fly was so small that it didn’t offer the least resistance to the pressure of my finger. Compliantly, it transformed itself into a dark smudge. Not a gory or bloody smudge; not one with the least detail or variation - not to my naked eye, anyway. Just a small, uniform, rather faint mark.

              
                Now, I’m not a biologist, but I know that a fly is an animal, and more specifically, an insect. As such, it has (or had) wings, legs, eyes, antenna and a host of internal organs. Those parts are in turn made of cells, each one of which is hugely complex. And in those cells, among many other things, are - or were - the fly’s genes, which in turn embody an astonishing intricacy and an ancient, multi-million-year history, while in the fly’s gut would have been countless bacteria with their own genes, their own goals. Worlds within worlds, now squidged together into a single dark smudge that I am already finding it hard to pinpoint among the scratches and coffee rings. A history of life spread out before me, if only I were able to read it.

              At this point, I guess that readers will be dividing into two parties. One party, probably the majority, will be thinking, ‘Get over it, it’s a fly.’ This, it seems to me, is a very reasonable position. Flies die in large numbers all the time - some, indeed, at my hand, whether I intend it or not (and I sometimes do). And in the summer evenings, when I sit on our terrace and watch swifts in their spectacle of swooping and screeching, this beautiful display is, of course, at the same time an orgy of insect death.

              The other party of readers, probably the minority, will be horrified at my casual killing of this delicate life-form. They will be appalled at the waste and stupidity of my carelessness. To them, I must be an oaf; at best ignorant, at worst malevolent. And this, it seems to me, is also a very reasonable position. Even though I habitually write - sometimes about complex subjects - it is certain that with one mistimed finger-swipe I destroyed complexity and beauty many orders of magnitude greater than any I will ever create.

              Thus it seems to me quite reasonable to think that the death of the fly is entirely insignificant and that it is at the same time a kind of catastrophe. To entertain such contradictions is always uncomfortable, but in this case the dissonance echoes far and wide, bouncing off countless other decisions about what to buy, what to eat - what to kill; highlighting the inconsistencies in our philosophies, our attempts to make sense of our place in the world and our relations to our co-inhabitants on Earth. The reality is that we do not know what to think about death: not that of a fly, or of a dog or a pig, or of ourselves.

              
                Which is a problem, because nature is a streamers-and-all, non-stop, cork-popping party of death. For example, I regularly take my children to a large park with a series of ponds, where in spring we look for frogspawn. This gelatinous broth is a mass of life in the making. Each batch contains many hundreds, even thousands of eggs. The next time we visit, the pond will be full of tadpoles, like a page covered in punctuation marks. But the time after that, there will be many fewer; and the next time we will have to look hard for those metamorphosing mini-frogs, as tiny as keychain toys, some still with their tadpole tails. Those we find are the few survivors, whose numbers will be thinned still more before any get as far as restarting the cycle with their own spawn. The Way of the Frog is to get Death so full at the feast that a few can slip past while he slumbers.

              This party of death is, of course, at the same time a cork-popping party of life. For all the tadpoles that perish, some still make it to become frogs, and have been doing so for at least 200 million years. Those that don’t are the stuff of life for countless other creatures, from the littlest insect larvae to grand old storks. Indeed, frogs are regarded as a keystone species, which means that the death of their multitudinous offspring, along with the death that they themselves deal out, is crucial to the flourishing of the community of life. In the language of ecology, life and death are obligate symbionts, each wholly dependent on the other.

              We too are built on a bedrock of old men’s bones. Our evolution to Homo sapiens is a product of the endless winnowing out of the unfit and the unfortunate. If some australopithecine apeman or woman had stumbled across the elixir of life, it is very unlikely that you or I would exist. It is worth bowing our heads for a moment to all our ancestors whose passing away made our lives possible.

              1 was drawn to imagine the great finger coming to squish me, my little life flashing before my bulging, compound eyes.

              But here we are - and many people would like it to stay that way. That tadpoles are fodder for pond-life is as natural as the leaves falling on the water in autumn; that flies get squidged is as ordinary as apples rotting in the orchard. One’s own death, on the other hand, seems most unnatural. It seems rather an error and an outrage; a cosmic crime; a reason to raise one’s fist and rebel against the regime that ordered this slaughter of innocents.

              But here we are - guests at the party of life and death. We know we must exit along with the flies and the tadpoles. But we would rather not think about it. And that, perhaps, is the problem with my dead fly. When I squidged it, I summoned the Reaper to my desk. If only briefly, I caught his eye. If I had turned away fast enough, the fly’s death would have remained as insignificant as those of its invisible brothers and sisters caught by the swifts. But I was drawn instead inside its tiny head, drawn to imagine the great finger coming to squish me, my little life flashing before my bulging, compound eyes. Through a lapse in my indifference, I was drawn into the catastrophe, drawn to make its death my death.

              
                Veganism, like the Indian religion Jainism and other movements that preach a very purist strain of non-violence to other beings, seems to me a response to this one side of our contradictory perception of mortality - its catastrophic nature. Such movements take seriously the catastrophe that is every single death of every single sentient creature, whether fly, rat, frog or human. And so they say: not by my hands, not on my watch, not if I can help it. They are anti-death movements, whose followers go to great lengths not to squash flies or mosquitoes, let alone have big fat pigs killed on their behalf.

              This horror at the death of other creatures is intimately bound up with horror at the prospect of one’s own demise. Flies come and go in countless masses, mostly beyond my sight and care. But when something happens that causes me to empathise, to become the fly, then its death becomes terrible. As the poet William Blake realised when he, too, carelessly squashed an insect:

              Am not I

              A fly like thee?

              Or art not thou

              A man like me?

              Some clever research from the field of social psychology has demonstrated a close association in our minds between animals, animal products, bodilyness generally and our own mortality. The upshot is that these things give off a whiff of the Reaper that colours our response to them. The studies are part of a body of work known as ‘terror management theory’, which holds that our world views largely function to help us manage the terror of death. That mdans all world views: in the case of religions such as Christianity with their promise of eternal life, the link is very obvious, but secular belief systems have their death-defence-mechanisms too, often closely paralleling the religious ones. For example, just as Christians believe they will be resurrected by God, those who subscribe to cryonics - being frozen upon death - believe they will be resurrected by scientists.

              Veganism and, to a slightly lesser extent, vegetarianism both follow this pattern, as modern secular parallels of Jainism. Their response to the terror of mortality is to attempt to create a zone of non-death, a zone from which the Reaper has been entirely banished, visiting neither flies, nor rats, nor us.

              
                In Jainism, the death-denial element is explicit: your ultimate reward for keeping your hands unbloodied is to become godlike. In veganism, it is only implicit, but nonetheless the religious or ritualistic elements are present: such as in the actions of a friend of mine who, when deciding to become vegan, threw out the half­finished pack of butter in her fridge. What animals were helped by this act, what suffering allayed? None, of course. But it at least banished death from her toast.

              I said that seeing each death as a catastrophe seems a perfectly reasonable response, and veganism and Jainism are its logical extensions. They attempt to resolve the paradox by denying the other side, which says that the death of a creature is at the same time insignificant, natural and inevitable. However, as reasonable as it is to take the catastrophe of death seriously, to ignore the other side of the paradox altogether leads us only into fantasy.

              It is the fantasy of a day when (in the words of the Old Testament) ‘the wolf shall dwell with the lamb, and the leopard shall lie down with the goat’. It imagines a world in which the catastrophe of mortality has triumphed over its insignificance. ‘Then,’ as St Paul wrote, ‘shall come to pass the saying that is written: “Death is swallowed up in victory’”, and we all might live happily ever after, flies and all.

              Just because nature is a cork-popping party of death does not mean that death is right or good.

              But it is a fantasy. We cannot do away with death without doing away with life. In the Natural History Museum in my adopted home of Berlin, there is a glass cabinet in which a lion looks into the eyes of a zebra. They are just a few feet away from each other, with no barrier between them, but this lion will nonetheless never claw at this zebra’s flanks, nor break its neck nor tear out its bowels. They seem instead quite comfortable in each others’ presence, like old acquaintances, reminiscing perhaps about the warm savannah sun. The threat of imminent, violent death has been banished. And that, of course, is because they are filled with cold metal and wood shavings, instead of the hot blood that made them once alive and mortal enemies.

              No, we cannot do away with death without doing away with life. And this applies equally to the animals in our charge. The vegan friend who threw away the butter also once said to me that she did not want animals to die because of her. But of course, before they die for her (or you or me), they live. Whether they live well is a very important, but nonetheless separate, question. Caring and campaigning about animal welfare is noble and worthwhile. But abolishing such animals altogether is saying: because I am horrified that they must die, I will not let them live.

              
                It is a well-known fallacy to extrapolate from what is to what ought to be. Just because nature is a cork-popping party of death does not mean that death is right or good. Just because all flies die, this does not mean that my fly deserved what it got when I squidged it. But on the other hand, nature does set limits to what is possible, and perhaps even thinkable. Nature will not tolerate an end to these cycles; it will not tolerate life without death.

              There is an equal and opposite alternative to veganism’s insistence on the momentousness of each death, and its ensuing death-denial. We can instead assert death’s insignificance. Whereas in the first approach, each life acquires infinite value such that we dare not let it end, in the second approach, we strip each life of its value so that its end is a matter only of indifference. This approach, of course, is nihilism.

              Perhaps death’s relentless reaping should make us question the existence of higher meaning. But who thought there was such a thing anyway?

              There is a long tradition of seeing in the omnipresence of death the negation of all meaning, hope and value. It was what the poet Alfred, Lord Tennyson meant when in 1849 he described Nature as ‘red in tooth and claw’. He laments that she is ‘so careless of the single life’, then, on considering fossils, how she is so careless of whole species. She cries: ‘I care for nothing, all shall go’, and Tennyson concludes: ‘O life as futile, then, as frail!’

              But just as the first attempt to escape the paradox becomes an attempt to deny the undeniable, so does this one. The fact of death does not destroy meaning: indeed, as we pass through the heat of life we cannot help but produce meaning, like a popcorn machine produces popcorn. This is what living things do: they imbue the world with significance and value; for an organism there is always better or worse, relevant or irrelevant; there is always something to do. This is what differentiates us from the rock that is indifferent to being pummelled to sand by the sea.

              Perhaps, as Tennyson believed, death’s relentless reaping should lead us to question the existence of some higher meaning - one above, beyond or external to us. But whoever thought there was such a thing anyway? Not the frogs and tadpoles. And not me - yet I’m not therefore tempted to despair, at least not while a good dinner is waiting.

              Because life is so teeming with intentions and meanings, the death of each creature really is a catastrophe. But we must live with it anyway: as we saw, the alternative is the most desperate and convoluted of denials.

              
                Once when on holiday as a child, I remember my father wielding some insecticide spray against a column of ants invading our rented chalet. Thinking this looked like a fun thing to do, I took the spray-can outside to the ant’s nest and went on the offensive. To my surprise, my father came out and told me to stop. I had no business killing them all like that, he said. I was confused: my dad was a sausage-eating, fly-swotting man, who had grown up on a farm, and had himself just moments before brandished the same spray-can. But I was also relieved. I was glad that he thought it wrong; I was glad that he thought the death of an ant not only insignificant, but at the very same time a catastrophe.

              From the viewpoint of the gods, the deaths of us and the flies are equal in their insignificance.

              He did not explain exactly why he thought my ant-hunting was wrong. He did not try to rationalise the apparent contradiction in his own actions with a grand theory. Though if he had been pushed, he might have said: we cannot stop Death from going about his business; and we oughtn’t pretend that sparing the ants (or the flies or the butter) will keep him from our door; but we need not rush to be his foot soldiers either.

              Those hoping that I would resolve this paradox might now be getting a little anxious, as we are reaching the penultimate paragraph with no solution in sight. But it should be clear by now that I do not believe there is a solution. I believe that the death of the fly was both insignificant and a kind of catastrophe. And I believe that about the deaths of frogs and pigs too, and about my own death, and yours.

              This, as Shakespeare knew, is the source of tragedy: ‘As flies to wanton boys are we to th’ gods,’ said the much-suffering Gloucester in King Lear. The boys are wanton because the death of any creature, even a fly, is a catastrophe; but at the very same time, from the viewpoint of the gods, the deaths of us and the flies are equal in their insignificance.

              Philosophers academic and amateur - which is to say, pretty much all of us - prefer to think that paradoxes must have solutions, that they are somehow just the wrong way of looking at things, or a muddle of grammar and syntax. But not this one. It is, as far as I can see, part of the nature of things. To take both sides seriously and to seek some way to live with them is part of what it is to be human; part of what it means to be a guest at the party of life and death.

              
                
                  
                    	
                      amateur (n.)
                    	: not skilled
                  

                  
                    	antenna (n.)
                    	: either of the two long thin parts on the heads of insects
                  

                  
                    	
                      ape (n.)

                      cryonics (n.) dissonance (n.)

                    
                    	
                      : a large animal like a monkey with no tail

                      : the process of freezing a body at the movement of its death

                      : a combination of musical notes that sound hoarse together

                    
                  

                  
                    	empathise (v.) extrapolate (v.) gory (adj.)
                    	
                      : to understand another person's feeling and experience

                      : to estimate something or form an opinion

                      : involving a lot of blood, covered with blood

                    
                  

                
              

              multitudinous (adj.) : extremely large in number

              
                
                  
                    	oaf (n.)
                    	: a stupid, unpleasant person
                  

                  
                    	resistance (n.)
                    	: dislike of or opposition and refusal
                  

                  
                    	secular (adj.) smudge (n.) spawn (n.) squidging (n.) swoop (n.)
                    	
                      : not connected with spiritual or religious matter

                      : a dirty mark with no clear shape

                      : a soft substance containing the eggs of fish or frogs, etc.

                      : soft and wet quality

                      : an act of morning quickly through the air

                    
                  

                  
                    	terrace (n.)
                    	: a continuous row of similar houses that are joined together in one block
                  

                  
                    	veganism (n.)
                    	: not eating any animal product like egg or meat and even milk
                  

                
              

              

              
                
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    Exercise
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	Why does the essayist talk about the death of a tiny fly in the essay? What does he want to convey through it?

                	What is the overall purpose of the essay?

                	What paradox do veganism and Jainism attempt to resolve?

                	What has research from the field of social psychology demonstrated?

                	How is Homo Sapiens a product of the endless winnowing?

                	The essayist guesses that readers will be dividing into two parties: majority and minority regarding killing of flies. What are the both parties’ views? Explain.

                	Why does the author’s father think that the death of an ant not only insignificant, but at the same time a kind of catastrophe? Give reason.

                	What does the author want to say by the line- ‘in the language of ecology, life and death are obligate symbionts, each wholly dependent on the other? Does he mean death is essential for life? Explain.

                	What is Tennyson's believing in death?

                	Why did the essayist’s father tell him to stop spray - can outside to the ants' nest when he was on holiday as a child? Give reason.

                	What does the essayist appeal by giving the example of a lion looking into the eyes of a zebra in museum but not clawing at it? Explain.

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	What is your view on non-violence? Is it possible for human being? Give your reason.

                	Explain how the loss of one species causes the loss of another species in the eco­system.

                	Summarize the essay in about 300 words and justify the title ‘Not Nothing’.

                	What moral value do you get from the text? Write in brief.

                	Do you believe that from the view point of the gods, the death of us and the flies are equal in their significance?

                	Explain the following extracts with reference to the context:

              

              
                	The death of each creature really is a catastrophe.

                	No, we cannot do away with death without doing away with life.

              

              
                	William Blake compares him with a fly and says that a fly is like him and he is like a fly. Can we respect, save, and value insects in this way? Express your views.

              

            
            
              
                
              

              7.  How Lean Production can change the World by James P. Womack et al

              
                
                  BY JAMES P. WOMACK, DANIEL T. JONES AND DANIEL ROOS
                
              

              
                
                  James P. Womack
                 (1948) was the research director of the International Motor Vehicle Program (IMVP) in Cambridge. He is the founder and chairman of the Lean Enterprise Institute, a nonprofit institution for the dissemination and exploration of the Lean thinking with the aim of his further development of the Lean Enterprise. He received his Bachelor's degree in political science and Master's degree in transportation system. His Ph. D. in political science was received from the Massachusetts Institution of Technology in 1982. He first became widely known as an co-author in 1990 with publication of the book The Machine that Changed the World, which made the term 'Lean Production' known worldwide. The book has been translated into eleven languages and has been sold more than 600,000 copies.

              
                
                  Daniel T. Jones
                
                is a senior advisor to the Lean Enterprise Institute, Management thought leader, and mentor on applying Lean process thinking to every type of business. He holds a Bachelor's degree in economics from the University of Sussex. He is the founder and chairman of the Lean Enterprise Academy in the U.K. He advises organizations in different sectors on their lean transformations. He won the Shingo Prize for Operational
              

              
                
                  Daniel Roos
                 was the founding director of MIT’s Engineering System Division (ESD) frorq 1998-2004. He is an American engineer. He focuses on the technology and policy of transportation systems. He is the’Japan Steel Industry professor of civil and Environmental Engineering and Engineering Systems Emeritus.

              All of these three writers are the co-authors of “How Lean

              Production can Change the World". It was published in 1990. Lean Thinking is a design philosophy and approach which was pioneered by Toyota after the Second World War. It is a vision of goods and services different from the concept of mass production. Lean production uses less of everything like employees than a comparable mass-production operation. Lean production is built on a precisely defined set of relationships that extends far beyond the factory floor to encompass designers, suppliers, and customers. The authors present the objectives and dealership of Japanese car dealers as different from America. Good relationship with customers, studying family profile, supplying products, etc. of Japanese car company has been discussed in the essay. The essayist concludes that lean production combines the best features of both craft production and mass production.

              
                
                  
                    How Lean Production Can Change the World
                
              

              
                
                  LEAD
                
              

              In the spring of 1950, a young Japanese engineer named Eiji Toyoda set out on a three-month pilgrimage to Ford Motor Company's River Rouge plant in Detroit. The enterprise his family had founded, the Toyota Motor Company, had just suffered through a disastrous collapse in sales and a lengthy strike, and Toyoda knew the company needed help. In its 13 years of existence, it had produced a total of 2,685 cars; Ford's Rouge plant, world citadel of mass production, was pouring out 7,000 in a single day.

              Eiji Toyoda studied every inch of the Ford facility, pinpointing what he described as "some possibilities" for increasing manufacturing efficiency back home. But it was not long before Toyoda and his production genius, Taiichi Ohno, concluded that mass production was not the answer, for their company or their country. A more basic change was required. Out of that decision, over the last four decades, has emerged a fundamentally new approach to industrial production that has enabled Japan to achieve its current economic eminence and will, we believe, eventually transform virtually every industry around the world.

              Just as the mass-production principles pioneered by Henry Ford and General Motors' Alfred Sloan swept away the age of craft production after World War I, so the ideas of Toyoda and Ohno are today chipping away at the foundations of mass production. We call their system "lean" production because it uses less of everything than a comparable mass-production operation: half the human effort in the factory, half the manufacturing space, half the investment in tools, half the engineering hours to develop a new product. Lean production is built not simply on technical insight but on a precisely defined set of relationships that extends far beyond the factory floor to encompass designers, suppliers and customers.

              In the course of a $5 million, five-year study of the international auto industry, conducted at the Massachusetts Institute of Technology, we discovered, as expected, that the most efficient companies were Japanese. The surprise was this: because American manufacturers have been shutting down their most inefficient plants and adopting lean production techniques, the best American-owned auto plants in North America are now more productive than the average Japanese auto plant - and are very nearly equal in quality.

              
                In other words, the revolution is spreading, and it will change the world. In its time, mass production altered the kinds of products the consumer could buy, the fate of individual companies, the global economic balance and the very nature of work. We expect that lean production will do nothing less.

              Henry Ford knew how to deal with customers. He left them to the dealers. And he •new how to handle the dealers, too: Keep them small and isolated, financially independent of the company but under a binding contract to sell only your cars. Make them build up their inventories to make sure there will be enough cars on hand for walk in customers.

              It was a marvelous arrangement if you were a mass-production car maker. For one thing, you received full payment from your dealers at the shipping dock but bought your parts and raw materials on consignment. What's more, you could keep your assembly line going even when sales dipped - the dealers had to buy what you made. Henry Ford aIso knew how to handle those dealers who balked at having Model T's stuffed down their throats in a recession. He canceled their franchises.

              In many ways, the American dealership system has hardly changed at all since Ford's day. The needs of the factory still come first; dealers and customers are expected to make any necessary accommodations. It is some measure of the disparity between mass production and lean production that, in Japan, the whole system begins with and is totally geared to the needs of dealers and customers.

              Consider the typical American car dealer; we have visited dozens like him in the course of our research. He runs a small business - 47 percent of the 25,000 dealers are on a single lot - and the inventory he maintains is still far bigger than he wants. Effectively, he operates a parking lot on which sits a vast array of new cars gathering grime and running up interest costs. He is constantly doing battle with the car maker's marketing division, which is devoted to selling all of the company's models to maintain steady production back at the factory. Thus the dealer often finds that his only chance to order a popular model depends on his willingness to accept one that is unpopular.

              The sales people in auto showrooms work on individual commissions and are primarily skilled at getting the best deal for themselves and their boss. We have been continually amazed at just how little they know about their products - for example, the salesperson who praised the fuel economy of four-cylinder engines while showing us a V-6. Once the haggling over price is done and a deal is struck, the customer usually never sees the salesperson again - specialists take over the details of financing, warranty and service.

              It all looks very different in Japan, from the relationship between dealer and producer (mutually supportive) to the marketing approach (dealers sell cars door to door).

              
                The Japanese car company divides its distribution function among a number of nationwide "channels," each of which sells a portion of the company's product range. One of Toyota's channels, for instance, is called Corolla, and its lineup includes not just the Corolla but the Camry, the Celica and other models.

              The Corolla channel sells its cars through 78 dealer firms, each of which operates from about 17 different sites. The channel owns 20 percent of the dealerships outright and has a stake in others, although most dealerships ate financially independent. The 30,400 employees of the channel sell about 635,000 cars and trucks a year.

              At each Corolla dealership, the sales staff is organized into teams of seven or eight people who are trained in all aspects of the job. Every day starts and ends with a team meeting. When sales lag, the team puts in extra hours, and when sales lag to the point that the factory no longer has enough orders to sustain full output, production personnel can be transferred into the sales system.

              Team members draw up a profile of every household within the geographic area around the dealership, then periodically make their rounds - after first calling for an appointment. During these visits the sales representative updates the household profile: How many cars of what age does each family have? What makes of car with what features? How many children are there in the household and what use does the family make of its cars? When does the family think it will need to replace its cars?

              Based on the answers, and the Corolla channel's range of products, the sales person suggests the most appropriate specifications for a new vehicle. Should the family members actually be in the market, the details of what they want in a car will be thoroughly discussed. The final order, which typically includes a complete financing package, trade-in on the old car and insurance, would be handled by the same sales agent, who is trained to provide one-stop service.

              The prime objective of Japanese dealers4is not simply a one-shot sale but a long­term relationship with their Customers, and that must rest on the customers' feeling that they are part of the Corolla "family," where they are treated well and charged a fair price. Brand loyalty is the goal. In the United States, there is little such loyalty: repurchase of the same make of car falls from about 30 percent for those above age 56 down to 13 percent for those under age 25. In Japan, brand switching is far less frequent.

              The purchase of a car is only the beginning. It is clearly understood that the dealer will fix any problems the owner encounters with the car at no cost to the owner - even after the end of the formal warranty. Should the owner have trouble with his insurance company over an accident claim, the dealer will do battle for him, and a car will be made available while the owner's car is being repaired.

              
                The sales agent will call the owner regularly, updating his files on the family, so that he knows when to ask whether the son leaving for college or the daughter taking her first job will need a car. The agent will also send the owner a birthday card each year, or a condolence card in case of a death in the family.

              It is often said in Japan that the only way to escape your car sales agent is to leave the country. In fact, an increasing number of Japanese buyers, particularly younger people in big cities, prefer going to buy their car at the showroom.

              The dealership, of course, is very different from its American counterpart. In Japan, there are only three or four demonstrator models on hand. Since most cars are manufactured to order, there is no need for vast parking areas for unsold vehicles. Moreover, there is no battle over the walk-in customer: the sales team is paid on a group commission.

              The primary purpose of the dealer's service area is to prepare vehicles for the Ministry of Transport inspections. The first inspection must be passed when the car is three years old; thereafter, the process becomes more frequent and more demanding. For example, by about the seventh year the entire brake system will probably be targeted for replacement, whether or not it is functioning normally.

              The inspection system has a huge and beneficent impact on the Japanese automotive industry, providing citizens with a strong incentive to buy a new car. Indeed, most Japanese do so, in good times and in bad.

              The chance to custom-order your car, routine in Japan, has become relatively rare in the United States, where special orders substantially slow down the production process. But, one might ask, how can Japanese factories be so efficient when their production schedules continue to be subject to the whims of customers' special orders?

              One explanation can be found in those questions the sales staff asks customers. The answers are carefully studied to provide clues to changing customer tastes. During the entire period when new cars destined for sale through the Corolla channel are being designed, staff members from the channel are sent out on loan to development teams to contribute what they have learned about customers' needs and attitudes.

              At the factory, executives make an educated guess as to how different models, colors and the like will sell; then they establish a production schedule. The object is to get the right combinations going down the line to match actual demand - the right proportion of high-specification cars, for example, which take a little longer to make than low-specification cars.

              
                The Japanese "build" schedule is more accurate at the start than its Western counterparts; it is also revised far more frequently as the dealers pick up and communicate customer feedback. Corrections and adjustments can be made quickly: at any one time, the whole distribution network contains just three weeks' supply of finished units, compared to two months' supply in the United States.

              The Japanese companies are well aware of one important weakness in their system - the high cost of their sales approach, particularly the door-to-door selling. The companies believe that the most promising solution lies in the area of information technology, and they are working on it.

              The first thing one encounters on entering a Corolla dealership today is an elaborate computer display. Each Corolla owner has a membership card that can be inserted in the unit just as one would insert a bank card in a cash machine. On the screen appears all the information the company has about the owner's household, and he is invited to check it over and enter any corrections and new information. The system then makes suggestions about the models most appropriate to the household's needs, with prices included. The customer can also access data bases on everything from car insurance to parking permits (many Japanese cities require possession of a permit before one may buy a car). At this point, if the owner is seriously interested in buying, he or she can approach the sales desk and discuss the particulars with the members of the sales team.

              The Japanese auto companies hope that this way of selling cars represents the wave of the future. (Indeed, they expect that at some point the customer will be able to tap into these data bases on his home computer or television screen.) The customer who buys from the showroom will still have his own sales representative, someone who will stay in touch with him and whom he can contact in case of problems. But the showroom purchase leaves the sales force with much more time to devote to "conquest" sales - those to motorists who have been buying other brands. The overall goal: to reduce the cost of selling the average new car while maintaining up-to-date information on customers and holding their loyalty.

              In the United States today, theje is much discussion of the inadequacies of the American automotive distribution system. So many customers, car companies and dealers are unhappy. Suggestions for a solution have focused on new formats for dealers - creating publicly owned dealer chains or separating the sales and service functions. The Japanese success suggests that the problem should be examined in a much broader context, in which distribution is an integral part of a customer-focused lean-production system.

              And the clock is ticking. The Japanese have not applied their lean distribution approach to the United States market because of the many weeks that pass between the production of an auto in Japan and . its delivery to a dealer in, say, Peoria, Ill. "The system makes no sense unless cars are built to order and delivered almost immediately,

              
                " a Japanese auto executive told us. Then he added, "We can do this only as we develop a . mplete top-to-bottom manufacturing system in North America and Europe by the end f the 1990's."

              
                
                  CRAFT VS. MASS
                
              

              In 1894, Evelyn Henry Ellis, a wealthy member of the English Parliament, set out buy a car. He didn't go to a car dealer - there were none. Instead, he visited the noted Paris machine-tool company of Panhard et Levassor. There he found in place an -rchetypical craft-production factory where skilled, multifaceted workers were turning out a few hundred cars a year.

              Many of the components in the cars from Panhard were produced at individual machine shops scattered throughout Paris. Trouble was, the parts were created without benefit of a standard gauging system, so when the mismatched components arrived at Panhard's final assembly hall, a cadre of skilled fitters had to take over. They would file the first two parts until they fit together perfectly, then file the third part until it fit the first two, continuing that way until the whole vehicle was complete. That process produced what is known as "dimensional creep" - the dimensions of the finished cars differed significantly, though all were being built to the same blueprints.

              In June 1895, when he drove the 56 miles from Southampton to his country home in his new handmade Panhard, Evelyn Ellis made history. He was the first person to drive an automobile in England, and his car ended up in the Science Museum in London.

              Yet craft production had its substantial drawbacks. Costs were high and did not drop when manufacturing volume increased; that meant only the rich could afford cars. Consistency and reliability were elusive. And the small, individual craft shops could not pursue the kind of systematic research that would lead to major technological advances.

              Within a few decades, the mass-production techniques pioneered by Henry Ford would all but banish the craft system4 from the auto industry. The key to the new approach was the complete interchangeability of parts and the simplicity of attaching them to each other. Ford insisted that the same gauging system be used for every component, thereby eliminating the filing and fitting that led to dimensional creep. To speed up the assembly process, he assigned each worker only a single task, to be performed from a station beside a moving assembly line. Similarly, he made machine tools to handle just one task, avoiding the downtime inherent in craft production, as machinists readjusted tools to do a variety of tasks. Thus untrained, inexpensive labor replaced high-cost, skilled labor; and Ford found that the more cars he made, the lower the cost per car, and the lower the price he could charge the public.

              
                With the assembly floor now occupied by very narrowly focused workers, Ford hired battalions of indirect workers for tasks that assemblers and machine-shop foremen had handled in craft shops. The newcomers included machine-tool repairmen and quality inspectors and the so-called rework men, who patched up defective cars at the end of the assembly line. Since the new assemblers were neither equipped nor motivated to suggest ways to improve efficiency, more layers of indirect workers were hired, including industrial engineers and manufacturing engineers and product engineers.

              Ford and his rival, William Durant, the founder of General Motors, succeeded very well in applying mass-production principles in the factory, but neither could efficiently organize or manage his huge engineering-manufacturing-marketing complex. That was the achievement of Alfred Sloan, Durant's successor. Sloan created decentralized divisions, managed objectively and "by the numbers" from a relatively small corporate headquarters. He thought it both unnecessary and inappropriate for senior managers to know much about the details of operating each division. If the periodic reports on sales, market share and profit showed that performance was poor, it was time to change the general manager.

              To operate his revamped company, Sloan effectively invented the professions of financial manager and marketing specialist, complementing the engineering specialists, so that every functional area of the auto company would have its dedicated experts. The division of labor was now complete, and the American mass-production giants were ready to conquer the world.

              By 1955, the Big Three - Ford, G.M. and Chrysler - dominated car markets abroad. But times were changing. Mass production was now firmly established in Europe, and compact cars from the Continent were beginning to steal some of the American market. And at Toyota, Taiichi Ohno was developing an entirely new way of making cars.

              
                
                  MASS VS. LEAN
                
              

              In 1946, the Japanese government, with American prompting, imposed severe restrictions on the ability of company owners to dismiss their employees. The balance of power shifted dramatically from the companies to the workers. At Toyota, four years later, the union won a remarkable agreement that remains the standard in the Japanese auto industry. Under its terms, employees were guaranteed lifetime employment and a pay scale steeply graded by seniority rather than by specific job function. For their part, the employees agreed to be flexible as to their work assignments and committed to helping the company find new and better ways of increasing efficiency.

              
                Seniority-based wages virtually guaranteed that most employees would remain ith Toyota, since a worker who joined another company would start with zero seniority and take a huge pay cut. It became clear to Ohno that the workers were now as much or more of a long-term fixed cost as the company's machinery. So it made sense ? continuously enhance their skills and to gain the benefit of their knowledge and experience as well as their brawn.

              Ohno had decided that the mass-production system was rife with waste. The armies f engineering and production specialists, for example, added no value to the car; he nought that the assembly workers could be trained to do most of the specialists' work and could do it better because of their direct acquaintance with conditions on the line.

              So Ohno organized workers into teams, gave them a place on the assembly line and told them to decide together how best to perform the necessary operations. Instead of a foreman, who simply watched over his crew, each team was given a leader who had his own share of assembly tasks, including filling in for absentees. Bit by bit, Ohno added to the teams' responsibilities: housekeeping, minor tool repair, quality checking. He also set aside time for the team to come up with ways to improve the process.

              In the mass-production companies, factory managers were generally graded on two criteria, yield and quality. Yield was the number of cars actually produced in relation to the scheduled number, and quality referred to the state of the product when it reached the shipping dock. Managers knew that stopping the line for whatever reason spelled big trouble because the loss of minutes and cars would have to be made up with expensive overtime at the end of the shift. Moreover, letting cars go down the line with a misaligned part was no problem, because such mistakes could be fixed in the rework area - beyond the assembly line but ahead of the quality checker at the shipping dock. Thus was bom the "move the metal" mentality of the mass-production auto companies. A yield of 90 percent was taken as a sign of good management.

              In striking contrast to the mass-production plant, where only the senior assembly­line manager could stop the line, Ohno placed a red handle at every work station and instructed workers to stop the whole line immediately if a problem emerged that they could not resolve. He had no patience with factories where errors were treated as random events, to be repaired and forgotten. Ohno taught the workers to trace every error systematically back to its cause and to devise a fix so that it would never occur again.

              At first, the new Toyota production line stopped all the time, and the workers became discouraged. But, gradually, the number of errors began to drop. Toyota's assembly plants now have virtually no rework areas and perform almost no rework, while mass-production plants devote 20 percent of plant area and 25 percent of total work hours to fixing their mistakes. In Toyota plants, where every worker can halt the line, yields approach 100 percent, and the line practically never stops.

              
                
                  
                    SUPPLY
                
              

              For all the attention it receives, the automotive assembly plant accounts for only about 15 percent of the total manufacturing process. The rest is devoted to the design and fabrication of the 10,000 discrete parts that make up the unimaginably complicated modem car. For any one vehicle, that job is accomplished by hundreds of suppliers, some of them divisions of the assembler, some of them independent operators. General Motors relies on in-house suppliers for 70 percent of its needs; Toyota, for only 27 percent.

              In a mass-production company, suppliers have traditionally been called in after all the plans for a new model are complete. The suppliers are handed precise engineering drawings and asked to make bids. ("What will be the cost per steering wheel for 400,000 steering wheels per year?") The assembler sets a quality target (the allowable number of defective parts per thousand) and a once- or twice-a-week delivery schedule. For parts that require new capital investment by the supplier, the contract will usually be for a year's duration - less for parts that are already in production for other models.

              But the suppliers know from long experience that none of the real rules are written into the bid. They know that it often takes a bid below cost to win the contract. Wha; makes that feasible is the rich potential: follow-on business for a new model can often extend for 10 years, not to mention the market for replacement parts. And there exists a long tradition of annual upward cost adjustments, even though the winning supplier will almost certainly be reducing production costs as it gains experience in producing the part - the so-called learning curve.

              The relationship between mass-production suppliers and assemblers has been marked by mutual suspicion and distrust. The suppliers jealously guard information about their operations from the assemblers, lest it reveal the size of their profits. Even after a supplier has been selected to make a part, assemblers routinely line up alternate suppliers so the companies can be played against each other in the years to come. If the new model fails to sell as expected, a supplier may be dumped for a lower bidder.

              To be sure that enough parts are on hand to meet sudden changes in demand, suppliers build up huge, expensive inventories. Because of the arms-length relationship between supplier and assembler, the two do not cooperate to reduce the number of defective parts.

              To counteract such problems, and respond to a surge in demand, during the 1950's Toyota turned the mass-production supply system on its head. The company divided its suppliers into separate tiers with different responsibilities. First-tier suppliers were each assigned a major component such as car seats or the electrical system; the first-tier supplier would in turn call on second-tier companies to provide individual parts or subsystem components. In many cases, the second-tier firms developed a third level of suppliers.

              
                Toyota only dealt directly with the first-tier companies, which were selected -mediately after the decision to develop a new model. These suppliers became an megral part of the product-development team and were handed, not engineering recifications as in the mass-production system, but performance specifications. For : ample, a first-tier supplier was told to design a set of brakes that would stop a 2,200- :■ and car going 60 miles per hour in the space of 200 feet, and do it 10 times in -^cession without fading. The space within which the brakes had to fit was specified, as was the price: $40 a set. A prototype was to be delivered to Toyota for testing. If it vorked, a production order would be awarded.

              Today, the leading Japanese lean producers work directly with fewer than 300 first-tier suppliers on a development project; mass-production plants, by contrast, have -? to 2,500 suppliers to contend with. More significantly, lean assemblers such as Toyota expect their suppliers to share information about their operations. This is accomplished, in part, at meetings of first-tier and second-tier supplier associations, • here advances in manufacturing techniques are discussed. The sharing is furthered by the presence at first-tier plants of Toyota design engineers, who observe and take part in production planning for the new model.

              In other words, in contrast to the secrecy built into the mass-production system, lean assemblers are privy to the most sensitive information about their suppliers' operations, including costs and quality levels. That is possible because the relationship between assembler and supplier, and among suppliers, is cooperative rather than competitive. Cooperation is enhanced by the fact that both desire a long-term, stable relationship; an assembler will occasionally drop a supplier but only, as an assembler's purchasing agent told us, "when we think they have given up." And the relationship is helped along by the assembler's taking equity stakes in his supplier companies, which in turn often have substantial holdings of each other's stock.

              After the lean assembler establishes a target price for a new model, the assembler and suppliers jointly work backward to determine how the vehicle can be made for that price while allowing a reasonable profit for all parties. The assembler is well aware of the learning curve that will lower suppliers' costs. Any cost savings initiated by a supplier, beyond those anticipated in the contract, go to the supplier alone. This is the principal mechanism in the lean-supply system for achieving rapid and continuous improvement in the production process.

              The single most inspired facet of lean supply was another contribution of Toyota's Taiichi Ohno: the just-in-time system. In essence, it held that new parts should only be produced to meet an immediate need; when a container bearing a particular part returned empty from the assembler, that was the signal to the supplier to turn out more parts. The systemeljLminated practically all inventories. It also meant that one small kink could bring the whole operation to a halt. In Ohno's view, that was the charm of the idea - it removed all safety nets and focused every worker on anticipating problems and solving them. In the endless quest for perfection, the risk was worth it.

              
                PURSUING PERFECTION

              That quest suggests a most striking disparity between mass production and lean production. Mass producers set limited goals - an acceptable number of defects, a maximum level of inventories. To do better, they argue, would cost too much or exceed inherent human capabilities. Lean producers, on the other hand, set their sights on perfection: continually declining costs, zero defects, zero inventories.

              They never reach the promised land, but they have achieved a success that is carrying lean production beyond the shores of Japan. The system will require some major changes in our ideas about work. A key objective of lean production is to push responsibility far down the organizational ladder. Responsibility means freedom to control one's job - a big plus - but it also increases the pressure to avoid mistakes, and hence raises the stress level.

              We are accustomed to thinking of our careers in terms of a climb toward ever higher levels of technical proficiency in an ever narrower area of specialization, accompanied by responsibility for ever larger numbers of subordinates. The career path in lean production leads to a continuous broadening of one's professional skills, and they are applied in a team setting rather than in a rigid hierarchy. There is a cost, however. The better you are at teamwork, the less you may know about a narrow specialty you might take with you to another employer or use to start a new business.

              In many ways, lean production combines the best features of both craft production and mass production - the ability to reduce costs per unit, dramatically improve quality and quickly respond to consumers' desires, while at the same time providing employees with ever more challenging work. The final limits of the system are not yet known, and its diffusion is still at an early stage - about where mass production was in the early 1920's. Lean production will not be quickly or painlessly embraced. Yet in the end, we believe, it will supplant mass production and the remaining outposts of craft production in all areas of industrial endeavor and become the standard global production system of the 21st century. As a result, the world will be a different and better place.

              
                
                  
                    Glossary 
                
              

              
                
                  
                    	Archetypical
                    	In the way of an idealized model or most representative
                  

                  
                    	Assembler
                    	The man who join the part of a car
                  

                  
                    	Battalion
                    	A large group of people
                  

                  
                    	Brawn
                    	Physical strength
                  

                  
                    	Charge
                    	To ask an amount of money of a product or goods
                  

                  
                    	Consignment
                    	A collection of goods to be sent
                  

                  
                    	Dip
                    	To go downwards or to a lower level
                  

                  
                    	Elusive
                    	Difficuilt to find, define, or achieve
                  

                  
                    	Enterprise
                    	A company or business
                  

                  
                    	Fabrication
                    	Productions of goods
                  

                  
                    	Franchise
                    	Formal permissions given by a company to somebody who wants to sell its goods or service in a particular area
                  

                  
                    	Gauge
                    	An instrument for measuring the amount of something
                  

                  
                    	Haggle
                    	To argue with somebody
                  

                  
                    	Lag
                    	To move slowly
                  

                  
                    	Misaligned
                    	Out of arrangement of mechanical parts
                  

                  
                    	Pilgrimage
                    	A journey to a place
                  

                  
                    	Recession
                    	Difficult time for economy due to less trade
                  

                  
                    	Rife
                    	Bad and unpleaseant thing or something
                  

                  
                    	Unimaginably
                    	In the way that is impossible to imagine or believe or think
                  

                  
                    	Whim
                    	A wish to do or have something
                  

                
              

              
                
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    Exercises
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	What is mass production? What are its advantages?

                	Why do the authors conclude after five years study that the most efficient companies were Japanese? Give reason.

                	Explain Henry Ford's idea of dealing with customers and handing the dealers.

                	Describe the typical American car leader as the authors stated in the essay.

                	Discuss the marketing approach of Japanese car company.

                	How are the sales staff at each Corolla dealership organized and how do the team member and sales representative work?

                	What is the prime objective of Japanese dealers? How do they fix the problems of the car owners?

                	How is the dealership different from American counterpart?

                	To reduce the high cost of sales approach, how are the Japanese companies using an elaborate computer display? Explain.

                	Why have not the Japanese applied their lean distribution approach to the United States market?

                	What are the drawbacks of craft production? How could Ford charge the public lower price from the mass-production techniques?

                	When the balance of power shifted dramatically from the companies to the workers? What was its result?

                	How does seniority-based wages enhance employees skills and experience? Explain.

                	Write the supplying system in mass-production company. Also explain the relationship between mass production suppliers and assemblers.

                	What is the most striking disparity between mass production and lean production’ What is the key objective of lean production? Write briefly.

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Summarize the whole essay in about 300 words including the central idea of lean production.

                	Compare and contrast American and Japanese companies’ production, dealing with customers and supplying system.

                	Justify the title - How Lean Production Can Change the World’. Also write wha: the authors want to convey from the essay.

              

            
            
              
                
              

              8. A Black Grandmother by Sally Morgan

              
                
                
                  "SALLY MORGAN
                
              

              Sally Morgan (1951) was born in Australia as the eldest of five children. She is an Australian Aboriginal author, dramatist, and artist. Her full name is Sally Jane Morgan. She was educated from The university of Western Australia. Her mother never told her that she was Aboriginal, saying instead that she was of Indian-Bangladeshi descent. So she began researching family's story. She explored Australian history through the personal experiences of her family. She describes in her book how much her identification as an Aboriginal and her uncovering of her family history had positively affected her life. In both primary and high school, her sole ambitions were to study art but her mother discouraged her to pursuit it. She completed post-graduate studies at the western Australian Institution of Technology. Her works are on display in numerous private and public collections in Australia and around the world. Her books include-Afy Place, Hurry Up Oscar, etc. She won several awards like Human Right Literature and Other Writing Award, Joint Winner Fremantle Print Award etc .

              The text 'A Black Grandmother' is a first person narrative. It is chapter 15 of Sally Morgan's, autobiography ‘My Place’. This narrative text describes her gradual discovery of her Aboriginal origins. There are mainly four characters: Nanj (Grandmother), Mum (Mother of Sally), Aunt Judy (friend of Sally's Mother) and Jill (sister of Sally). Here, Sally's concern is to find her Aboriginal identity. Being an Aboriginal writer, she asserts her identity in white dominated society. She expresses concern over the loss of Aboriginality. She does not express happiness about acculturation because it is the case for the loss of Aboriginal lineage. This narrative text also explores the fact that Aborginial literature not only fights for equality but also fights for retaining and preserving Aboriginal identity. The text opens on 14th Feb 1966 when Australian currency changed from pounds to dollars. Sally becomes conscious of her identity when her grandmother reveals the fact of her aboriginality that she is Black Grandmother.

              
                
                  A Black Grandmother
                
              

              
                On the fourteenth of February, 1966, Australia's currency changed from pounds, shillings and pence, to dollars and cents. According to Mum and Nan, it was a step backwards in our history.
              

              
                'There's no money like the old money', Nan maintained, and Mum agreed. They had both been shocked when they heard that our new money would not have as mugh silver in it as the old two-shilling, one-shilling, sixpence and three pence. They influenced my views to such an extent that, when we were given a free choice for our creative writing essay at school, I wrote a long paper on how the entry was going to rack and ruin because we were changing our money. 'It'll go bad, Glad', said Nan one night, 'you wait and see. You can't make money like that, it’ll turn green.'

              Then I noticed that Nan had ajar on the shelf in the kitchen with a handful of two- shilling pieces in it. Towards the end of the week, the jar was overflowing with sixpences, three pences, one-shilling and two-shilling pieces. I could contain my curiosity no longer.

              'What are you saving up for, Nan?'

              'Nothin'! Don't you touch any of that money!'

              I cornered Mum in the bath. 'Okay Mum, why is Nan hoarding all that money? You're supposed to hand it over to the bank and get new money.'

              'Don't you say anything to anyone about that money, Sally?'

              'Why not?’

              'Look, that money's going to be valuable one day, we're saving it for you kids. When it's worth a lot, we'll sell it and you kids can have what we make. You might need it by then.'

              1 went back in the kitchen and said to Nan, 'Mum told me what you're up to. I think it's crazy.'

              'Hmph! We don't care what you think, you'll be glad of it in a few years' time. Now you listen, if anyone from the government comes round asking for money, you tell them we gave all ours to the bank. If they pester you about the old money, you just say you don't know nothin'. You tell 'em we haven't got money like that in this house.

              ' Nan', 1 half laughed, 'no one from the government is gonna come round and do that!'

              'Ooh, don't you believe it. You don't know what the government's like, you're too young. You'll find out one day what they can do to people. You never trust anybody who works for the government, you dunno what they say about you behind your back. You mark my words, Sally.’

              I was often puzzled by the way Mum and Nan approached anyone in authority, it was as if they were frightened. I knew that couldn't be the rea-son, why on earth would anyone be frightened of the government?

              
                Apart from Art and English, I failed nearly everything else in the second term of third year in high school. And Mum was disgusted with my seven per cent for e metry and Trigonometry.

              You've got your Junior, soon. How on earth do you expect to pass that?'

              I don't care whether I pass or not. Why don't you let me leave school?'

              'You'll leave school over my dead body!'

              What's the point in all this education if I'm going to spend the rest of my life drawing and painting?'

              You are not going to spend the rest of your life doing that, there's no future in it. Artists only make money after they're dead and gone.'

              'Suits me.'

              I gave up arguing and retreated to my room. Mum never took my ambition to be an artist seriously. Not that she didn't encourage me to draw. Once when I was bored, 'he had let me paint pictures all over the asbestos sheets that covered in our back erandah. Nan had thought it was real good: 'Better than getting the housing to do it.'

              I sighed Nan believed in my drawings.

              The following weekend my Aunty Judy came to lunch. She was a friend of mum’s. Her family the Drake-Brockmans, and ours had known each other for years. 'Sally, I want to have a talk with you about your future', she said quietly, after we'd finished dessert.

              I glared at mum.

              'You know you can't be an artist. They don't get anywhere in this world. You shouldn’t worry your mother like that. She wants you to stay at school and finish your Leaving. You can give up all idea of Art school because it’s just not on!’

              I was absolutely furious. Not because of anything Aunty Judy had said, ' but because Mum had the nerve to get someone from outside the family to speak to me. Mum walked around looking guilty for the rest of the afternoon

              It wasn't only Mum and Aunty Judy, it was my Art teacher at school, as well. He held up one of my drawings in front of the class one day and pointed out everything wrong with it. There was no perspective, I was the only one with no horizon line. My people were flat and floating. You had to turn it on the side to see what half the picture was about. On and on he went. By the end of ten minutes, the whole class was laughing and I felt very small. I always believed that drawing was my only talent, now I knew I was no good at that, either.

              
                The thought of that horrible day made me want to cry. I was glad I was in my room and on my own, because I suddenly felt tears rushing to my eyes and spilling downrny cheeks. I decided then to give up drawing. I was sick of banging my head against a brick wall. I got together my collection of drawings and paintings, sneaked down to the back of the yard, and burnt them.

              When Mum and Nan found out what I'd done, they were horrified. 'All those beautiful pictures', Nan moaned, 'gone forever'. Mum just glared at me. I knew she felt she couldn't say too much, after all, she was partly responsible for driving me to it.

              It took about a month for Mum and I to make up. She insisted that if I did my junior, she wouldn't necessarily make me go on to my Leaving. I, believed her.

              Towards the end of the school year, I arrived home early one day to find Nan sitting at the kitchen table, crying. I froze in the doorway, I'd never seen her cry before.

              'Nan . . . what's wrong?'

              ‘Nothin!’

              'Then what are you crying for?'

              She lifted up her arm and thumped her clenched fist hard on the kitchen 'You bloody kids don't want me, you want a bloody White grandmother, I’m black. Do you hear, black, black, black?' With that, Nan pushed back her chair and hurried out to her room.

              I continued to stand in the doorway, I could feel the strap of my heavy school bag cutting into my shoulder, but I was too stunned to remove it.

              For the first time in my fifteen years, I was conscious of Nan's colouring. She was right, she wasn't white. Well, I thought logically, if she wasn't white, then neither were we. What did that make us, what did that make me? I had never thought of myself as being black before. t

              That night, as Jill and I were lying quietly in our beds, looking at a poster of John. Paul, George and Ringo, I said, ‘Jill, did you know Nan was black?'

              'Course I did.'

              'I didn't, I just found out.'

              'I know you didn't. You're really dumb, sometimes. God, you reckon I'm gullible, some things you just don't see.'

              'Oh..’

              'You know we're not Indian, don't you?' Jill mumbled.

              
                'Mum said we're Indian.'

              ' Look at Nan, does she look Indian?'

              'I've never really thought about how she looks. Maybe she comes from some -dian tribe we don't know about.'

              'Ha! That'll be the day! You know what we are, don't you?'

              'No, what?'

              'Boongs, we're Boongsl' I could see Jill was unhappy with the idea. It took a few -nnutes before I summoned up enough courage to say.

              'What's a Boong?'

              'A Boong. You know, Aboriginal. God, of all things, we're Aboriginal!' 'Oh.' I 'tiddenly understood. There was a great deal of social stigma attached to being Aboriginal at our school.

              'I can't believe you've never heard the word Boong', she muttered in disgust. Haven't you ever listened to the kids at school? If they want to run you down, they say, Aah, ya just a Boong". Honestly, Sally, you live the whole of your life in a daze!'

              Jill was right, I did live in a world of my own. She was much more attuned to our social environment. It was important for her to be accepted at school, because she enjoyed being there. All I wanted to do was stay home.

              'You know, Jill', I said after a while, 'if we are Boongs, and I don't know if we are or not but if we are, there's nothing we can do about it, so we might as well just accept it.'

              'Accept it? Can you tell me one good thing about being an Abo?'

              'Well, I don't know much about them', I answered. 'They like animals, don't they? We like animals.' «

              'A lot of people like animals, Sally. Haven't you heard of the RSPCA?' Of course I have! But don't Abos feel close to the earth and all that stuff?'

              'God, I don't know. All I know is none of my friends like them. You know, I've been trying to convince Lee for two years that we're Indian.' Lee was Jill’s best friend and her opinions were very important. Lee loved Nan, so I didn’t see that it mattered.

              ‘You know Susa?’ Jill said, interrupting my thoughts. ‘Her mother said, you're a bad influence. She all Abos are a bad influence.

              ‘Aaah, I don’t care about Susan never liked her much anyway. ’

              
                ‘You still don’t understand, do you', Jill groaned it in disbelief. It’s terrible thing to be aboriginal. Nobody wants to know you not just Susan. You can be Indian, Dutch Italian, anything, but not Aboriginal. I suppose it's all right for someone all like you, you don’t care what people think. You don't need anyone but I do!’ Jill pulled her rug over her head and pretended she’s gone to sleep. I think she was crying, but I had too much new information to think about to try and comfort. Besides, what could I say?

              Nan’s outburst over her colouring and Jill's assertion that we were a Aboriginal heralded a new phase in my relationship with my mother. I began to pester her incessantly about our background. Mum was a hard nut to crack consistently denied Jill's assertion. She even told me that Nan had come out on a boat from India in the early days. In fact, she was so convincing I began to wonder if Jill was right after all

              When I wasn’t pestering Mum, I was busy pestering Nan. To my surprise, I discovered that Nan had a real short fuse when it come to talking about the past Whenever I attempted to question her, she either lost her temper and began to accuse me of all sorts of things, or she locked herself in her room and wouldn't emerge until it was time for Mum to come home from work. It was a conspiracy.

              One night, Mum came into my room and sat on the end of my bed. She had her This is Serious look on her face. With an unusual amount of firmness, she said quietly, 'Sally, I want to talk to you'.

              I lowered my Archie comic. 'What is it?'

              ‘I think you know, don't act dumb with me. You're not to bother Nan any more. She’s not as young as she used to be and your questions are making her sick. She never knows when you're going to try and trick her. There's no point in digging up the past, some things are better left buried. Do you understand I'm saying? You're to leave her alone.'

              ‘Okay Mum’, I replied glibly, 'button one condition.'

              ‘What’s that?’

              ‘You answer one question for me?'

              ‘What is it?’ Poor Mum, she was a trusting soul.

              ‘Are we aboriginal?'

              Mum snorted in anger and stormed out. Jill chuckled from her bed. ‘I don’t know why you keep it up. Why keep pestering them? I think it's better not to know for sure, that way you don’t have to face up to it.

              
                ‘I keep pestering them because I want to know the truth, and I want to hear it from Mum's own lips.'

              ‘It’s a lost cause, they'll never tell you.'

              ‘I’ll crack ’em one day.'

              Jill shrugged good-naturedly and went back to reading her True Romance magazine.

              I settled back onto my mattress and began to think about the past. Were we Aboriginal? I sighed and closed my eyes. A mental picture flashed vividly before me. I was a little girl again, and Nan and I were squatting in the sand near the back steps.

              'This is a track, Sally. See how they go.' 1 watched, entranced, as she made the pattern of a kangaroo. 'Now, this is a goanna and here are emu tracks. You see, they all different. You got to know all of them if you want to catch tucker.’

              'That's real good, Nan.’

              'You want me to draw you a picture. Sal?' she said as she picked up a stick.

              'Okay.'

              'These are men, you see, three men. They are very quiet, they're hunting. Here are kangaroos, they're listening, waiting. They'll take off if they know you're coming.' Nan wiped the sand picture out with her hand. 'It's your turn now', she said, 'you draw something'. I grasped the stick eagerly.

              'This is Jill and this is me. We're going down the swamp.' 1 drew some trees and bushes.

              I opened my eyes, and, just as suddenly, the picture vanished. Had I remembered something important? I didn't know. That was the trouble, I knew nothing about Aboriginal people. I was clutching at straws.

              It wasn't long before I was* too caught up in my preparations for my Junior examinations to bother too much about where we'd come from. At that time, the Junior exam was the first major one in high school, and. to a large extent, it determined your future. If you failed, you automatically left school and looked for a job. If you passed, it was generally accepted that you would do another two years' study and aim at entrance to university.

              Mum was keen on me doing well, so I decided that, for her, I'd make the effort and try and pass subjects I'd previously failed. For the first time in my school life, I actually sat up late, studying my textbooks. It was hard work, but Mum encouraged me by bringing in cups of tea and cake or toast and jam.

              
                
              

              After each examination, she'd ask me anxiously how I'd gone. My reply was always, 'Okay'. I never really knew. Sometimes, I thought I'd done all right, but then I reasoned that all I needed was a hard marker and I might fail. I didn't want to get Mum's hopes up.

              MucntcTthe surprise of the whole family, I passed every subject, even scoring close to the distinction mark in English and Art. Mum was elated.

              'Now, aren't you pleased? I knew you could do it. MrBuddee was right about you. Good old MrBuddee. I didn't know whether to curse or thank him. Now that I had passed my Junior, I sensed that there was no hope of Mum allowing me to leave school. I should have deliberately failed, I thought. Then, she wouldn’t have had any choice. Actually, I had considered doing just that, but, for some reason, I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I guess it was my pride again...

              
                
                  
                    	
                      
                        
                          Glossary
                        

                      
                      aboriginal (n.) :

                    
                    	someone who belongs to the race of people who have lived in Australia from the earliest times
                  

                  
                    	acculturation (n.):
                    	the process of changing the culture of one person by the influence of another culture
                  

                  
                    	
                      currency (n.) :

                      daze (n.)

                      disgust (n.) :

                      elated (adj.) :

                      emu (n.) :

                      glibly (adv.) :

                      gullible (adj.) :

                      incessantly (adv.):

                    
                    	
                      the type of money that a country uses

                      in a daze feeling confused and not able to think clearly

                      a strong felling of dislike or disapproval

                      extremely happy and excited

                      a large Australian bird that can run very fast but cannot fly the way of speaking carelessly, without thinking too ready to believe*what other

                      people tell you continuously, without stopping

                    
                  

                  
                    	pence (n.) :
                    	a plural of penny, a small unit of money in Britain, there are 100 pence in one pound.
                  

                  
                    	pester (v.) :
                    	to annoy someone, especially by asking them many times to do something
                  

                
              

              stunned (adj.) : too surprised or shocked

              trigonometry (n.): the part of mathematics concerned with the relationship between the angles and sides of triangles

              
                
                  
                    Exercise
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	Write the setting of the narrative text.

                	What is the central idea that the author wants to convey through this text?

                	Why had the mother and Grandmother been socked?

                	Write the reason why the narrator's mother told her not to say anything to anyone about the money?

                	What was narrator's result of second term of the year? How did the mother feel of it?

                	Why did the narrator become conscious of her Aboriginal identity?

                	What ambition did the narrator have? Did anyone encourage her to achieve the goal? Why did she bum all her drawing and painting?

                	What did aunt Judy say to the narrator? Whom was the narrator furious to ?

                	Why was Nan crying when the narrator arrived home from the school? What fact did she reveal her about her origin?

                	The narrator says that her grandmother either lost her temper and began to accuse her of all sorts of things, or she locked herself in her room whenever she attempted to question her. What can be the reason?

                	What truth did the narrator want to hear from Mum's lips?

                	How valuable was the narrator’s Junior Examination!

                	What question of the narrator made the grandmother sick? What is the reason behind the mother's suggestion to leave her alone?

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Write the summary of this qarrative in about 300 words.

                	Discrimination in different forms is found in many countries. In what form do you find in Nepal and how can we end the situation?

                	Identity loss and search of identity is the theme of many writers. Do you find this theme in the poem' Grandmother' by Ray Young Bear. Read the poem and compare the theme with this text.

                	Explain the following extracts with reference to the context:

              

              ‘You still don’t understand, do you", Jill groaned it in disbelief. It’s terrible thing to be aboriginal. Nobody wants to know you not just Susan. You can be Indian, Dutch Italian, anything, but not Aboriginal.

            
            
              
                
              

              9. Speech on Release from Jail by Nelson Mandela 

              

              
                
                  NELSON MANDELA
                
              

              
                Nelson Mandela (1918-2014) was a son of a member of the royal house of the Thembu tribe. It is a sign of the closeness that South Africans feel towards him that so many call him Madiba, his clan name and a affectionate nickname. For in South Africa Madiba is seen as the warm and wise father of a transformed nation as well as truly global statesman. As black South African, his freedoms were strictly limited. He joined the African National Congress to end the apartheid system of racially based division and discrimination. But he was

              arrested in 1962 and sentenced to life in prison. "Free Mandela" became a rallying cry throughout the world, and in 1990 he walked out of prison after 27 years. Soon, he was representing the ANC in negotiations with the government that led to the first elections open to all South Africans; these in turn led to Mandela's election as South African president in 1994. South Africans of all colors take pride in their country's peaceful transition from white minority rule to multiracial democracy and give Mandela credit for leading that transition. He is remembered as a democratic leader.

              t

              Thousands of his democratic speeches have been recorded. The following text is also his speech on release from Jail after 27 years.

              Nelson Mandela's Speech on his Release from Prison" is an important speech of his life. He addresses all the people of all sectors who involved in anti-apartheid struggle to build peace, equality, and security. He views that there must be an end to white monopoly on political power and a fundamental restructuring of their political and economic system. He has cherished the ideal of a democratic and free society in which all persons live together in harmony and with equal opportunities.

              On February 11 1990, Nelson Mandela, after more than a quarter century behind bars, walked through the gates of Victor Verster Prison. Afterwards, he addressed the nation before a huge rally in Cape Town. The speech was broadcast live around the world. He was inaugurated president of South Africa in Pretoria on May 10, 1994.

              
                
                  
                    Nelson Mandela’s Speech on His Release from Prison
                
              

              Friends, comrades and fellow South Africans.

              I greet you all in the name of peace, democracy and freedom for all.

              I stand here before you not as a prophet but as a humble servant of you, the people. Your tireless and heroic sacrifices have made it possible for me to be here today. I therefore place the remaining years of my life in your hands.

              On this day of my release, I extend my sincere and warmest gratitude to the millions of my compatriots and those in every comer of the globe who have campaigned tirelessly for my release.

              I send special greetings to the people of Cape Town, this city which has been my home for three decades. Your mass marches and other forms of struggle have served as a constant source of strength to all political prisoners.

              I salute the African National Congress. It has fulfilled our every expectation in its role as leader of the great march to freedom.

              I salute our President, Comrade Oliver Tambo, for leading the ANC even under the most difficult circumstances.

              I salute the rank and file members of the ANC. You have sacrificed life and limb in the pursuit of the noble cause of our struggle.

              I salute combatants of Umkhonto we Sizwe, like Solomon Mahlangu and Ashley Kriel who have paid the ultimate price for the freedom of all South Africans.

              I salute the South African Communist Party for its sterling contribution to the struggle for democracy. You have survived 40 years of unrelenting persecution. The memory of great communists like Moses Kotane, Yusuf Dadoo, Bram Fischer and Moses Mabhida will be cherished for generations to come.

              I salute General Secretary Joe.Slovo, one of our finest patriots. We are heartened by the fact that the alliance between ourselves and the Party remains as strong as it always was.

              I salute the United Democratic Front, the National Education Crisis Committee, the South African Youth Congress, the Transvaal and Natal Indian Congresses and COSATU and the many other formations of the Mass Democratic Movement.

              I also salute the Black Sash and the National Union of South African Students. We note with pride that you have acted as the conscience of white South Africa. Even during the darkest days in the history of our struggle you held the flag of liberty high. The large- scale mass mobilisation of the past few years is one of the key factors which led to the opening of the final chapter of our struggle.

              
                I extend my greetings to the working class of our country. Your organised strength is the pride of our movement. You remain the most dependable force in the struggle to end exploitation and oppression.

              I pay tribute to the many religious communities who carried the campaign for justice forward whenthe organisations for our people were silenced.

              I greet the traditional leaders of our country - many of you continue to walk in the footsteps of great heroes like Hintsa and Sekhukune.

              I pay tribute to the endless heroism of youth, you, the young lions. You, the young lions, have energised our entire struggle.

              I pay tribute to the mothers and wives and sisters of our nation. You are the rock- hard foundation of our struggle. Apartheid has inflicted more pain on you than on anyone else.

              On this occasion, we thank the world community for their great contribution to the anti- apartheid struggle. Without your support our struggle would not have reached this advanced stage. The sacrifice of the frontline states will be remembered by South Africans forever.

              My salutations would be incomplete without expressing my deep appreciation for the strength given to me during my long and lonely years in prison by my beloved wife and family. I am convinced that your pain and suffering was far greater than my own.

              Before I go any further I wish to make the point that I intend making only a few preliminary comments at this stage. I will make a more complete statement only after I have had the opportunity to consult with my comrades.

              Today the majority of South Africans, black and white, recognise that apartheid has no future. It has to be ended by our own decisive mass action in order to build peace and security. The mass campaign of defiance and other actions of our organisation and people can only culminate in the4 establishment of democracy. The destruction caused by apartheid on our sub-continent is in- calculable. The fabric of family life of millions of my people has been shattered. Millions are homeless and unemployed. Our economy lies in ruins and our people are embroiled in political strife. Our resort to the armed struggle

              in 1960 with the formation of the military wing of the ANC, Umkhonto we Sizwe, was a purely defensive action against the violence of apartheid. The factors which necessitated the armed struggle still exist today. We have no option but to continue. We express the hope that a climate conducive to a negotiated settlement will be created soon so that there may no longer be the need for the armed struggle.

              
                I am a loyal and disciplined member of the African National Congress. I am therefore in full agreement with all of its objectives, strategies and tactics.

              The need to unite the neople of our country is as important a task now as it always hasbeen. No individual leader is able to take on this enormous task on his own. It is our task leaders to place our views before our organisation and to allow the democratic structures to decide. On the question of democratic practice, I feel duty bound to make the point that a leader of the movement is a person who has been democratically elected at a national conference. This is a principle which must be upheld without any exceptions.

              Today, I wish to report to you that my talks with the government have been aimed at normalising the political situation in the country. We have not as yet begun discussing the basic demands of the struggle. I wish to stress that I myself have at no time entered into negotiations about the future of our country except to insist on a meeting between the ANC and the government.

              Mr. De Klerk has gone further than any other Nationalist president in taking real steps to normalise the situation. However, there are further steps as outlined in the Harare Declaration that have to be met before negotiations on the basic demands of our people can begin. I reiterate our call for, inter alia, the immediate ending of the State of Emergency and the freeing of all, and not only some, political prisoners. Only such a normalised situation, which allows for free political activity, can allow us to consult our people in order to obtain a mandate.

              The people need to be consulted on who will negotiate and on the content of such negotiations. Negotiations cannot take place above the heads or behind the backs of our people. It is our belief that the future of our country can only be determined by a body which is democratically elected on a non-racial basis. Negotiations on the dismantling of apartheid will have to address the over- whelming demand of our people for a democratic, non-racial and unitary South Africa. There must be an end to white monopoly on political power and a fundamental restructuring of our political and economic systems to ensure that the inequalities of apartheid are addressed and our society thoroughly democratised.

              It must be added that Mr. De Klerk himself is a man of integrity who is acutely aware of the dangers of a public figure not honouring his undertakings. But as an organisation we base our policy and strategy on the harsh reality we are faced with. And this reality is that we are still suffering under the policy of the Nationalist government.

              
                Our struggle has reached a decisive moment. We call on our people to seize this moment so that the process towards democracy is rapid and uninterrupted. We have waited too long for our freedom. We can no longer wait. Now is the time to intensify the struggle on all fronts. To relax our efforts now would be a mistake which generations to come will not be able to forgive. The sight of freedom looming on the horizon should encourage us to redouble our efforts.

              It is only through disciplined mass action that our victory can be assured. We call on our white compatriots to join us in the shaping of a new South Africa. The freedom movement is a political home for you too. We call on the international community to continue the campaign to isolate the apartheid regime. To lift sanctions now would be to run the risk of aborting the process towards the complete eradication of apartheid.

              Our march to freedom is irreversible. We must not allow fear to stand in our way. Universal suffrage on a common voters' role in a united democratic and non-racial South Africa is the only way to peace and racial harmony.

              In conclusion I wish to quote my own words during my trial in 1964. They are true today as they were then:

              'I have fought against white domination and I have fought against black domination. I have cherished the ideal of a democratic and free society in which all persons live together in harmony and with equal opportunities. It is an ideal which I hope to live for and to achieve. But if needs be, it is an ideal for which I am prepared to die.'

              
                
                  Glossary
                
              

              
                
                  
                    	abort (v.)
                    	: to cause a premature termination
                  

                  
                    	alliance (n.)
                    	the state of being allied or united
                  

                  
                    	Apartheid (n.)
                    	the policy of racial separation
                  

                  
                    	compatriot (n.)
                    	country man
                  

                  
                    	dismantling (n.)
                    	Removing
                  

                  
                    	mandate (n.)
                    	an official command
                  

                  
                    	monopoly (n.)
                    	one party control over something
                  

                  
                    	persecution (n.)
                    	in an unfair condition
                  

                  
                    	Prophet (n.)
                    	a person sent by God to teach the people and give them message from God
                  

                  
                    	pursuit (n.)
                    	an act of looking for something
                  

                  
                    	sacrifice (v.)
                    	to give up valuable thing or kill yourselves
                  

                  
                    	salute (v.)
                    	to make a gesture in honor of somebody
                  

                  
                    	sanction (n.)
                    	a penalty or punishment
                  

                  
                    	tribute (n.)
                    	a gift that is intended to show respect
                  

                  
                    	
                    	
                  

                
              

              Exercises

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	
                  Give a very short answer of the following questions

              

              
                	How many years was Mandela imprisoned?

                	Why was he imprisoned?

                	When was he released?

                	Why does he greet all in the speech?

                	Whom does he extend his sincere and warmest gratitude?

                	Which is his home city?

                	Why does he salute the African National Congress?

                	What is Mandela's struggle?

                	Who have paid the ultimate price for freedom of all South African?

                	What kind of member of ANC is Mandela?

                	What have Mandela's talks with the government been aimed at?

                	How can his victory be assured?

              

              
                	What is the role of the Black Sash and the Nation Union of South African Students in the struggle?

                	In Nelson Mandela's view, why has apartheid inflicted more pain on the mothers, wife and sister of South Africa than anyone else? Give your view.

                	Write the effects of apartheid as Mandela expresses in his speech.

                	Mandela was imprisoned but not his family and his wife. But he says their pain and suffering was fap greater than his own. How can it be possible? Give your reason.

                	According to Mandela, how can the future of the nation determined?

                	Why does Mandela in his speech say that relaxing efforts would be a mistake? How does he believe to use the efforts?

                	Mandela says 'I intend making only a few preliminary comments at this stage. I will make a more complete statement only after I have had the opportunity to conduct with my comrades.' From this statement how would you evaluate his personality, honesty, cooperation, and responsibility?

              

              
                
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Write a paragraph summarizing Mandela’s main focus in the speech.

                	Do you find any leader in Nepal who posses Mandela's personality? In you view how should a leader be in a democratic state? Write your view.

                	Dalits in Nepal are still not enjoying their right of equality guaranteed in the constitution. They are exploited, discriminated, and suppressed by the so-called upper cast people. Taking idea form Mandela, how can we break the chain of discrimination? Explain.

                	Mandela feels that human beings are capable of finding rational solution to situations of conflict. Do you agree or disagree? Justify your answer.

                	In his interview with Reader's Digest, Mandela wants to be remembered as an ordinary human being, but what he has done for South Africa causes him to stand out. How would you like to remember him?

              

            
            
              
                
              

              10. What is Meta-langauge? By Lisa Tran

              LISA TRAN

              
                Lisa Tran (199Q) grew up with somewhat stereo typical - m family. She is known for her work on Sex and the City (1998), Pittsburgh (2013), and Love, Lust, and A Room Key (2015). She had a strong academic focus throughout her schooling. She graduated from high school with English as her top subject. She currently serves as the managing director of corporate Relations and Strategic Partnership at the SMU cox school of Business where she connects with the corporate. community in the classroom, beyond the classroom talent development and talent recruitment opportunities. Prior to joining SMU Cox, she worked at Harvard Business school as a Sr. Project Manager. She holds a Bachelor of Business Admonition in Finance from SMU Cox and a Master of Education in Higher Education Administration from The University of North Texas. She is a member of the Leadership Dallas Class of 2018, a prestigious leadership development program with the Dallas Regional Chamber. She is also an active member at St. Monica Catholic Church. In March 2017, Lisa received the SMU Presidential Award for outstanding Leadership. She co-founded Parent Advocates for DISD, a grassroots organization to help promote positive change within Dallas ISD to the community.

              Metalanguage means the words and phrase that people use to talk about or describe language. In other words, it is language that describes languages. It makes our speech or discussion more unique and intricate. While we trying to analyze article or text, we look at meta-language as a way to help give us insight into the ideas that the authors are trying to portray. So, instead of using the words "He is sad", we might say "He felt sorrowfur. In the same way to describe ’novel’ we use the words ‘tone, narrator, characterization’ etc., and to describe play, ’stage direction, soliloquy, monologue, etc.

              
                
                  What is Meta-language?
                
              

              This piece of writing different from conventional essay form. Meta language is a language that is used to describe language. The teachers use language to teach language and the language used outside the very content is meta-language. Teachers take the help of language to talk about various characteristics of language. In other words, the ‘howness’ of language is meta language used for ‘whatness.’

              
                	
                  
                    Introduction
                  
                

              

              
                Although it appears on criteria sheets, many students never really understand the term metalanguage. Strangely, it is something that is rarely addressed in classrooms. While the word may be foreign to you, rest assured that metalanguage is not an entirely new concept you have to learn. How come?
              

              
                Because you have been unknowingly using metalanguage since the very beginning of high school.

              It's a word that is more and more frequently thrown around as you get more advanced in nigh school. And, it's something that becomes tremendously important in your final year of high school, because the more you include metalanguage discussion in your essays, the more intricate your discussion becomes and the more unique it also becomes.

              So, let's find out exactly what metalanguage is.

              
                	
                  
                    Definition of Metalanguage
                  
                

              

              Metalanguage is language that describes language.

              . So, instead of maybe using the word, "He was sad", we might say something like, "He felt sorrowful". The choice in words changes the meaning that is interpreted by the reader, just slightly, but there is still a difference. So, when it comes to studying texts or reading articles, and trying to analyze what the author is trying to do, we look at metalanguage as a way to help give us insight into the ideas that they're trying to portray.

              The simplest way to explain this is to focus on the English exam - Language Analysis. In Language Analysis, we look at the author’s writing and label particular phrases with persuasive techniques such as: symbolism, imagery or personification. Through our description of the way an author writes (via the words ‘symbolism’, ‘imagery’ or ‘personification’), we have effectively used language that describes language.

              Now. if we look at the bigger picture, our analysis of an author’s language can be applied to Text Response, and even Reading and Comparing. To learn more about why metalanguage is important in Text Response, check out our Ultimate Guide to VCE Text Response. Otherwise, for those interested in comparative, head over to‘our Ultimate Guide to VCE Comparative.

              
                	
                  
                    Examples of Metalanguage in VCE English
                  
                

              

              Novel

              Tone

              Narrator

              Grammar and punctuation Characterization

              Foreshadowing

              
                For example

              Achilles is characterised as a foetus, for his position is ‘chin down, shoulders hunched’ as though he is inside a womb. (Ransom, David Malouf)

              In the first scene of All about Eve, Mankiewicz foreshadows Eve's sinful and regretful actions, as a sorrowful expression is emphasized as she accepts her award.

              As you can see, the word 'foreshadows' pushes us in a new direction. Rather than just saying what has already happened or telling your teacher or examiner something that they already know, it forces you to actually analyze what's in front of you and to offer your own unique interpretation of why this metalanguage or why this technique has been used.

              Film

              Mise-en-scene

              Camera angles

              Music

              Lighting

              When Terry leaves Friendly’s bar, the thick fog symbolises his clouded moral judgement as he decides whether he should remain ‘D and D’, or become a ‘rat’. (On the Waterfront, Elia Kazan)

              Play

              Stage direction

              Soliloquy

              Monologue

              Prop

              Motifs

              For example

              The miniature set Zac creates is designed with a white backdrop, symbolising his desire to wipe away reality since he ‘can’t stand real things'. (Cosi, Louis Nowra)

              In Medea, the motif of animals emphasizes the inhuman and bestial nature of Medea, highlighting how she defies natural norms.

              This student has actually given us an analysis of why animal motifs are used. And that is to highlight how Medea defies natural norms, because of her inhuman and bestial nature.

              
                	
                  
                    Conclusion
                  
                

              

              As indicated earlier, you should be familiar with many, if not all the terms mentioned above. Take note that some metalanguage terms are specific to a writing form, such as camera angle for films. If you need help learning new terms, we have you covered - be sure to check out our metalanguage word banks for books and our metalanguage word bank for films.

              
                
                  
                    
                  
                  Glossary
                
              

              
                Bestial : animalian, beast like

                Forehaddowing : a literary device whereby an author drops hints of plot development to come later in the story

                Imagery : rhetorical decoration in writing, visible representation of objects

                Motif : theme

                Personification : a literary device in which an inanimate object or an idea is given human qualities

                Portray : to convey, to describe

                Soliloquy : the act of characters speaking to themselves so as to reveal their thought to the audience

                Symbolism : representation of concept through symbols

                Tremendously : greatly, enormously

              
              

              
                
                  Exercises
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	What definition does Tran give for Meta-language?

                	According to the author, why does meta-language become tremendously important in the final year of high school?

                	Are the persuasive techniques such as symbolism, imagery or personification ways of using meta-language? Give reason.

                	What can we do if we need help learning new terms of meta-language?

                	What specific examples of Meta-language has Tran used in her text ?

                	How can Meta-language make the information more clear and specific?

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	For what purpose, do you think the author has written this text? What is her central idea in the text?

                	Read a text or listen someone’s speech and analyze the Meta-language.

                	Lisa Tran is a very young writer but she is very popular. Prepare her biography including her contribution in literature.

              

            
          
        
        
          
            
          

          Unit 3: Poetry

          
            
              Ballad
              Lyrical Poetry
              Romantic Poetry
            
          

          
            
              Haiku
              Free Verse
              Modern Poem
            
          

          
            
              Learning Objectives:
            
          

          
            
              On completion of studying this unit, students will be able to:
            
          

          
            	describe the basic features of poetry and differentiate it from other genres,

            	comprehend the poems and answer the questions based on them,

            	extract the central idea/theme of the poem,

            	write a critical appreciation of the poem,

            	give the meaning of the selected words and phrases in a poem and explain,

            	their literary and figurative meaning,

            	introduce the literary devices such as simile, metaphor, personification, alliteration, assonance, hyperbole, symbol and imagery,

            	introduce prosodic feature such as rhyme, rhythm and meter,

            	annotate the extract with reference to the context,

            	summarize the poem and justify its title, *

            	give a brief background information of the poet(s),

            	compose a poem or a song of their own, and

            	assimilate the themes of the given poem with their life experiences.

          

          
            
              
            

            Introduction to Poetry

            Poetry is a metrical composition. It is an expression of a vision that is rendered in a form intelligible and pleasurable to read. It is an autonomous object. It is imaginative language arranged inclines and set a particular rhythm. Emotions and imagination are the essential elements of poetry. The word 'poem' was derived from the Latin word 'Poeta' which means 1 a form of literary art in which language is used for its aesthetic and evocative qualities in place of its apparent meaning. Poetry is a game as the poet plays with meaning and music of words. It is a piece of writing in which words are chosen for their sound and the image they suggest. It uses the figure of speech to make the style and expression more sharp. It is a vehicle of expressing emotion. We can express rage, love, joy, and fear through poetry. It tries to provide pleasure to the readers and instructs them so it has two functions - aesthetic and didactic. Some definitions of poetry are:

            
              	Poetry is the spontaneous overflow of powerful feeling, thought, and emotion that can be recollected in tranquility. W. Wordsworth

              	Poetry is the best words in the best order. Samuel Taylor Coleridge

              	Emotion put into measure. Thomas Hardy

              	Poetry provides the one permissible way of saying one thing and meaning another. Robert Frost

            

            These definitions conform that poetry should be musical, rhythmical, and metrical. This is one of the major differences between verse and prose or between poetry and other genres of literature. Poetry gives poetical interpretation of life through poetical language. Beauty and emotion are always predominant in poetry. Poetry does not strictly follow the grammatical and semantic rules and yet it is meaningful, in fact more meaningful than prose. In poetry nouns are used as verbs and verbs as adjectives but they are acceptable but not in prose. In poetry, inanimate things give birth and living creature become inanimate. One of the chief elements of poetry is its reveling power. A true poetry opens our eyes to the sensuous beauty and spiritual meaning in words of human experience and of nature to which we otherwise should remain blind. We see rainbow in the sky but cannot find out any hidden beauty but W. Wordsworth shows life, death, birth, continuation, natural beauty, etc. by writing a poem about rainbow. Thus poet has got that kind of eyes which see hidden beauties in thing which are familiar to common people but they fail to notice the beauty. Poet has got that kind of heart that feels more intensively than the common mass. S/he expresses his feeling in such a beauty language that creates the same kind of feeling in the readers’ heart as well; for example, rose is a flower for common people but it is many more things for a poet.

            
              
                
                  Features of Poetry
              
            

            Poetry is the automatic outcome of human being or human mind. It is the expression of emoticm and imagination. It is the oldest of all literary genres as Beowulf by unknown writer is the first poetry in English literature. It can have the following features.

            
              	
                
                  Connotation
                :- By using figure of speech the ideas, image, feeling, thought, etc. are expressed indirectly in poetry e.g. baby connotates - innocent, loveable, dirty, etc.

              	
                
                  Meditative
                :- It refers to the quality of being thought to understand poetry. We need to engage ourselves in thinking. It makes us serious after reading.

              	
                
                  Music:
                - When meter, rhyme, assonance, etc. are used it give a music or tone to the poem. It is the most important qualities of a poem as it distinguishes it from prose.

              	
                
                  Metrics
                :- Although the modern poetry does not follow traditional system of writing and is written in free verse, generally poetry is known by the use of metrical composition - meter, rhyme, rhythm, foot etc.

              	
                
                  Aesthetic and didactic
                :- Poetry is written in a beautiful manner, while reading it, we feel pleasure. It contains some messages which instruct us to change or improve our behaviors.

              	
                
                  Imagination and feeling
                :- The thought and feeling collected from the impression that goes to the mind is called poetry. The imagination of the world and feeling about the world is expressed in poetry. It is the overflow of thought and feeling.

              	
                
                  Visible shape:
                - Shape refers to the appearance. In its appearance we can easily recognize poetry by the stanza. Its physical structure is different from prose since prose is written in paragraph form. To recognize poem eyes are enough rather than the use of mind. ‘

            

            

            Forms of Poetry

            Epics are the longest poem of all. They tell a long heroic story drawn from history as myths and legends, have many characters, and describe the fight between good and evil in which ultimately good wins. They are long narrative poems on a grand scale, about the deeds of warriors or heroes. In ancient Greek. Homer's //md and in Nepali the classic epic Ramayana and Mahabharat are the examples of epics, each of which tell long stories, have many characters, and describe the fight between good and evil in which evil is defeated at the end.

            
              The lyric is a term used for a poem to be sung to the accompaniment of lyre. The word lyric is a deviate fornrof the Greek word lyre which means a musical instrument. The poetry marked by emotion, melody and imagination can be taken as lyrics. It is generally spontaneous, pathetic, and intense in feelings. These poems are roughly twelve to thirty lines and rarely go beyond sixty lines. It is believed that lyric began in its earliest stage in Ancient Egypt around 2600 BC in the form of elegies, or hymns generated out of religious ceremonies.

            Ballad is a short narrative poem, with a simple and dramatic action. It tells of love, death, the supernatural, or a combination of these. The following are the characteristics of the ballad:

            
              	It is a song or poem with a story.

              	The story exploits some hero and an incident of common knowledge.

              	The story is generally tragic.

              	It is extremely simple and musical.

              	Question and answer (dialogue) method of narration is often used.

              	An element of the supernatural, magic, or mystery is generally introduced.

              	It is written in the ballad stanza i.e. in quatrains with alternative rhymes.

            

            The following are the famous ballads in English.

            
              	Rossetti's 'Sister Helen',

              	Browning's 'The Pied Piper of Hamelin'

            

            Ode is a lyrical poem expressing enthusiastic emotion in an elaborated form. It is serious in subject, elevated in style and elaborate in its stanzic structure. It is not written 'about' but written 'to'. Its metrical pattern may be regular or irregular. In the past the odes were used in Greek drama because they had choral quality. The ode often praises people, the arts of music and poetry, natural scenes, or abstract concepts. Generally ode' have three distinct parts called stroplie, antistrophe, and epode. The strophe introduce' the subject, antistrophe justifies and contrasts, and the last epode concludes the whole expression in enthusiastic emotion in the odes.

            Elegy is a lyrical poem setting for the poet's meditation open death or loss. It is a formal and sustained poem of lament for the death of particular person. It is the expression of the emotion of sorrow, woe, or despair. It is the pain expression of the writers. This type of work stemmed out of a Greek work known as an elegus, "a song oi mourning or lamentation that is accompanied by the flute.” Two famous elegies include Thomas Gray’s "Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard" and Walt Whitman's When Lilac Last in the Dooryard.' Elegy is notable in that it mourns the loss of a way of life rather than the loss^of:an individual.

            
              Sometimes, the term elegy is more broadly used for the passing of the men and the things they value. There is a specific subtype of elegy the pastoral elegy. In pastoral elegy the poet and his subjects are spoken of as shepherds and the setting is the pastoral world. The Great English elegies are Milton's "Lucida" , Shelley's "Adonis", 'Tennyson's "Break, Break, Break.

            A sonnet is a fourteen - lines poem in iambic (U/) pentameter with a carefully Petrarchian rhyme scheme. It was first written in Italy. The Italian poet Petrarch was the first to use this form of lyrics to express his love for his beloved 'Laure' in the 14th century. The Italian form in some ways the simple of the two usually projects and develops a subject in the octave, then shows a turn at the beginning of the sestet, which means that the sestet must in some way release the tension built up in the octave. The octave is composed of two envelope quatrains rhyming abba, abba. The sestet's rhyme pattern varies, though it is most often either cde cde or cdc cdc. The turn occurs at the end of the octave and is developed and closed in the sestet. In this way the sonnet is divided into two sections. The first presents the theme, raises on issue or doubt and the second part answers the question, resolves the problem, or drives home the poem's paint. This change in the poem is called the turn or Volta and helps move forward the emotional action of the poem quickly. Although Petrarch developed the sonnet, it was not translated into English until the sixteenth century. From there, Shakespeare made the sonnet famous in England and other followed his lead. Sonnets written by Shakespeare are called English Sonnets or Elizabethan Sonnets. Shakespearean sonnet contains 3 quatrains and one heroic couplet at the end. Not many modem writers have taken to writing the Shakespearean sonnet. There is another type of sonnet named Spenserian which is very similar to English sonnet but it rhymes "abab, bcbc, cdcd, ee. ’ ’ It was developed by Edmund Spenser.

            
              
                In this unit we study the following poems:
              
            

            
              	King Lear and his Three Daughters by George Wharton Edwards

              	The Three Knights by Davies Gilbert

              	Mending Wall by Robert Frost

              	No Second Troy by W. B. Yeats,

              	She Dwelt among the Untrodden Ways by Wordsworth

              	If I Should Die by Emily Dickinson

              	Five Modem Haikus by Richard Wright

              	Sonnet 8 by John Milton

              	Kidnapped by Ruperake Pepaia

              	Lord! Make Me a Sheep by Laxmi Prasad Devkota

              	Abiku by Wole Soyinka

              	A Woman by Gabriela Mistral

            

            
              
                
              

              1. King Lear and his Three Daughters by George Wharton Edwards

              
                
                  George Wharton Edwards
                
              

              George Wharton Edwards (1859-1950) was bom in Fair Haven, Connecticut. He was an American artist and writer. His work has been offered at auction multiple times, with realized prices. He was educated at art schools in Antwerp and Paris and for many years lived in the 'Art Center' of Paris. He shunned the modern school of painting and his canvasses, done in the classical style, show a health of detail. He served as art director of Colliers

              from 1896 until 1903 and was manager of the art department of the American Bank Note Co. from 1904 until 1912. As early as 1884 he was awarded prizes at art exposition in Boston and subsequent honors came from most cities in the United States and Europe. He was internationally hailed as one of the leading contemporary painter.

              The poem "King Lear and his three Daughters" is based on the most universal and profound tragic play of Shakespeare. This poem explores the theme of loyalty, madness and power. The king demands a display of love from his three daughters before dividing his kingdom among them. When his youngest daughter Cordelia refuses to take part in this empty ceremony, Lear banishes her, leaving her devious elder sisters to plot his overthrow. But the two daughters don’t do as they promise as a result he is thrown out of his home and treated so badly that he goes mad and dies. Lear's weakness is his openness to flattery. He gives his kingdom to the two evil daughter who flatter him and nothing to the youngest girl, who tells the truth but loves him best.

              
                
                  King Lear And His Three Daughters
                
              

              King Lear once ruled in this land ,

              With princely power and peace,

              And had all things with hearts content,

              That might his joys increase.

              Amongst those things that nature gave,

              Three daughters fair had he,

              So princely seeming beautiful,

              As fairer could not be.

              So on a time it pleas'd the king

              A question thus to move,

              Which of his daughters to his grace C

              ould shew the dearest love:

              "For to my age you bring content,

              " Quoth he, "then let me hear,

              Which of you three in plighted troth

              
                The kindest will appear."

              
                To whom the eldest thus began:

              "Dear father, mind," quoth she,

              "Before your face, to do you good,

              My blood shall render'd be.

              And for your sake my bleeding heart

              Shall here be cut in twain,

              Ere that I see your reverend age

              The smallest grief sustain."

              "And so will I," the second said;

              "Dear father, for your sake,

              The worst of all extremities

              I'll gently undertake:

              And serve your highness night and day

              With diligence and love;

              That sweet content and quietness

              Discomforts may remove."

              "In doing so, you glad my soul,"

              The aged king reply'd;

              "But what sayst thou, my youngest girl,

              “How is thy love ally'd?"

              "My love" (quoth young Cordelia then),

              "Which to your grace I owe,

              “Shall be the duty of a child,

              “And that is all I'll show.

              "And wilt thou shew no more,"quoth he,

              "Than doth thy duty bind?

              I well perceive thy love is small,

              When as no more I find.

              Henceforth I banish thee my court;

              Thou art no child of mine;

              Nor any part of this my realm

              By favour shall be thine.

              
                
              

              
                "Thy elder sisters' loves are more

              Than well I can demand;

              To whom I equally bestow

              My kingdome and my land,

              My pompal state and all my goods,

              That lovingly I may

              With those thy sisters be maintain'd

              Until my dying day."

              Thus flattering speeches won renown,

              By these two sisters here;

              The third had causeless banishment,

              Yet was her love more dear.

              For poor Cordelia patiently

              Went wandring up and down,

              Unhelp'd, unpity'd, gentle maid,

              Through many an English town:

              Untill at last in famous France

              She gentler fortunes found;

              Though poor and bare, yet she was deem'd

              The fairest on the ground:

              Where when the king her virtues heard,

              And this fair lady seen,

              With full consent of all his court

              He made his wife and queen.

              Her father, old King Leir, this while

              With his two daughters staid;

              Forgetful of their promis'd loves,

              Full soon the same decay'd;

              And living in Queen Ragan's court,

              The eldest of the twain,

              She took from him his chiefest means,

              
                And most of all his train.

              For whereas twenty men were wont

              To wait with bended knee,

              She gave allowance but to ten,

              And after scarce to three,

              Nay, one she thought too much for him;

              So took she all away,

              In hope that in her court, good king,

              He would no longer stay.

              "Am I rewarded thus," quoth he,

              "In giving all I have

              Unto my children, and to beg

              For what I lately gave?

              I'll go unto my Gonorell:

              My second child, I know,

              Will be more kind and pitiful,

              And will relieve my woe."

              Full fast he hies then to her court;

              Where when she heard his moan,

              Return'd him answer, that she griev'd

              That all his means were gone,

              But no way could relieve his wants;

              Yet if that he would stay

              Within her kitchen, he should have

              What scullions gave away.

              When he had heard, with bitter tears,

              He made his answer then;

              "In what I did, let me be mhde

              Example to all men.

              I will return again," quoth he,

              "Unto my Ragan's court;

              She will not use me thus, I hope,

              But in a kinder sort."

              
                Where when he came, she gave command

              To drive him thence away:

              When he was well within her court,

              (She said) he would not stay.

              Then back again to Gonorel

              The woeful king did hie,

              That in her kitchen he might have

              What scullion boys set by.

              But there of that he was deny'd

              Which she had promis'd late

              For once refusing, he should not,

              Come after to her gate.

              Thus twixt his daughters for relief

              He wandred up and down,

              Being glad to feed on beggars' food

              That lately wore a crown.

              And calling to remembrance then

              His youngest daughters words,

              That said, the duty of a child

              Was all that love affords

              But doubting to repair to her,

              Whom he had ban'sh'd so,

              Grew frantic mad; for in his mind

              He bore the wounds of woe.

              Which made him rend his milk-white locks

              And tresses from his head,

              And all with blood bestain his cheeks,

              With age and honour spread.

              To hills and woods and watry founts,

              He made his hourly moan,

              Till hills and woods and senseless things

              Did seem to sigh and groan.

              Even thus possest with discontents,

              
                He passed o'er to France,

              In hopes from fair Cordelia there

              To find some gentler chance.

              Most virtuous dame! which, when she heard

              Of this her father's grief,

              As duty bound, she quickly sent

              Him comfort and relief.

              And by a train of noble peers,

              In brave and gallant sort,

              She gave in charge he should be brought

              To Aganippus' court;

              Whose royal king, with noble mind,

              So freely gave consent

              To muster up his knights at arms,

              To fame and courage bent.

              And so to England came with speed,

              To repossesse King Leir,

              And drive his daughters from their thrones

              By his Cordelia dear.

              Where she, true-hearted, noble queen,

              Was in the battel stain;

              Yet he, good king, in his old days,

              Possest his crown again.

              But when he heard Cordelia's death,

              Who died indeed for love

              Of her dear father, in whose cause

              She did this battle move,

              He swooning fell upon her breast,

              From whence he never parted;

              But on her bosom left his life

              That was so truly hearted.

              The lords and nobles, when they saw

              The end of these events,

              The other sisters unto death

              
                They doomed by consents;

              And being dead, their crowns they left

              Unto the next of kin:

              Thus have you seen the fall of pride,

              And disobedient sin.

              
                
              

              
                
                  Glossary
                
              

              
                
                  
                    	
                      banishment (n.) bestow (v.) consent (n.) disobedient (adj.) doom (v.) extremity (n.) gallant (adj.)

                      moan (n.)

                      muster (v.)

                      nay (adv.)

                      : the punishment of being sent away from a place

                      : to give something to somebody

                      : permission j

                      : failing to obey

                      : to make certain to die

                      : difficulty, the highest degree of hardship

                      : brave

                      : a deep sound expressing unhappiness

                      : to bring soldier (Gather)

                      : used to emphasize something you have just said by introducing a stronger word or phrase

                      plight troth (adj.) pompal (adj.) Princely (adj.) Quoth (v.)

                      render (v.)

                      scarce (adj.) swooning (v.) thou (pro.)

                      thy (pro.)

                      twain (num.)

                      woe (n.)

                      : to make promise to marry

                      : impressive

                      : grand, connected with a prince

                      : said

                      : to give service

                      : not enough or in small quantities

                      : to faint or lose consciousness

                      : you

                      : your

                      : two

                      : great sadness

                    
                  

                
              

              
                
                  Exercises
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	Answer the following questiorts in brief.

              

              
                	
                  How does King Lear rule before he gives his state to his daughter?

                	Who is the good daughter of the king?

                	Where does the youngest daughter go after her banishment?

                	What for Cordelia died?

                	What is the king’s weakness?

              

              
                	
                  What promise does the eldest daughter make to her father before she gets the state and what does she do to her father later?

                	What flattery does the second daughter make and win the heart of her father?

                	Why does king Lear want to divide his kingdom among his daughters?

                	Why does the king give his Kingdom to his two daughters but banish his youngest one?

                	Explain the following lines with reference to the context of the text:

              

              
                
                  But when he heard Cordelia's death,
                
              

              
                
                  Who died indeed for love
                
              

              
                
                  Of her dear father, in whose cause
                
              

              
                
                  She did this battle move,
                
              

              
                	What is the central theme of the poem?

                	What does Edmund do to Cordelia? Why does he do so?

                	Why does banished daughter return with an army?

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Summarize the poem in about 250 words.

                	Many old people in Nepal are thrown out of their home when they give their property to their sons, sons-in-law, daughters, and daughters-in law. They are treated badly. How can we improve the situation? Give your idea.

                	Evaluate the three daughters of the king on the basis of their behavior in the poem.

                	"One has to consume the product of his/her sin". Explain.

              

            
            
              
                
              

              2. The Three Knights by Davies Gilbert

              
                
                  DAVIES GILBER
                
              

              Davies Gilbert (1767-1839) was born at Cornwall, England. He was a Cornish engineer, politician and author. He was educated first at Penzance Grammar School and then by his father. He went up to Pembroke College. Oxford and graduated with a MA in 1789. He served in the House of Commons as member of parliaments for Helston in Cornwall from 1804 to 1806 and for Bodmin from 1806 to 1832. He had an interest in the history and culture of Cornwall. He assembled and published A Parochial History of Cornwall and collected and published a number of Cornish Carols. Plain Statement of the Bullion Question (1811), Some Ancient Christmas Carols (1822), A Cornish Cantata (1826) etc. are his books.

              "The Three Knights" is a ballad poem first printed in the appendix on Christmas

              Carols. In this ballad, some verses are wanting after the eight stanza. A conjectural j emendation made in the ninth verse, viz, the substitution of far for for, seems to J render the ballad perfect. The ballad is still popular amongst the peasantry in the west of England. The refrain, in the second and fourth lines, printed with the first verse, should be repeated in recitation in every verse. This poem depicts different effects of knights’ life to the family members.

              
                
                  The Three Knights (Traditional)
                
              

              There did three Knights come from the west,

              With the high and the lily oh!

              And these three Knights courted one ladye,

              As the rose was so sweetly blown.

              The first Knight came was all in white,

              And asked of her if she'd be his delight.

              The next Knight came was all in green,

              And asked of her if she'd be his queen.

              The third Knight came was all in red,

              And asked of her if she would wed.

              'Then have youasked of my father dear?

              Likewise of her who did me bear?

              
                'And have you asked of my brother John?

              And also of my sister Anne?'

              'Yes, I've asked of your father dear,

              Likewise of her who did you bear.

              'And I've asked of your sister Anne,

              But I've not asked of your brother John.'

              Far on the road as they rode along,

              There did they meet with her brother John.

              She stooped low to kiss him sweet,

              He to her heart did a dagger meet.

              'Ride on, ride on,' cried the servingman,

              'Methinks your bride she looks wondrous wan.'

              'I wish I were on yonder stile,

              For there I would sit and bleed awhile.

              'I wish I were on yonder hill,

              There I'd alight and make my will.'

              'What would you give to your father dear?'

              'The gallant steed which doth me bear.'

              'What would you give to your mother dear?'

              'My wedding shift which I do wear.

              'But she must wash it very clean,

              'What would you give to your sister Anne?

              For my heart's blood sticks in every seam.' '

              My gay gold ring, and my feathered fan.'

              'What would you give to your brother John?'

              'A rope, and gallows to hang him on.'

              'What would you give to your brother John's wife?'

              'A widow's weeds, and a quiet life.'

              
                
                  Glossary
                

              
              
                
                  
                    	
                      
                        alight (v.)

                      bleed (v.)

                    
                    	
                      : to think of

                      : to spread from one area of something to another area

                    
                  

                  
                    	court (v.)
                    	: to try to obtain or get
                  

                  
                    	
                      dagger (n.)

                      doth (aux.v.)

                    
                    	
                      : a short pointed knife that is used as a weapon

                      : does

                    
                  

                  
                    	
                      gallant (adj.)

                      gallows (n.)

                      gay (adj.)

                      knight (n.)

                      lily (n.)

                      seam (n.)

                    
                    	
                      : brave

                      : a stricture on which people or criminals are killed by hanging

                      : brightly coloured

                      : a man of high social rank who has a duty to fight

                      : a large white color flower

                      : a line where two edges meet

                    
                  

                  
                    	steed (n.)
                    	: a horse to ride
                  

                  
                    	stile (n.)
                    	: a set of steps that help people climb over a fence or gate
                  

                  
                    	
                      wan (adj.)

                      wondrous(adj.) Yonder (det.)

                    
                    	
                      : looking pale and showing no energy

                      : strange, and impressive

                      : that is over there

                    
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    Exercises
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	Give a very short answer of the following questions.

              

              
                	Where did three knights come from ?

                	How was the first Knight?

                	How was the second knight?

                	Who are John and Anne in the poem?

                	What did the second knight want to make the lady?

                	Whom the knight has not asked for the hand of the lady?

              

              
                	For what did the three knights purpose the lady?

                	What is the first question the lady asked to three knights?

                	What does the Servingman say about the bride?

                	Why would John's wife have a quiet life?

                	Why would a rope and a gallows be given to the lady's brother John?

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Write the critical appreciation of the poem.

                	What is ballad? What features of ballad are found in this poem?

                	How is the effect or result of knights’ life depicted in the ballad? Explain.

                	Explain the following extract with reference to the context:

              

              
                
                  'What would you give to your brother John's wife?'
                
              

              
                
                  'A widow's weeds, aruTa quiet life.'
                
              

              
                
                  

                
              

            
            
              
                
              

              3. Mending Wall by Robert Frost

              
                
                  ROBERT FROST
                
              

              Robert Frost (1874-1963) was born in San Francisco, California. He was one of America's leading 20th century poets. He was just eleven years old when his father died. His teenage years and early twenties consisted of various jobs including teaching, working in a mill, reporting and editing, and working as a cobbler. In 1895, he married Elinor White and for the next ten years his life would be devoted to writing his rarely published poems. He wrote poems about rural life, drawing a distinct I contrast between its innocence and peacefulness, and the depression and corruption of city life. He uses traditional verse forms that were understood by one and all. People sensed his step forward in the direction of modernizing the interplay of rhythm and meter while writing exactly how people spoke. His poetry has been called traditional experimental, Universal and even pastoral. His first professional poem 'My Butterfly' was published in the New York newspaper 'The Independent' in 1894. His work was centered around the life and landscape of the land he loved.

              The poem "Mending Wall” opens the collection of poetry, North of Boston. This poem narrates a story drain from rural New England. It deals with the distance and tensions between men and considers the contradictions in life and humanity. It also examines the role of boundaries in human society, as mending the wall serves both to separate and to join the two neighbors, another contradiction. The narrator is a New England farmer who contacts his neighbor in the spring to rebuild the stone wall between their two farms. This poem explores the fact that a respectful distance between neighbors is the recipe for harmonious relationship.

              

              
                
                  Mending Wall
                
              

              Something there is that doesn't love a wall,

              That sends the frozen-ground-swell under it,

              And spills the upper boulders in the sun;

              And makes gaps even two can pass abreast.

              The work of hunters is another thing:

              I have come after them and made repair

              Where they have left not one stone on a stone,

              But they would have the rabbit out of hiding.

              To please the yelping dogs. The gaps I mean.

              No one has seen them made or heard them made,

              
                But at spring mending-time we find them there.

              I let my neighbor know beyond the hill;

              And on a day we meet to walk the line

              And set the wall between us once again.

              We keep the wall between us as we go.

              To each the boulders that have fallen to each.

              And some are loaves and some so nearly balls

              We have to use a spell to make them balance:

              ‘Stay where you are until our backs arc turned!’

              We wear our fingers rough with handling them.

              Oh, just another kind of out-door game.

              One on a side. It comes to little more:

              There where it is we do not need the wall:

              He is all pine and I am apple orchard.

              My apple trees will never get across

              And eat the cones under his pines. I tell him.

              He only says, ‘Good fences make good neighbors.’

              Spring is the mischief in me, and 1 wonder

              If I could put a notion in his»head:

              'Why do they make good neighbors? Isn't it

              Where there are cows? But here there are no cow s.

              Before I built a wall I'd ask to know

              What I was walling in or walling out.

              And to whom I was like to give offense.

              Something there is that doesn’t love a wall.

              That wants it down.’ I could say ‘Elvcs’,ro him.

              
                
              

              But it's not elves exactly, and I'd rather

              He said it for himself. I see him there

              'What would you give to your sister Anne?

              Bringing a stone grasped firmly by the top

              He moves in darkness as it seems to me,

              Not of woods only and the shade of trees.

              He will not go behind his father's saying,

              And he likes having thought of it so well

              He says again, ‘Good fences make good neighbors.’

              Glossary

              
                
                  
                    	abreast (adv.)
                    	: next to
                  

                  
                    	boulder (n.)
                    	: a very large rock
                  

                  
                    	cone (n.)
                    	: the hard dry fruit of pine
                  

                  
                    	elves (n.)
                    	: plural of elf, creatures like small persons with pointed ears anc magic power
                  

                  
                    	
                      grasp (v.)

                      loaves (n.)

                    
                    	
                      : to take or hold

                      : plural of loaf

                    
                  

                  
                    	mischief (n.)
                    	: annoying and troublesome
                  

                  
                    	offense (n.)
                    	: the act of upsetting or insulting
                  

                  
                    	orchard (n.)
                    	fruit garden
                  

                  
                    	
                      pine (n.)

                      spill (v.)

                      swell (n.)

                    
                    	
                      : a tree with needle like leaves

                      : to flow over (liquid)

                      : the movement of the sea

                    
                  

                  
                    	yelp (v.)
                    	: to give sudden painful cry
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    Exercises
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	What does the wall symbolize in the poem?

                	What type of wall is being mended?

                	Can you guess why the poet repeats the line "Something there is that doesn't love a wall'?

                	The neighbor repeats his statement 'good fences make good neighbors'. Do you think this is a positive or negative expression? Why?

                	What does Frost mean by'I'd rather he said it for himself'?

                	Write the metaphors used in the poem.

                	What work is described in the poem? Why does the job have to be done every year?

                	Is the tone of the poem mysterious or calm or both? Give reason.

                	How do you compare the attitude of the narrator and his neighbor in the poem?

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Summarize the poem focusing on the central idea or theme of it.

                	Explain the following lines with reference to the context:

              

              
                
                  He will not go behind his father's saying,
                
              

              
                
                  And he likes having thought of it so well
                
              

              
                
                  He says again, "Good fence make good neighbors"
                
              

              
                	"A respectful distance between neighbors is the recipe for the harmonious relationship." Explain.

                	Write the critical appreciation of the poem.

              

            
            
              
                
              

              4. No Second Troy by W. B. Yeats

              
                
                  W.B. YEATS
                
              

              W.B yeats (1865-1939) is a great poet and dramatist of the modem age who wrote poems for fifty years. As an Irish poet, he has showed a great honor to his country and people. Before 1900, Yeats was mystic, dreamy, and magical poet. He has written symbolic poems and made the use of melody as singer. He wrote romantic poems in the beginning but realistic poems after 1900. He wrote patriotic and philosophical poems after 1900. Universal brotherhood,

              natural beauty sentimental simplicity, suffering, sorrow, and heroism are found in his poems. His main subject was the way in which the world and the people in it are divided, and how they can be made whole. The Tower (1928), The Wandering of Oisin (1899), The Wind Among the Reeds (1899), Green Helmate and Other Poems, (1928), The Winding Stair and Other Poems (1933), New Poems (1938), Last Poem (1938), etc are his works. The career of Yeats epitomizes the history of English poetry in his life time. He was without doubt the most remarkable poetic genus in English of his time and one of the great English poets. He absorbed all his age had to offer him.

              The poem 'No Second Troy' is about the love relationship between the poet and Maud Gonne, a very beautiful Irish woman. This poem was published in 1910 in the collection "The Green Helmet and Other Poems”. He wrote this poem after Gonne had rejected his propose on numerous occasions. He was obsessed with her and pursued her for over a decade and dedicated her many poems. This poem is a strong call towards peace leaving the violent way of destruction appealing no beauty like Helen of Troy from Gonne that causes the destruction of another beauty. The poet is forgiving her although she did not love him being beautiful because he wants peace.

              
                
                  No Second Troy
                
              

              Why should I blame her that she filled my days

              With misery, or that she would of late

              Have taught to ignorant men most violent ways,

              Or hurled the little streets upon the great,

              Had they but courage equal to desire?

              What could have made her peaceful with a mind

              That nobleness made simple as a fire,

              
                With beauty like a tightened bow, a kind

              That is not natural in an age like this,

              Being high and solitary and most stern?

              Why, what could she have done, being what she is?

              Was there another Troy for her to burn?

              a weapon used for shooting arrows

              
                bow (n.)

                hurl(v.)

                ignorant (adj.)

                misery(n.)

                nobleness (n.)

                stem (adj.)

                tightened (adj.)

                Troy (n.)

              
              to throw something or somebody violently

              lacking knowledge or information

              distress or suffering

              fine personality

              serious and disapproving

              the quality of being tight

              a city where war took place in the history, Trojan war

              

              
                
                  Exercise
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the text
                
              

              
                	With what did Maud Gonne fill the poet’s days?

                	What is the poet’s reason to accuse Maud Gonne for class welfare?

                	Why does the poet’s think that the lady has an old school quality and belongs to another age?

                	What is the significance of Troy as a symbol in the poem?

                	What does this poem reveal about Yeat’s attitude to Maud Gonne?

                	Does the poet love Maud Gonne still? Or dilike her? Give reason.

                	How does the poet avaluate the power of common folk and their desire to overthrown british rule?

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Write the theme of the poem in your own words.

                	Explain the following extract with reference to the context:

              

              
                
                  “was there another Troy for her to burn”
                
              

              
                	This poem reveals the effect of beauty. Over beauty of woman is considered to be a symbol of destruction. Do you agree? Give your reason.

              

            
            
              
                
              

              5. She Dwelt among the Untrodden Ways by William Wordsworth

              

              
                
                  WILLIAM WORDSWORTH
                
              

              William Wordsworth (1770 - 1850) was born in the Lake District in England. His mother died when he was seven. He was educatedat St. John's college Cambridge and graduated in 1791. He is a natural poet. For him, nature is everything. He defines that poetry is marked by absolute simplicity and natural beauty. He treats nature as friends, a lover, a guide, a teacher and so on. For him nothing is ugly. He is famous for his sonnet and lyrics, Lyrical Ballads, etc. Wordsworth brought a completely new approach to the writing of English poetry. His objection to an over stylized poetic diction, his attitude to nature, his choice of simple incidents and humble people as subjects for his poetry - these well known characteristics of his are but minor aspects of his revolutionary achievement. Poetry for him lay in the value of the state of mind which the poem recorded. His poetry is about happiness, soothing calm, joy, consolation, etc. He depicted rustic life of people. There is note of tranquility in his poems. His works are The Excursion, The Prelude, The Lyrical Ballads, etc. The Lyrical Ballad (1798) is a volume of poetry by him with Samuel Taylor Coleridge. The contents include Wordsworth’s Lines Composed A Few Miles Above Tintern Abbey and Coleridge’s Rime of the Ancient Mariner.

              The poem "She Dwelt Among the Untrodden Ways" appeared in the 1800 edition of Lyrical Ballads by Wordsworth and Taylor. Wordsworth wrote this poem in 1798 as a 12 line ballad poem. This poem is in three stanzas. This poem is the best known of his series of five works which comprise his "Lucy" series. It describes the growth, perfection and death of Lucy. She lived unnoticed by all others except by the poet himself. The poet's subject is isolated sensitivity that expresses a characteristic aspect of Romantic expectation of the human condition. The poet expresses his affection of nature and sorrow for the passing of a young woman.

              
                
                  She Dwelt among the Untrodden Ways
                
              

              She dwelt among the untrodden ways

              Beside the springs of Dove,

              A Maid whom there were none to praise

              And very few to love:

              
                A violet by a mossy stone

              Half hidden from the eye!

              —Fair as a star, when only one

              Is shining in the sky.

              She lived unknown, and few could know

              When Lucy ceased to be;

              But she is in her grave, and, oh,

              The difference to me!

              
                
                  
                    
                      Glossary
                    
                  
                
              

              
                
                  
                    	dwell (v.)
                    	: to live somewhere
                  

                  
                    	grave (n.)
                    	: a place where a dead body is burned
                  

                  
                    	maid (n.)
                    	: a young unmarried woman
                  

                  
                    	mossy (adj.)
                    	; covered with moss
                  

                  
                    	praise (v.)
                    	: to express admiration
                  

                  
                    	
                      untrodden (adj.)

                      violet (n.)

                    
                    	
                      : not trodden, not walked

                      : a white flower with a sweet smell

                    
                  

                
              

              
                
                  Exercise 
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	What kind of life did the woman 'Lucy' live?

                	What effect does the woman's death have on the poet?

                	What is the significance of the title of the poem?

                	What are the phrases in the poem that show the woman's loneliness?

                	What is the figure of speech used in the poem?

                	How does the woman represent the ideas of poet's Romanticism?

                	Why could only few people know Lucy's existence?

                	how does the poet describe her physicality? What affection of the poet can you find from the description?

                	How does the poet make the poem emotional and significant?

              

              
                
                  
                    Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Write a critical appreciation of the poem.

                	Explain the following lines of the poem with reference to the context:

              

              
                
                  A Maid whom there were none to praise
                
              

              
                
                  And very few to love:
                
              

              
                	There are many beautiful things in the nature but they come and die or go without any notice of common people. But poets have such type of eyes which see hidden beauty of such things. Do you agree? Give your reason.

              

              
                
                  
                    
                      Project work;
                    
                  
                
              

              Write a short biography of a Nepali poet who presents romantic features in literature as William Wordsworth.

            
            
              
                
              

              6. If I Should Die by Emily Dickinson

              
                
                  EMILY DICKINSON
                
              

              Emily Dickinson (1830-1886) is one of American's greatest and most original poets of all time. She is best known for her unique style and innovative use of punctuation and s capitalization/in her poetry. At the time of her birth, her father y was an ambitious young lawyer. To make the abstract tangible, to define meaning without confining it, to inhabit a house that never became a prison, she created in her writing a S distinctively elliptical language for expressing what was possible but not yet realized. Although she was a major

              American poet, she was not accorded this honor until well after her death. She wrote 18,00 poems in her lifetime, but only seven were published during her lifetime and virtually none were published as originally written until the mid 1950s. Her odd punctuation, capitalization, and formatting did not meet with standard publishing approval for earlier editions.

              The poem "If I Should Die" reflects how natural things will keep going after the poet has passed because they, like her death are part of the circle of life. She cleverly uses the natural human aspects of life to show readers that life goes on after her passing. The poem consists of two parts. The first part concerns to the circle of life and addresses the natural aspect of life and second part addresses human aspect. Natural aspect is very peaceful but human aspect is more buzzing with energy. Her death is not the end but rather new and exciting. Her life ends but another begins. This poem expresses the idea that everything goes on after her death as usual.

              
                
                  If I Should Die (54)
                
              

              If I should die,

              And you should live,

              And time should gurgle on,

              And mom should beam,

              And noon should bum,

              As it has usual done;

              If birds should build as early,

              And bees as bustling go,—

              One might depart at option

              From enterprise below!

              
                ’T is sweet to know that stocks will stand

              When we with daisies lie,

              That commerce will continue,

              And trades as briskly fly.

              It makes the parting tranquil

              And keeps the soul serene,

              That gentlemen so sprightly

              Conduct the pleasing scene!

              
                
                  
                    
                      Glossary 
                    
                  
                
              

              
                
                  
                    	beam (v.)
                    	: to produce a ray of light
                  

                  
                    	
                      briskly (adv.)

                      bustling (adj.)

                      daisy (n.)

                      gurgle (v.)

                      mom (n.)

                    
                    	
                      : quickly

                      : full of people moving about in a busy way

                      : a small wild flower with white petals

                      : to make a sound like water flowing quickly

                      : morning

                    
                  

                  
                    	serene (adj.) sprightly (adj.) tranquil (adj.)
                    	
                      : calm and peaceful

                      : full of life and energy

                      : quiet and peaceful

                    
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    Exercises 
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	Write the tone and theme of the poem.

                	Why does the poetess use the birds and bees in the first part? What do they represent? /

                	When is the time of the poem? How do you guess?

                	In what way does Dickinson explore the indifference of both nature and human being towards individual death?

                	What will be the condition of human and human beings when the poet will lie buried as a human under the natural daisies?

                	Why do gentlemen conduct the pleasing scene?

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Write a critical appreciation of the poem.

                	'Death is essential for the value of our life.' Do you agree? Give reason.

                	Annotate the following extract of the poem with reference to the context;

                	If birds should build as early,

                	And bees as bustling go,-

                	One might depart at option

                	From enterprise below!

              

              
                
                  
                    
                      Project Work: Creative writing
                    
                  
                
              

              Write a short poem of your own on 'Life and Death'.

            
            
              
                
              

              7. Five Modern Haikus by Rchard Wright/ Alexis Rotella/ Huguette Ducharme/ Don Eulert/ Ezra Pound

              

              
                
                  RICHARD WRIGHT, ALEXIS ROTELLA, HUGUETTE DUCHARME, DON
                
              

              
                
                  EULERT, EZRA POUND
                
              

              
                
                  Richard Wright
                 (1908-1960) was a black writer. He was one of the early forcefu) and eloquent spokesman for black Americans, author of Native Son and Black Boy, and a poet. After the success of Native Son, he moved to France in 1947. He left America as he found he could no longer tolerate the racism he experienced there. His collection of four stories 'Uncle Tom’s Children’ was highly acclaimed. He was first introduced to the Japanese form by a young South African who loved Haiku and who loaned him the four volumes of Haikus.

              
                
                  Alexis Rotella
                 (1947-) is an American poet and artist. She is known for her blunt, honest language. She has been writing Japanese poetry forms in English since 1979. She has written poems in several of the traditional styles of Japanese poetry, including haiku. She is a prolific writer. She has written dozens of books. She is a past president of the Haiku Society of America. She was A 2007 Grand Prize Winner of the Kusumakura International Haiku Contest. She traveled to Kumamoto, Japan to receive the award.

              
                
                  Huguette Ducharme
                 was a French poet. She is known for her poem haiku and tanka. Her long time love affair With Japanese poetry forms was made public a few years ago. She has expressed her life experiences in the tanka form. She was the founder and leader of the Groupe Haiku de Saint-Hyacinthe. Her poems have been published both in French and English languages. She writes haiku of deep sense.

              
                
                  Don Eulert
                 (1976-2015) served as Professor at the California School of Professional Psychology, San Diego. With an M.A. in Creative Writing from Fort Hays State University, and a Ph.D. in American Studies from the University of New Mexico, he studied post-graduate at the CG Jung Institute, Zurich. His seven books of published poetry include American haiku and modern Romanian poetry. His collection ’Ritual and Healing-. Stories of Ordinary and Extraordinary Transformation' won a 2014 San Diego Book Award.

              
                
                  Ezra Pound
                 (1885-1972) was an American poet and critic. He is a supremely discerning and energetic entrepreneur of the arts who did more than any other single figure to advance a “modem” movement in English and American literature. He promoted the works of such widely different poets and novelists as William Butler Yeats, James Joyce, Ernest Hemingway, Robert Frost, D.H. Lawrence, amd T.S Eliot. Ripostes, Hugh Selwyn Mauberley,the cantos, etc are his main works. His haiku is strong with hidden meaning. modern Romanian poetry.

              
                
                  
                    Haiku
                
                 is an unrhymed Japanese poetic form that consists of 17 syllables arranged in three lines containing five, seven, and five (5-7-5) Syllables respectively. This poem generally expresses much employing the fewest possible words. It is the shortest form of poetry with a concrete image of a particular thing or situation. Cultural understanding is required to find the meaning of images created in Haiku. Although it is a shbrt poem, it has powerful connotation to the readers. In these Five Modern Haikus, Wright, Rotella, Ducharme, Eulert, and Pound present a number of images of flower, window, baby, frog, station, season and so on. These images are apparently bizarre but give sense in depth understanding. These writers are looking different things of the physical world with deeper meaning.
              

              
                
                  Five Modern Haikus
                
              

              Richard Wright’s Haiku

              An apple blossom

              Trembling on a sunlit branch

              From the weight of bees.

              A lexis Rotella’s Haiku

              From her neon window

              The crystal gazer

              Stares into winter rain.

              Huguette Ducharme’s Haiku

              A two three steps

              This morning baby becomes

              A pedestrian.

              Don Eulert9s Haiku

              High desert winter

              Creaks from a run of new frogs-*—*

              And an old Grak! Grak!

              Ezra Pound’s Haiku

              In a station of the Metro

              The apparition of these faces in the crowd:

              Petals on a wet, black bough.

              
                
              

              
                
                  
                    Glossary
                  
                

                Apparition :- preternatural appearance, ghost like image of a person

                Blosson:- a mass of flowers on a tree

                Bough:- a firm branch of a tree

                Creak:- to make a sharp and squeaking sound

                Crystal:- a piece of shinning mineral resembling ice or glass

                Gazer:- a person who stares or looks eagerly

                Metro:- an underground railway

                Neon:- extremely bright

                Pedestrian:- a person who walks along the road, a road user on foot

                Petal:- one of the component parts of the corolla of a flower usually Sunlit:- colorful glowed or shined by sunlight

                Tremble:- to shake or vibrate

                Winter:- kthe cold season of the year

              
              
                
                  
                    Exercises 
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text (Short Answer Questions)
                
              

              
                	What relation does Richard Wright show between an apple blossom and the bees'?

                	Why doesthe person (crystal gazer) look into winter rain from the bright window

                	Can you tell the reason why the baby becomes a pedestrian?

                	What message does the poet Don Eulert express through his haiku?

                	What is the condition of faces in the crowd ? Do they really seem like ghosts?

                	What does the poet want to say by the phrase “High desert winter”?

                	What are the different images that the five poets present in their haikus? Wha: meaning do the images impart?

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing (Long Answer Questions)
                
              

              
                	Explain the following haiku by Pound in your own words.

                	In a station of the Metro

                	The apparition of these faces in the crowd: Petals on a wet, black bough.

                	Although a haiku has its origin In Japan, it is written in most of the countries now In Nepal, Indra Kumar Bikalpa, Rajendra Pahadi, Janak Sapkota, Abhi Subec Madhusudan Giri and so many people have written haiku. Search their haikus different books and internet, study them and compare the theme and structure.

                	These are the Five Modem Haikus by modem haiku writers. Read sorr: ‘traditional haikus’ or ‘haikus of the past’ and find the differences betwee- traditional and modern haiku.

              

              
                
                  Short Note Writing
                
              

              1. Write a short note on Haiku as a form of poetry.

              
                
                  
                    
                      Creative Work:
                    
                  
                
              

              Write two haikus in English and two haikus in Nepali and show to your teacher.

            
            
              
                
              

              8. Sonnet 8 by John Milton

              

              
                
                  JOHN MILTON
                
              

              
                John Milton (1608-1674) was bom in London and educated it Christ's college, Cambridge. At college he was known as the 'ady of Christ) After leaving the university he studied at home and became of great scholar. He was grateful to his father for allowing him to do this instead of preparing for a profession. He lived a pure life, believing that he had a great purpose to complete. His famous poems are: Ode on the Morning of Christ's Nativity (1629), L‘Allegro (1632), Comus (1634), On Shakespeare (1630), On Arriving at the Age of Twenty-three (1631), Paradise Lost (1667), Paradise Regained (1671), Arcades (1633) and Areopagitica. The supreme quality of Milton's poetry is sublimity. He has profound love for beauty and stateliness of manner in its various forms. His poetry has high level of seriousness, superb imagination, strong suggestive power, autobiographical note, and a great craftsman. He has expressed Puritanism and morality rejoicing in the overflow of sense in poetry. His blank verse is highly musical. Throughout his life, appealed both to his love of music and his sense of order and hierarchy, as well as to his passionate belief in purify and chastity for only the pure and chaste could ever hope to hear that divine harmony.

              Milton's this sonnet is a plea for special protection for poets in time of war. It invites readers to imagine that Milton pins this sonnet to his door to protect his property during a military attack. Milton, like most of London in 1642, probably did expect the King's force to attack the city. The poem alludes to Alexander the Great, who is said to have spared the house of the poet Pindar during his invasion of Thebes. It is a melodic poem. It sticks strictly to the pattern of 14 lines where a problem exists on the first eight lines and the resolution on the last six lines.

              

              
                
                  Sonnet 8
                
              

              Captain or Colonel, or Knight in Arms,

              Whose chance on these defenceless dores may sease,

              If ever deed of honour did thee please,

              Guard them, and him within protect from harms,

              He can requite thee, for he knows the charms [ 5 ]

              That call Fame on such gentle acts as these,

              
                And he can spied thy Name o're Lands and Seas,

              What ever clime the Suns bright circle warms.

              Lift not thy spear against the Muses' Bowre,

              The great Emathian Conqueror bid spare [ 10 ]

              The house of Pindarus, when Temple and Towre

              Went to the ground: and the repeated air

              Of sad Electra's Poet had the power

              To save th' Athenian Walls from ruine bare.

              
                
                  Glossary 
                
              

              
                
                  
                    	bid (v.)
                    	: to command
                  

                  
                    	conqueror (n.) defenceless (adj.) dore (n.)
                    	
                      : someone who conquers (victor)

                      : without defense

                      : a diminutive of the male given name Isidore.

                    
                  

                  
                    	knight (n.)
                    	; a warrior
                  

                  
                    	O're (prep.) requite (v.)
                    	
                      : over

                      : to give in return

                    
                  

                  
                    	
                      spare (v.)

                      spear (n.)

                      th’ (art.)

                      thee (pro.)

                      thy (pro.)

                    
                    	
                      : save

                      : a long stick with a sharp tip used as a weapon

                      : the (poetic)

                      : you

                      : your

                    
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    Exercise
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	What is the themeof this poem?

                	The poet says "And he can spred thy Name o're Lands and Seas". Who can spread whose name?

                	Whom does the poet appeal to guard and protect from harms?

                	Who had power to save the Athenian wall from ruin?

                	The poet uses capital letters in the words Name, Lands, Sea, Fame, Suns, etc. Why does he do so?

                	The sonnet has no title. What title would be appropriate?

                	Analyze the rhyming pattern of the sonnet.

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	
                  Summarize the poem in about 150 words.
                

                	
                  Critically examine the effect of war in an individual, family, nation, and peace.
                

                	
                  Explain the following line with reference to the context.
                

              

              
                
                  Captain or Colonel, or Knight in Arms,
                
              

              
                
                  Whose chance on these defenceless dores may sease,
                
              

            
            
              
                
              

              9. Kidnapped by Ruperake Petaia

              
                
                  RUPERAKE PETAIA
                
              

              Ruperake Petaia (1951) is a Samoan poet and writer. He was bom in Samoa, and studied at the University of South Pacific in Fiji. He attended Somoa College and worked as a clerk in the public service commission in 1973. In 1978, he won a government scholarship to study at the university of the South Pacific in Fiji. He graduated with a B.A. in public Administration and Economic Geography in 1980. His poetry criticizes the legacy of British influence on different facets of Samoan life. He is known for writing about the effect of colonialism and western influences on Samoan culture and society. The poem Kidnapped (1974) was published in the collection 'Blue Rain* (1980).

              The poem 'Kidnapped' explores the loss of traditional Samoan knowledge. The poet through this poem reveals the effects of colonialism and western influences on Samoan culture and society, and opposes the institution of an Anglicized educational system which steals the Samoan kids away from their native culture. He complains that in the Pacific Islands, there is high influence of West in education. He also depicts the fact that Samoan students are forced to learn different cultures different from their own. They lose the most important aspect of life. He compares the fifteen years education as a kidnapped situation. This poem seeks for cultural identity.

              
                
                  Kidnapped
                
              

              1

              I was six when

              Mama was careless

              she sent me to school

              alone

              five days a week

              2

              One day I was

              kidnapped by a band

              of Western philosophers

              armed with glossy-pictured

              Textbooks and registered reputations

              ‘Holder of BA

              and'MA degrees’

              
                3

              I was held in a classroom

              guarded by Churchill and Garibaldi

              pinned up on one wall

              and

              Hitler and Mao dictating

              from the other

              Guevara pointed a revolution

              at my brains

              from his ‘Guerilla Warfare’

              4

              Each three-month term

              they sent threats to my Mama and Papa

              5

              Mama and Papa loved

              their son and

              paid ransom fees

              each time

              6

              Each time

              Mama and Papa grew

              poorer and poorer

              and my kidnappers grew richer and richer

              I grew whiter and

              Whiter

              
                7

              On my release

              fifteen years after

              I was handed

              (among loud applause

              from fellow victims)

              a piece of paper

              to decorate my walls

              certifying my release.

              
                
                  Glossary
                
              

              
                
                  
                    	
                      applause (n.)

                      band (n.)

                    
                    	clapping group of people
                  

                  
                    	
                      captive (adj.)

                      Churchill (n.)

                    
                    	
                      imprisoned

                      British prime minister

                    
                  

                  
                    	Garibaldi (n.)
                    	Italian military leader
                  

                  
                    	
                      glossy (adj.)

                      Guevara (n.)

                    
                    	
                      shiny

                      Argentinean revolution

                    
                  

                  
                    	Hitler (n.)
                    	Adolf Hitter, dictator of Germany
                  

                  
                    	kidnap (v.)
                    	to take somebody away illegally
                  

                  
                    	MA (n.)
                    	Master’s of Arts
                  

                  
                    	Mao (n.)
                    	a leader of the Chinese communist party
                  

                  
                    	oppose (v.)
                    	to disagree
                  

                  
                    	philosopher (n.)
                    	a person wh6 thinks deeply about things and writes about philosophy
                  

                  
                    	ransom fee (n.)
                    	sum of money demanded for the release of a captive
                  

                  
                    	reputation (n.) revolution (n.)
                    	someone's recognition a great change in condition
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    Exercises
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	Answer the following questions in brief.

              

              
                	Who kidnapped the speaker of the poem?

                	When was he kidnapped?

                	What weapons did the kidnappers have?

                	Where was the speaker held captive?

                	Who were the guards?

                	What ransom fee did the kidnappers demand from the parents?

                	What was the effect on the parents?

                	How was the condition of kidnappers changed?

                	After how many years was the speaker released?

                	What did the kidnappers give the speaker upon his release?

                	Who applauded the speaker when he was handed something?

              

              
                	How does the speaker relate his study with kidnapping?

                	What is the effect of Western education on the speaker?

                	What does the speaker mean by the line "Each time Mama and Papa grew poorer and poorer”?

                	Why are the teachers kidnappers for the poet?

                	Discuss how the poem makes you think about connections with your own life, the world, and your education.

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                  ‘
                
              

              
                	Colonialism causes the loss of national identify, cultural recognition, and individual potentiality. Do you agree or disagree with the statement? Give your reasons.

                	Write the critical appreciation of the poem focusing on the central idea expressed in the poem.

                	How do you evaluate the education system of Nepal? Do you find any influence of foreign content in your curriculum although Nepal has not ever been colonized? Give your view.

              

            
            
              
                
              

              10. Make Me a Sleep, O God by Laxmi Prasad Devkota

              
                
                  LAXMI PRASAD DEVKOTA
                
              

              Laxmi Prasad Devkota (1909-1959) was bom at Dhobidhara in Kathmandu as the third son of Tila Madav Devkota and his second wife, Amar Rajya Laxmi. He, popularly acclaimed as Mahakavi (great poet), is without any doubt the greatest poet of Nepal. After graduating from Durbar High school, he decided to study science. He passed the I. Sc. exam in 1928. Then he obtained a Bachelor of Arts degree from Patna University in 1929. Having completed his Bachelor of Law in 1934, he wanted to pursue a Master's degree in English literature. However, he did not get the opportunity to do so. He started writing from a very early time in life. His early Works were influenced by English Romantic poets, essayists, and novelists. A versatile., writer, he has experimented with all literary genres and has produced more than forty books. He is chiefly known for Muna Madan (a folk epic, 1935), Shakuntala (a classic epic in Nepali and a separate one in English 1945) and Laxmi Nibandha Sangraha (an anthology of essays, 1945). He is remembered for his great body of powerful poetry and significant writings in Nepali and English. His contribution in diverse genres of literature and many areas of Nepalese social and cultural life remain deeply felt and appreciated.

              The poem "Make Me a Sheep, O God" was composed by Devkota in 1947 A.D. This poem is divided in five stanzas. The first and third stanzas are of only two lines, second of seven lines, fourth of sixteen and the fifth stanza is of fifty-one lines. In the poem, the poet addresses the God and requests to make him a sheep due to the tiredness of being human being. This poem explores the pain, responsibility, burden, and struggle of human being and the desire to be alienated from the present competitive commercial human life. The poet4wishes to go back to the nature presenting the life of a sheep which has no desire to be anything else except food. This poem is in favor of simplicity and natural life of laborious or poor people, but against the over materialism.

              
                
                  Make Me a Sheep, O God
                
              

              
                Dead tired I am, O God ! 
              

              
                Make me a sheep, please.
              

              
                This house of mine, a sword of Damocles
              

              
                This bane of thinking 
              

              
                This sin of knowing
              

              
                This heart-burning judgment of conscience
              

              
                The three kinds of worries that I may fall into
              

              
                This show of rising higher
              

              
                This curse of bearing responsibility!
              

              
                
                  No! No! I so not want the magnificent pomp!
              

              
                Let all the accounts be cleared after death!
              

              
                Sweet and carefree!
              

              
                Give me a beast’s irresponsibility!
              

              
                O God!
              

              
                Life without a spade but not the curse of labor,
              

              
                The sweet thing is but to crunch the self growing grass!
              

              
                Why the eighty-four types of dishes?
              

              
                Why the tongue artificialised?
              

              
                Why the ears artificialised?
              

              
                Why so many perfumes for a dirty nose?
              

              
                Why the sculpture-writer Vedavyas and a number of works like Shukabahattari fancy false?
              

              
                Why the hard labor of ignorance deep?
              

              
                Why the yoking of the body?
              

              
                So much of tears and cries- all of no use!
              

              
                So much of shrieks of laughters for the change!
              

              
                Why such a great deception over the flaming funeral pyre?
              

              
                Why playing on so many strings?
              

              
                Listen to me!
              

              
                Let the strong sufiet as they like; but knowledge should not belong to me
              

              
                A true hermit is the sheep. *
              

              
                the natural taste being the green,
              

              
                The bleating may not blaspheme the virtues of god
              

              
                Singing the praise in taste, may not the cloth be woven;
              

              
                Cloth may not be woven; let it be grown all over the body.
              

              
                Let me fight with my horns.
              

              
                Let there be no spiritual fight.
              

              
                Let time glide smoothly!
              

              
                Let there be no universal scorching-the atomic destruction of the atheist.
              

              
                Let me not make the false and sophisticated wisdom soar,
              

              
                So that the queer future may give a string!
              

              
                Let not the devil sit on my horns
              

              
                As the symbol of knowledge.
              

              
                Let me not dabble at the trap of civilization;
              

              
                Let me not soar higher leaving the reality behind.
              

              
                Let not my soul fall towards the ideals.
              

              
                Let not the false strings play sweeter songs than “Ba! Ba!”
              

              
                Let me love the lamb.
              

              
                I need only paternal feelings, O Lord
              

              
                This is all I want.
              

              
                No matter If he dies. It is up to the wish of my Lord!
              

              
                Worry I won’t- let not my breast dry till he lives,
              

              
                Until his body becomes full.
              

              
                
                  Or the grass becomes hard
              

              
                And he does not. become able to eat by himself
              

              
                And no doctor is to be called.
              

              
                Let my soul, inclined towards terrible black art, never take speed.
              

              
                Let not jump to the void like a sage.
              

              
                Or with an artificial imagination.
              

              
                Let me not create distorted magic of variegated colors out of magic-less truth 
              

              
                Let me not become a Brahmin to live on dirty water washing away other’s sin; 
              

              
                Let me not advance my feet towards Hell, being fully conscious of sins as the virtuous persons.
              

              
                Let me not reform in order to expose this world.
              

              
                Let me not patch up the old and tattered things.
              

              
                Let me lit the light of life,
              

              
                Like the simple beautiful and un-beautiful light of Nature,
              

              
                When dying
              

              
                Let me reach higher up than thfe sage,
              

              
                And to the heaven, than the Brahmin,
              

              
                To the abode of bliss than the pious,
              

              
                Let me not point out a defect!
              

              
                Let me have divine animality, O Providence,
              

              
                Be kind to me and seize me quickly!
              

              
                Come! Please!
              

              
                Make me a sheep right now.
              

              
                
                  
                    Glossary
                
              

              a sword of Damocles (np.): a bad or unpleasant thing that makes frightened

              abode (n.): - an omen

              bane (n.): something that causes trouble and make people unhappy

              crunch (v.): to crush grass noisily between the teeth while eating

              distorted (adj.): twisted, or changed

              pomp (n.): impressive decoration

              Pyre (n.): a large pile of wood on which a dead body is placed and burned

              sage (n.): a wise person

              shriek (n.): a loud high shout with excitement

              tattered (adj.): old and bad or tom condition

              variegated (adj): having differently coloured sports

              void (n.): a large empty space

              Yoke (v.): to bring together with a yoke to do hard work

              
                
                  Exercises
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	Why does the speaker request God to make him a sheep?

                	What are the three kinds of worries that the speaker may fall into?

                	What does the speaker mean by 'Let all the accounts be cleared after death!"?

                	Does this poem tell anything about heaven and hell, welfare and sin? Explain.

                	Why are the tears and cries of us useless?

                	How is the sheep a true hermit?

                	How does the speaker like tobe alienated from the present over competitive materialism?

                	Does the speaker have a wish to r eturn to the natural life style?

                	The speaker requests God to bless him divine animosity. Does not he enjoy in being human? Give reason.

                	How does the speaker satire to the washing of Brahmin? Can we wash sin away?

              

              
                
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Write the critical appreciation of the poem.

                	The sheep is the symbol of romantic natural civilization. Explain.

                	Explain the following extract with reference to the context:

              

              
                
                  Sweet and carefree!
                
              

              
                
                  Give me a beast’s irresponsibility !
                
              

              
                	The poem depicts the tension and burden of human life and appraises the simple natural life of a sheep. Do you think this way of thinking has any significance in human struggle? Does not this poem discourage us to face the challenges of life? Give reason.

              

            
            
              
                
              

              11. Abiku by Wole Soyinka

              
                
                  WOLE SOYINKA
                
              

              Wole Soyinka was born on 13 July, 1934. He is a Nigerian writer, poet and playwright. He was awarded the 1986 Noble Prize in literature, where he was recognized as a man who in a wide cultural perspective and with poetic overtones fashions the drama of existence. Soyinka who received his education at home and abroad (i.e in English literature at the University of Leeds) was a professor of creative writing at the English Deportment of the University of Naveda, Las Vegas. He presents himself as a consistent and out spoken critic of many Nigerian military dictators in specific and of worldwide political tyrannies in general. A great deal of his writing has been concerned with the opposite boots and the irrelevance of the color of the foot that wears it. He wrote several plays and poems on the themes: political tyrannies, gender discrimination and color discrimination.

              The poem Abiku is a mythical - cum' mysterious poem in narrative mode. Abiku is a Yoruba mythology which is a compound word for Abi (born) and ku (die). It is a name given to a spirit child that is believed to die early and reincarnate to be borne by the same woman, only to die and return again. It is a Yoruba word that can be translated as "Predestined to death". It refers to the spirit of children who die before reaching puberty: a child who dies before twelve years of age being called an Abiku. It is the belief that the spirit does not ever plan to 'stay put in life' so it is indifferent to the plight of its mother and her grief. The spirits themselves are believed to live in trees. In this poem, we have Abiku impudently and mischievously boasting of his power to overcome all attempt to hold him. It presents the elusive`21`cc eness of the Abiku instead of sympathizing with the mothers. There is interplay between individual predicament vis-a-vis social responsibilities.

              
                
                  Abiku
                
              

              In vain your bangles cast

              Charmed circles at my feet

              I am Abiku, calling for the first

              And repeated time.

              Must I weep for goats and cowries

              For palm oil and sprinkled ask?

              Yams do not sprout amulets

              To earth Abiku's limbs.

              
                So when the snail is burnt in his shell,

              Whet the heated fragment, brand me

              Deeply on the breast - you must know him

              When Abiku calls again.

              I am the squirrel teeth, cracked

              The riddle of the palm; remember

              This, and dig me deeper still into

              The god's swollen foot.

              Once and the repeated time, ageless

              Though I puke, and when you pour

              Libations, each finger points me near

              The way I came, where

              The ground is wet with mourning

              White dew suckles flesh-birds

              Evening befriends the spider, trapping

              Flies in wine-froth;

              Night, and Abiku sucks the oil

              From lamps. Mothers!

              I'll be the Suppliant snake coiled on the doorstep

              Yours the killing cry.

              The ripest fruit was saddest

              Where I crept, the warmth was cloying.

              In silence of webs, Abiku moans, shaping

              Mounds from the yolk.

              
                
                  
                    
                      
                        Glossary 
                    
                  
                
              

              
                
                  
                    	bangle (n)
                    	a piece of jeweler in the form of a large ring of gold or silver worn loosely around the wrist
                  

                  
                    	cast (v)
                    	to appear or make light
                  

                  
                    	charmed circle (n)
                    	a group of people who have special influence
                  

                  
                    	cowrie (n)
                    	a small shiny shell that was used influence
                  

                  
                    	sprinkle (v)
                    	to throw drops of a liquid
                  

                  
                    	yam (n)
                    	the large roof of a tropical plant cooked as vegetable
                  

                  
                    	sprout (v)
                    	to produce new leaves
                  

                  
                    	amulet (n)
                    	a piece of jeweler that protects from bad luck, illness, etc
                  

                  
                    	whet (v)
                    	to increase desire, in something
                  

                  
                    	puke (v)
                    	to vomit
                  

                  
                    	libation (n)
                    	a gift of wine to a god
                  

                  
                    	wine- froth (n)
                    	a mass of bubbles of wine, foam
                  

                  
                    	suckle (v)
                    	
                      to feed milk from the breast

                      /

                    
                  

                
              

              Cloying (adj):- unpleaseant

              Yolk (n.):- the round yellow part in the middle of the egg

              
                
                  Exercise 
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	
                  What does the poet want to say by using the rhetorical questions "Must I weep for goats and cowries"?
                

                	
                  The speaker says - I am Abiku, calling for the first and repeated time. Why does he call repeated time?
                

                	
                  What is the meaning of 'Abiku in the poem?
                

                	
                  What is the tone of the poem? Sad or happy? Explain.
                

                	
                  The poem creates a picture of horror and Abiku appears to flourish in this nightmare world of death and impossibilities. Explain.
                

                	
                  What is the theme of this poem?
                

                	
                  Image of desperate wickedness is presented in line 1-4 because Abiku boasts of the ability to prevent every sacrifice offered him peace. Do you find other such images in the poem? Explain with meaning.
                

                	
                  Why does Abiku say to dig him deeper into the god's swollen foot?
                

                	
                  What does Abiku do at night?
                

                	
                  How does Abiku moan?
                

                	
                  
                    In line 29, there is paradox - The ripest fruit was saddest. In our general sense the ripest fruit should be happiest because it has reached its maturity. But in hidden sense, it is sad because it will first drop and die. Find such other seeming!) paradoxical line but meaningful in hidden sense.
                

                	
                  What are the things and activities through which Abiku tell to do to his mother?
                

                	
                  What are the things, forms and activities through which Abiku presents himsek and plague the mother?
                

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	
                  Write a critical appreciation of the poem.
                

                	
                  In Yoruba belief, it is the same child who dies and returns again and again to plague the mother. Does your culture and religion have such type of other mythological belief? Explain.
                

                	
                  Some people believe that even though our physical body dies, our soul never dies. Either it suffers in Purgatory and come back to give trouble to the family or takes life in another living being. Do you agree with this believe or not? Give your logic.
                

              

            
            
              
                
              

              12. A Woman by Gabriela Mistral

              
                
                  GABRIELA MISTRAL
                
              

              Gabriela Mistral (1889-1957) was a Chilean poet, educator, diplomat, and feminist. She was awarded the Noble Prize in Literature in 1945 as the first Latin American writer. She was born and raised in the poor areas of Northern Chile where she was in close contact with the poor from her early life. She started helping her family as an assistant teacher in the public school system. She taught at four American colleges - Barnard, Middlebury, Mills, and Vassar. She defended the right of children, women, and the poor: the freedoms of democracy, and the need for peace in times of social, political, and ideological conflicts in the whole world. She always took the side of those who were mistreated by society; children, women, Native Americans, Jews, war victims, workers and the poor and she tried to speak for them through poetry. She began her long relationship with the United States with the publication of her first book, Desolation, in New York. Her works, both in verse and prose, deal with the basic passion of love to mother, children, and all humankind. She was loved and honored throughout the world as one of the great humanistic voice.

              The poem ' A Woman' depicts the love and responsibility of a mother to a child in the absence of his father. The mother struggles to grow up the child with care and love tolerating the hardship and difficulty of single life seeing the bright future. She is hopeful of seeing a miraculous days of her child.

              
                
                  A Woman
                
              

              Where her house used to be she stays

              as if it had never burned.

              She speaks only her soul’s words,

              and to those who pass, none.

              When she says “Aleppo pine”

              she’s not saying a tree but a child

              and when she says “little stream”

              or “golden mirror,” she says the same.

              When night falls she counts
the charred sticks of her house

              or, lifting her brow,

              sees her Aleppo pine stand tall

              (The day she lives for its night

              and the night for its miracle.)

              In every tree she raises

              the one they laid in the ground,

              and in the fire of her breast

              she holds him, warms him, wraps him round.

              Glossary

              Charred (adj.): - burnt and black

              Crow (n.): - eyebrow

              Miracle (n.): - an event that does not follow the laws of nature

              Wrap (v.): to cover for protection

              
                
                  Exercise
                
              

              
                
                  Exploring the Test
                
              

              
                	What is the relation between the woman and the child in the poem?

                	Why is a child like a 'little stream' and 'a golden mirror'?

                	Why does the woman count the charred sticks of her house when night falls?

                	What does the speaker mean by-"in the fire of her breast she holds him"?

                	The speaker says" she speaks only her soul's words and to those who pass, none' What does this line indicate?

                	Does the word 'Night' indicate any hardship of the mother? Give reason.

              

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                  .
                
              

              
                	Write the critical appreciation of the poem.

                	What figure of speech do you find in the poem? Explain with example.

                	"The parents tolerate severe hardship to grow, care, and protect children with the hope of their bright future". Do you agree? Give your reason.

                	Explain the following extract of the poem with reference to the context:

                	In every tree she raises

                	the one they laid in the ground,

                	and in the fire of her breast

                	she holds him, warms him, wraps him round.

              

            
          
        
        
          
            
          

          Unit 4: Dramas

          
            
              
                
                  Learning Objectives:
                
              
            
          

          
            
              On completion of studying this unit, students will be able to:
            
          

          
            	Identify and describe the elements of drama such as plot, characters, dialogue and setting,

            	Identify and describe the fivefold structure of drama: Exposition, Conflict. Rising Action, Climax and Falling Action/'Denouement.

            	Identify and explain the meanings of phrases, sentences and expressions used in the play according to the context,

            	Comprehend the given text and answer the questions based on it,

            	explain the given extracts from the play with reference to the context.

            	paraphrase the specific extracts from the drama.

            	write a summary of the play and justify its title.

            	write a critical appreciation of the play.

            	give a brief background information of the dramatist/play wright,

            	compose a meaningful dialogue on the given topic and-

            	compose a skit/one act play.

          

          
            
              
            

            Introduction to Drama

            Drama is a work of storytelling in which actors represent the characters. It addresses to the spectators. It is for eyes and ears. Drama is for seeing and performing in a stage. The speech is facilitated with gestures, facial expression, bodily stances, light, setting, etc. The term drama has been derived from the Greek 'dran' which means 'to do or action or deed'. It generally comprises dialogue, characters and performance rather than reading. The final literary genre is drama. This genre includes all plays or anything meant to be performed. In this way, one can argue that all scripted television shows and movies are a part of drama: they are written with the intention of being performed for an audience. The great playwright Shakespeare himself wrote for that same reason. All of Shakespeare's plays, the Ancient Greek plays, and any modern dax musicals and shows are examples of drama. Drama reflects human behavior in the forrr. of a story through acting and dance. The elements contained in it and the components ot the plot form the basis for classifying drama into specific categories.

            Drama is the most interesting form of literature. It occupies the central place in a language classroom. It develops oral skill. Students can really see language in action and use. They have high involvement in watching drama. Drama creates meaningfu. context for the use of language. From the conversation of the drama, students get exposure and motivation in study.

            The followings are the elements of drama:

            
              	
                
                  The plot
                
                : It is the arrangement of events in a sequence which consists of exposition, foreshadowing, dramatic question, rising action, crisis, climax, suspense, falling action, and conclusion.
              

              	
                
                  Characters
                
                : Characters are the people who represent particular characteristic in the society. They play various roles in the drama. They can be stock, rounded, protagonists, antagonists, flat, etc.
              

              	
                
                  Setting
                
                : It refers to the place and time in which the events take place.
              

              	
                
                  Conflict
                
                : It refers to the tension or fight between characters. It makes the play more interesting.
              

              	
                
                  Dialogue
                
                : It is the speech that the characters speak. Dialogues are carefully constructed in a drama as they should look like natural, real and true of life and situation.
              

            

            In the original meaning of the word comedy refers to a genre of drama during the Dionysia festivals of ancient Athens. It is a play in which the main characters manage to avert an impending disaster and have a happy ending. When the characters get in troubles due to errors and w eakness, we laugh but later they get success in their aim.

            
              A tragedy is a serious play in which the chief figures pass through a series of misfortunes leading to a final, devastating catastrophe. Traditionally a tragedy is divided i nto five acts. The first act introduces the character in a state of happiness. The second act introduces a problem which reaches a point of crisis in the third act. In the fourth act, the main characters fail to avoid the crisis and disaster occurs. The fifth act traditionally revels the grim consequences of that failure.

            The tragicomedy evokes pity, fear, and laughter through the same play. As its name suggests, its subject matter is serious as a tragedy, develops as a tragedy, but ends happily as a comedy. There is a mixture of tear and laughter. There is a sense of relief in a tragicomedy. For the modern theatres nothing can be taken entirely seriously or lightly. Some plays that have serious main plot and comic sub-plots are called tragicomedies or tragedies by Polonius. The vivid distinction between tragedies and comedies of the past has been eroded. It has a strong tragic background with a comic ending. In fact, literature is the mirror of the society. Life is neither only tragic nor comic but mixture of the both. Therefore, it best describes human life.

            
              
                
              

              1. All My Son by Arthur Miller

              
                
                  ARTHUR MILLER
                
              

              Arthur Miller (1915-2005) was an American playwright and essayist of 20th century American theater. He is best known for his play 'Death of a Salesman (1949). He wrote several screenplays and was most noted for his work on The Misfits. His father's desperation due to business failures had an enormous effect on Miller. After graduating from high school, he worked a number of jobs and saved up the money for college. In 1934, he enrolled in the University of Michigan and spent much of the next four years learning to write and working on a number of well-received plays. Then he returned to New York and worked as a freelance writer. His first play is "The Man Who Had All The Luck". His other plays are The Crucible, A View from the Bridge, etc. He wrote "Death of a Salesman" after the success of "All My Sons". He wrote 'All my Sons' as a final attempt as writing a commercially successful play.

              The play "All My Sons" is based upon a true story about a manufacturer who sells faulty parts to the military in order to save his business. It is a tragic and classic play. It deals with the tragic conflict between family loyalties and the social responsibility. All the characters in the play are concerned with the establishment and maintenance of family life. Joe Keller is the head. He has run a successful manufacturing business both during and after the Second World War. Joe cares primarily about the happiness of his wife Kate and his son Chris, who works with him in the family business. Lary, another son, was lost in a plane crash that caused the kind of difficult choices and forced Joe and Steve into their fateful decision to allow the production of cracked parts for American plane. This play also reflects post-Second World War American society: the belief that the acquisition of wealth and material possessions was part of American power. Joe believes that he must acquire wealth in order to please his family and make something of himself in the world. The play also attempts to parse who is guilt for Lary's death.

              
                
                  ALL MY SONS
                
              

              
                
                  Characters:
                
              

              Joe Keller (Keller) Kate Keller (Mother)

              Chris Keller Ann Deever

              George Deever Dr. Jim Bayliss (Jim)

              Sue Bayliss Frank Lubey

              Lydia Lubey

            
            
              
                
              

              ACT ONE

              
                
                  The back yard of the Keller home in the outskirts of an American town. August of our era
                
              

              
                
                  The stage is hedged on right and left by tall, closely planted poplars which lend the yard a secluded atmosphere. Upstage is filled by the back of the house and its open, unroofed porch which extends into the yard some six feet. The house is two stiries high and has seven rooms. It wiuld have cost perhaps fifteen thousand in the early twenties when it was built. Now it is nicely painted, looks tight and comfortable, and yard is reen with sod, here and there plants whose season is gone. At the right, beside the house, the entrance of the driveway can be seen, but the poplars cut off view of its continuation downstage. In the left corner, downstage, stands the four-foot-high stump of a slender apple tree whose upper trunk and branches lie toppled beside it, fruit still clinging to its branches.
                
              

              
                
                  Downstage right is a small, trellised arbor, shaped like a sea shell, with a decorative bulb hanging from its forward curving roof. Carden chairs and a table are scattered about. A garbage pail on the ground next to the porch steps, a wire leaf burner near it.
                
              

              
                
                  On the rise: It is early Sunday morning. Joe Keller is sitting in the sun reading the want ads of the Sunday paper, the other sections of which lie neatly on the ground beside him. Behind his back, inside the arbor, Doctor Jim Bayliss is reading part of the paper at the table.
                
              

              
                
                  Keller is nearing sixty. A heavy man of stolid mind and build, a business man these many years, but with the imprint* of the machineshop worker and boss still upon him. When he reads, when he speaks, when he listens, it is with the terrible concentration of the uneducated man for whom there is still wonder in many commonly known things, a man whose judgements must be dredged out of experience and a peasant like common sense. A man among men. Doctor Bayliss is nearly forty. A wry self controlled man, an easy talker, but with a wisp of sadness that clings even to his self effacing humor.
                
              

              
                
                  At curtain, Jim is standing at left, staring at the broken tree. He taps a pipe on it, blows through the pipe, feels in his pockets for tobacco, then speaks.
                
              

              
                Jim : Where's your tobacco?

              Keller : I think I left it on the table.

              
                
                  Jim goes slowly to table on the arbor, fings a pouch, and sits there on the bench, filling his pipe.
                
              

              Keller :Gonna rain tonight.

              Jim :Paper says so?

              Keller :Yeah, right here.

              Jim :Then it can't rain.

              Frank Lubey enters, through a small space between the poplars. Frank is thirty two but balding. A pleasant, opinionated man, uncertain of himself, with a tendency toward peevishness when crossed, but always wanting it pleasantly and neighborly. He rather saunters in, leisurely, nothing to do. He does not notice Jim in the arbor. On his greeting, Jim does not bother looking up.

              Frank : Hya.

              Keller :Hello, Frank. What's doin'?

              Frank : Nothin'. Walking off my breakfast, {looks up at the sky} That beautiful? Not a cloud in the sky.

              Keller :{looking up} Yeah, nice.

              Frank :Every Sunday ought to be like this.

              Keller :{indicating the sections beside him} Want the paper?

              Frank :What's the difference, it's all bad news. What's today's calamity?

              Keller :I don't know, I don't read the news part anymore. It's more interesting in

              the want ads.

              Frank :Why, you trying to buy something?

              Keller : No, I'm just interested. To see what people want, y'know? For instance here's a guy is lookin' for two.Newfoundland dogs. Now what's he want with two Newfoundland dogs?

              Frank : That is funny.

              Keller : Here's another one. Wanted, old dictionaries. High prices paid. Now what's a man going to do with an old dictionary?

              Frank : Why not? Probably a book collector.

              Keller : You mean he'll make a living out of that?

              Frank : Sure, there's a lot of them.

              
                Keller : {shaking his head} All the kind of business goin' on. In my day, either you were a lawyer, or a doctor, or you worked in a shop. Now...

              Frank : Well, I was going to be a forester once.

              Keller Well, that shows you. In my day, there was no such think. {Scanning

              the page, sweeping it with his hand} You look at a page like this you realize how ignorant you are. {softly, with wonder, as he scans page} Psss!

              Frank : {noticing tree} Hey, what happened to your tree?

              Keller : Ain't that aweful? The wind must've got it last night. You heard the

              wind didn't you?

              Frank : Yeah, I got a mess in my yard, too. {goes to tree} What a pity, {turning to Keller} What did Kate say?

              Keller : They're all asleep yet. I'm just waiting for her to see it.

              Frank : {struck} You know? Its funny.

              Keller : What?

              Frank : Larry was bom in August. He'd be twenty seven this month. And his tree blows down.

              Keller : {touched} I'm surprised you remember his birthday, Frank. That's nice.

              Frank : Well, I'm working on his horoscope.

              Keller : How can you make him a horoscope? That's for the future, ain't it?

              Frank : Well, what I'm doing is this, see. Larry was reported missing on

              November twenty fifth, right?

              Keller : Yeah?

              Frank : Well, then, we assume that if he was killed it was on November twenty fifth. Now, whafKate wants...

              Keller :Oh, Kate asked you to amke a horoscope?

              Frank :Yeah, what she wants to find out is whther November twenty-fifth was a favorable day for Larry.

              Keller :What is that, favorable day?

              Frank :Well, a favorable day for a person is a fortunate day, according to thestars. In other words, it would be practically impossible for him to have died on his favorable day.

              Keller : Well, was that his favorable day? November twenty fifth?

              
                Frank : That's what I'm working on to find out. It takes time! See, the point is, if November twenty fifth was his favorable day, then it's completely possible he's alive somewhere, because, I mean, it's possible.

              {he notices Jim now. Jim is looking at him as though at an idiot. To Jim, with an uncertain laugh:} I didn't even see you.

              Keller : {to Jim} Is he talkin'sense?

              Jim : He's alright. He's just completely out of his mind, that's all.

              Frank : {peeved} The trouble with you is, you don't believe in anything.

              Jim : And your trouble is that you believe in anything. You didn't see my kid this morning, did you?

              Frank : No.

              Keller :Imagine? He walked off with his thermometer. Right out of his bag.

              Jim :{getting up} What a problem. One look at a girl and he takes her

              temperature, {goes to the driveway, looks upstage toward street}

              Frank :That boy's going to be a real doctor. He's smart.

              Jim :Over my dead body he'll be a doctor. A good beginning, too.

              Frank : Why? It's an honorable profession.

              Jim : {looking at him tiredly} Frank, will you stop talking like a civics book? Keller laughs

              Frank : Why, I saw a movie a couple of weeks ago, reminded me of you. Here was a doctor in that picture...

              Keller : Don Ameche!

              Frank : I think it was, yeah. And he worked in his basement discovering things. That's what you ought to do. You could help humanity instead of ...

              Jim : I would love to help humanity on a Warner Brothers salary.

              Keller : {pointing at him, laughing} That's very good, Jim.

              Jim : {looking toward house} Well, where's the beautiful girl that was supposed to be here?

              Frank : {excited} Annie came?

              Keller : Sure, sleepin' upstairs. We picked her up on the one o'clock train last night. Wonderful thing. Girl leaves here, a scrawny kid. Couple of years go by, she's a regular woman. Hardly recognized her, and she was running in and out of this yard all her life. That was a very happy family used to live in your house, Jim.

              
                Jim : Like to meet her. The block can use a pretty girl. In the whole neighborhood there's not a damned thing to look at. {Sue, Jim's wife, enters. She is rounding forty, an overweight woman who fears it. On seeing her, Jim wryly adds:} except my wife, of course.

              Sue : {in same spirit} Mrs. Adams is on the phone, you dog.

              Jim : {to Keller} Such is the condition which prevails, {going to his wife}

              My love, my light.

              Sue : Don't sniff around me. {pointing to their house:} And give her a nasty

              answer. I can smell the perfume over the phone.

              Jim : What’s the matter with her now?

              Sue : I don't know dear. She sounds like she's in terrible pain. Unless her mouth is full of candy.

              Jim : Why don't you just tell her to lay down?

              Sue : She enjoys it more when you tell her to lay down. And when are you going to see Mr. Hubbard?

              Jim : My dear, Mr. Hubbard is not sick, and I have better things to do than to sit there and hold his hand.

              Sue : It seems to me that for ten dollars you could hold his hand.

              Jim : {to Keller} If you son wants to play golf tell him I'm ready. Or if he'd

              like to take a trip around the world for about thirty years, {he exits}

              Keller : Why do you needle him? He's a doctor, women are supposed to call him up.

              Sue : All I said was Mrs. Adams is on the phone. Can I have some of your

              parsley?

              Keller : Yeah, sure. {Sue goes to parsley box and pulls some parsley} You were a nurse too long, Susie. You're too ... too ... realistic.

              Sue : {laughing, pointing at him} Now you said it!

              Lydia Lubey enters. She is a robust, laughing girl of twenty seven.

              Lydia : Frank, the toaster ... {sees the others} Hya.

              Keller : Hello!

              Lydia : {to Frank} The toaster is off again. Frank: Well, plug it in, I just fixed it.

              Lydia : {kindly, but insistently} Please, dear, fix it back like it was before.

              Frank : I don't know why you can't learn to turn on a simple thing like a toaster!

              {He exits}

              
                Keller : You want the paper?

              Chris : That's all right, just the book section.

              He bends down and pulls out part of the paper on porch floor.

              Keller : You're always reading the book section and you never buy a book.

              Chris : {coming down to settee} I like to keep abreast of my ignorance. He sits on the settee.

              Keller : What is that, every week a new book comes out?

              Chris : Lots of new books.

              Keller : All different?

              Chris : All different.

              
                
                  Keller shakes his head, puts knife down on bench, takes oilstone up to the cabinet.
                
              

              Keller : Psss! Annie up yet?

              Chris : Mother's giving her breakfast in the dining room.

              Keller : {looking at the broken tree} See what happened to the tree?

              Chris : {without looking up} Yeah.

              Keller : What's mother going to say?

              
                
                  Bert runs up from driveway. He is about eight. He jumps on stool, then on Keller's back.
                
              

              Bert : You're finally up.

              Keller : {swinging him around and putting him down} Ha! Bert's here! Where's

              Tommy? He's got his father's thermometer again.

              Bert : He’s taking a reading.

              Chris : What!

              Bert : But it's only oral.

              Keller : Oh, well, there's no harm in oral. So what's new this morning, Bert?

              Bert : Nothin'. {He goes to the broken tree, walks around it}

              Keller : Then you couldn't've made a complete inspection of the block. In the beginning, when I first made you a policeman you used to come in every morning with something new. Now, nothin's ever new.

              Bert : Except some kids from Thirtieth Street. They started kicking a can down the block, and I made them go away because you were sleeping.

              Keller : Now you're talkin', Bert. Now you're on the ball. First thing you know I'm liable to make you a detective.

              
                Bert : {pulling him down by the lapel and whispering in his ear} Can I see the jail now?

              Keller : Seein'the jail ain't allowed, Bert. You know that.

              Bert : Aw, I betcha there isn't even a jail. I don't see any bars on the cellar

              windows.

              Keller : Bert, on my word of honor there's a jail in the basement. I showed you my gun, didn't I?

              Bert : But that's a hunting gun.

              Keller : That's an arresting gun!

              Bert : Then why don't you ever arrest anybody? Tommy sad another dirty word to Doris yesterday, and you didn't even demote him.

              Keller chuckles and winks at Chris, who is enjoying all this.

              Keller : Yeah, that's a dangerous character, that Tommy, {beckons him closer} What word does he say?

              Bert : {backing away quickly in great embarrassment} Oh, I can't say that.

              Keller : {grabbing him by the shirt and pulling him back} Well, gimme an idea.

              Bert : I can't. It's not a nice word.

              Keller : Just whisper it in my ear. I'll close my eyes. Maybe I won't even hear it.

              
                
                  Bert, on tiptoe, puts his lips to Keller's ear, then in unbearble embarrassment, steps back.
                
              

              Bert : I can't, Mr. Keller.

              Chris : {laughing} Don't make him do that.

              Keller : Okay, Bert. I take your word. Now go out, and keep both eyes peeled.

              Bert : {interested} For what?

              Keller : For what! Bert* the whole neighborhood is depending on you. A policeman don't ask questions. Now peel them eyes!

              Bert : {mystified, but willing} Okay, {he runs offstage back of arbor}

              Keller : {calling after him} And mum's the word, Bert.

              Bert stops and sticks his head through the arbor.

              Bert : About what?

              Keller : Just in general. Be very careful.

              Bert : {nodding in bewilderment} Okay, {he exits}

              Keller : {laughing} I got all the kids crazy!

              
                Chris : One of these days, they'll all come in here and beat your brains out. Keller: What's she going to say? Maybe we ought to tell her before she sees it. Chris: She saw it.

              Keller : How could she see it? I was the first one up. She was still in bed.

              Chris : She was out here when it broke.

              Keller : When?

              Chris : About four this morning, {indicating window above them} I heard it cracking and I woke up and looked out. She was standing right there when it cracked.

              Keller : What was she doing out here four in the morning?

              Chris : I don't know. When it cracked she ran back into the house and cried in

              the kitchen.

              Keller : Did you talk to her?

              Chris : No, I... I figured the best thing was to leave her alone. Pause.

              Keller : {deeply touched} She cried hard?

              Chris : I could hear her right through the floor of my room.

              Keller : {after slight pause} What was she doing out here at that hour? {Chris

              silent. With an undertone of anger showing} She's dreaming about him again. She's walking around at night.

              Chris : I guess she is.

              Keller : She’s getting just like after he died, {slight pause} What's the meaning of that?

              Chris : I don't know the meaning of it. {slight pause} But I know one thing, Dad. We've made a terrible mistake with Mother.

              Keller : What?

              Chris : Being dishonest with her. That kind of thing always pays off, and now it's paying off.

              Keller : What do you mean, dishonest?

              Chris : You know Larry's not coming back and I know it. Why do we allow her to go on thinking that we believe with her?

              Keller : What do you want to do, argue with her?

              Chris : I don't want to argue with her, but it's time she realized that nobody

              believes Larry is alive any more. {Keller simply moves away, thinking, looking at the ground} Why shouldn't she dream of him, walk the nights waiting for him? Do we contradict her? Do we say straight out that we have no hope any more? That we haven't had any home for years now?

              
                Keller : {frightened at the thought} You can't say that to her.

              Chris : We've got to say it to her.

              Keller : How're you going to prove it? Can you prove it?

              Chris : For God's sake, three years! Nobody comes back after three years. It's insane.

              Keller : To you it is, and to me. But not to her. You can talk yourself blue in the face, but there's no body and no grave, so where are you?

              Chris : Sit down, Dad. I want to talk to you. Keller looks at him searchingly a moment

              Keller : The trouble is the Goddam newspapers. Every month some boy turns up

from nowhere, so the next one is going to be Larry, so...

              Chris : All right, all right, listen to me. {slight pause. Keller sits on settee} You know why I asked Annie here, don't you?

              Keller : {he knows, but} Why?

              Chris : You know.

              Keller : Well, I got an idea, but... What's the story?

              Chris : I'm going to ask her to marry me. {slight pause. Keller nods}

              Keller : Well, that's only your business, Chriss.

              Chris : You know it’s not only my business.

              Keller : What do you want me to do? You're old enough to know your own mind.

              Chris : {asking, annoyed} Then it's all right, I'll go ahead with it?

              Keller : Well, you want to be sure Mother isn't going to...

              Chris : Then it isn't just my business.

              Keller ; I'm just sayin'...

              Chris : Sometimes you infuriate me, you know that? Isn't it your business, too. if I tell this to Mother and she throws a fit about it? You have such a talent for ignoring things.

              Keller : I ignore what I gotta ignore. The girl is Larry's girl.

              Chris : She's not Larry's girl.

              Keller : From Mother's point of view he is not dead and you have no right tc take his girl. {slight pause} Now you can go on from there if you know where to go, but I'm tell in' you I don't know where to go. See? I don't know. Now what can I do for you?

              
                Chris : I don't know why it is, but every time I reach out for something I want, I have to pull back because other people will suffer. My whole bloody life, time after time after time.

              Keller : You're a considerate fella, there's nothing wrong in that.

              Chris : To hell with that.

              Keller : Did you ask Annie yet?

              Chris : I wanted to get this settled first.

              Keller : How do you know she'll marry you? Maybe she feels the same way

              Mother does?

              Chris : Well, if she does, then that's the end of it. From her letters I think she's forgotten him. I'll find out. And then we'll thrash it out with Mother? Right? Dad, don't avoid me.

              Keller : The trouble is, you don't see enough women. You never did.

              Chris : So what? I'm not fast with women.

              Keller : I don't see why it has to be Annie.

              Chris : Because it is.

              Keller : That's a good answer, but it don't answer anything. You haven't seen her since you went to war. It's five years.

              Chris : I can't help it. I know her best. I was brought up next door to her. These years when I think of someone for my wife, I think of Annie. What do you want, a diagram?

              Keller : I don't want a diagram... I ..I'm... She thinks he's coming back Chris. You marry that girl and you're pronouncing him dead. Now what's going to happen to mother? Do you know? I don't, {pause}

              Chris : All right, then, Dad.

              Keller : {thinking Chris has retreated} Give it some more thougth.

              Chris : I've given it three years of thought. I'd hoped that if I waited, Mother would forget Larry and then we'd have a regular wedding and everything happy. But if that can't happen here, then I'll have to get out.

              Keller : What the hell is this?

              Chris : I'll get out. I'll get married and live some place else. Maybe in New York.

              Keller : Are you crazy?

              Chris : I've been a good son too long, a good sucker. I'm through with it.

              
                Keller : You've got a business here. What the hell is this?

              Chris : The business! The business doesn't inspire me.

              Keller : Must you be inspired?

              Chris : Yes. I like it an hour a day. If I have to grub for money all day long _

              least at evening I want it beautiful. I want a family, I want some kids want to build something that I can give myself to. Annie is in middle of that. Now ... where to I find it?

              Keller : You mean... {goes to him} Tell me something, you mean you'd leave the business? Chris : Yes. On this I would.

              Keller : {after a pause} Well... you don't want to think like that.

              Chris : Then help me stay here.

              Keller : All right, but... but don't think like that. Because what the hell did I won

              for? That's only for you, Chris, the whole shootin' match is for you!

              Chris : I know that, Dad. Just you help me stay here.

              Keller : {putting a fist up to Chris's jaw} But don't think that way, you hear me ’

              Chris : I am thinking that way.

              Keller : {lowering his hand} I don't understand you, do I?

              Chris : No, you don't. I'm a pretty tough guy.

              Keller : Yeah, I can see that.

              Mother appears on porch. She is in her early fifties, a woman uncontrolled inspirations and an overwhelming capacity for love.

              Mother : Joe?

              Chris : {going toward porch} Hello, Mom.

              Mother : {indicating house behind her. To Keller} Did you take a bag from unde- the sink?

              Keller : Yeah, I put it in the pail.

              Mother : Well, get it out of the pail. That's my potatoes.

              Chris bursts out laughing. Goes up into alley.

              Keller : {laughing} I thought it was garbage.

              Mother : Will you do me a favor, Joe? Don't be helpful.

              Keller : I can afford another bag of potatoes.

              Mother : Minnie scoured that pail in boiling water last night. It's cleaner thar your teeth.

              
                Keller : And I don't understand why, after I worked forty years and I got a maid, why I have to take out the garbage.

              Mother : If you would make up your mind that every back in the kitchen isn't full of garbage you wouldn't be throwing out my vegetables. Last time it was the onions..

              Chris comes on, hands her bag.

              Keller : I don't like garbage in the house.

              Mother : Then don't eat. {she goes into the kitchen with bag}

              Chris : That settles you for today.

              Keller : Yeah, I'm in last place again. I don't know, once upon a time I used to think that when I got money again I would have a maid and my wife would take it easy. Now I got money, and I got a maid, and my wife is workin' for the maid, {he sits in one of the chairs}

              Mother comes out on last line. She carries a pot of string beans.

              Mother : It's her day off, what are you crabbing about?

              Chris : {to Mother} Isn't Annie finished eating?

              Mother : {looking around preoccupiedly at yard} She'll be right out. {moves}

              That wid did some job on this place, {of the tree} So much for that, thank Got.

              Keller : {indicating chair beside him} Sit down, take it easy.

              Mother : {pressing her hand to top of her head} I've got such a funny pain on the

              top of my head.

              Chris : Can I get you an aspirin?

              Mother picks a few petals off ground, stands there smelling them in her hand, then sprinkles them over plants.

              Mother : No more roses. It's so funny... everything decides to happen at the same time. This month is is birthday, his tree blows down, Annie comes. Everything that happened seems to be coming back. I was just down the cellar, and what do I stumble over? His baseball glove. I haven't seen it in a century.

              Chris : Don't you think Annie looks well?

              Mother : Fine. There's no question about it. She's a beauty... I still don’t know what brought her here. Not that I'm not glad to see her, but...

              
                Chris : I just thought we'd all like to see each other again, {mother just looks at him, nodding ever so slightly, almost as though admitting something} And I wanted to see her myself.

              Mother : {as her nods halt, to Keller} The only think is I think her nose got longer. But I'll always love that girl. She's one that didn't jump into bed with somebody else as soon as it happened with her fella.

              Keller : {as though that were impossible for Annie} Oh, what're you...

              Mother : Never mind. Most of them didn't waid till the telegrams were opened.

              I'm just glad she came, so you can see I'm not completely out of my mind, {sits, and rapidly breaks string beans in the pot}

              Chris : Just because she isn't married doesn't mean she's been mourning Larry.

              Mother : {with an undercurrent of observation} Why then isn't she?

              Chris : {a little flustered} Well... it could have been any number of things.

              Mother : {directly at him} Like what, for instance?

              Chris : {embarrassed, but standing his ground} I don't know. Whatever it is.

              Can I get you an aspirin? Mother puts her hand to her head. She gets up and goes aimlessly toward the trees on rising.

              Mother : It's not like a headache.

              Keller : You don't sleep, that's why. She's wearing out more bedroom slippers than shoes. Mother : I had a terrible night, {she stops moving} I never had a night like that.

              Chris : {looking at Keller} What was it, Mom? Did you dream?

              Mother : More, more than a dream.

              Chris : {hesitantly} About Larry?

              Mother : I was fast asleep and... {raising her arm over the audience} Remember the way he used* to fly low past the house when he was in training? When we used to see his face in the cockpit going by? That's the way I saw him. Only high up. Way, way up, where the clouds are. He was sc real I could reach out and touch him. And suddenly he started to fall And crying, crying to me...Mom, Mom! I could hear him like he was in the room. Mom! ...it was his voice! If I could touch him I knew I coulc stop him, if I could only... {breaks off, allowing her outstretched han: to fall} I woke up and it was so funny. The wind... it was like the I roaring of his engine. I came out here... I must've still been half asleep I I could hear that roaring like he was going by. The tree snapped right ir front of me... and I like... came awake, {she is looking at tree. Shsuddenly realizes something, turns with a reprimanding finger shaking slightly at Keller.} See? We should never have planted that tree. I said so in the first place. It was too soon to plant a tree for him.

              
                
                  

                
              

              
                Chris : {alarmed} Too soon!

              Mother : {angering} We rushed into it. Everybody was in such a hurry to bury him. I sad not to plant it yet. {to Keller:} I told you to...!

              Chris : Mother, Mother! {she looks into his face} The wind blew it down. What significance has that got? What are you talking about? Mother, please... Don't go through it all again, will you? It's no good, it doesn't accomplish anything. I've been thinking, y'know? ...maybe we ought to put our minds to forgetting him?

              Mother : that's the third time you've said that this week.

              Chris : Because it's not right. We never took up our lives again. We're like at a

              railroad station waiting for a train that never comes in.

              Mother : {pressing the top of her head} Get me an aspirin, heh?

              Chris : Sure, and let's break out of this, heh, Mom? I thought the four of us

              might go out to dinner a couple of nights, maybe go dancing out at the shore.

              Mother : Fine, {to Keller} We can do it tonight. Keller: Swell with me!

              Chris : Sure, let's have some fun. {to Mother} You'll start with this aspirin, {he

              goes up and into the house with new spirit. Her smile vanishes}

              Mother : {with an accusing undertone} Why did he invite her here?

              Keller : Why does that bother you?

              Mother : She's been in New York three and a half years, why all of a sudden...?

              Keller : Well, maybe... maybe he just wanted to see her.

              Mother : Nobody comes seven hundred miles "just to see".

              Keller : What do you mean? He lived next door to the girl all his life, why

              shouldn't he want to see her again? {Mother looks at him critically} Don't look at me like that, he didn't tell me any more than he told you.

              Mother : {a warning and a question} He's not going to marry her.

              Keller : How do you know he's even thinking about it?

              Mother : It's got that about it.

              Keller : {sharply watching her reaction} Well? So what? Mother: {alarmed} What's going on here Joe?

              
                Keller : Now listen, kid...

              Mother : {avoiding contact with him} She's not his girl, Joe. She knows she's not.

              Keller : You can't read her mind.

              Mother : Then why is she still single? New York is full of men, why isn't she married? {pause} Probably a hundred people told her she's foolish, but she's waited.

              Keller : How do you know why she waited?

              Mother : She knows what I know, that's why. She's faithful as a rock. In my worst moments, I think of her waiting, and I know again that I'm right.

              Keller : Look, it's a nice day. What are we arguing for?

              Mother : {wamingly} Nobody in this house dast take her faith away, Joe.

              Strangers might. But not his father, not his brother.

              Keller : {exasperated} What do you want me to do? What do you want?

              Mother : I want you to act like he's coming back. Both of you. Don't think I

              haven't noticed you since Chris invited her. I won't stand for any nonsense.

              Keller : But, Kate-

              Mother : Because if he's not coming back, then I'll kill myself! Laugh. Laugh at me. {She points to tree} But why did that happen the very night she came back? She goes to sleep in his room and his memorial breaks in pieces. Look at it. Look. {She sits on bench} Joe...

              Keller : Calm yourself.

              Mother : Believe with me, Joe. I can't stand all alone.

              Keller : Calm yourself.

              Mother : Only last week a man turned up in Detroit, missing longer than Larry. You read it yourself.

              Keller : All right, all right, calm yourself.

              Mother : You above all have got to believe, you...

              Keller : {rising} Why me above all?

              Mother : Just don't stop believing.

              Keller : What does that mean, me above all? Bert comes rushing on.

              Bert : Mr. Keller! Say, Mr. Keller... {pointing up the driveway} Tommy just

              said it again!

              
                Keller : {not remembering any of it} Said what? Who?

              Bert : The dirty word.

              Keller : Oh. Well...

              Bert : Gee, aren't you going to arrest him? I warned him.

              Mother : {with suddenness} Stop that, Bert.Go home.{Bert backs up, as she advances} There's no jail here.

              Keller : {as though to say, "Oh what the hell let him believe there is"} Kate...

              Mother : {turning on Keller furiously} There's no jail here! I want you to stop

              that jail business! {he turns, shamed, but peeved}

              Bert : {past her to Keller} He's right across the street.

              Mother : Go home, Bert. {Bert turns around and goes up driveway. She is

              shaken. Her speech is bitten off, extremely urgent.} I want you to stop that, Joe. That whole jail business!

              Keller : {alarmed, and therefore angered} Look at you, look at you shaking. Mother: {trying to control herself, moving about clasping her hands} I can't help it. Keller: What have I got to hide? What the hell is the matter with you Kate?

              Mother : I didn't say you had anything to hide, I'm just telling you to stop it! Now stop it! {as Ann and Chris appear on the porch. Ann is twenty-six, gentle but despite herself capable of holding fast to what she knows. Chris opens door for her}

              Ann : Hya, Joe! {She leads off a general laugh that is not self conscious because they know one another too well. Chriss, bringing Ann down, with an outstretched, chivalric arm} Take a breath of that air, kid. You never get air like that in New York.

              Mother : {genuinely overcome with it} Annie, where did you get that dress!

              Ann : I couldn't resist. I'm taking it right off before I ruin it. {swings around}

              How's that for three weeks' salary?

              Mother : {to Keller} Isn't she the most...? {To Ann} It's gorgeous, simply gor...

              Chris : {to Mother} No kidding, now, isn't she the prettiest gal you ever saw?

              Mother : {caught short by his obvious admiration, she finds herself reaching out

              for a glass of water and aspirin in his hand and ...} You gained a little weight, didn't you, darling? {she gulps pill and drinks.}

              Ann : It comes and goes.

              Keller : Look how nice her legs turned out!

              
                Ann : {as she runs to fence} Boy, the poplars got thick, didn’t they? {Keller moves to settee and sits.}

              Keller : Well, it's three years, Annie. We're gettin' old, kid.

              Mother : How does Mom like New York? {Ann keeps looking through trees

              Ann: {a little hurt} Why'd they take our hammock away?

              Keller : Oh, no, it broke. Couple of years ago.

              Mother : What broke? He had one of his light lunches and flopped into it. Ann {laughs and turns back toward Jim's yard} Oh, excuse me!

              Jim has come to fence and is looking over it. He is smoking a cigar. As she cries out, he comes on around on stage.

              Jim : How do you do? {to Chris} She looks very intelligent! Chris: Ann, this is Jim ... Doctor Bayliss.

              Ann : {shaking Jim's hand} Oh, sure, he writes a lot about you.

              Jim : Don't you believe it. He likes everybody. In the battalion he was known

              as Mother McKeller.

              Ann : I can believe it. You know ...? {to Mother} It's so strange seeing him

              come out of that yard, {to Chris} I guess I never grew up. It almost

              seems that Mom and Pop are in there now. An you and my brother are doing algebra, and Larry trying to copy my homework. Gosh, those dear dead days beyond recall.

              Jim : Well, I hope that doesn't meen you want me to move out?

              Sue : {calling from offstage} Jim, come in here! Mr. Hubbard is on the

              phone!

              Jim : I told you I don’t want...

              Sue : {commandingly sweet} Please, dear! Please!

              Jim : {resigned} All right, Susie, {trailing off} All right, all right... {to Ann}

              I've only met you, Ann,'but if I may offer you a piece of advice... When you marry, never, even in your mind, never count your husband's money.

              Sue : {from offstage} Jim?

              Jim : At once! {Turns and goes off} At once. {He exits}

              Mother : {Ann is looking at her. She speaks meaningfully} I told her to take up the guitar. It'd be a common interest for them, {they laugh} Well, he loves the guitar!

              
                Ann : as though to overcome Mother, becomes suddenly lively, crosses to Keller on settee, sits on his lap. Ann: Let's eat at the shore tonight! Raise some hell around here, like we used to before Larry went!

              Mother : {emotionally} You think of him! You see? {triumphantly} She thinks of him! Ann {with an uncomprehending smile} What do you mean, Kate?

              Mother : Nothing. Just that you ... remember him, he's in your thoughts. Ann: That's a funny thing to say ... how could I help remembering him?

              Mother : {it is drawing to a head the wrong way for her. She starts anew. She rises and comes to Ann} Did you hang up your things?

              Ann : Yeah ... {to Chris} Say, you've sure gone in for clothes. I could hardly find room in the closet. Mother: No, don't you remember? That's Larry's room.

              Ann : You mean ... they're Larry's?

              Mother : Didn't you recognize them?

              Ann : {slowly rising, a little embarrassed} Well, it never occurred to me that you'd ... I mean the shoes are all shined.

              Mother : Yes, dear, {slight pause. Ann can't stop staring at her. Mother breaks it by speaking with the relish of gossip, putting her arm around Ann and walking with her} For so long I've been aching for a nice conversation with you, Annie. Tell me something.

              Ann : What?

              Mother : I don't know. Something nice.

              Chris : {wryly} She means do you go out much? Mother: Oh, shut up.

              Keller : And are any of them serious?

              Mother : {laughing, sits in her chair} Why don't you both choke?

              Keller : Annie, you can't go into a restaurant with that woman any more. In five

              minutes thirty-nine strange people are sitting at the table telling her their life storie.

              Mother : If I can't ask Annie a personal question ...

              Keller : Asking her is all right, but don't beat her over the head. You're beatin' her, you're beatin' her. {they are laughing}

              Ann takes pan of beans off the stool, buts them on floor under chair and sits.

              
                Ann : {to Mother} Don't let them bulldoze you. Ask me anything you like. What do you want to know, Kate? Come on, let's gossip.

              Mother : {to Chris and Keller} She's the only one is got any sense, {to Ann} Your Mother... She's not getting a divorce, heh?

              Ann : No, she's calmed down about it now. I think when he gets out they'll probably live together. In New York, of course.

              Mother : That's fine. Because your father is still... I mean he's a decent man after all is said and done.

              Ann : I don't care. She can take him back if she likes.

              Mother : And you? You ... {shakes her head negatively} go out much? {slight pause}.

              Ann : {delicately} You mean am I still waiting for him?

              Mother : Well, no. I don't expect you to wait for him but ... Ann: {kindly} But that's what you meant, isn't it?

              Mother : Well... yes.

              Ann : Well, I'm not, Kate.

              Mother : {faintly} You're not?

              Ann : Isn't it ridiculous? You don't really imagine he's ...?

              Mother : I know, dear, but don't say it's ridiculous, because the papers were full

              of it. I don't know about New York, but there was half a page about a man missing even longer than Larry, and he turned up in Burma.

              Chris : {coming to Ann} He couldn't have wanted to come home very badly, Mom.

              Mother : Don't be so smart.

              Chris : You can have a helluva time in Burma.

              Ann : {rises and swings around in back of Chris} So I've heard.

              Chris : Mother, I'll bet you money that you're the only woman in the country

              who after three years is still

              Mother You're sure?

              Chris : Yes, I am.

              Mother : Well, if you're sure then you're sure. {She turns her head away for an instant} They don't say it on the radio but I'm sure that in the dark of night they're still waiting for their sons

              Chris : Mother, you’re absolutely …

              
                Mother : {waving him off} Don't be so damned smart! Now stop it! {slight pause} There are a few things you don't know. All of you. And I'll tell you one of them, Annie. Deep, deep in your heart you've always been waiting for him.

              Ann : {resolutely} No, Kate.

              Mother : {with increasing demand} But deep in your heart, Annie! Chris: She ought to know, shouldn't she?

              Mother : Don't let them tell you what to think. Listen to your heart. Only your heart.

              Ann : Why does your heart tell you he's alive?

              Mother : Because he has to be. Ann: But why, Kate?

              Mother : {going to her} Because certain things have to be, and certain things can

              never be. Like the sun has to rise, it has to be. That's why there's Got. Otherwise anything could happen. But there's God, so certain things can never happen. I would know, Annie ... just like the day he {indicates Chris} went into that terrible battle. Did he write me? Was it in the papers? No, but that morning I couldn't raise my head off the pillow. Ask Joe. Suddenly, I knew. I knew! And he was nearly killed that day. Ann, you know I'm right!

              Ann stands there in silence, then turns trembling, going upstage.

              Ann : No, Kate.

              Mother : I have to have some tea.

              Frank appears, carrying a ladder.

              Ann : {taking his hand} Why, Frank, you're loosing your hair. Keller: He's got responsibility.

              Frank : Gee whiz! 4

              Keller : Without Frank the stars wouldn't know when to come out.

              Frank : {laughs. To Ann} You look more womanly. You've matured. You ...

              Keller : Take it easy, Frank, you're a married man.

              Ann : {as they laugh} You still haberdashering?

              Frank : Why not? Maybe I too can get to be president. How's your brother? Got his degree, I hear.

              Ann : Oh, George has his own office now!

              Frank : Don't say! {funereally} And your dad? Is he ...?

              
                Ann : {abruptly} Fine. I'll be in to see Lydia.

              Frank : {sympathetically} How about it, does Dad expect a parole soon?

              Ann : {with growing ill ease} I realy don't know, I...

              Frank : {staunchly defending her father for her sake} I mean because I feel,

              y'know, that if an intelligent man like your father is put in prison, there ought to be a law that says either you execute him, or let him go after a year.

              Chris : {interrupting} Want a hand with that ladder, Frank?

              Frank : {taking cue} That's all right, I'll ... {picks up ladder} I'll finish the horoscope tonight, Kate.

              {embarrassed} See you later, Ann, you look wonderful, {he exits. They look at Ann} Ann: {to Chris, as she sits slowly on stool} Haven't they stopped talking about Dad? Chris: {comes down and sits on arm of chair} Nobody talks about him any more.

              Keller : Gone and forgotten, kid.

              Ann : Tell me. Because I don’t want to meet anybody on the block if they're going to ...

              Chris : I don't want you to worry about it.

              Ann : {to Keller} Do they still remember the case, Joe? Do they talk about you?

              Keller : The only one still talks about it is my wife.

              Mother : That's because you keep on playing policeman with the kids. All their parents hear out of you is jail, jail, jail.

              Keller : Actually what happened was that when I got home from the

              penitentiary the kids ‘'get very interested in me. You know kids. I was {laughs} like the expert on the jail situation. And as time passed they got it confused and ... I ended up a detective, {laughs}

              Mother : Except that they didn't get it confused, {to Ann} He hands out police badges from the Post Toasties boxes, {they laugh}

              Ann rises and comes to Keller, putting her arm around his shoulder.

              Ann : {wonderously at them, happy} Gosh, it's wonderful to hear you laughing about it.

              Chris : Why, what'd you expect?

              
                Ann : The last thing I remember on this block was one word ... "Murderers!" Remember that, Kate? Mrs. Hammond standing in front of our house yelling that word? She's still around, I suppose?

              Mother : They're all still around.

              Keller : Don't listen to her. Every Saturday night the whole gang is playin' poker in this arbor. All the ones who yelled murderer takin' my money now.

              Mother : Don't, Joe. She's a sensitive girl, don't fool her. {to Ann} They still remember about Dad. It's different with him. {indicates Joe} He was exonerated, your father's still there. That's why I wasn't so enthusiastic about your coming. Honestly, I know how sensitive you are and I told Chris, I said...

              Keller : Listen, you do like I did and you'll be all right. The day I come home, I got out of my car ... but not in front of the house... on the comer. You should've been here, Annie, and you too Chris. You'd'a seen something. Everybody know I was getting out that day. The porches were loaded. Picture it now. None of them believed I was innocent. The story was, I pulled a fast one getting myself exonerated. So I get out of my car, and I walk down the street. But very slow. And with a smile. The beast! I was the beast ... the guy who sold cracked cylinder heads to the Army Air Force ... the guy who made twenty one P40s crash in Australia. Kid, walkin' down the street that day I was guilty as hell. Except I wasn't, and there as a court apper in my pocket to prove I wasn't, and I walked ... past... the porches. Result?

              Fourteen months later I had one of the best shops in the state again, a respected man again, bigger than ever.

              Chris : (with admiration) Joe McGuts.

              Keller : (now with great forced That's the only way you lick 'em is guts! (To

              Ann) The worst thing yoiu did was to move away from here. You made it tough for your father when he gets out. That's why I tell you, I like to see him move back right on this block.

              Mother : (pained) How could they move back?

              Keller : It ain't gonna end till they move back! (to Ann) Till people play cards with him again, and talk with him, and smile with him ... you play cards with a man you know he can't be a murderer. And the next time you write him I like you to tell him just what I said. (Ann simply stares at him) You hear me?

              
                Ann : (surprised) Don't you hold anything against him?

              Keller : Annie, I never believed in crucifying people.

              Ann : (mystified) But he was your partner, he dragged you through the mud.

              Keller : Well, he ain't my sweetheart, but you gotta forgive, don’t you?

              Ann : You, either, Kate? Don't you feel any ...?

              Keller : (to Ann) The next ime you write Dad ...

              Ann : I don't write him.

              Keller : (struck) Well, every now and then you ...

              Ann : (a little shamed, but determined) No, I've never written to him. Neither

              has my brother, (to Chris) Say, do you feel this way, too?

              Chris : He murdered twenty one pilots. Keller: What the hell kinda talk is that ?

              Mother : That's not a thing to say about a man.

              Ann : What else can you say? When they took him away I followed him.

              went to him every visiting day. I was crying all the time. Until the news came about Larry. Then I realized. It's wrong to pity a man like that Father or no father, there's only one way to lookat him. He knowing^ shipped out parts what would crash an airplane. And how do you knov- Larry wasn't one of them?

              Mother : I was waiting for that, (going to her) As long as you're here, Annie, I want to ask you never to say that again.

              Ann : You surprise me. I thought you'd be mad at him.

              Mother : What your father did had nothing to do with Larry. Nothing.

              Ann But we can't know that.

              Mother : (striving for control) As long as you're here!

              Ann : (perplexed) But, Kate..*

              Mother : Put that out of your head!

              Keller : Because...

              Mother : (quickly to Keller) That's all, that's enough, (places her hand on her head) Come inside now, and have some tea with me. (She turns and goes up steps)

              Keller : (to Ann) The one thing you ...

              Mother : (sharply) He's not dead, so there's no argument! Now come!

              Keller : (angrily) In a minute! (Mother turns and goes into house) Now look.

              Annie...

              
                Chris : All right, Dad, forget it.

              Keller : No, she dasn't feel that way. Annie...

              Chris : I'm sick of the whole subject, now cut it out.

              Keller : You want her to go on like this? (to Ann) Those cylinder heads when into P40s only. What's the matter with you? You know Larry never flew a P40.

              Chris : So who flew those P40s, pigs?

              Keller : The man was a fool, but don't make a murderer out of him. You got no sense? Look what is does to her! (to Ann) Listen, you gotta appreciate what was doin' in that shop in the war. The both of yotr! It was a madhouse. Every half hour the Major callin' for cylinder heads, they were whippin' us with the telephone. The trucks were hauling them away hot, damn near. I mean just try to see it human, see it human. All of a sudden a batch comes out with a crack. That happens, that's the business. A fine, hairline crack. All right, so...so he's a littl^mar^ your father, always scared of loud voices. What'll the Major say? Half a day's production shot... What'll I say? You know what I mean? Human, (he pauses)

              So he take out his tools and he ... covers over the cracks. Alright, that's bad, it's wrong, but that's what a little man does. If I could have gone in that day I'd a told him... Junk 'em Steve, we can afford it. But alone he was afraid. But I know he meant no harm. He believed they'd hold up a hundred percent.

              That's a mistake, but it ain't murder. You mustn't feel that way about him. You understand me? It ain't right.

              Ann : (she regards him a moment) Joe, Let's forget it.

              Keller : Annie, the day the nev)s came out about Larry he was in the next cell to

              mine...Dad. And he cried, Annie...he cried half the night.

              Ann : (touched) He shoulda cried all night, (slight pause)

              Keller : (almost angered) Annie, I do not understand why you ...!

              Chris : (breaking in, with nervous urgency) Are you going to stop it?

              Ann : Don't yell at him. He just wants everybody happy.

              Keller : (clasps her around the waist, smiling) That's my sentiments. Can you stand steak?

              Chris : And champagne?

              
                Keller : Now you're operatin'! I'll call Swanson's for a table! Big time tonight. Annie!

              Ann : Can't scare me.

              Keller : (to Chris, pointing at Ann) I like that girl. Wrap her up. (they laugh. Goes up porch) You got nice legs, Annie! ...I want to see everybody drunk tonight, (pointing at Chris) Look at him, he's blushin' (He exits, laughing, into the house).

              Chris : (calling after him) Drink your tea, Casanova, (he turns to Ann) Isn't he a great guy?

              Ann : You're the only one I know who loves his parents.

              Chris : I know. It went out of style, didn't it?

              Ann : (with a sudden touch of sadness) It's all right. It's a good thing. (She looks about) You know? It's lovely here. The air is sweet.

              Chris : (hopefully) You're not sorry you came? Ann: Not sorry, no. But I'm ...

              not going to stay. Chris: Why?

              Ann : In the first place, your mother as much as told me to go.

              Chris : Weil-

              Ann : You saw that... and then you... You've been kind of...

              Chris : What?

              Ann : Well... kind of embarrassed ever since I got here.

              Chris : The trouble is I planned on kind of sneaking up on you over a period of

              a week or so. But they take it for granted that we're all set.

              Ann : I know they would. Your mother anyway.

              Chris : How did you know?

              Ann : From her point of view, why else would I come?

              Chris : Well... would you want to? (Ann still studies him) I guess you know

              this is why I asked you to come.

              Ann : I guess this is why I came.

              Chris : Ann, I love you. I love you a great deal, (finally) I love you. (Pause. She waits) I have no imagination .... That's all I know to tell you. (Ann is waiting, ready) I'm embarrassing you. I didn't want to tell it to you here. I wanted some place we'd never been, a place where we'd be brand new to each other... You feel it's wrong here, don't you? This yard, this chair? I want you to be ready for me. I don't want to win you away from anything.

              
                Ann : (putting her arms around him) Oh, Chris, Ive been ready a long, long time. Chris: Then he's gone for ever. You're sure.

              Ann : I almost got married two years ago.

              Chris : Why didn't you?

              Ann : You started to write me... (slight pause)

              Chris : You felt something that far back?

              Ann : Every day since.

              Chris : Ann, why didn't you let me know?

              Ann : I was waiting for you , Chris. Till then you never wrote. And when you

              did, what did you say? You sure can be ambiguous, you know.

              Chris : (looks toward house, then at her, trembling) Give me a kiss, Ann. Give me a ...(they kiss) God, I kissed you, Annie, I kissed Anni. How long, how long I've been waiting to kiss you!

              Ann : I'll never forgive you. Why did you wait all these years? All Ive done is sit and wonder if I was crazy for thinking of you.

              Chris : Annie, we're going to live now! I'm going to make you so happy. (He kisses her, but without their bodies touching)

              Ann : (A little embarrassed) Not like that you're not.

              Chris : I kissed you...

              Ann : Like Larry's brother. Do it like you, Chris. (He breaks away from her abruptly) What is it, Chris?

              Chris : Let's drive some place... I want to be alone with you.

              Ann : No... what is it, Chris, your mother? Chris: No... nothing like that.

              Ann : Then what's wrong? Even in your letters, there was something ashamed.

              Chris : Yes. I suppose I have^been. But it's going from me.

              Ann : You've got to tell me...

              Chris : I don't know how to start. (He takes her hand) Ann: It wouldn't work this way. (Slight pause)

              Chris : (speaks quietly, factually at first) It's all mixed up with so many other things ...You remember, overseas, I was in command of a company?

              Ann : Yeah, sure.

              Chris : Well, I lost them. Ann: How many?

              Chris : Just about all.

              Ann : Oh, gee!

              
                
              

              
                Chris : It take a little time to toss that off. Because they weren't just men. For instance, one time it'd been raining several days and this kid came to me, and gave me his last pair of dry socks. Put them in my pocket. That's only a little thing... but... That's the kind of guys I hd. They didn't die... They killed themselves for each other. I mean that exactly, a little more selfish and they'd've been here today. And I got an idea ...watching them go down. Everything was being destroyed, see, but it seemed to me that one new thing was made. A kind of... responsibility. Man for man. You understand me? To show that, to bring that onto the earth again like some kind of a monument and everyone would feel it standing there, behind him, and it would make a difference to him. (pause) And then I came home and it was incredible. I.... there was no meaning in it here. The whole thing to them was a kind of a ... bus accident. I went to work with Dad, and that rat-race again. I felt... what you said... ashamed somehow. Because nobody was chaged at all. It seemed to make suckers out of a lot of guys. I felt wrong to be alive, to open the bank-book, to drive the new car, to see the new refrigerator. I mean you can take those things out of a war, but when you drive that car you've got to know that it came out of the love a man can have for a man, you've got to be a little better because of that. Otherwise what you have is really loot, and there's blood on it. I didn't want to take any of it. And I gues that included you.

              Ann : And you still feel that way?

              Chris : I want you know, Annie.

              Ann : Because you mustn't feel that way anymore. Because you have a right to whatever you have. Everything, Chris, understand that? To me, too... And the money, there's nothing wrong in your money. Your father put hundereds of planes jn the air, you should be proud. A man should be paid for that...

              Chris : Oh Annie, Annie... I'm going to make a fortune for you!

              Keller : (offstage) Hello ... Yes. Sure.

              Ann : (laughing softly) What'll I do with a fortune? (they kiss. Keller enters from house)

              Keller : ’(thumbing toward house) Hey, Ann, your brother... (They step apart shyly. Keller comes down, and wryly) What's this, Labor Day?

              Chris : (waving him away, knowing the kidding will be endless) All right, all right. Ann: You shouldn't burst Out like that.

              
                Keller : Well, nobody told me it was Labor Day. (looks around) Where's the hot dogs?

              Chris : (loving it) All right. You said it once.

              Keller : Well, as long as I know it's Labor Day from now on, I'll wear a bell around my neck.

              Ann : (affectionately) He's so subtle!

              Chris : George Bernard Shaw as an elephant.

              Keller : George! ...Hey, you kissed it out of my head ...your brother's on the phone.

              Ann : (surprised) My brother?

              Keller : Yeah, George. Long distance.

              Ann : What's the matter, is anything wrong?

              Keller : I don't know, Kate's talking to him. Hurry up, She'll cost him five dollars.

              Ann : (takes a steop upstage, then comes down toward Chris) I wonder if we ought to tell your mother yet? I mean I'm not very good in an argument.

              Chris : We'll wait till tonight. After dinner. Now don't get tense, just leave it to me. Keller: What're you telling her?

              Chris : Go agead, Ann. (With misgivings, Ann goes up and into house.) We're getting married, Dad. (Keller nods indecisively) Well, don't you say anything?

              Keller : (distracted) I'm glad, Chris, I’m just... George is calling from Columbus.

              Chris : Columbus!

              Keller : Did Annie tell you he was going to see his father today?

              Chris : No, I don't think she knew anything about it.

              Keller : (asking uncomfortably) Chris! You... you think you know her pretty good?

              Chris : (hurt and apprehensive) What kind of question?

              Keller : I'm just wondering. All these years George don't go to see his father.

              Suddenly he goes... and she comes here.

              Chris : Well, what about it?

              Keller : It's crazy, but it comes to my mind. She don't hold nothin' against me, does she?

              Chris : (angry) I don't know what you're talking about.

              
                Keller : (a little more combatively) I'm just talkin'. To his last day in court the man blamed it all on me... and his is his daughter. I mean if she wi­sent here to find out something?

              Chris : (angered) Why? What's there to find out?

              Ann : (on phone, offstage) Why are you so excited, George? What happened there?

              Keller : I mean if they want to open up the case again, for the nuisance value, tc hurt us?

              Chris : Dad... how could you think that of her?

              Ann : (still on the phone) But what did he say to you, for God's sake?

              Keller : It couldn't be, heh. You know.

              Chris : Dad, you amaze me...

              Keller : (breaking in) All right, forget it forget it. (with great force, moving about) I want a clean start for you, Chris. I want a new sign over the plant... Christopher Keller, Incorporated.

              Chris : (a little uneasily) J. O. Keller is good enough.

              Keller : We'll talk about it. I'm going to build you a house, stone, with a

              driveway from the road. I want you to spread out, Chris, I want you tc use what I made for you. (He is close to him now) I mean, with joy. Chris, without shame... with joy.

              Chris : (touched) I will, Dad.

              Keller : (with deep emotion) Say it to me.

              Chris : Why?

              Keller : Because sometimes I think you're... ashamed of the money.

              Chris : No, don't feel that.

              Keller : Because it's good*money, there's nothing wrong with that money.

              Chris : (a little frightened) Dad, you don't have to tell me this.

              Keller : (with overriding affection and self-confidence now. He grips Chris by the back of the neck, and with laughter between his determined jaws Look, Chris, I'll go to work on Mother for you. We'll get her so drunk tonight we'll all get married, (steps away, with a wide hesture of his arm) There's gonna be a wedding, kid, like there never was seen! Champagne, tuxedos...!

              He breaks off as Ann's voice comes out loud from the house where she is still talking on the phone.

              
                Ann : Simply because when you get excited you don't control yourself... (Mother comes out of house) Well, what did he tell you for God's sake? (Pause) All right, come then. (Pause) Yes, they'll all be here. Nobody's running away from you. And try to get hold of yourself, will you? (Pause.) All right, all right. Goodbye.

              There is a brief pause as Ann hangs up receiver, then comes out of kitchen. Chris: Something happen?

              Keller : He's coming here?

              Ann : On the seven o'clock. He’s in Columbus. (To Mother) I told him it would be all right.

              Keller : Sure, fine! Your father took sick?

              Ann : (mystified) No, George didn't say he was sick. I... (Shaking it off) I

              don't know, I suppose it's something stupid, you know my brother...(She comes to Chris) Let's go for a drive, or something....

              Chris : Sure. Give me the keys, Dad.

              Mother : Drive through the park. It's beautiful now.

              Chris : Come on, Ann. (to them) Be back right away.

              Ann : (as she and Chris exit up driveway) See you.

              Mother comes down toward Keller, her eyes fixed on him.

              Keller : Take your time, (to Mother) What does George want?

              Mother : He's been in Columbus since this morning with Steve. He's gotta see Annie right away, he says.

              Keller : What for?

              Mother : I don't know. (She speaks with warning) He's a lawyer now, Joe. George is a lawyer. All these years he never even sent a postcard to Steve. Since he got back from the war, not a postcard.

              Keller : So what?

              Mother : (her tension breaking out) Suddenly he takes an airplane from New York to see him. An airplane!

              Keller : Well? So?

              Mother : (trembling) Why?

              Keller : I don't read minds. Do you?

              Mother : Why, Joe? What has Steve suddenly got to tell him that he takes an airplane to see him? Keller: What do I care what Steve's got to tell him?

              
                Mother : You're sure, Joe?

              Keller : (frightened, but angry) Yes, I'm sure.

              Mother : (sits stiffly in a chair) Be smart now, Joe. The boy is coming. Be smart. Keller: (desperately) Once and for all, did you hear what I said? I said I'm sure! Mother: (nods weakly) All right, Joe. (he straightens up) Just... be smart.

              Keller, in hopeless fury, looks at her, turns around, goes up to porch and into house, slamming screen door violently behind him. Mother sits in chair downstage, stiffly, staring, seeing.

              
                
                  CURTAIN
                
              

            
            
              ACT TWO

              As twilight falls, that evening.

              On the rise, Chris is discovered sawing the broken-off tree, leaving stump standing alone. He is dressed in good pants, white shoes, but without a shirt. He disappears with tree up the alley when Mother appears on porch. She comes down and stands watching him. She has on a dressing gown, carries a tray of grape juice drink in a pitcher, and glasses with sprigs of mint in them.

              Mother : (Calling up alley) Did you have to put on good pants to do that? (she comes downstage and puts tray on table in the arbor. Then looks around uneasily, then feels pitcher for coolness. Chris enters from alley brushing off his hands) You notice there more light with that thing gone?

              Chris : My aren't you dressing?

              Mother : It's suffocating upstairs. I made a grape drink for Georgie. He always

              liked grape. Come and have some.

              Chris : (impatiently) Well, come on, get dressed. And what's Dad sleeping so much for? (He goes to talkie and pours a glass of juice)

              Mother : To his last day in court Steve never gave up the idea that Dad made him do it. If they're going to open the case again I won't live through it.

              Chris : George is just a damn fool, Mother. How can you take him seriously? Mother: That family hates us. Maybe even Annie...

              Chris : Oh, now, Mother...

              Mother : You think just because you like everybody, they like you!

              Chris : All right, stop working yourself up. Just leave everything to me.

              Mother : When George goes home tell her to go with him.

              Chris : (noncommittally) Don't worry about Annie.

              
                
              

              
                Mother : Steve is her father, too.

              Chris : Are you going to cut it out? Now, come.

              Mother : (going upstage with him) You don’t realize how people can hate, Chris,

              they can hate so much they'll tear the world to pieces.

              Ann, dressed up, appears on the porch.

              Chris : Look! She's dressed already. (As he and Mother mount porch) I've just got to put on a shirt. Ann: (in a preoccupied way) Are you feeling well, Kate?

              Mother : What's the difference, dear. There are certain people, y'know, the sicker they get, the longer they live. (She goes into the house)

              Chris : You look nice.

              Ann : We're going to tell her tonight. Chris: Absolutely, don't worry about it.

              Ann : I wish we could tell her now. I can't stand scheming. My stomach gets

              hard. Chris: It's not scheming, we'll just get her in a better mood.

              Mother : (offstage, in the house) Joe, are you going to sleep all day!

              Ann : (laughing) The only one who's relaxed is your father. He's fast asleep.

              Chris : I'm relaxed.

              Ann : Are you?

              Chris : Look. (He holds out his hand and makes it shake.) Let me know when George gets here.

              He goes into the house. Ann moves aimlessly, and then is drawn toward tree stump. She goes to it, hesitantly touches broken top in the hush of her thoughts. Offstage Lydia calls, "Johnny! Come get your supper!" Sue enters, and halts, seeing Ann.

              Sue : Is my husband...?

              Ann : (turns, startled) Oh!

              Sue : I'm terribly sorry.

              Ann : It's all right, I... I'm jst a little silly about the dark.

              Sue : (looks about) It's getting dark.

              Ann : Are you looking for your husband?

              Sue : As usual, (laughs tiredly) He spends so much time here, they'll be charging him rent.

              Ann : Nobody was dressed so he drove over to the depot to pick up my brother.

              
                Sue : Oh, your brother's in?

              Ann : Yeah, they ought to be here any minute now. Will you have a cold drink?

              Sue : I will, thanks. (Ann goes to table and pours) My husband. Too hot to drive me to the beach. Men are like little boys... for the neighbors they'll always cut the grass.

              Ann : People like to do things for the Kellers. Been that way since I can remember.

              Sue : It's amazing. I gues your brother's coming to give you away, heh?

              Ann : (giving her drink) I don't know. I suppose Sue: You must be all nerved up.

              Ann : It's always a problem getting yourself married, isn't it?

              Sue : That depends on your shape, of course. I don't see why you should have had a problem.

              Ann : I've had chances...

              Sue : I'll bet. It's romantic... It's very unusual to me, marrying the brother of your sweetheart.

              Ann : I don't know. I think it's mostly that whenever I need somebody to tell me the truth I've always thought of Chris. When he tells you something you know it's so. He relaxes me.

              Sue : And he's got money. That's important, you know.

              Ann : It wouldn't matter to me.

              Sue : You'd be surprised. It makes all the difference. I married an intern. On my salary. And that was bad, because as soon as a woman supports a man he owes her something. You can never owe somebody without resenting them. (Ann laughs) That's true, you know.

              Ann : Underneath, I think the doctor is very devoted.

              Sue : Oh, certainly. But it's bad when a man always sees the bars in front of him. Jim thinks he's in jaiLall the time.

              Ann : Oh

              Sue : That's why I've been intending to ask you a small favor, Ann. It's something very important to me.

              Ann : Certainly, if I can do it.

              Sue : You can. When you take up housekeeping, try to find a place away

              from here.

              
                Ann : Are you fooling?

              Sue : I'm very serious. My husband is unhappy with Chris around.

              Ann : How is that?

              Sue : Jim's a successful doctor. But he's got an idea he'd like to do medical research. Discover things. You see?

              Ann : Well, isn't that good?

              Sue : Research pays twenty five dollars a week minus laundering the hair shirt. You've got to give up your life to go into it.

              Ann : How does Chris...

              Sue : (with growing feeling) Chris makes people want to be better that it's possible to be. He does that to people.

              Ann : Is that bad?

              Sue : My husband has a family, dear. Everytime he has a session with Chris he feels as though he's compromising by not giving up everyting for research. As though Chris or anybody else isn't compromising. It happens with Jim every couple of years. He meets a man and makes a statue out of him.

              Ann : Maybe he's right. I don't mean that Chris is a statue, but...

              Sue : Now darling, you know he's not right.

              Ann : I don't agree with you. Chris...

              Sue : Let's face it, dear. Chris is working with his father, isn't he? He’s taking money out of that business every week in the year.

              Ann : What of it?

              Sue : You ask me what of it?

              Ann : I certainly do. (She seems about to burst out) You oughtn't cast aspersions like that, I'm surprised at you.

              Sue : You're surprised at me!

              Ann : He'd never take five cents out of that plant if there was anything wrong with it.

              Sue : You know that.

              Ann : I know it. I resent everything you've said.

              Sue : (moving toward her) You know what I resent, dear?

              Ann : Please, I don't want to argue.

              Sue : I resent living next to the Holy Family. It makes me look like a bum, you understand? Ann: I can't do anything about that.

              
                Sue : Who is he to ruin a man's life? Everybody knows Joe pulled a fast one to get out of jail.

              Ann : That's not true!

              Sue : Then why don't you go out and talk to people? Go on, talk to them. There's not a person on the block who doesn't know the truth.

              Ann : That's a lie. People come here all the time for cards and...

              Sue : So what? They give him credit for being smart. I do, too, I've got

              nothing against Joe. But if Chris wants people to put on the hair shirt let him take off the broadcloth. He's driving my husband crazy with that phony idealism of his and I'm at the end of my rope on it! (Chris enters on porch, wearing shirt and tie now. She turns quickly, hearing. With a smile) Hello, darling. How's Mother?

              Chris : I thought George came.

              Sue : No, it was just us.

              Chris : (coming down to them) Susie, do me a favor, heh? Go up to Mother and see if you can calm her. She's all worked up.

              Sue : She still doesn't know about you two?

              Chris : (laughs a little) Well, she senses it, I guess. You know my mother.

              Sue : (going up to porch) Oh, yeah, she's psychic.

              Chris : Maybe there's something in the medicine chest.

              Sue : I'll give her one of everything, (on porch) Don't worry about Kate... couple of drinks, dance her around a little... She'll love Ann. (To Ann) Because you're the female version of him. (Chris laughs) Don't be alarmed, I said version. (She goes into house)

              Chris : Interesting woman, isn't she?

              Ann : Yeah, she's very interesting.

              Chris : She's a great nurse, you know, she...

              Ann : (in tension, but trying to control it) Are you still doing that?

              Chris : (sensing something wrong, but still smiling) Doing what?

              Ann : As soon as you get to know somebody you find a distinction for them. How do you know she's a great nurse?

              Chris : What's the matter, Ann?

              Ann : The woman hates you. She despises you!

              Chris : Hey... What's hit you?

              Ann : Gee, Chris...

              Chat happened here?

              
                
              

              
                Ann : You never... Why didn't you tell me?

              Chris : Tell you what?

              Ann : She says they think Joe is guilty.

              Chris : What difference does it make what they think?

              Ann : I don't care what they think, I just don't understand why you took the trouble to deny it. You said it was all forgotten.

              Chris : I didn't want you to feel there was anything wrong in you coming here, that's all. I know a lot of people think my father was guilty, and I assumed there might be some question in your mind.

              Ann : But I never once suspected him.

              Chris : Nobody says it.

              Ann : Chris, I know how much you love him, but it could never...

              Chris : Do you think I could forgive him if he'd done that thing?

              Ann : I'm not here out of blue sky, Chris. I turned my back on my father, if there's anything wrong here now...

              Chris : I know that, Ann.

              Ann : George is coming from Dad, and I don't think it's with a blessing.

              Chris : He's welcome here. You've got nothing to fear from George.

              Ann : Tell me that... just tell me that.

              Chris : The man is innocent, Ann. Remember he was falsely accused once and it put him through hell. How would you behave if you were faced with the same thing again? Annie, believe me, there's nothing wrong for you here, believe me, kid.

              Ann : All right, Chris, all right. (They embrace as Keller appears quietly on the porch. Ann simply studies him)

              Keller : Every time I come out here it looks like Playland! (they break and laugh in embarrassment)

              Chris : I thought you were going to shave?

              Keller : (sitting on bench) In a minute. I just woke up, I can't see nothin'.

              Ann : You look shaved.

              Keller : Oh, no. (massages his jaw) Gotta be extra special tonight. Big night, Annie. So how's it feel to be a married woman?

              Ann : (laughs) I don't know, yet.

              
                Keller : (to Chris) What's the matter, you slippin'? (He takes a little box of apples from under the bench as they talk)

              Chris : The great roue'!

              Keller : What is that, roue'?

              Chris : It's French.

              Keller : Don't talk dirty, (they laugh)

              Chris : (to Ann) You ever meet a bigger ignoramus?

              Keller : Well, somebody's got to make a living.

              Ann : (as they laugh) That's telling him.

              Keller : I don't know, everbody's gettin' so Goddam educated in this country there'll be nobody to take away the garbage, (they laugh) It's gettin' so the only dumb ones left are the bosses.

              Ann : You're not so dumn, Joe.

              Keller : I know, but you go into our plant, for instance. I got so many lieutenants, majors and colonels that I'm ashamed to ask somebody to sweep the floor. I gotta be careful I'll insult somebody. No kiddin'. It's a tragedy: you stand on the street today and spit, you're gonna hit a college man.

              Chris : Well, don't spit.

              Keller : (breaks the apple in half, passing it to Ann and Chris) I mean to say, it's cornin' to a pass, (he takes a breath) I been thinkin', Annie... your brother, George. I been thinkin' about your brother George.

              When he comes I like you to brooch something to him.

              Chris : Broach.

              Keller : What's the matter with brooch?

              Chris : (smiling) It's not English.

              Keller : When I when to night school it was brooch. Ann: (laughing) Well, in day school it's broach.

              Keller : Don't surround me, will you? Seriously, Ann... You say he's not well. George, I been thinkin', why should be know himself out in New York with that cut-throat competition, when I got so many friends here... I'm very friendly with some big lawyers in town. I could set George up here. That's awfully nice of you, Joe.

              
                Keller : No, kid, it ain't nice of me. I want you to understand me. I'm thinking of Chris, (slight pause) See... this is what I mean. You get older, you want to feel that you... accomplished something. My only accomplishment is my son. I ain't brainy. That's all I accomplished. Now. a year, eighteen months, your father’ll be a free man. Who is he going to come to, Annie? His baby. You. He'll come, old, mad, into your house.

              Ann : That can't matter any more, Joe.

              Keller : I don’t what that to come between us. (gestures between Chris and himself) Ann: I can only tell you that that could never happen.

              Keller : You're in love now, Annie, but believe me, I'm older than you and I know... a daughter is a daughter, and a father is a father. And it could

              happen, (he pauses) I like you and George to go to him in prison and tell him... "Dad, Joe wants to bring you into the business when you get out."

              Ann : (surprised, even shocked) You'd have him as a partner?

              Keller : No, no partner. A good job. (pause. He sees she is shocked, a little mystified. He gets up, speaks more nervously) I want him to know that when he gets out he's got a place waitin' for him. It'll take his bitterness away. To know you got a place...

              Ann : Joe, you owe him nothing.

              Keller : I owe him a good kick in the teeth, but he's your father.

              Chris : Then kick him in the teeth! I don't want him in the plant, so that's that! You understand? And besides, don't talk about him like that. People misunderstand you!

              Keller : And I don't understand why she has to crucify the man. Chris: Well, it's • her father if she feels...

              Keller : No, no.

              Chris : (almost angrily) What's it to you? Why...?

              Keller : (a commanding outburst in high nervousness) A father is a father! (as though the outburst had revealed him, he looks about, wanting to retract it. His hand goes to his cheek.) I better... I better shave. (He turns and a smile is on his face, to Ann) I didn't mean to yell at you, Annie.

              Ann : Let's forget the whole thing, Joe.

              Keller : Right, (to Chris) She's likeable.

              Chris : (a little peaved at the man's stupidity) Shave, will you? Keller: Right again.

              As he turns to porch Lydia comes hurrying from her house.

              
                Lydia : I forgot all about it. (Seeing Chris and Ann) Hya. (To Joe) I promised to fix Kate's hair for tonight. Did she comb it yet?

              Keller : Always a smile, hey, Lidia?

              Lydia : Sure, why not?

              Keller : (going up on porch): Come on up and comb my Katie's hair. (Lydia goes up on porch) She's got a big night, make her beautiful.

              Lydia : I will.

              Keller : (holds door open for her and she goes into kitchen. To Chris and Ann) Hey, that could be a song. (He sings softly) Come on up and comb my Katie's hair... Oh, come up and comb my Katie's hair Oh, com on up, 'cause she's my lady fair. (To Ann) how's that for one year of night school? (he continues singing as he goes into kitchen) Oh, come on up, come on up, and comb my lady's hair....Jim Bayliss rounds comer of driveway, walking rapidly. Jim crosses to Chris, motions him and pulls him down excitedly. Keller stands just inside kitchen door, watching them.

              Chris : What's the matter? Where is he?

              Jim : Where's your mother?

              Chris : Upstairs, dressing.

              Ann : (crossing to them rapidly) What happened to George?

              Jim : I asked him to wait in the car. Listen to me now. Can you take some

              advice? (they wait) Don’t bring him in here.

              Ann : Why?

              Jim : Kate is in bad shape, you can't explode this in front of her.

              Ann : Explode what?

              Jim : You know why he's here, don't try to kit it away. There's blood in his

              eye; drive him somewhere and talk to him alone.

              Ann turns to go up drive, takes a couble of steps, sees Keller, and stops. He goes quietly on into house.

              Chris : (shaken, and therefore angered) Don't be an old lady.

              Jim : He's come to take her home. What does that mean? (to Ann) You know what that means. Fight it out with him someplace else.

              Ann : (comes back down toward Chris) I'll drive him somewhere.

              Chris : (goes to her) No.

              Jim : Will you stop being an idiot?

              
                Chris : Nobody's afraid of him here. Cut that cut!

              He starts for driveway, but is brought up short by George, who enters there. George is Chris's age, but a paler man, now on the edge of his self-restraint. He speaks quietly, as though afraid to find himself screaming. An instant's hesitation and Chris steps up to him, hand extended, smiling.

              Chris : Helluva way to do; what’re you sitting out there for? George: Doctor said your mother isn't well, I...

              Chris : So what? She'd want to see you, wouldn't she? We've been waiting for you all afternoon. (He puts his hand on George's arm, but George pulls away, coming across toward Ann).

              Ann : (touching his collar) This is filthy, didn't you bring another shirt?

              George breaks away from her, and moves down, examining the yard. Door opens, and he turns rapidly, thinking it is Kate, but it's Sue. She looks at him; he turns away and moves to fence. He looks over it at his former home. Sue comes downstage.

              Sue : (annoyed) How about the beach, Jim?

              Jim : Oh, it's too hot to drive.

              Sue : How'd you get to the station... Zeppelin?

              Chris : This is Mrs. Bayliss, George. (Calling, as George pays no attention, staring at house) George! (George turns) Mrs. Bayliss.

              Sue : How do you do.

              George : (removing his hat) You're the people who bought our house, aren't you?

              Sue : That's right. Come and see what we did with it before you leave.

              George : (walks down and waay from her) I liked it the way it was. Sue: (after a brief pause) He's frank, isn't he?

              Jim : (pulling her off) See you later... Take it easy, fella, (they exit)

              Chris : (calling after them) Thanks for driving him! (Turning to George) How about some grape juice? Mother made it especially for you.

              George : (with forced appreciation) Good old Kate, remembered my grape juice.

              Chris : You drank enough of it in this house. HOw've you been, George? ...Sit down. George: (keeps moving) It take me a minute, (looking around) It seems inpossible. Chris: What?

              George : I'm back here.

              
                Chris : Say, youve gotten a little nervous, haven't you?

              George : Yeah, toward the end of the day. What're you, big executive now?

              Chris : Just kind of medium. How's the law?

              George : I don't know. When 1 was studying in the hospital is seemed sensible, but outside there doesn't seem to be much of a law. The trees got thick, didn't they? (points to stump) What's that?

              Chris : Blew down last night. We had it there for Larry. You know.

              George : Why, afraid you'll forget him?

              Chris : (starts for George) What kind of remark is that?

              Ann : (breaking in, putting a restraining hand of Chris) When did you start wearing a hat?

              George : (discovers hat in his hand) Today. From now on I decided to look like a lawyer, anyway. (He hold is up to her) Don't you recognize it?

              Ann : Why? Where...?

              George : Your father's... He asked me to wear it.

              Ann : How is he?

              George : He got smaller.

              Ann : Smaller?

              George : Yeah, little, (holds our his hand to measure) He's a little man. That's what happens to suckers, you know. It's good I want to him in time... another year there'd be nothing left but his smell.

              Chris : What's the matter, George, what's the trouble?

              George : The trouble? The trouble is when you make suckers out of people once, you shouldn't try to do it twice.

              Chris : What does that mean?

              George : (to Ann) You're not married yet, are you? Ann: George, will you sit down and stop...?

              George : Are you married yet?

              Ann : No, I'm not married yet.

              George : You're not going to marry him.

              Ann : Why am I not going to marry him?

              George : Because his father destroyed your family.

              Chris : Now look, George...

              
                George : Cut it short, Chris. Tell her to come home with me. Let's not argue, you know what I've got to say.

              Chris : George, you don't want to be the voice of God, do you?

              George : I'm...

              Chris : That's been your trouble all your life, George, you dive into things.

              What kind of statement is that to make? You're a big boy now.

              George : I'm a big boy now.

              Chris : Don’t come bulling in here. If you've got something to say, be civilized about it. George : Don't civilize me!

              Ann : Shhh!

              Chris : (ready to hit him) Are you going to talk like a grown man or aren't you?

              Ann : (quickly, to forestall an outburst) Sit down, dear. Don't be angry, what's

              the matter? (He allows her to seat him, looking at her) Now what happened? You kissed me when I left, now you...

              George : (breathlessly) My life turned upside down since then. I couldn't go back to work when you left. I wanted to go to Dad and tell him you were going to be married. It seemed impossible not to tell him. He loved you so much. (He pauses) Annie... we did a terrible thing. We can never be forgiven. Not even to send him a card at Christmas. I didn't see him once since I got home from the war! Annie, you don't know what was done to that man. You don't know what happened.

              Ann : (afraid) Of course I know.

              George : You can't know, you wouldn't be here. Dad came to work that day. The night foreman came to him and showed him the cylinder heads... they were coming out of the process with defects. There was something wrong with the process. So Dad went directly to the phone and called here and told JoeTo come down right away. But the morning passed. No sign of Joe. So Dad called again. By this time he had over a hundred defectives. The Army was screaming for stuff and Dad didn't have anything to ship. So Joe told him... on the phone he told him to weld, cover up the cracks in any way he could, and ship them out.

              Chris : Are you through now?

              George : (surging back at him) I'm not through now! (Back to Ann) Dad was

              afraid. He wanted Joe there if he was going to do it. But Joe can’t come down... He's sick. Sick! He suddenly gets the flu! Suddenly! But he promised to take responsibility. Do you understand what I'm saying?

              
                On the telephone you can't have responsibility! In a court you can always deny a phone call and that's exactly what he did. They know he was a liar the first time, but in the appeal they believed the rotten lie and now Joe is a big shot and your father is the patsy. (He gets up) Now what're you going to do? Eat his food, sleep in his bed? Answer me. What're you going to do?

              Chris : What are you going to do, George?

              George : He's too smart for me, I can't prove a phone call. Chris: Then how dare you come in heare whith that rot?

              Ann : George, the court...

              George : The court didn't know your father! But you know him. You know in your heart Joe did it. Chris: (whirling him around) Lower your voice or I'll throw you out of here!

              George : She knows. She knows.

              Chris : (to Ann) Get him out of here, Ann. Get him out of here.

              Ann : George, I know everything you've said. Dad told me that whole thing in court, and they...

              George : (almost a scream) The court did not know him, Annie!

              Ann : Shhh! ...But he'll say anything, George. You know how quick he can lie.

              George : (turning to Chris, with deliberation) I'll ask you something, and look me in the eye when you answer me.

              Chris : I'll look you in the eye.

              George : You know your father...

              Chris : I know him well.

              George : And he's the kihd of boss to let a hundred and twenty one cylinder heads be repaired and shipped out of his shop without even knowing it?

              Chris : He's that kind of boss.

              George : And that's the same Joe Keller who never left his shop without first going aroiund to see that all the lights were out.

              Chris : (with growing anger) The same Joe Keller.

              George : The same man who knows how many minutes a day his workers spend

              in the toilet.

              Chris : The same man.

              
                George : Any my father, that frightened moise who'd never buy a shirt without somebody along... That man woulddo such a thing on his own?

              Chris : On his own. And because he's a tightened mouse this is another thing he'd do... Throw the blame on sonebody else in court but it didn't work, but with a fool like you it works!

              Ann : (deeply shaken) Don't talk like that!

              Chris : (sits facing George) Tell me, Gearge. What happened? The court record was good enough for you all these years, why isn't it good now? Why did you believe it all these years?

              George : (after a slight pause) Because you believed it... That's the truth, Chris. I believed everything, because I thought you did. But today I heard it from his mouth. From his mouth it's altogether different than the record. Anyone who knows him, and knows your father, will believe it from his mouth. Your Dad took everything we have. I can't beat that. But she's one item he's not going to grab. (He turns to Ann) Get your things. Everything they have is covered with blood. You're not the kind of girl who can live with that. Get your things.

              Chris : Ann... You're not going to oelieve that, are you?

              Ann : (goes to him) You know its not true, don't you?

              George : How can he tell you? It's his father. (To Chris) None of these things ever even cross your mind?

              Chris : Yes, they crossed my mind. Anything can cross your mind!

              George : He knows, Annie. He knows!

              Chris : The voice of God!

              George : Then why isn't your name on the business? Explain that to her!

              Chris : What the hell has that got to do with... ?

              George : Annie, why isn't his hame on it?

              Chris : Even when I don't own it!

              George : Who're you kidding? Who gets it when he dies? (To Ann) Open your eyes, you know the both of them, isn't that the first thing they'd do, the way they love each other? ...J. O. Keller and Son? (Pause.

              Ann looks from him to Chris) I'll settle it. Do you want to settle it, or are you afraid to?

              Chris : What do you mean?

              
                George : Let me go up and talk to your father. In ten minutes you'll have the answer. Or are you afraid of the answer?

              Chris : I'm not afraid of the answer. I know the answer. But my mother isn't well and I don't want a fight here now.

              George : Let me go to him.

              Chris : You're not going to start a fight here now.

              George : (To Ann) What more do you want! (There is a sound of footsteps in the house).

              Ann : (turns her head suddenly toward house) Someone's coming.

              Chris : (to George, quietly) You won't say anything now.

              Ann : You'll go soon. I'll call a cab.

              George : You're coming with me.

              Ann : And don't mention marriage, because we haven't told her yet.

              George : You're coming with me.

              Ann : You understand? Don't... George, you're not going to start anything now! (She hears footsteps) Shhh!

              Mother enters on porch. She is dressed almost formally. Her hair is fixed. They are all turned toward her. On seeing George she raises both hands, comes down toward him.

              Mother : Georgie, Georgie.

              George : (he has always liked her) Hello, Kate.

              Mother : (cups his face in her hands) They made an old man out of you. (Touches his hair) Look, you're grey.

              George : (her pity, open and unabashed, reaches into him, and he smiles sadly) I know, I... Mother: I told you when you went away, don't try for medals.

              George : (laughs, tiredly) I didn't try, Kate. They made it very easy for me.

              Mother : (actually angry) Go on. You're all alike. (To Ann) Look at him, why did you say he's fine? He looks like a ghost.

              George : (relishing her solicitude) I feel alright.

              Mother : I'm sick to look at you. What's the matter with your mother, why don't she feed you?

              Ann : He just hasn't any appetite.

              Mother : it he ate in my house he’d have an appetite, (to Ann) I pity your

              husband! (To George) Sit down. I'll make you a sandwich.

              
                George : (sits with an embarrassed laugh) I'm really not hungry.

              Mother : Honest to God, it breaks my heart to see what happened to all the

              children. How we worked and planned for you, and you end up no better than us.

              George : (with deep feeling for her) You... you haven't changed at all, you know that, Kate?

              Mother : None of us changed, Georgie. We all love you. Joe was just talking about the day you were bom and the water got shut off. People were carrying basins from a block away... A stranger would have thought the whole block was on fire! (they laugh. She sees the juice. To Ann) Why didn't you give him some juice!

              Ann : (defensively) I offered it to him.

              Mother : (scoffingly) You offered it to him! (thrusting glass into George's hand)

              Give it to him! (To George, who is laughing) And now you’re going to sit here and drink some juice... and look like something!

              George : (sitting) Kate, I feel hungry already.

              Chris : (proudly) She could turn Mahatma Ghandi into a heavyweight!

              Mother : (to Chris, with great energy) Listen, to hell with the restaurant! I got a ham in the icebox, and frozen strawberries, and avocados, and...

              Ann : Swell, I'll help you!

              George : The train leaves at eight thirty, Ann.

              Mother : (to Ann) You're leaving?

              Chris : No, Mother, she's not...

              Ann : (breaking through it, going to George) You hardly got here. Give yourself a chance to get acquainted again.

              Chris : Sure, you don't even know us anymore.

              Mother : Well, Chris, if they can't stay, I don't...

              Chris : No, it's just a question of George, Mother, he planned on...

              George : (gets up politely, nicely, for Kate's sake) Now wait a minute,Chris...

              Chris : (smiling and full of command, cutting him off) If you want to go, I'll drive you to the station now, but if you're staying, no arguments while you're here.

              Mother : (at last confessing the tension) Why should he argue? (she goes to him. With desperation and compassion, stroking his hair) Georgie and us have no argument. How could we have an argument, Georgie?

              
                We all got hit by the same lightning, how can you...? Did you see what happened to Larry's tree, Georgie? (She has taken his arm, and unwillingly he moves across the stage with her.) Imagine? While I was dreaming of him in the middle of the night, the wind came along and...

              Lydia enters on porch. As soon as she sees him:

              Lydia : Hey, Georgie! Georgie! Georgie! Georgie! Georgie! (She comes down to him eagerly. She has a flowered hat in her hand, which Kate takes from her as she goes to George)

              George : (As they shake hands eagerly, warmly) Hello, Laughy. What'd you do, grow? Lydia: I'm a big girl now.

              Mother : Look what he can do to a hat!

              Ann : (to Lydia, admiring the hat) Did you make that?

              Mother : In ten minutes! (she puts it on)

              Lydia : (fixing it on her head) I only rearranged it.

              George : You still make your own clothes?

              Chris : (of Mother) Ain't she classy! All she needs now is a Russian wolfhound.

              Mother : (Moving her head) It feels like somebody is sitting on my head.

              Ann : No, it's beautiful, Kate.

              Mother : (kisses Lydia. To George) She's a genius! You should've married her. (they laugh) This one can feed you!

              Lydia : (strangely embarrassed) Oh, stop that, Kate.

              George : (to Lydia) Didn't I hear you had a baby?

              Mother : You don't hear so good. She's got three babies. George: (a little hurt by it. To Lydia) No kidding, three?

              Lydia : Yeah, it was one, two, three... Youve been away a long time, Georgie.

              George : I'm beginning to realize.

              Mother : (to Chris and George) The trouble with you kids is you think to much.

              Lydia : Well, we think, too.

              Mother : Yes, but not all the time.

              George : (With almost obvious envy) They never took Frank, heh?

              Lydia : (a little apologetically) No, he was always one year ahead of the draft.

              Mother : It's amazing. When they were calling boys twenty seven Frank was twenty eight, when they made it twenty eight, he was just twenty nine. That's why he took up astrology. It's all in when you were bom, it just goes to show.

              
                Chris : What does it go to show?

              Mother : (to Chris) Don't be so intelligent. Some superstitions are very nice! (To

              Lydia) Did he finish Larry's horoscope?

              Lydia : I'll ask him now, I'm going in. (to George, a little sadly, almost embarrassed) Would you like to see my babies? Come on.

              George : I don't think so, Lydia.

              Lydia : (Understanding) All right. Good luck to you, George.

              George : Thanks. And to you... And Frank. (She smiles at him, turns and goes off to her house. George stands staring after her).

              Lydia : (as she runs off) Oh, Frank!

              Mother : (Reading his thoughts) She got pretty, heh?

              George : (sadly) Very pretty.

              Mother : (as a reprimand) She's beautiful, you damned fool!

              George : (looks around longingly, and softly, with a catch in his throat) She makes it seem so nice around here.

              Mother : (shaking her finger at him) Look what happened to you because you wouldn't listen to me! I told you to marry that girl and stay out of the war!

              George : (laughs at himself) She used to laugh too much.

              Mother : And you din't laugh enough. While you were getting mad about

              Fascism Frank was getting into her bed.

              George : (to Chris) He won the war, Frank.

              Chris : All the battles.

              Mother : (in pursuit of this mood) The day they started the draft, Georgie, I told you you loved that girl.

              Chris : (laughs) And truer love hath no man!

              Mother : I'm smarter than any of you.

              George : (laughing) She's wonderful.

              Mother : And now you're going to listen to me, George. You had big principles,

              Eagle Scouts the three of you. So now I got a tree, and this one (indicating Chris) when the weather gets bad he can't stand on his feet. And that big dope (pointing to Lydia's house) next door who never reads anything but Andy Gump has three children and his house paid off. Stop being a philosopher, and look after yourself. Like Joe was just saying... You move back here, he'll help you get set, and I'll find you a girl and put a smile on your face.

              
                George : Joe? Joe wants me here?

              Ann : (eagerly) He asked me to tell you, and I think it's a good idea.

              Mother : Certainly. Why must you make believe you hate us? Is that another principle? ...That you have to hate us? You don't hate us, George, I know you, you can't fool me, I diapered you. (Suddenly, to Ann) You remember Mr. Marcy's daughter?

              Ann : (laughing, to George) She's got you hooked already! (George laughs, is excited)

              Mother : You look her over, George. You'll see she's the most beautiful...

              Chris : She's got warts, George.

              Mother : (to Chris) She hasn't got warts! (To George) So the girl has a little

              beauty mark on her chin...

              Chris : And two on her nose.

              Mother : You remember. Her father's the retired police inspector.

              Chris : Seargent George.

              Mother : He's a very kind man! Chris: He looks like a gorilla.

              Mother : (to George) He never shot anybody.

              They all burst out laughing as Keller appears in the doorway. George rises abruptly and stares at Keller, who comes rapidly down to him.

              Keller : (the laughter stops. With strained joviality) Well! Look who's here! (Extending his hand) Georgie, good to see ya.

              George : (shaking hands. Somberly) How're you, Joe? Keller: So-so. Gettin' old. You cornin' out to dinner with us? George: No, got to be back in New York.

              Ann : I'll call a cab for you. (She goes up into the house)

              Keller : Too bad you can't stay, George. Sit down. (To mother) He looks fine.

              Mother : He looks terrible.

              Keller : That's what I said, you look terrible, George. (They laugh) I wear the pants and she beats me with the belt.

              George : I saw your factory on the way from the station. It looks like General Motors.

              Keller : I wish it was General Motors, but it ain't. Sit down, George. Sit down. (Takes cigar out of his pocket) So you finally went to see your father, I hear?

              
                George : Yes, this morning. What kind of stuff do you make now?

              Keller : oh, little of everything. Pressure cookers, an assembly for washing machines. Got a nice, flexible plant now. So how'd you find Dad? Feel alright?

              George : (searching Keller, speaking indecisively) No, he's not well, Joe.

              Keller : (lighting his cigar) Not his heart again, is it?

              George : It's everything, Joe. It's his soul.

              Keller : (blowing out smoke) Uh huh....

              Chris : How about seeing what they did with your house?

              Keller : Leave him be.

              George : (to Chris, indicating Keller) I’d like to talk to him.

              Keller : Sure, he just got here. That's the way they do, George. A little man makes a mistake and they hang him by his thumbs. The big ones become ambassadors. I wish you'da told me you were going to see Dad.

              George : (studying him) I didn't know you were interested.

              Keller : In a way, I am. I would like him to know, George, that as far as I'm concerned, any time he wants, he's got a place with me. I would like him to know that.

              George : He hates your guts, Joe. Don't you know that?

              Keller : I imagined it. But that can change, too.

              Mother : Steve was never like that.

              George : He's like that now. He'd like to take every man who made money in the war and put him up against a wall.

              Chris : He'll need a lot of bullets.

              George : And he'd better not get any.

              Keller : that's a sad thing to hear.

              George : (with bitterness dominant) Why? What's you expect him to think of you?

              Keller : (the force of his nature rising, but under control) I'm sad to see he hasn't changed. As long as I know him, twenty-five years, the man never learned how to take the blame. You know that, George.

              George : (he does) Well, I...

              Keller : But you do know it. Because the way you come in here you don't look like you remember it. I mean in nineteen thirty seven when we had the shop on Flood Street. And he damn near blew us all up with that heater he left burning for two days without water. He wouldn't admit that was his fault, either. I had to fire a mechanic to save his face. You remember that.

              
                
              

              
                George : Yes, but...

              Keller : I'm just mentioning it, George. Because this is just another one of a lot of things. Like when he gave Frank that money to invest in oil stock.

              George : (distressed) I know that, I...

              Keller : (driving in, but restrained) But it's good to remember those things, kid.

              The way he cursed Frank because the stock went down. Was that Frank's fault? To listen to him Frank was a swindler. And all the man did was to give him a bad tip.

              George : (gets up, moves away) I know those things...

              Keller : Then remember them, remember them. (Ann comes out of house) There are certain men in the world who rather see everybody hung before they'll take blame. You understand me, George?

              They stand facing each other, George trying to judge him.

              Ann : (coming downstage) The cab's on its way. Would you like to wash? Mother: (with the thrust of hope) Why must he go? Make the midnight, George.

              Keller : Sure, you'll have dinner with us!

              Ann : How about it? Why not? We're eating at the lake, we could have a swell time. A long pause, as George looks at Ann, Chris, Keller, then back to her.

              George : All right.

              Mother : now you're talking.

              Chris : I've got a shirt that'll go right with that suit.

              George : Is Lydia...? I mean, Frank and Lydia coming?

              Mother : I'll get you a date that'll make her look like a... (she starts upstage)

              George : (laughing) No, I don't want a date.

              Chris : I know somebody just for you! Charlotte Tanner! (he starts for the house)

              Keller : Call Charlotte, that's right.

              Mother : Sure, call her up. (Chris goes into house) Ann: You go up and pick out a shirt and tie.

              George : (stops, looks aroiund at them and the place) I never felt at home anywhere but here. I feel so... (he nearly laughs, and turns away from them) Kate, you look so young, you know? You didn't change at all. It ... rings an old bell, (turns to Keller) You too, Joe, you're amazingly the same. The whole atmosphere is.

              
                Keller : Say, I ain't got time to get sick.

              Mother : He hasn't been laid up in fifteen years.

              Keller : Except my flu during the war.

              Mother : Huhh?

              Keller : Well, sure... (To George) I mean except for that flu. (George stands perfectly still) Well, it slipped my mind, don't look at me that way. He wanted to go to the shop but he couldn't lift himself off the bed. I thought he had pneumonia.

              George : Why did you say he's never ?

              Keller : I know how you feel, kid, I'll never forgive myself. If I could've gone in

              that day I'd never allwo Dad to touch those heads.

              George : She said you've never been sick.

              Mother : I said he was sick, George.

              George : (going to Ann) Ann, didn't you hear her say...?

              George : Id remember pneumonia. Especially if I got it just the day my partner was going to patch up cylinder heads... What happened that day, Joe?

              Frank enters briskly from driveway, holding Larry's horoscope in his hand. He comes to Kate.

              Frank : Kate! Kate!

              Mother : Frank, did you see George?

              Frank : (extending his hand) Lydia told me, I'm glad to... you'll have to pardon me. (pulling mother over) I've got something amazing for you, Kate, I finished Larry's horoscope.

              Mother : You'd be interested in this, George. It's wonderful the way he can understand the...

              Chris : (entering from house) George, the girl's on the phone...

              Mother : (desperately) He finished Larry's horoscope!

              Chris : Frank, can't you pick a better time than this?

              Frank : The greatest men who ever lived believed in the stars!

              Chris : Stop filling her head with that junk!

              Frank : Is it junk to feel that there's a greater power than ourselves? I've studied the stars of his life! I won't argue with you, I'm telling you. Somewhere in this world your brother is alive!

              Mother : (instantly to Chris) Why isn't it possible?

              
                Chris : Because its insane.

              Frank : Just a minute now. I'll tell you something and you can do as you please.

              Just let me say it. He was supposed to have died on November twenty fifth. But November twenty fifth was his favorite day.

              That's known, that's known, Chris!

              Mother : Why isn't it possible, why isn't it possible, Chris!

              George : (to Ann) Don't you understand what she's saying? She just told you to go. What are you waiting for now?

              Chris : Nobody can tell her to go. (A car horn is heard)

              Mother : (to Frank) Thank you, darling, for your trouble. Will you tell him to

              wait, Frank? Frank: (as he goes) Sure thing.

              Mother : (calling out) They'll be right out, driver!

              George : You heard her say it, he's never been sick!

              Mother : He misunderstood me, Chris! (Chris, looks at her, struck)

              George : (to Ann) He simply told your father to kill pilots, and covered himself

              in bed! Chris: You'd better answer him, Annie. Answer him.

              Mother : I packed your bag, darling.

              Chris : What?

              Mother : I packed your bag. All you've got to do is close it.

              Ann : I'm not closing anything. He asked me here and I'm staying till he tells

              me to go. (To George) Till Chris tells me!

              Chris : That's all! How get out of here, George!

              Mother : (to Chris) But if that's how he feels...

              Chris : That's all, nothing more till Christ comes, about the case or Larry as long as I'm here! (to George) Now get out of here, George!

              George : (to Ann) You tell me. I want to hear you tell me.

              Ann : Go, George!

              They disappear up the driveway, Ann saying, "Don't take it that way, Georgie! Please don't take it that way".

              Chris : (turning to his mother) What do you mean you packed her bag? How dare you pack her bag?

              Mother : Chris...

              Chris : How dare you pack her bag? Mother: She doesn't belong here.

              
                
              

              
                Chris : Then I don't belong here.

              Mother : She's Larry's girl.

              Chris : And I'm his brother and he's dead, and I'm marrying his girl.

              Mother : Never, never in this world!

              Keller : You lost your mind?

              Mother : You have nothing to say!

              Keller : (cruelly) I got plenty to say. Three and a half years you been talking like a maniac... Mother smashes him across the face.

              Mother : Nothing. You have nothing to say. Now I say. He's coming back, and everybody has got to wait.

              Chris : Mother, Mother-

              Mother : Wait, wait...

              Chris : How long? How long?

              Mother : (rolling out of her) Till he comes. Forever and ever till he comes!

              Chris : (as an ultimatum) Mother, I'm going ahead with it.

              Mother : Chris, I've never said no to you in my life, now I say no!

              Chris : You'll never let him go till I do it.

              Mother : I'll never let him go and you'll never let him go!

              Chris : I've let him go. I've let him go a long...

              Mother : (with no less force, but turning from him) Then let your father go. (pause. Chris stands transfixed)

              Keller : She's out of her mind.

              Mother : Altogether! (To Cljris, but not facing them) Your brother's alive, darling, because if he's dead, your father killed him. Do you understand me now? As long as you live, that boy is alive. God does not let a son be killed by his father. Now you see, don't you? Now you see. (Beyond control, she hurries up and into the house)

              Keller : (Chris has not moved. He speaks insinuatingly, questioningly) She's out of her mind. Chris : (in a broken whisper) Then... you did it?

              Keller : (with the beginning of plea in his voice) He never flew a P40...

              Chris : (struck. Deadly) But the others.

              
                Keller : (insistently) She's out of her mind, (he takes a step toward Chris, pleadingly.) Chris: (unyielding) Dad... you did it?

              Keller : He never flew a P40, what's the matter with you?

              Chris : (still asking, and saying) Then you did it. To the others. Both hold their voices down.

              Keller : (afraid of him, his deadly insistence) What's the matter with you? What the hell is the matter with you?

              Chris : (quietly, incredibly) How could you do that? how?

              Keller : What's the matter with you!

              Chris : Dad... Dad, you killed twenty one men!

              Keller : What, killed

              Chris : You killed them, you murdered them.

              Keller : (as though throwing his whole nature open before Chris). how could I kill anybody?

              Chris : Dad! Dad!

              Keller : (trying to hush him) I didn't kill anybody!

              Chris : then explain it to me. What did you do? Explain it to me or I'll tear you to pieces!

              Keller : (horrified at his overwhelming fury) Don't, Chris, don't...

              Chris : I want to know what you did, now what did you do? You had a hundred and twenty cracked engine heads, how what did you do?

              Keller : If you’r going to hang me then I...

              Chris : I'm listening. God almighty, I'm listening!

              Keller : (their movements are those of subtle pursuit and escape. Keller keeps a step out of Chris's range as he talks: You're a boy, what could I do! I'm in business, a man is in business. A hundred and twenty cracked, you're out of business. You got a process, the process don't work you're out of business. You don't know how to operate, your stuff is no good, they close you up, they tear up your contracts. What the hell's it to them? You lay forty years into a business and they knock you out in five minutes, what could I do, let them take forty years, let them take my life away? (his voice cracking) I never thought they'd install them. I swear to Got. I thought they'd stop 'em before anybody took off.

              Chris : Then why'd you ship them out?

              
                Keller : By the time they could spot them I thought I'd have the process going again, and I could show them they needed me and they'd let it go by. But weeks passed and I got no kick-back, so I was going to tell them.

              Chris : Then why didn't you tell them?

              Keller : It was too late. The paper, it was all over the front page, twenty one

              went down, it was too late. They came with handcuffs into the shop, what could I do? (He sits on bench) Chris... Chris, I did it for you, it was a chance and I took it for you. I'm sixty one years old, when would I have another chance to make something for you? Sixty one years old you don't get another chance, do ya?

              Chris : You even knew that they wouldn't hold up in the air.

              Keller I didn't say that.

              Chris : But you were going to warn them not to use them....

              Keller : But that doesn't mean...

              Chris : It means you knew they'd crash.

              Keller : It don't mean that.

              Chris : Then you thought they'd crash.

              Keller : I was afraid maybe...

              Chris : You were afraid maybe! God in heaven, what kind of a man are you? Kids were hanging in the air by those heads. You knew that!

              Keller : For you, a business for you!

              Chris : (with burning fury) For me! Where do you live, where have you come

              from? For me! I was dying every day and you were killing my boys and you did it for me? What the hell do you think I was thinking of, the Goddam business? Is that as far as your mind can see, the business? What is that, the world of business? What the hell do you mean, you did it for me? Don't you have a country? Don't you live in the world? What the hell are you? You're not even an animal, no animal kills his own, what are you? What must I do to you? I ought to tear the tongue out of your mouth, what must I do? (With his fist he pounds down upon his father's shoulder. He stumbles away, covering his face as he weeps) What must I do, Jesus God, what must I do?

              
                
                  

                
              

              
                
                  
                    CURTAIN
                
              

            
            
              ACT THREE

              Two o'clock the following morning, Mother is discovered on the rise, rocking ceaselessly in a chair, staring at her thoughts. It is an intense, slight, sort of rocking. A light shows from upstairs bedroom, lower floor windows being dark. The moon is strong and casts its bluish light.

              Presently Jim, dressed in jacked and hat, appears, and seeing her, goes up beside her.

              Jim : Any news?

              Mother : No news.

              Jim : (gently) You can’t sit up all night, dear, why don't you go to bed?

              Mother : I'm waiting for Chris. Don't worry about me, Jim, I'm perfectly all right.

              Jim : But it's almost two o'clock.

              Mother : I can't sleep, (slight pause) You had an emergency?

              Jim : (tiredly) Somebody had a headache and thought he was dying, (slight pause) Half of my patients are quite mad. Nobody realizes how many people are walking loose, and they're cracked as coconuts.

              Money. Money, money, money, money. You say it long enough it doesn't mean anything. (She smiles, makes a silent laugh) Oh, how I'd love to be around when that happens!

              Mother : (shaking her head) You're so childish, Jim! Sometimes you are.

              Jim : (looks at her a moment) Kate. (Pause) What happened?

              Mother : I told you. He had an argument with Joe. Then he got in the car and drove away.

              Jim : What kind of an argument?

              Mother : An argument, Joe... He was crying like a child, before.

              Jim : They argued about Ann?

              Mother : (after slight hesitation) No, not Ann. Imagine? (Indicates lighted window above) She hasn't come out of that room since he left. All night in that room.

              Jim : (looks up at window, then at her): What'd Joe do, tell him?

              Mother : (stops rocking) Tell him what?

              Jim : Don't be afraid, Kate, I know. I've always known.

              
                Mother : How?

              Jim : It occurred to me a long time ago.

              Mother : I always had the feeling that in the back of his head, Chris... almost

              knew I didn't think it would be such a shock.

              Jim : (gets up) Chris would never know how to live with a thing like that. It takes a certain talent... for lying. You have it, and I do. But not him.

              Mother : What do you mean... He's not coming back?

              Jim : Oh, no, he'll come back. We all come back, Kate. These private little revolutions always die. The compromise is always made. In a peculiar way. Frank is right... every man does have a star. The star of one's honesty. And you spend your life groping for it, but once it's out it never lights again. I don't think he went very far. He probably just wanted to be alone to watch his star go out.

              Mother : Just as long as he comes back.

              Jim : I wish he wouldn't, Kate. One year I simply took off, went to New

              Orleans; for two months I lived on bananas and milk, and studied a certain disease. And then she came, and she cried. And I went back home with her. And now I live in the usual darkness; I can’t find myself; it's hard sometimes to remember the kind of man I wanted to be. I'm a good husband; Chris is a good son... He'll come back.

              Keller comes out on porch in dressing gown and slippers. He goes upstage...To alley. Jim goes to him.

              Jim : I have the feeling he's in the park. I'll look for him. Put her to bed, Joe; this is no good for what she's got. (Jim exits up driveway)

              Keller : (coming down) What does he want here?

              Mother : His friend is not home.

              Keller : (comes down to her. His voice is husky) I don't like him mixing in so much.

              Mother : It's too late, Joe. He knows.

              Keller : (apprehensively) How does he know?

              Mother : He guessed it a long time ago.

              Keller : I don't like that.

              Mother : (laughs dangerously, quietly into the line) What you don't like.

              Keller : Yeah, what I don't like.

              
                Mother : You can't bull yourself through this one, Joe, you better be smart now. This thing...this thing is not over yet.

              Keller : (indicating lighted window above)And what is she doing up there? She don't come out of the room.

              Mother : I don't know, what is she doing? Sit down, stop bing mad. You want to live? You better figure out your life.

              Keller : She don't know, does she?

              Mother : Don't ask me, Joe.

              Keller : (almost an outburst) Then who do I ask? But I don't think she'll do anything about it.

              Mother : You're asking me again.

              Keller : I'm askin' you. What am I, a stranger? I thought I had a family here. What happened to my family?

              Mother : You've got a family. I'm simply telling you that I have to strength to think any more.

              Keller : You have no strength. The minute there's trouble you have no strength.

              Mother : Joe, you're doing the same thing again. All your live whenever there's trouble you yell at me and you thing that settles it.

              Keller : Then what do I do? Tell me, talk to me, what do I do?

              Mother : Joe... I've been thinking this way. If he comes back...

              Keller : What do you mean "if? He's cornin' back!

              Mother : I think if you sit him down and you... explain yourself. I mean you ought to make it clear to him that you know you did a terrible thing. (Not looking into his eyes) I mean if he saw that you realize what you did. You see?

              Keller : What ice does that cut?

              Mother : (a litle fearfully) I mean if you told him that you want to pay for what you did.

              Keller : (sensing... quietly) How can I pay?

              Mother : Tell him... You're willing to go to prison, (pause)

              Keller : (struck, amazed) I'm willing to...?

              
                Mother : (quickly) You wouldn't go, he wouldn't aks you to go. But if you told him you wanted to, if he could feel that you wanted to pay, maybe he would forgive you.

              Keller : He would forgive me! For what?

              Mother : Joe, you know what I mean.

              Keller : I don't know what you mean! You wanted money, so I made money. What must I be forgiven? You wanted money, didn't you?

              Mother : I didn't want it that way.

              Keller : I didn't want it that way, either! What difference is it what you want? I spoiled the both of you. I should've put him out when he was ten like I was put out, and make him earn his keep. Then he'd know how a buck is made in this world. Forgiven! I could live on a quarter a day myself, but I got a family so I...

              Mother : Joe, Joe... It don't excuse it that you did it for the family.

              Keller : It’s got to excuse it!

              Mother : There's something bigger than the family to him.

              Keller : Nothin' is bigger!

              Mother : There is to him.

              Keller : There's nothing he could do that I wouldn't forgive. Because he's my son. Because I'm his father and he's my son.

              Mother Joe, I tell you...

              Keller : Nothin's bigger than that. And you're going to tell him, you understand? I'm his father and he's my son, and if there's something bigger than that I'll put a bullet in my head!

              Mother : You stop that!

              Keller : You heard me. Now you know what to tell him. (Pause. He moves from her. Halts) But he wouldn't put me away though... He wouldn't do that... Would he?

              Mother : He loved you, Joe, you broke his heart.

              Keller : But to put me away...

              Mother : I don't know. I'm beginning to thing we don't really know him. They

              say in the war he was such a killer. Here he was always afraid of mice. I don't know him. I don't know what he'll do.

              
                Keller : Goddam, If Larry was alive he wouldn't act like this. He understood the way the world is made. He listened to me. To him the world had a forty foot front, it ended at the building line. This one, everything bothers him. You make a deal, overcharge two cents, and his hair falls out. He don't understand money. Too easy, it came too easy. Yes, sir. Larry. That was a boy we lost. Larry. Larry. (He slumps on chair in front of her) What am I gonna do, Kate?

              Mother : Joe, Joe, please... you'll be alright, nothing is going to happen.

              Keller : (desperately, lost) For you, Kate, for both of you, that's all I ever lived for....

              Mother : I know, darling, I know. (Ann enters from the house. They say nothing, waiting for her to speak) Ann: Why do you stay up? I'll tell you when he comes.

              Keller : (rises, goes to her) You didn't eat supper, did you? (to mother) Why don't you make her something?

              Mother : Sure, I'll...

              Ann : Never mind, Kate, I'm all right, (they are unable to speak to each other) There's something I want to tell you. (She starts, then halts) I'm not going to do anything about it.

              Mother : She's a good girl! (ToKeller) You see? She's a ...

              Ann : I'll do nothing about Joe, but you're going to do something for me.

              (Directly to Mother) You made Chris feel guilty with me. I'd like you to tell him that Larry is dead and that you know it. You understand me? I'm not going out of here alone. There's no life for me that way. I want you to set him free. And" then 1 promise you, everything will end, and we'll go away, and that's all.

              Keller : You'll do that. You'll tell him.

              Ann : I know what I'm asking, Kate. You had two sons. But you've only got one now.

              Keller : You'll tell him.

              Ann : And you've got to say it to him so he knows you mean it.

              Mother : My dear, if the boy was dead, it wouldn't depend on my words to make

              Chris know it... The night he gets into your bed, his heart will dry up.

              
                Because he knows and you know. To his dying day he'll wait for his brother! No, my dear, no such thing. You're going in the morning, and you're going alone. That's your life, that's your lonely life, (she goes to porch, and starts in)

              Ann : Larry is dead, Kate.

              Mother : (she stops) Don't speak to me.

              Ann : I said he's dead. I know! He crashed off the coast of China November

              twenty fifth! His engine didn't fail him. But he died. I know...

              Mother : How did he die? You're lying to me. If you know, how did he die?

              Ann : I loved him. You know I loved him. Would I have looked at anyone else if I wasn't sure? That's enough for you.

              Mother : (moving on her) What's enough for me? What're you talking about? (She grasps Ann's wrists) Ann: You're hurting my wrists.

              Mother : What are you talking about! (Pause. She stares at Ann a moment, then turns and goes to Keller)

              Ann : Joe, go in the house.

              Keller : Why should I...

              Ann : Please go.

              Keller : Lemme know when he comes. (Keller goes into house)

              Mother : (as she sees Ann taking a letter from her pocket) What's that?

              Ann : Sit down. (Mother moves left to chair, but does not sit) First you've got to understand. When I came, I didn't have any idea that Joe... I had nothing against him or you. I came to get married. I hoped... So I didn't bring this to hurt you. I thought I'd show it to you only if there was no other way to settle Larry in your mind.

              Mother : Larry? (snatches letter from Ann's hand)

              Ann : He wrote to me just before he... (mother opens and begins to read letter) I'm not trying to hurt you, Kate. You're making me do this, now remember you're... Remember. I've been so lonely, Kate... I can't leave here alone again, (a long low moan comes from Mother's throat as she reads) You made me show it to you. You wouldn't believe me. I told you a hundred times, why wouldn't you believe me!

              Mother : Oh, my God

              
                Ann : (with pity and fear) Kate, please, please...

              Mother : My God, my God...

              Ann : Kate, dear, I'm so sorry. I'm so sorry.

              Chris enters from the driveway. He seems exhausted.

              Ann : Where were you? You're all perspired, (mother doesn't move) where were you?

              Chris : Just drove around a little. I thought you'd be gone.

              Ann : Where do I go? I have nowhere to go.

              Chris : (to Mother) Where's Dad?

              Ann : Inside lying down.

              Chris : Sit down, both of you. I'll say what there is to say.

              Mother : I didn't hear the car...

              Chris : I left it in the garage.

              Mother : Jim is out looking for you.

              Chris : Mother... I'm going away. There are a couple of firms in Cleveland, I think I can get a place. I mean, I'm going way for good. (To Ann alone) I know what you're thinking, Annie. It's true. I'm yellow. I was made yellow in this house because I suspected my father and I did nothing about it, but if I know that night when I came home what I know now, he'd be in the district attorney's office by this time, and I’d have brought him there. Now if I look at him, all I'm able to do is cry.

              Mother : What are you talking about? What else can you do?

              Chris : I could jail him! I could‘jail him, if I were human any more. But I'm like everybody else now. I'm practical now. You made me practical.

              Mother : But you have to be.

              Chris : The cats in that alley are practical, the bums who ran away when we were fighting were practical. Only the dead ones weren't practical. But now I'm practical, and I spit on myself. I'm going away. I'm going now.

              Ann : (going up to him) I'm coming with you.

              Chris : No, Ann.

              Ann : Chris, I don't ask you to do anyting about Joe.

              
                Chris : You do, you do.

              Ann : I swear I never will.

              Chris : in your heart you always will.

              Ann : Then do what you have to do!

              Chris : Do what? What is there to do? I've looked all night for a reason to make him suffer.

              Ann : There's reason, there's reason!

              Chris : What? Do I raise the dead when I put him behind bars? Then what'll I do it for? We used to shoot a man who acted like a dog, but honor was real there, you were protecting something. But here? This is the land of the great big dogs, you don't love a man here, you eat him! That's the principle; the only one we live by... it just happened to kill a few people this time, that's all. The world's that way, how can I take it out on him? What sense does that make? This is a zoo, a zoo!

              Ann : (to Mother) You know what he's got to do! Tell him!

              Mother Let him go.

              Ann : I won't let him go. You'll tell him what he's got to do...

              Mother : Annie!

              Ann : Then I will!

              Keller enters from house. Chris sees him, goes down near arbor.

              Keller : What's the matter with you? I want to talk to you!

              Chris : (pulling violently away from him) Don't do that, Dad. I'm going to hurt you if you do that. There's nothing to say so say it quick.

              Keller : Exactly what's the matter? what's the matter? you got too much money? Is that what bothers you?'

              Chris : (with an edge of sarcasm) It bothers me.

              Keller : If you can't get used to it, then throw it away. You hear me? Take every

              cent and give it to charity, throw it in the sewer. Does that settle it? In the sewer, that's all. You think I'm kidding? I'm tellin' you to do it, if it's dirty then burn it. It's your money, that's not my money. I'm a dead man, I'm an old dean man, nothing's mine. Well, talk to me! What do you want to do

              
                Chris : It's not what I want to do. It's what you want to do.

              Keller : What should I do? (Chris is silent) Jail? You want me to go to jail? If you want me to go, say so! Is that where I belong? Then tell me so! (Slight pause) What's the matter, whay can't you tell me? (Furiously) You say everyting else to me, say that! (Slight pause) I'll tell you why you can't say it. Because you know I don't belong there. Because you know! (with growing emphasis and passion, and a persistent tone of desperation) Who worked for nothin' in that war? When they ship a gun or a truck outa Detroid before they got their price? Is that clean? It's dollars and cents, nickels and dimes; war and peace, it's nickels and dimes, what's clean? Half the Goddam country is gotta go if I go! That's why you can't tell me.

              Chris : That's exactly why.

              Keller : Then... Why am I bad?

              Chris : I know you're no worse than most men but I thought you were better. I never saw you as a man. I saw you as my father. (Almost breaking) I can't look at you this way, I can't look at myself!

              He turns away, unable to face Keller. Ann goes quickly to Mother, takes letter from her and starts for Chris. Mother instantly rushes to intercept her.

              Mother : Give me that!

              Ann : He's going to read it! (She thrusts letter into Chris's hand) Larry. He wrote it to me the day he died. Keller: Larry!

              Mother : Chris, it's not for you. (he starts to read) Joe... go away...

              Keller : (mystified, frightened) Wby'd she say, Larry, what...?

              Mother : (desparately pushes him toward alley, glancing at Chris) Go to the street, Joe, go to the street! (she comes down beside Keller) Don't, Chris... (pleading with her whole soul) Don't tell him.

              Chris : (quietly) Three and one half years... talking, talking. Now you tell me

              what you must do... This is how he died, now tell me where you belong.

              Keller : (pleading) Chris, a man can't be a Jesus in this world!

              Chris. : I know all about the world. I know the whole crap story. Now listen to

              this, and tell me what a man's got to be! (Reads:) "My dear Ann: ...", you listening? He wrote this the day he died. Listen, don't cry. Listen!

              
                "My Dear Ann: it is impossible to put down the things I feel. But I've got to tell you something. Yesterday they flew in a load of papers from the States and I read about Dad and your father being convicted. I can't express myself. I can’t tell you how I feel. I can't bear to live any more. Last night I circled the base for twenty minutes before I could bring myself in. How could he have done that? Every day three or four men never come back and he sits back there doing 'business'. I don't know how to tell you what I feel.... I can’t face anybody. I'm going out on a mission in a few minutes. They'll probably report me as missing. If they do, I want you to know that you mustn't wait for me. I tell you, Ann, if I had him there now I could kill him. " (Keller grabbs the letter from Chris's hand and reads it.

              After a long pause) Now blame the world. Do you understand that letter?

              Keller : (speaking almost inaudibly) I think I do. Get the car. I'll put on my jacket, (he turns and starts slowly for the house. Mother rushes to intercept him)

              Mother : Why are you going? You'll sleep, why are you going?

              Keller : I can't sleep here. I'll feel better if I go.

              Mother : You're so foolish. Larry was your son too, wasn't he? You know he'd never tell you to do this.

              Keller : (looking at letter in his hand) Then what is this if it isn't telling me? Sure, he was my son. But I think to him they were all my sons. And I guess they were, I guess they were. I'll be right down, (exits into house)

              Mother : (to Chris, with determination) You're not going to take him!

              Chris : I'm taking him.

              Mother : It's up to you, if you tell him to stay he'll stay. Go and tell him!

              Chris : Nobody could stop him now.

              Mother : You'll stop him! How long will he live in prison? Are you trying to kill him?

              Chris : (holding out letter) I thought you read this!

              Mother : (of Larry, the letter) The war is over! Didn't you hear? It's over!

              Chris : Then what was Larry to you? A stone that fell into the water? It's not

              enough for him to be sorry. Larry didn't kill himself to make you and Dad sorry.

              
                Mother : What more can we be!

              Chris : You can be better! Once and for all you can know there's a universe of people outside and you're responsible to it, and unless you know that, you threw away your son because that's why he died.

              A shot is heard in the house. They stand frozen for a brief second. Chris starts for porch, pauses at step, turns to Ann.

              Chris : Find Jim! (He goes on into the house and Ann runs up driveway. Mother stands alone, transfixed.

              Mother : (softly, almost moaning) Joe... Joe... Joe... Joe... (Chris comes out of house, down to Mother's arms.)

              Chris : (almost crying) Mother, I didn't mean to...

              Mother : Don't dear. Don't take it on yourself. Forget now. Live.

              Chris stirs as if to answer. Shhh.... She puts his arms down gently and moves toward porch. Shhh... As she reaches porch steps she begins sobbing.

              
                
                  
                    CURTAIN
                
              

              
                
                  Glossary
                
              

              ain't (sf.) : am not/ is not/ are not

              arbor (n.) : a shelter in a garden for people to sit under growing plants

              avocados (n.) : a fruit with hard dark skin, soft light green flesh and a large

              stone pit inside

              din't (sf.) : didn't

              embarrassed (adj.) : shy, ashamed

              goin (v.) : going

              gotta (sf.) : have got to/a

              lookin’ (v.) : looking

              outskirts (n.) : the parts of a town or city that are furthest from the center

              porch (n.) : veranda, a small area of house covered by a roof

              sarcasm (n.) : a way of using words that are the opposite of what you intend to

              make fun

              saunter (v.) : to walk in a slow relaxed way

              scoffingly (adv.) : scornfully, disrespectfully

              somberly (adv.) : joylessly, unhappily

              stock (n.) : supply of goods that is available for sale in a shop or store

              stolid (adj.) : not showing much interest, not changing

              swindler (n.) : a person who cheats or defrauds

              y' know (sf.) : you know

            
            
              Exercises

              
                
                  Exploring the Text
                
              

              
                	Chris Answer the following questions in brief.

              

              
                	What does Frank figure out from the horoscope of Larry?

                	Why is Steve Deever in the prison?

                	What causes the death of twenty-one pilots?

                	What does Sue reveal about Joe?

                	Why does George insist his sister Ann cannot marry Chris Keller?

                	Was Larry really lost in a plane crash?

                	What does the apple tree symbolize in the drama?

                	Who is the antagonist in the drama?

              

              
                	Why is the play considered a tragedy? Give reason.

                	Write the changing view of Chris toward his father at the beginning and through the course of the play.

                	What does Joe Keller expect from his son? Do his desires incorporate Chris’s vision? Discuss.

                	Discuss Joe and Chris’s viewpoint about the war. Whose stance do you support? Explain.

                	Write Chris Keller’s experiences of the war.

                	Explain why Joe Keller upholds wealth in high regard. Do you think that his perspective of money good? Give reason to justify your answer.

                	Why does Joe decide to allow the production of cracked parts for American planes? Does his understanding of the human race become tainted by his desire to make money? Explain.

                	Why does Joe kill himself? Does he deserve punishment for what he has done? Give reason.

                	Discuss the tragic conflict between family loyalties and the social responsibility in the play.

                	Introduce the following characters in brief.

              

              Joe Keller • Kate Keller

              Keller • George Deever

              
                
                  Appreciation and Writing
                
              

              
                	Analyze the play with the fivefold structure: exposition, conflict, rising action, climax, and denouncement.

                	Write the summary of the play in about 400 words and justify its title.

                	Paraphrase the following extracts of the play:

              

              
                I know all about the world. I know the whole crap story. Now listen to this, and tell me what a man's got to be! (Reads:) "My dear Ann: ...", you listening? He wrote this the day he died. Listen, don't cry. Listen! "My Dear Ann: it is impossible to put down the things I feel.

              
                	Explain the following extracts of the play with reference to the context:

              

              I said he's dead. I know! He crashed off the coast of China November twenty fifth! His engine didn't fail him. But he died. I know...

              
                	This play involves a conflict over ideals. In terms of inter-generational relations, what is it about the family and how children mature that leads to these conflict?

                	Joe Keller is the living embodiment of the American Dream. Explain.

                	Money is a bottomless sea where humanity, friendship, prestige, etc. can be drowned. It has led us so far from human identity. Explain.

              

              
                
                  Project work/ Activities
                
              

              Group Work: Work in the group of five students. Create imaginary five characters for a one act play and write a one act play composing suitable dialogue. Then perform in the class representing each character.

              Book Review: Read Arthur Miller’s play 'Death of a Salesman, (1949) and write a review of it in your own words

              
                
                  
                    Tips for Teachers to Deal with Literary Texts in the Class
                
              

              Literature is valued from language learning point of view in classroom. Literature Students enjoy reading literature. Enjoyment and pleasure are important factors in any learning process. It is a potential aid to the language teachers. As a literary text contains a number of varieties of language, it can be extremely useful in sensitizing more advanced learners to linguistic variation and the values associated with different varieties. Through literature, the language teachers can teach different skills, reading, writing, speaking, and listening, different aspects of language, like phonology, grammar, supra segmental feature, vocabulary, semantics, etc. Literature provides maximum exposure to second language learners. It gives varieties of input that facilitate and make the learning interesting and lively. Literature is taught to make the students familiar with literary word, figure of speech, different genres of literature, etc. It makes them creative and helps for critical thinking and creative writing. It helps them even to compose a literary work. Literature provides an authentic text for discussion and help to learn language through literature. It expands the imagination of the learners. So it is used as a material to break the monotony of learning situation. It is taught to help students to recognize linguistic and non- linguistic criteria in the subject matter. Moreover, literature aims to help learners to learn lexis with many social and cultural associations. It can be used for the purpose of language teaching. It is a means as well as an end as nothing reflects a language more beautifully than literature. It is used to provide enough subject matter for the teaching classes.

              Literary texts provide examples of language resources being used to the full, and the reader is placed in active internal role in making/working with sense of the language. Literature lessons formulate language practice. It develops open questioning spirit. It helps students to recognize the area of language organization. It teaches the lexis with many social and cultural associations it conveys. It makes language feel, not the language learned or language taught.

              The teachers should deal with the texts so as to achieve the following aims and objectives of teaching literature .

              
                	to have stylistic analysis,

                	to make students familiar with the poetic function of language,

                	to make student understand wider social and historical context,

                	to encourage studentsTo infer meaning by interacting with the text,

                	to make students understand external and internal relationship of the literary text,

                	to develop creative role and imaginative involvement of the students,

                	to make them familiar with the characteristic feature of literary language - deviated, rhetorical, prosodic, and connotative,

                	to develop creative writing, critical reading and thinking and imaginative involvement of the, students,

                	to make them find out what is said and how it is said,

                	to enrich the word power of the learner,

                	
                  to make them familiar with the different forms of literature,

                	
                  to make them understand literary universal,

                	to make them familiar with prosodic feature and figure of speech,

                	to make them familiar with different approach to literary text analysis,

                	to make them able to analyze and appreciate literary texts.

              

              
                	
                  
                    Dealing with Fiction/Stories
                  
                

              

              Fiction is a supreme resource for observing not only language but life itself. As it is short, it makes the students’ reading task and the teacher’s coverage easier. Students all over the world have experienced stories so it is universal. Moreover, short fiction, like all other types of literature, makes contribution to the development of cognitive and analytical abilities by bringing the whole self to bear on a compressed account of a situation in a single place and moment. The following activities need to be done while dealing with story.

              
                	
                  
                    Pre-reading activities
                  
                

              

              
                	The teacher helps students with cultural background.

                	Students learn about author's life or the historical background to the story.

                	Students guess the content of the story.

                	They make general prediction about the story from the relevant pictures.

                	They predict about the story based on reading the first paragraph only.

                	Students learn important words and meaning.

              

              
                	
                  
                    While-reading activities
                  
                

              

              
                	Students are taught the plot of the story.

                	They write a brief summary of the plot.

                	By reading, they provide titles for each paragraph.

                	They reorder a series of jumbled sentences.

                	Different activities like fill in the gap, sentence completion, etc. can be done.

                	They make a list of the characters.

                	They choose adjectives to describe particular character. Providing a close textual analysis of a section of the text.

              

              
                	
                  
                    Post-reading activities
                  
                

              

              
                	Provide students with different critical interpretation of the story which students then discuss.

                	Ask students to note done words which give symbolic meaning,

                	Students write letter to their friend describing the events of the story,

                	They are asked to write the story changing tense or person.

                	They write a review of the story.

                	They play the role or act out a scene from the story.

                	Students find out the world view and value or moral lesson of the story.

              

              
                	
                  
                    
                      Dealing with Non-fiction/essays
                  
                

              

              An essay or non-fiction writing is a composition on a topic. There are different types of essay: descriptive, expository, narrative, argumentative, reflective, etc. While teaching an essay, the teacher should think of the style and types of essay. Descriptive and narrative essays are easy to teach but expository and reflective essays are to some extend difficult so the teacher should plan accordingly. Generally while teaching an essay, we can do the following activities in three stages:

              
                	
                  
                    Pre-reading activities
                  
                

              

              
                	
                  The teacher can ask some questions related to the essay to draw the attention of the students.
                

                	
                  The students can be asked to describe pictures if there is any related to the essay. 
                

                	
                  The teacher selects keywords from the texts and treats them with meaning and use in the essay.
                

                	
                  Students listen about the author’s life of historical and cultural background of the essay.
                

                	
                  Students predict about the essay based on reading first paragraph only or from the title.
                

                	
                  Students involve in discussion about the development of events in the essay.
                

              

              
                	
                  
                    While Reading activities
                  
                

              

              
                	
                  The students read the essay silently and answer the questions given.
                

                	
                  Students check their guessing that they made before reading the essay.
                

                	
                  Students read and provide title to each paragraph in the essay.
                

                	
                  Students think of the adjectives to describe character in the essay.
                

                	
                  Students do closure textual analysis of a setting of the text.
                

                	
                  Students are asked to concentrate on spelling and pronunciation of the words and structure of some of the sentences.
                

                	
                  Students read the text more than one time to find the answer of comprehension questions and to get the gistnf it.
                

              

              
                	
                  
                    Post-reading activities
                  
                

              

              
                	
                  The teacher clarifies the ambiguities if the students are confused at some points. 
                

                	
                  Students are provided with some questions to debate focusing on any point in the essay.
                

                	
                  Students write the review of the essay.
                

                	
                  Students rewrite the same essay changing the tense, person, and style.
                

                	
                  There can be critical discussion or debate about the world view or values which seems to be depicted in the text.
                

                	
                  Students can have critical literary writing about the author of the essay or his. her work in general.
                

              

              
                	
                  
                    
                      Dealing with Poetry
                  
                

              

              Poetry is the main form of literature. It is a piece of writing in which words are chosen for their sound and image they suggest. It has musical quality. In language class, it can be used as an authentic material. We need to teach poems in three stages by doing following activities.

              
                	
                  
                    Pre-reading activities
                  
                

              

              
                	
                  Discussion of pictures or photos if any in the text.
                

                	
                  Predicting the theme of the poem from its title or a few key words.
                

                	
                  Telling the historical and cultural background of the poem.
                

                	
                  Reading about author’s life and the situation in which the poem was composed.
                

                	
                  Introducing the literary movement.
                

              

              
                	
                  
                    While Reading activities
                  
                

              

              
                	
                  Giving jumble version of the poem and asking to put in order. 
                

                	
                  Removing certain words from the poem and students fill in the gaps. 
                

                	
                  Students are asked to read one stanza and predict what comes next.
                

                	
                  Students underline or circle all the words connected to a particular lexical set like noun, verb, etc.
                

                	
                  Discussion metaphorical, symbolic, and paradoxical meaning of the poem. 
                

                	
                  Deciding which meaning of the dictionary has been relevant to the words of the poem.
                

                	
                  Asking comprehension questions.
                

              

              
                	
                  
                    Post-Reading activities
                  
                

              

              
                	
                  Providing two/three brief interpretations of the poem and students decide which one is appropriate to the poem.
                

                	
                  Writing summary of the poem.
                

                	
                  Writing answer to appreciation and free writing questions.
                

                	
                  Paraphrasing the poem in simple English.
                

                	
                  Learning about unusual language like deviation of spelling, punctuation, suffix, prefix, etc.
                

                	
                  Discussing the world view and value which is expressed in the poem. Debating on the theme of the poem.
                

              

              
                	
                  
                    Dealing with Drama
                  
                

              

              Drama is the most interesting form of literature. It occupies a central place in language classroom. When students go through drama, they can really see langauge in action and use. Drama develops oral skill and creates meaningful context for the use of the language, students have high involvement and motivation in study. From the conversation they get exposure. The following stages are followed while teaching drama.

              
                
                  
                    Pre-reading Activities
                
              

              
                	
                  The teacher outlines the social, historical, and political background of the text.
                

                	
                  Students make predictions about the drama.
                

                	
                  Characters, setting, role and relationship, plot etc. are discussed.
                

                	
                  Students are given some lines of the drama and students guess which character is speaking and in which setting.
                

              

              
                
                  While Reading activities
                
              

              
                	
                  Students identify what language functions are served by different lines in the play, e.g. promise, request, complaint, etc.
                

                	
                  Incomplete dialogues are given to the divided groups and asked to complete
                

                	
                  the version with original ones.
                

                	
                  Students compare the drama with two or more of translation into their mother tongue. They decide which translation they like most and why.
                

                	
                  Students act out an extract from a play, paying special attention on gestures and movement.
                

                	
                  The text is read aloud with word stress and sentence stress paying special attention on its emotional meaning.
                

                	
                  Students discuss the characters in the play by ‘making short replies about them.
                

                	
                  Students rehearse the drama in front of the class with different accessories, e.g. umbrella, hat, handbag , belts, etc.
                

              

              
                
                  Post-reading activities
                
              

              
                	
                  Students discuss the theme or subject of the play in light of their own experience.
                

                	
                  Students discuss the values and world view which are either implicitly or explicitly expressed in the text.
                

                	
                  Students discuss a series of controversial statements about the theme or topic of the extract.
                

                	
                  Students select information to prepare biographies of the characters and read their biographies aloud before the class.
                

              

            
          
        
      
      
        
          
        

        Section Three – Introduction to Critical Perspective

        
          
            
          

          3 Critical Perspectives to the Study of Literature

          Critical perspective is concerned to the critical theories of Literature. Critical perspective is the way of looking a literary text from different points of view. Perspective relates to how a person sees things, which in literature affects how a story or poem is written. Critical prospective is actually understood as criticism. It is the overall term for studies concerned with defining, classifying, analyzing, interpreting, and evaluating works of literature. Literary criticism, by and large, tries to explain the literary work to us; its production, its meaning, its design, and its beauty. Related terms to critical perspective are critical theory or literary theory. Critical theory tries to explain the assumption and values upon which various terms of theory criticism rest. Strictly speaking, when we interpret a literary text, we are doing literary criticism, when we examine the criteria upon which our interpretation rests, we are doing critical theory. Simply put, literary criticism is the application of critical theory to a literary text, whether or not a given critic is aware of the theoretical assumptions informing her or his interpretation. In fact, the widespread recognition that literary criticism cannot be separated from the theoretical assumption on which it is based is one reason why the word criticism is often used of as it is included the word theory. The terms- literary theory and critical theory refer to essentially the same field of study. They both address ways of looking at literature beyond the typical plot theme character-setting studies. Just as a perspective is a way of looking at something, a critical perspective is the way of criticizing or analyzing literature. Gender perspective, class perspective, the perspectives of the margins, cultural perspective, etc- are some criticisms that we discuss in the section that follows.

          There are different criticisms like theoretical, practical, objective, textual, etc. Theoretical criticism proposes a theory of literature, in the sense of general principles, together with a set of terms, definitions and categories, to applied to identifying and analyzing works of literature, as well as the criteria by which these works and their writers are to be evaluated . Practical criticism concerns with the discussion of particular works and writer, in an applied critique , the theoretical principles controlling the mode of the analysis, interpretation, and evaluation. Objective criticism approaches a work of literature as something which stands free from what is often called 'extrinsic' reference to the poet, or to the audience, or to the environing world. Instead it describes the literary product as a self-sufficient and autonomous object, or else as a world in itself, which is to be analyzed and judged solely by 'Intrinsic' criteria such as its complexity, coherence, equilibrium, integrity, and the interrelations of its component elements. Textual criticism aims to establish as accurately as possible what an author actually wrote, or intended to be the final version of each work.

          
            The textual critic collates the printed texts of a work in order to detect variants, to trace the changes made by an author at various stages of a work and to identify and correct sources of error.

          Critical perspective is a way of criticizing or analyzing literature. It is the view we bring to the literature we read. We know that different people experience the same literary text differently, in the same way they approach the same literary text differently. One person may be offended by a character’s actions, while another finds the comic. One reader can be offended by the actions of certain characters whereas another reader may be awed by the same actions. Literary theories emerged as ways to explain different peoples’ views and responses to literature. Rather than insisting that one view is the best or correct view , literary theory attempts to find value in all views that are based on a careful study of the literature. Thus, there are multiple theories or criticisms or perspectives and through all of them a text is analyzed or evaluated. Studying a work from more than one view gives us a deeper understanding of the author's work and a better appreciation for the richness of it. So, essentially all we have to do to study a work form more than one critical perspective is to put our own view on hold and entertain the other view.

          
            3.1 Gender Perspective

            This perspective of evaluating a literary text examines how sexual identity influences the criterion and reception of literary works. Originally gender perspective is an offshoot of feminist movement. This criticism includes a number of approaches, including the so-called "Musculinist" approach recently advocated by the poet Robert Bly. A text can be analyzed both from feminist and musculinist perspectives. Gender perspective is a type of gender discrimination in the writer's judgment and his /her writing. The traditional gender role and the patriarchy system made many writers blind and so that they presented women as weak gender in their writing. But when feminist writers emerged, they started to present women as strong as men in their writing.

            Traditional gender roles cast men as rational, strong, protective, and decisive; they cast women as emotional, weak, nurturing, and submission. These gender roles have been used very successfully to justify inequities, which still occur today, such as excluding women from equal access to leadership and decision making position, paying men higher wages than woman for doing the same job, and convincing women that they are not fit for careers in such areas as Mathematics and engineering. Many People today believe such inequities as a thing of the past because, over time, anti discriminatory laws have been passed in an effort to guarantee woman equal pay for equal work, Tyson (2015).

            
              Many literary texts of the past were influenced by the belief of patriarchy system. Patriarchy by definition , means it promotes the belief that women are innately inferior to men. This belief in the inborn inferiority of women is a form of what is called biological differences between the sexes that are considered part of our unchanging essence as men and women. Feminist don't deny the biological differences between men and woman, in fact, many feminists celebrates those differences. But they don’t agree that such differences as physical size, shape and body chemistry make men naturally superior to women. Most Anglo-American feminism distinguishes between the word sex, which refers to our biological constitution as female or male, and the word gender, which refers to our cultural programming as feminine or masculine. In other words, women are not bom feminine, and men are not bom Masculine. Rather these gender categories are constructed by society, which is why this view of gender is an example of what has come to be called social constructionism. Thus biology determines our sex (Male or Female), and culture determines our gender (masculine or feminine). And for most English speaking feminists, the word 'gender' refers not to our anatomy but to our behavior. Gender issues play a part in every aspect of human production and experience, including the production and experience of literature, whether we are consciously aware of these issues or not. Tyson (2015) states that all feminist activity, including feminist theory and literary criticism, has as its ultimate goal to change the world by promoting woman's equality. Thus, all feminist activity can be seen as form of activism, although the word is usually applied to feminist activity that directly promotes social change through political activity such a public demonstrations, boycotts, voter education and registration , the provision of hotlines for rape victims and shelters for abused woman, and the like. Although frequently falsely portrayed in opposition for "family values", feminists continue to lead the struggle for better family politics such as nutrition and health care for mothers and children, parental leave, and high-quality, affordable day care.

            Our gender plays a key role informing our individual identity: both our self­perception and the way we relate to others. And our gender strongly influences how we are treated by other and by society as a whole as it is embodied in such institutions as the Medical profession, the law, the educational system and our culture's hiring and employment practices. Among other issues that figure prominently in gender studies are the following overlapping topics.

            
              	
                Patriarchal assumptions about gender and gender roles that continue to oppress women,
              

              	
                Alternative to the current way we conceptualize gender as either feminine or masculine,
              

              	
                
                  The relationship between sex and gender, and 
              

              	
                The relationship between sexuality and gender.
              

            

            In literature Coexistence of both male and female as equal genders dismiss the conflict of feminist and masculinist. The text that gives equal role of male and female, does not discriminate them as superior and inferior and presents the theme that male and female are the two wheels of a cart is considered to be of coexistence of male and female.

            Feminist criticism is a way of looking literary text from feminist point of view. Tlfis theory seeks to analyze and describe the way in which literature portrays the narrative of male domination by exploring the economic, social, political, and psychological forces embedded within literature. In the society, female are the victim of gender biasness, male authority and power prevalent. All over the world women are exploited, misbehaved, suppressed, and dominated by men. Women lack freedom, independence, equality, justice etc. They are seen as a means of sexual object and child producers. Their difficulties, hardship, and suffering are never listened by their counterparts. Any literary texts created are viewed from these women's status in feminist criticism. Feminist criticism came as a product of political feminism in the United States and Western Europe during the 1960s. Feminist gender theory is post modem in that it challenges the paradigms and intellectual premises of western thought, but also takes an activist stance by proposing frequent interrelations and alternative position meant to change the social order. This way of thinking and criticizing works can be said to have changed the way literary texts are viewed and studied. It's main concern is to find out how male dominated society affects the interpretation and creation of literature.

            The goals of feminist criticism include both the development and discovery of female tradition of writing and rediscovering of old texts. This criticism interprets symbolism of women's writing so that it will not be ignored by the male point of view. Feminist critics resist sexism inherent in the majority of mainstream literature. They intend to analyze women writers and their writing from a female perspective and increase awareness of the sexual politics of language and style. They have developed a variety of ways to unpack literature in order to understand its essence through a feminist lens. Women have begun to employ anti-patriarchal themes to protest the historical censorship of literature written by women. The rise of decadent feminist literature in the 1990s was meant to directly challenge the sexual politics of the patriarchy. By employing a wide range of female sexual exploration, women are able to attract more attention about feminist topics in literature. They challenge the way of presenting female as a weak gender in literary texts created by male. Beginning with the interrogation of male-centric literature that portrayed women in a demeaning and oppressed model, theorist such as Marry Elman, Kate Millet and Germaine Greer challenged past imaginations of the feminine within literary scholarship. Feminist criticism brought the thinking in the mind of male that women's works are valid and importance.

            
              Some literary works lend themselves more readily than others to feminist analysis. It is useful to examine the ways in which literary texts reinforce patriarchy because the ability to see when and how patriarchy ideology operates is crucial to our ability to resist it in our own lives. A feminist analysis of the patriarchal ideology operating in Arthur Miller’s Play: Death of a Salesman (1949), for example, might examine three related areas :

            
              	
                the ways in which the female characters (Biffs and Happy's various‘conquests', the woman Willy meets in the Bosten hotel room, and Linda Loman function as token of male status,
              

              	
                the way in which the 'good girl/ bad girl' view of woman validates the Loman men's sexism, and
              

              	
                the way in which Linda Loman has internalized patriarchal ideology.
              

            

            Adrienne Rich's poem 'Novella' shows oppression, discrimination, and exploitation of women by the dominance of patriarchal society. Jean Rhys’ story- 'The Day They Burned The Books' also shows patriarchal ideology that the wife is presented as an inferior member as Mr. Sawyer strongly hates her. In the story 'The Advance' by Henri Lopes, women are the victim and most suffered member in the family. Both Carmen and her mistress are portrayed as most suffered woman. But in the story 'The Revolt of Mother' by Mary Wilkins Freeman, Sarah Penn the wife of Adonirran Penn violates the patriarchal norms and values by shifting into the new bom . Here, Freeman presents women in a revolutionary manner that she challenges the deep-rooted patriarchal dominance in the society. If we analyses, the novel-T/ie Great Gatsby by F. Scott Fitzgerald from feminist or gender perspective, we find a number of changing role of American woman during the 1920s because most feminists have come to realize the importance of seeing how specific historical circumstances forester particular ideologies. Daisy, Myrtle, and Jordan Baker are presented as the modem women who smoke, drink, love, and feel free from male dominance. The novel abounds in minor female characters whose dress and activities identify them as incarnations of the new woman, and they are portrayed as clones of a single, negative character type : shallow, exhibitionist, revolting and deceitful. These three characters are all versions of the New Woman. Their hair and clothing are very modem, and they don't feel they must behave modestly in public by avoiding hard liquor, cigarettes, and immodest dancing. They all prefer the excitement of nigh life to the more traditional employments of hearth and home.

            
              Daisy's daughter is well looked after by her nurse, Daisy's life does not revolve exclusively around her maternal role. Finally, all three women violate patriarchal sexual taboos: Jordan engages in premarital sex and Daisy and Myrtle are engaged in extramarital affairs. However, Daisy is characterized as a spoiled brat and a remorseless killer, Baker is characterized as a liar and a cheat and Myrtle is presented as a sexy woman.

            In the famous story 'Hansel and Gretel’ Grimm brothers portray Gretel as weak and Hansel as strong, the father as lover of children and the step-mother as cruel and the witch also as a cruel woman. But Garrison Keillor rewrote the story from feminist points of view or from Gretel's perspective and portrays , the step-mother as a good mother, the witch so helpful, and Gretel so strong. The father and Hansel are condemned. This is an example of feminist criticism against male's way of writing portraying woman negatively.

            Feminist critics generally agree that the oppression of women is a fact of life, that gender leaves its traces in literary texts and on literary history, and that feminist criticism plays a worthwhile part in the struggle to end oppression in the world outside of texts. Feminists are always engaged in an explicitly political enterprise always working to change existing power structures both inside and outside academia. The feminist reader is enlisted in the process of changing the gender relations which prevail in our society, and she regards the practice of reading as one of the sites in the straggle for change. The coexistence of male and female is the goal of feminist.

          
          
            3.2 Class Perspective

            Literature reflects the attitude, behavior, and life style of different social classes. Evaluating or analyzing literary text from the perspective of different classes is called class perspective. Different people in the society, from the past, have been enjoying the life style of different classes. The class division can be on the basic of economic, social prestige, cast, race, traditional belief, etc. criteria. Although the class division is not democratic, and clear cut at present, there are some classes of people that we still find in the society as a result the same literary text is judged and perceived differently by different people. Society progresses through the struggle between opposing forces. It is this struggle between opposing classes that result in social transformation. History progresses through this class straggle. Class struggle originates out of the exploitation of one class by another throughout history. White and black in America, upper cast and lower cast in Nepal, poor and rich in most of the countries, employers and employee in industrial sector, etc. are the forms of classes. Literary writers write poem, essay, stories, drama, and novel representing the pain and pleasure of these classes. Analyzing works from these perspectives to find whether the texts seek for the equal status and the rights of weak classes is the class perspective in literary criticism.

            
              Karl Marx's theory deals with class perspective. His theory is called Marxism. Marxism is a materialist philosophy which tried to interpret the world based on the concrete, natural world around us and the society we live in. It is opposed to idealist that influences and controls the material world. During the feudal period the tension was between the feudal lords and the peasants, and in the industrial age the struggle was between the capitalist class and the industrial working class. Classes have common interests. In a capitalist system the proletariat is always in conflict with the capitalist class. Such conflict can be seen in many literary texts. Frank Norris's story- A Deal in Wheat’ reflects class conflict between influential speculators and wheat farmers. This story explores the pathos of farmers due to the controllers of market. The story ’Paul’s Case’ by Willa Cather deals with the struggle of a poor boy to fit in at home and in school of New York city. Flannery O’ Connor’s story "Everything that Rises Must Converge " also explores the theme of class conflict. The racial discrimination-black and white- racial class, by Julian's mother is seen in the story. Julian fails to end the racial class discriminatidn. Vassanji's story ' Leaving’ can also be judged from class perspective. The story reflects the hardship of a poor mother to grow and educate her children.

            Social classes create conflict in the society and it becomes the matter of literature for the writer. Class critics analyze social oppression and conflict. According to Marxists and to other scholars , literature reflects those social institutions out of which it emerges and is itself a social institution with a particular ideological function. Literature reflects class struggle and materialism: think how often the quest for wealth traditionally defines characters. Literature reflects an author's own class or analysis of class relations. Marxists view literature ‘not as works created in accordance with timeless artistic criteria, but as 'product' of the economic and ideological determinants specific to that era’. In the novel The Great Gatsby’ we clearly see the class of people. Tom and Daisy represent upper-class people and behave accordingly but Myrtle and George Wilson represent lower or working class people so that Myrtle is persuaded by the lifestyle , cloths and money of Tom. Clearly , members of the underclass and the lower class are economically oppressed, and have limited means of improving their lot. In sharp contrast, members of the upper class ‘and 'aristocracy' are economically privilege; they enjoy luxurious lifestyles , are least affected by economic recessions, and have great deal of financial security. Tom relates to the world only through his money: for him, all things and all people are commodities. His marriage to Daisy Fay was certainly on exchange of Daisy's youth, beauty, and social standing for Tom's money and power and the image of strength and stability they imparted to him. Even Daisy's extra material affair with Gatsby, like her earlier romance with him, is based on a commoditized view of life. She would never have become interested in him had she known that Gatsby was not from much the same strata as herself but when she learns the truth during the confrontation scene in the hotel suite, her interest in him quickly fades. In this way, different events of the novel are influenced by the classes- upper and lower.

            
              Class perspective criticism gives consciousness to the oppressed people to write and fight. It makes them understand that human value is killed in capitalism. It opposes structuralism which focuses on formal structure of literary text only. It focuses on content. A good literature should oppose the exploitation of poor by the rich. Literature should be written to change the society by encouraging social revolution against upper class, rich people, and exploitation.

          
          
            3.3 Textual Reading

            Textual reading can be associated to linguistic criticism, formalism, and structural analysis. It refers to the application of linguistic theory and ideas to literature for the purpose of analysis and interpretation of literary text. It looks for rules that govern interpretive choices. This criticism derives meaning by analyzing the interrelationship of the elements that are found in a literary text. Textual reading is also connected to new criticism, which focuses on objective and close reading of a text. It highlights the importance of textual evidence to interpret a text. The text itself is enough for meaning. Literature is regarded as a unique from of human knowledge that needs to be examined on its own terms.

            
              3.3.1 Reading from Formalistic Perspectives

              Formalism is a form or mode of literary criticism. It has dominated the American literary scene for most of the 20th century. This approach to literary criticism studies a text as a text and nothing more. Using formalism, a critic can show how the various parts of a work are welded together to make sense. Formalist criticism is evaluative in that it differentiates great work of art from poor work of art. Other kinds of criticism dont necessarily concern themselves with this distinction. Formalist criticism is decidedly a scientific approach to literary analysis , focusing on facts amenable to verification. Formalist critics dont deny the historical, political situation of a work, they just believe works of art have the power to transcend by being organic whole-akin to a being with a life of its own.

              Formalist critics believe that literature is a form of knowledge with intrinsic elements style, structure, tone, genre, imagery etc. They say what gives a literary work status as art, or as a great work of art, is how all of its elements work together to create the readers total experience. The appreciation of literature as an art requires close reading - a careful step-by-step analysis and explication of the text. An analysis may follow from question like , ‘how do various elements work together to shape the effect on the readers ?’ Formalist critics give importance to style , plot, theme, characters, and setting of the text.

              
                They claim that style and theme influence each other and can't be separated if meaning is to be retained. The inter dependence of style and theme in form and content makes a text' literary’. Extracting element in isolation such as theme , plot, setting, etc. may destroy a reader's aesthetic experience of the whole.

              All the elements necessary for understanding the work are contained within the work itself. The interests of formalist critic are the elements of form-style, structure, tone, imagery, etc. that are found within the text. Their goal is to determine how such elements work together with the text's content to shape its effect upon readers. For the formalist the proper province of criticism is the 'literariness' of a text. The critic is not concerned with the content of a work of literature as such with what it represents of human life and so - called reality . He is concerned with the literary devices employed in the work, and should seek a scientific account of their character and function. In formalism, we can see foreshadowed the kind of critical approaches later developed by the structuralists. It is concerned with the technical devices which differentiate literary language from ordinary utterance. For instance, there is the process of 'defamiliarisation' by which art can refresh perceptions 'automatised" by daily habituation. Whenever an object or act is described in such a way that our habitual notion of it is transformed, the process of defamiliarisation is at work. It is operative too when the literary presentation is punctured by intrusions which destroy the illusion of reality. Sterne's Tristram Shandy made a useful specimen for formalist critics in that it broke totally with the principle that art should conceal its artistries. We tend to demand of literature an approximation to what we know as external reality. It is the aspect of literature which resists this demand that is especially valued by the formalists. We readers are too quick to try mentally to 'naturalise' anything in a text which seems alien to our familiar criteria of what is 'natural' and plausible, instead of accepting it as an aspect of its literariness.

              
                	
                  Formalism has been described as a theory of art's sake, which indicates that literature should assert autonomy, devoid of politics and history.
                

                	
                  The idea of formalist originated in France in 1833 when critics insisted that art must not teach morals. The formalists evaluate literature through its formal characteristics paying attention to style, language, structure of text and rhetorical devices.
                

                	
                  Formalist criticism is intrinsic criticism rather than extrinsic for it concentrates on the work itself, independent of its writer and the writer's background.
                

                	
                  Formalism asserts that the text stands on its own as a complete entity, apart from the writer who produced it. The aims of formalism are to produce a science of literature that would be both independent and factual.
                

              

              
                Let's analyze Wole Soyinka's poem 'Abiku' from formalist point of view including the features : diction, symbolism, imagery, graphology and rhythm. Abiku is a 32 lines poem. It is in sad tone. Narrative mode has been explored. It is a lyric. Soyinka in this poem treats a mythical-cum mysterious figure by the name, Abiku. Abiku refers to a child who dies and is reborn to torment the mother. Elasticity of the noun phrase or nominal group have been effectively exploited in the poem. Soyinka exploits his artistic craftsmanship to create a uniqueness of form which makes it difficult for whoever cannot read beyond the lines to lose the beauty of his poem. Image of desperate wickedness is presented in line 1-4. The images of death are so strong in line 29-32, The ripest fruit should be happiest because it has reached its maturity- but in keeping with the tone of the poem, it is sad because it will first drop and die. The abrupt opening of the poem with structural inversion: "in vain your bangles cast charmed circles at my feet" is signal to the style of language complexity. The poet also adopts the use of rhetorical questions to bring out the theme and meaning of the poem- "Must I weep for goats and cowries, for palm oil and the sprinkled ash?" in line 5 and 6. The poem creates a picture of honor and Abiku appears to flourish in this nightmare world of death and impossibilities.

              So, briefly, formalism refers to the style inquiry which focuses on feature of the literary text itself, to the exclusion of biographical , historical, or intellectual contexts. The form of a work of literature inherently a part of its content and that the attempt to separate the form from the content is fallacious. So content , theme, style, characters, and setting together make the literature.

            
            
              3.3.2 Linguistic Perspective

              Linguistics, as a pure discipline, studies the language system. Here, linguistic perspective is the way to analyze literary texts from linguistic point of view or elements. The relationship between linguistics and literature is complex. Linguistics is a meta­language i.e. a language about language, used practically for the analysis and description of literary texts. Literary criticism has sought to use linguistics enlisting its language and methodologies for the purposes of practical criticism and in order to attempt to gain an overview of literary textual phenomena of the literary text. Linguistics and linguistic models have occupied an important, but not dominant, place within literary criticism during the twentieth century. Green and Le Bihan (2000) put that any literary text is by definition made of and by language, so the obvious tools for analysis are the tools of the linguist. But many critics suggest that literature has a special status or quality not accessible through the application of the meta-language of linguistics. Linguist Fowler insisted that linguistic methods and tools were necessary for the proper and detailed analysis of literary texts.

              
                Jakobson focused on the fundamental working of language and developed theories that specially applied to literature. The most important of these derived from the Swiss linguist Ferdinand de Saussure, is syntagmatic and paradigmatic relation of linguistic elements. A syntagmatic relationship is one where signs occur in sequence or parallel and operate together to create meaning. The signs which come in the line are present in the sentence. So it is the combinational relation between the words that combine together to make a sentence. Thus the letters in a word have syntagmatic relationship with one another, as do the words in a sentence. For example, in the word 'cat', 'c' is combined with 'a' and 'a' is combined with 't'. Similarly, in the sentence 'I have pens' T is combined with ‘have’ and ‘have’ with ‘pens’. In syntagmatic relationship of items, one item has the relation with preceding or following items. This relationship is often governed by strict rule, such as spelling and grammar. For example in the above sentence T cannot combine with 'has'. Thus the syntagmatic relation has an order of succession of a fixed number of elements horizontally.

              Paradigmatic relation refers to the relationship between language elements present and absent in the sentence. It is the relationship of choice which is related to the vertical selection of items or signs. In this relationship, an individual sign may be replaced by another. For example, individual letters have a paradigmatic relationship with other letters, where one letter is used, another may replace it. Letters are replaced by letters not numbers so letters and numbers do not have a paradigmatic relationship. Thus, paradigmatic relationship is typically associative, in that both items are in a single membership set. The relationship can be seen in all levels of language. Items in this relationship are mutually exclusive, i.e. when one item is used in a sentence, the other items remain absent. So it is the relationship in absentia as the item has its seat in the brain, not in the sentence produced. As paradigmatic relationship is the vertical relationship, the items are neither fixed nor occur in a definite order.

              The idea of systematic and paradigmatic relations has been enormously influential in language study and Jakobson used it is his theory of literary language. In One of the most quoted but least-understood pronouncements in criticism he stated that; 'The poetic function projects the principle of equivalence from the axis of selection into the axis of combination. He means that elements of poetry that are similar in some way, whether in sound or sense or some other aspect, are combined in sequence. The paradigmatic is projected on to the syntagmatic. Linguistic criticism claims that language in some way imposes a particular world view on its users and then suggests that each literary text is a 'world' in itself.

              
                Raman Selden, in his book Contemporary Literary Theory (1985), shows how formalist thinking gradually became dissatisfied with the ‘notion of the text as a heap of devices’. As the mechanical concept ‘device’ was abandoned in favor of 'function', the isolation of literary development from other historical developments was ended, and attention to the content of literature was again allowed for. An influential scholar in this connection was Roman Jakobson who worked in Prague in the 1920s before emigrating to the USA, to become eventually a key figure in what came tb be called 'Linguistic Criticism'. The label is appropriate for a movement which saw 'the poetic' as something distinguishable in purely linguistics terms. Jakobson derived impetus from the work of the Swiss scholar Ferdinand de Saussure who changed the emphasis from what he called the 'diachronic' study of a language, which surveys its historical development, to the 'synchronic' study , which looks at it rather as a whole at a given cross-section of time. This represented a shift in interest from philology, in which language is studied historically, to what came to be called 'linguistics', is which it is studied 'synchronically'. Saussure rejected theories of meaning based primarily on the relationship between words and extra linguistic objects and concepts. Language is system of arbitrarily allotted signs which operate only in relation to each other in the total system. Language is arbitrary. It means there is no inherent or logical relation or similarity between any given feature of language and its meaning. So for the same object ‘dog’ we can say Kukur in Nepali, Kutta in Hindi, Hund in German, etc. Moreover, there is nothing like in the word ‘dog’ and the word ‘long’ isn’t as long as the word ‘short’. That is entirely arbitrary, that there is no direct, necessary connection between the nature of things or ideas of language. To quote Lyons (2008), "the connection between their form and their meaning is arbitrary in that, given the form, it is impossible to predict the meaning and given the meaning, it is impossible to predict the form". Furthermore, there are words at variation in different languages of the world and have no uniformity in meaning. It -was Saussure who made the distinction between 'Langue', the system of a given language, and ’Parole’, the language in practical use. Langue refers to the abstract linguistic system shared by all the members of a speech community. It is the set of conventions and rules which language users all have to abide by. It is abstract. It involves the principles of language, without which no meaningful utterances are possible to produce. According to Saussure, langue refers to the internal arrangement and relationship of rules understood by a social group, however rarely thought of in everyday life. It is the universal structure. So it encompasses the abstract, systematic rules and conventions of a signifying system; it is independent of, and pre­exist, individual user. Parole is the concrete act of speaking which differs from an individual to another. It is the realization of langue in actual use.

              
                It is the concrete use of the conventions and the application of the rules. It is the naturally occurring language events. Saussure intended for it to mean both the written and spoken language as experienced in everyday life although language means speech. Parole is as diverse and varied as the number of utterances and attempts to use that language.

              There are those sympathetic to the linguistic approach to literature who have argued that formalist theories insulate works of literature from social realities. Fowler takes this line in Literature as Social Discourse (1981). When literature is seen in relation to social process, it is clear that language performs more functions than is presupposed in Jakobson's formulations. Literature is language, and the interpersonal function of language has to be reckoned with. Ignoring this fact and concentrating on formal structure is itself the product of a particular socio-historical situation and operates to perpetuate values in detachment from living experience. It thus serves as a brake on change and 'openness'. The interaction involved in living utterance is not something from which literary language can escape and three acts are combined in any utterance: the phonic enunciation, the extra-linguistic reference; and the act of stating, arguing, asking, testifying, or whatever. (These have been called "locutionary', 'propositional', and 'illocutionary' acts.) Fowler calls for attention to overt or covert illocutionary aspects in literary criticism. Texts should be regarded as a process, and full recognition given to the communicative interaction implicit in the utterance. Thus, for instance, a ‘battery of infelicitous illocutions’ disorients us towards the inscrutable in Blake's poem ’The Tyger', where a series of question are addressed to an animal to which no reply could reasonably be expected.

              Linguistic criticism takes language as a set of conventional communicative signals used by humans for communication in a community. Language in this sense is a possession of a social group, an indispensable set of rules which permits its members to interact with each other to co-operate with each other: it is a social institution. Language exists in society; it is a means of nourishing and developing culture and establishing human relations. It is as a member of society that a human being acquires a language.

              Conventions are agreed rules of language that we use. In a language, there is typical pattern of behavior like control of spelling, grammar and punctuation, linguistic criticism analyses these contentions of a literary text. Both continental and American linguistics have been applied to the analysis of distinctive uses of language in literary texts. De Saussure observed that a linguistic unit such as a word or sentence is a sign. This sign signifies a particular concept. He refers to the sign as signifier and the concept as signified. He believed that the study of a particular language system begins with the understanding of the basic unit, which is the 'sign' (for convenience let us say 'word').

              
                This concept of the sign is another of Saussure's seminal concept, he said that the sign has two sides:

              Sign = Signifier divided signified = Sound signal Divided Concept = /Pen/ Divided Idea of pen

              In this example, the sounds /pen/only after being combined with the concept of the 'pen' in the mind, becomes the linguistic sign or concrete unit of language. Only the two-sided entity is linguistically real. Only the combination of the signifier and its signified is a linguistic entity.

              Linguistic criticism analyses literary text with the two parts, the signifier and signified. In this sense, the signifier is the thing, item, code, word, etc. we read. Each signifier has signified, the idea or meaning being expressed by the signifier. Only together do the form a sign. In semiotics, it can be described as the study of signs and symbol and their use of interpretation. The relationship between signifier and signified is an arbitrary relationship', there is no logical relationship between them. The relation between the three elements: sign, signifier and signified is shown through Saussure’s figure.

              Figure descriptions= Sign (the object/thing) classified into signifier- the physical existence (sound,word,image) and Signified – the mental concept.

              Linguistic criticism regards the singularity of meaning of the signifier. The meaning of a literary text is single that can be derived through linguistic analysis of the text The language system (language, or underlying linguistic code system) is a network of values or function as maintained and shared by a language community; language is a conventional and communally shared code system. In this system, individual units are constituted by the relations that they bear to other units. Units or signs have two types of relation: the associative relation of items in a list of choice and syntagmatic relation of item put into a string.

              For Saussure, signifier, signified and sign are the fundamental concept of linguistic criticism. The term 'word' and 'sign' are often used synonymously in structuralist discussion of language, although the sign as such can be larger or smaller than a word.

              
                The bend between the signifier and signified is arbitrary. He states that there is no natural relation between the signifier as acoustic sound image and the signified as 'concept'. Neither phonic non graphic form in any manifestation is naturally linked to any particular concept. There is nothing, for instance, in the collection of phonemes (meaningful sounds) which constitute the word 'woman' that encodes, by virtue of its graphic or phonic form, any 'womanness'. To conclude, the word in graphic or phonic form (written or spoken) is the signifier, the concept attached to the word is the signified. The sign unites the two. The inculcation of the concept within the triad of signification suggests that there is no natural or immediate relation between the words and the ‘thing’. The association of signifier with the signified is arbitrary.

            
            
              3.3.3 New Criticism

              New criticism is an approach to evaluate literary texts. It emerged as a reaction to the older philosophical schools of the US North which focused on the history and meaning of individual words and their relation to foreign and ancient languages, and biography of the authors. New criticism felt that these approaches tended to distract from the text and its meaning and neglected its aesthetic qualities in favor of teaching about external factors. So, this approach directly deals with the text rather than external factors. This new approach views literary texts systematically and objectively.

              New criticism emphasizes close reading, particularly of poetry, to discover how a work of literature function as a self contained, self referential aesthetic object. It was a formalist movement in literary theory that dominated American literary criticism in the middle decades of the 20th century. This criticism does not evaluate the background and histories of the text, but evaluates work based on the text itself. Since we are only dealing with the text, we would be doing whats called a close reading, which requires talking apart a text and looking at its individual elements, such as theme, setting, plot, and structure. Before 1920s, literary criticism took a largely historical path. To understand a text critic often looked to its historical background and the history of the language used in the text. But after 1929 with the introduction of practical criticism, people started reading and responding to the texts (poems) without knowing who the authors were. In 1941, John Crowe Ransom published new criticism. The new book s title was applied to this young method of examining texts. In this sense, new criticism is a textual approach to literary analysis. New criticism became a popular method of literary analysis throughout the middle of the 20th century. In focusing on the text itself, new critics intentionally ignore the author and the reader.

              
                New criticism aims at providing good sense of text without going back to the history of the text and its author. Studying a passage of prose or poetry in new criticism requires careful, exacting scrutiny of the passage itself. In the analysis of new criticism, formal elements such as rhyme, meter, plot, setting, and characterization are used to identify the theme of the text. For the best and most unified interpretation of the text, in addition to the theme of the text, new critics also look for metaphor, simile, — irony, paradox, metonymy, etc. They believe that the structure and meaning of the text are intimately connected so that they should not be analyzed separately. For the sake of deep understanding of the text, they aim to exclude the reader’s response, the authors intention, historical and cultural contexts, and moralistic bias from their analysis. This criticism offers a straight forward approach to the teaching of literature. It claims that the text itself carries its own value so we should not seek the authors background and reasons for writing a text.

              Some features of new criticism are below.

              
                	
                  
                    The Text itself (Text as only source of aesthetics)
                  
                

              

              New Criticism focuses our attention on the literary work as the sole source of evidence for interpreting it. The life and time of the author and the spirit of the age in which he or she lived do not provide the literary critic with information that can be used to analyze the text itself. For New Criticism, a literary work is a timeless, autonomous (self sufficient) verbal object. Readers and readings may change, but the literary text stays the same. So the interpretation must be made of the text itself. For the only way we can know if a given author's intention on a given reader's interpretation actually represents the text's meaning is to carefully examine, or "closely read", all the evidence provided by the language of the text itself:- its images, symbols, metaphors, rhyme, meter, point of view, setting, characterization, plot and forth, which, because they form or shape, the literary work are called its formal elements.

              
                	
                  
                    Literary Language and Organic Unity
                  
                

              

              The form of literary language -the word choice and arrangement that create the aesthetic experience-is inseparable from its content, its meaning. Put more simply, how a literary text means is inseparable from that it means. For the form and meaning of a literary work, at least of a great literary work, develop together, like a complex living organism whose parts cannot be separated from the whole. And indeed, the work's organic unity-the working together of all the parts to make an inseparable whole is the criterion by which new critics judged the quality of literary work. For New criticism, the complexity of a text is created by the multiple and often conflicting meanings woven through it. And these meanings are a product primarily of four kinds of linguistic devices : paradox, irony, ambiguity, and tension.

              
                	
                  
                    
                      New Criticism as intrinsic, objective criticism
                  
                

              

              New criticism asks us to look closely at the formal elements of the text to help us discover the theme of literary text and explain the way in which those formal elements establish it. New critics believe that the literary work itself provides the context within which we interpret and evaluate it. Because new critics believe their interpretations are based solely on the context created by the text and the language provided by the text, they call their critical practice intrinsic criticism, to denote that New criticism stays within the confines of the text itself. New critics also calls their approach objective criticism because their focus on each text's own formal elements ensures, they claim, that each text-each object being interpreted - will itself dictate how it will be interpreted.

              
                	
                  
                    The Single best interpretation
                  
                

              

              New critics believe that a single best, or most accurate, interpretation of each text can be discovered that best represents the text itself: that best explains what the text means and how the text produces that meaning, in other words, that best explains its organic unity. Tyson (2000) puts, "in light of the scrupulous attention paid to textual details by the new critics, it is understandable that their method worked best on short poems and stories because the shorter the text, the more of its formal elements could be analyzed.'"

              
                3.3.3.1 Close Reading

                Some of the textual features of new criticism are the use of figures of speech, imagery, and symbolism. New criticism advocates for the close reading of text to get figurative, symbolic, and imaginary meaning. Close reading is related to the examination of the complex relationship between or text's formal elements and its theme. Because of New Criticism's belief that the literary text can be understood primarily by understanding its form, a clear understanding of the definition of specific formal elements is important. So, here the figurative language, images, symbols, etc. are discussed.

                
                  
                    a. Figure of Speech
                  
                

                Literature uses the special form of language that evidently differs from the language of day-to-day communication. It is deviated from the standard language since it violets the common grammatical rules. We find phonological, graphological, lexical, grammatical, and semantic deviation in literature. The deviation is done through the use of figures of speech. Figurative language is the language that has more than, or other than, a strictly literal meaning. Such language is analyzed while evaluating a text from new criticism perspective. For instance, "it's raining cats and dogs" is a figurative expression used to indicate that it's raining very heavily. If it were taken literally, than the phrase would mean, of course, that actual cats and dogs were falling from the sky.

                
                  
                    

                  
                

                
                  
                    
                      b. Imaginary
                  
                

                An image consists of a word or words that refer to an object perceived by the senses or to sense perceptions themselves: colors, shapes, lighting, sounds, tastes, smells, textures, temperatures, and so on. Generally, imagery is visual, consisting of descriptions of objects, characters, or settings as they are seen by the eye. Although images always have internal meaning -a description of clouds means that the weather is cloudily- they can evoke an emotional atmosphere as well, for example, a description of clouds can be used to evoke sadness.

                
                  	
                    
                      Symbolism
                    
                  

                

                A symbol is an image that has both literal and figurative meaning, a concrete universal such as the swamp in Earnest Hemingway's 'Big , Two-Hearted River’ (1925). The swamp is a literal swamp. It's wet, it contains fish and other forms of aquatic life one needs boots and special equipment to fish in it -but it also ‘stands for’, or “figures" something else: the emotional problems the protagonist does not feel quite ready to face-public symbols are usually easy to spot. For example, spring is usually a symbol of rebirth or youth, autumn is usually a symbol of death or dying; a river is usually a symbol of life or journey. Thus a symbol has properties similar to those of the abstract idea it stands for. For example a river can symbolize life because both a river and life are fluid and forward moving, both have source and end point. Sometimes, the context provided by the text is all we have to go on because some symbols are private, or meaningful only to the author, and therefore more difficult to figure out of course, how something operates within the overall meaning of the text is always the bottom line for New Criticism, so it does not matter whether or not our analysis of the text's private symbolism matches the author's intention. What matter is that our analysis of the text's private symbolism, like our analysis of all its formal elements, supports what we claim is the text's theme.

              
            
          
          
            3.4 The Perspective of the Margins

            Those people who are not in power but oppressed sexually, economically and socially are considered to be the marginalized group and analyzing literary text from the perspective of such people is called the perspective of the margins. The perspective of the margins is discussed under Lesbian, gay, bisexual, transgender, and intersexual (LGBTI). The experience of gender and /or racial discrimination is an important factor in writer’s life and is also important to know about the oppression suffered by LGBTI writers. Although LGBTI sexuality is still considered an uncomfortable topic of discussion and some people avoid addressing LGBTI issues, it is necessary to analyses in the literary text to support and to make aware of to the marginalized people.

            
              Language minority is concerned to the people who speak minority langauge. Minority language is also called lesser used language. It can be a regional language or local language. A minority language is spoken by a minority of the population of an area. There are many minority languages in each country. Majority of population do not speak minority language. It makes language becomes minority language when only limited number of minor people speak it. There can be different minority languages such as 'national minority language', ’regional minority language', 'migrant minority language' and so on. Actually, minority refers to a group of minor people and minority language is the one that the minor people speak. A minority language is always defined, one way or another, in terms of power issues. The speakers of the language share specificities that differentiate them from the rest of a larger community: language and culture of course and intrinsically history. In terms of population, one frequent assumption is that a minority language is borne by a group of individuals numerically inferior to the majority group. The speakers of minority language are the marginalized group. Critics evaluate literature from their perspectives too.

            Subaltern literature is also the literature of the margins. Subaltern is taken from the Latin roots sub- (below), and alternus (all others), so it is used to describe someone of a low rank (as in the military) or class (as in a caste system). Subalterns occupy entry-level jobs. But the term is also used to describe someone who has no political or economic power, such as a poor person living under a dictatorship or women in some traditional countries. In postcolonial theory, the term subaltern describes the lower social classes and the other social groups displaced to the margins of a society; in an imperial colony, a subaltern is a native man or woman without human agency as defined by his and her social status. Thus a subaltern is someone who has been marginalized or oppressed due to a low rank in a social, political, or other hierarchy. And subaltern literature means the prose, poetry, and dramas written including the pain, struggle, and exploitation of such low rank people. The main goal of this literature is to retake history for the under-classes, for the voices that have not been heard previously. Writers of the subaltern hope to break away from histories of the elites and the Eurocentric bias of current imperial history. In the post-colonial studies, the term 'subaltern' identifies and describes the man, the woman, and the social group who is socially, politically and geographically outside of the hegemonic power structure. The critics in post modem time represent the feeling, activities, suppression, hardship, and struggle in their literary writing and want to suggest that such discrimination is not good so that such subaltern group should be brought out from the ditch of inferior feeling.

            
              The literary criticism that seeks the oppression of minority language speakers and analyses the literary text from their perspective is the perspective of language minority. The same case applies with regard to subaltern. Minority language speakers and subaltern are considered powerless in the society and they are culturally suppressed. Literary critics try to raise their voice, power and authority or identity. In literary texts, language minority and subaltern are presented as weak, powerless, and most suffered characters. The literary critics who evaluate literary text written by including the matter of minority language people, evaluate the text and show how they are suffering and what they have to do to come out from the oppression and social negligence. By writing literature in minority language and through subaltern literature the minority language speakers can achieve their identity. The emergence of literature in minority language is the reason for inter-culturalism and increasing globalised cultural flows. It is the process of promoting and exposing region-specificity and the characterizing of the local area in which the symbols of identity, history and roots gain a new level of significance in the lives of minority language speakers and the communities where they live. These symbols mainly perform the function of self-affirmation. The valuation of minority language and subaltern literature is becoming a significant element at the level of local communities and regions because it provides a sense of identity while at the same time its diversity encourages tolerances and respect for the other. Minority or Subaltern literature comprises interculturality and their research is a priority since it promotes sustainable development and consolidates the value of respect for one's neighbor. Minority language literature can be both as created by minority language speakers in their own minors language and as literary production that is created by minority language speakers using the majority language.

            LGBTI stands for -Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Transgender, and Intersexual. All of the these criticisms are for the study of sexuality in literature. The man attracted to men or have sex with men are gays. The* women who have sex with women are lesbians . Some people do have sex with both men and women, they are called bisexual. Changing one gender into another is called transgender. The state of having the features of both sexes or of having ambiguous sex, i.e. not unambiguously male or female is called intersexuality.

            LGBTI are seen as marginalized people. Tyson (2015) writes, although LGBTI people in America have achieved significant gains towards equal treatment in the military, they still face discrimination in obtaining job and housing, in using public facilities, such as hotels and taverns; in area of family law such as the right to marry, retain custody of their children, adopt children or provide foster care, as victims of police harassment and violent hate crimes, and in AIDS-related discrimination, (p. 304).

            
              LGBTI individuals who are members of racial minorities in America face a complex system of discrimination. The physical and emotional violence committed against young people who do not conform to conventional gender or sexual norms has greatly increased the school drop-out and suicide rates among the teens. In addition to the oppression they suffer in white heterosexist culture, they are sometimes heavily stigmatized in their own communities. There is the myth that LGBTI people are sick, evil, or both. Majority of the people in the society are heterosexual so LGBTI is not natural and accepted in most of the cases. LGBTI deserve minority and seek, the same protection as racial, ethnic, and religious minorities in America. LGBTI share in common the political, economic, social, and psychological oppression they suffer as members of a sexual minority. Many lesbians and gay men argue that oppression is one of the few experiences, if not the only one, they have in common and that, in most other ways, gay men and lesbians are polar opposites. For example, many gay men and lesbians have their most significant social, political, and personal experiences, if not all their experiences, in same-sex groups.

            
              	
                
                  Lesbian Criticism
                
              

            

            Lesbian can be defined as a woman who has sex with another woman. In other words, a woman whose sexual desire is directed toward women is lesbian. To promote solidarity among all women, some lesbian theories have suggested that a lesbian is a woman-identified woman. Being a woman-identified woman is not restricted to the sexual domain but consists of directing the bulk of one's attention and emotional energy to other women and having other women as, one's primary source of emotional sustenance and psychological support. In bonding with one another sexually and denying men access their bodies, lesbians deny patriarchy one of its most powerful tools: heterosexuality. Some lesbian are separatist. They disassociate themselves as much as possible from all men, including gay men and from heterosexual women as well. A lesbian critic argues that a writer known to have been a sexually active lesbian coded lesbian meaning in an apparently heterosexual narrative. They argue that a writer's literary output establishes her lesbian status even when available biographical material posits only a passionate emotional bond, a 'romantic friendship’ with another woman. They try to decide what constitutes a lesbian literary tradition and what writers and works belong to it. They attempt to determine what might constitute a lesbian poetics that is a uniquely lesbian way of writing. They analyze how the sexual or emotional orientation of lesbian writer has affected their literary expression, how the intersection of class , race and sexual orientation has affected the literary expression of lesbians of working -class origins.

            
              Tyson (2015) says that lesbian critics also analyze the sexual politics of specific texts by examining, for example how lesbian characters or "masculine" women are portrayed in literature by and about lesbians. They study canonized heterosexual texts, too in order to learn what attitudes towards lesbians they embody explicitly or implicitly. And they identify and correct heterosexist interpretations of literature that fail to recognize or appreciate the lesbian dimensions of specific literary works. Jeanette Winterson, Gloria Anzaldua, Dorothy Allison, June Arnold, Jane Ru>. etc.-are some lesbian writers.

            
              	
                
                  Gay Criticism
                
              

            

            Gay criticism is related ,o the sexual relations between men or even just the sexual desire of one man for another. It is a homosexual desire of men. The kinds of analysis that tend to engage the attention of gay critics often fall under the heading of gay sensibility. Tyson (2015) puts that gay critics attempt to determine what might constitute a gay poetics or a way of writing th,., is uniquely gay; to establish a gay literary tradition, and to decide what writers and work belong to that tradition. Gay critics also examine how gay sensibility affects literary expression and studies the ways in which heterosexual texts can have a homoerotic dimension. They try to rediscover gay writers from the past whose work was underappreciated, distorted , or suppressed, including gay writers who have been presumed heterosexual. They try to determine the sexual politics of specific texts, analyzing, for example, how gay characters or 'feminine' men are portrayed in both gay and heterosexual texts. Finally gay critics identify and correct heterosexist interpretations of literature that fail to recognize or appreciate the gay sensibility informing specific literary works. Some of gay writers are David Feinberg, Tony Kushner, David Leavitt, Edmund white, Paul Montee, etc.

            The story 'Paul's Case' by Willa Gather has been called a gay suicide by gay critics. Many critics havfe attributed his suicide to the forces of alienations and stigmatization facing a young, possibly homosexual, man in early 20th- century, America. In 1975, Larry Rubin wrote The Homosexual Motif which includes the reinterpretation of the story since the stigma on sex was eased. He identifies small details which support a gay reading of Paul. Jane Nardin also explores the possibility that Paul's character is gay, and that is a metaphor for a general feeling of being an outsider or not fitting in with a specific group of people Auther Roger Austen states that Paul might be understood as a homosexual character because of the depiction of a sensitive young man stifled by the drab ugliness of his places.

            
              Gay criticism raises voice for the right of homosexual men. It looks at homosexual elements in literature. It takes homosexual'natural as heterosexuality. It advocates that homosexual relation of men must be treated equally.

            
              	
                
                  Bisexual
                
              

            

            Bisexual criticism is related to the sex of people both with men and women. Bisexuals are regarded unnatural by the society. Therefore the mainstream society insults or dominates or marginalizes them. The pain and sufferings of bisexual in the society are major themes. Bisexual literature includes works that feature bisexuality as the main plot point, as well as works with major bisexual characters. Much of bisexual literature focuses on highlighting bisexuality's presence in history, the specificity of bisexual experiences , and its existence as a viable form of sexual identification. The recent catalyst of gay right movements inspired a surge of more LGBT literature and bisexuality is slowly making a rise and becoming more visible in literature and individuals. Fanny Hill by John Cleland is an example of bisexuality in literature. In this novel, the titular character Fanny has exciting and satisfying sex with other women as well as with men. A more famous example of Characters implied to be bisexual includes Dorian Gray and supporting characters from The Picture of Dorian Gray by Oscar Wilde. Wilde himself was married with children but was understood by his contemporaries to have had extramarital relationship with both women and men . The 1900s saw an increase in bisexual literature. Gore Vidal was a notable author, and public intellectual who identified as bisexual and wrote 'The city and the Pillar, the 1948 novel that described bisexuality as the natural human state. In the 1980s, the bisexual movement shifted forward receiving greater recognition. Activists worked to distinguish bisexuality from sexual swinging. In 1990s, bisexual literature became more prominent. The USA's first national bisexual quietly Magazine, Anything That Moves; Beyond The Myths of Bisexuality, founded by Karla Rosshi, was first published in 1991 by the Bay Area Bisexual Network. Bisexual literature is a subgenre of IGBTI literature that includes literary works and authors that address the topic of bisexuality. This includes characters, plotlines, and themes portraying bisexual behavior in both men and women. Bisexual critics advocate for the equal treatment of bisexual people as heterogeneous ones.

            
              	
                
                  
                    Transgender and Intersexual
                
              

            

            Some of people are found to change their gender from one to another. Transgender literature is a collective term used to designate the literary production that addresses, has been written by or portrays people of diverse gender identity. The emergence of transgender literature as a distinct branch of LGBTI literature took place in the 2010s, when the number of fiction works focused on the diversified topics. Representations in literature of people that transition their gender have existed for millennia with the earliest instance probably being the book Metamorphoses, by the Roman poet Ovid. Transgender literature focuses on a range of themes, genres, and topics in literature written by, about and sometimes for transgender men, transgender women, and non-binary trans voices. Transgender critics want to end the discriminatory behavior to the transgender people. They suggest that we should take transgender as a natural process. Transgender should not suffer social injustice form society.

            Intersexual perspective of literary criticism deals with the people having both sexes or having ambiguous sex. Intersexual critics identify and correct unambiguous sex interpretations of literature that fail to recognize or appreciate the intersexual sensitivity informing speech literary works. Intersexual people are regarded unnatural by the society. So, intersexual critics want freedom of intersexual people from unequal and biased judgment of the society.

            Disability: Identity of Disable

            The disabled people make up approximately 15 percent of the world population and are among the most poor and disempowered group globally. Disabled people are able differently. Starting in the late 1960s, disabled activities in the United States and the United Kingdom began to argue they were a group and denied basic right. The most distinguishing, even radical, feature of disability studies is that it has approached disability primarily as a social and political phenomenon. We read short stories, poems, memoirs, essays, and plays and these texts help us to historicize images of disability in literature. Sometimes we read text written by disabled people like the novel'of Jhamak Kumari Ghimira in Nepali. Studying disability in literature helps us to explore what our culture decides is normal and asks us to consider what makes us human. Disability critics claim that literature both reflect and create cultural messages about ability and disability, normal and abnormal. They say that literature can help us understand the experience of the disability, as well as understand our own responses to disability in our own lives and in our culture. The society look disabled people differently than normal ones but the critics advocate that they should be taken as normal citizens and they are to be represented in literature as differently able instead of disabled ones.

          
          
            
              
            

            3.5 Postmodern Perspective

            Postmodernism is a term describing a wide range of changes in thinking beginning in the early 20th century. Although a difficult term to pin down, Post Modem generally refers to the criticism of absolute truths or identities and grant narratives. It is an emerging period. Postmodernism has had large implications in critical theory and literature. An understanding in some Post modernist writings is to subvert the foundations of our accepted modes of thought and experience so as to reveal the 'meaninglessness' of existence and the underlying 'abyss', or "void" or 'nothingness' on which any supposed security is concerned to be precariously suspended.

            The concept of deconstruction, absurdism, nihilism, surrealism, plurality of meaning, sense of alienation, stream of consciousness technique, etc. comes in post modem literature. Deconstruction denotes a particular kind of practice in reading and thereby, a method of criticism and mode of analytical inquiry. Absurdism applies that the human condition in Post Modem time is essentially absurd and that this condition can be adequately represented only in works of literature that are themselves absurd. A human being is an isolated existent that is cast into an alien universe possessing no inherent truth, value, or meaning. Nihilism refers to a radical and extreme attitude, which denies all traditional moral and social values. Surrealism refers (in art and literature) the workings of unconscious mind and to synthesize these workings with the conscious mind. In Post Modem literature no meaning is ultimate or final. Plurality is found in meaning A text can have plurality of meaning depending on the context as a deconstructionist says. Modern man has a sense of alienation even in a crowd because of people lack faith and honesty. Postmodernism sees human experience as unstable, ambiguous, unfinished, fragmented, and discontinuous.

            Postmodem texts are usually written in clear, everyday language, even though their structure can be quite complex. Postmodern texts tend not to engage in innocent, linear story-telling. Similarly to modem works, they draw attention to their status as fiction and the act of writing or reading. Unlike modernism thought, postmodem texts refer both to themselves and the external world. Protagonists are often aware that they are in fiction. Postmodernism works by multiplication - multiple narrators, perspectives, or takes on the same story. This represents postmodem skepticism towards single, unitary, and totalizing narratives.

            
              3.5.1 Aesthetic Reading and Non-aesthetic Reading

              Evaluating or analyzing a text from reader's lenses and determinnig the meaning of it is considered to aesthetic reading perspective or criticism. Rosenblatt is the advocator of this reading.

              
                According to him, aesthetic reading is a perspective that has acknowledged a relationship between human beings and their natural or social world and has challenged that meaning is not objective and held within the pages of a text but rather uncovered through human feeling, connections and experiences. The meanings of a text are the production or creation of the individual reader, hence that there is no one correct meaning for all readers either of the linguistic parts or of the artistic whole of a text. To derive the meaning of a text, there must be transaction between a reader and a text . Thus, aesthetic reading is an active process with an inner-oriented focus derived from readers and their personal movement-to-movement transactions with a particular place of literature. The reader must pay attention to bits and pieces brought forth such as attitudes, ideas, personalities, emotions, feeling, etc, to get the meaning and these connections and experiences are the essence of aesthetic reading derives from what the reader does, the stance that is adapted and the activities carried out in relation to the text.

            
            
              3.5.2 Reader’s Perspective

              This theory focuses on the validity of readers response to a text. This criticism claims that each interpretation is valid in the context from which a reader approaches a text. This type of criticism attempts to describe the internal working of the readers mental processes. It recognizes reading as a creative act, a creative process. The supporters of this theory argue that no text is self-contained independent of a readers interpretive design. Critics study how different readers see the same text differently, and how religious, cultural, and social values affect reading. Advocates of this criticism stress on the important of the reader and their individual, subjective response to the text.

              One of the proponent of this criticism is Louise Rosenblatt. She writes "a poem is what the reader likes through under the guidance of the text and experiences as relevant to the text". It means, the meaning of text is derived from the reader through the reading process. There are multiple approaches within the theoretical branch of reader response criticism. Lois Tyson gives five theories or approaches as -

              
                	
                  
                    Transactional reader-response theory
                  
                  : This theory involves a transaction between the texts inferred meaning and the individual interpretation by the readers influenced by their personal emotions and knowledge.
                

                	
                  
                    Effective stylistics
                  
                  : This theory believes that a text can only come into existence as it is read. A text cannot have meaning independent of the readers.
                

                	
                  
                    Subjective reader
                  
                   - response theory: This theory looks entirely to the reader’s response for literary meaning as individual written responses to a tex: are then compared other individual interpretations to find continuity Of meaning
                

                	
                  
                    
                      Psychological reader -response theory
                  
                  : This theory believes that a reader's motivation heavily affects how they read and subsequently uses this reading to analyze the psychological response of the reader.
                

                	
                  
                    Social reader -response theory
                  
                  : This theory states that any individual interpretation of a text is created in an interpretative community of minds consisting of participants who share a specific reading and interpretation strategy.
                

              

              
                
                  Reader Response theory has two beliefs :
                
              

              
                	
                  that the role of the reader cannot be omitted from our understanding to literature, and
                

                	
                  that readers do not passively consume the meaning presented to them by an objective literary text, rather they actively make the meaning they find in literature.
                

              

              As Tyson (2015) states, this theory believes that even the same reader reading the same text on two different occasions will probably produce different meanings because so many variables contribute to our experience of the text. Knowledge we have acquired between our first and second reading of a text, personal experiences that have occurred in the interim, a change in mood between our two encounters with the text, or a change in the purpose for which we' re reading it can all contribute to our production of different meanings for the same text.

              In this way, this type of criticism studies the values embedded in the reader instead of focusing only on the values embedded in the text. In case of classroom teaching, student's highly personal responses can provide the basis for critical analysis.

            
          
          
            3.6 Ecological Reading

            
              Ecology deals with the relationship of organisms with their environment and with each other. The concern for ecology and the hazard that the incessant exploitation of our environment poses on humanity has recently caught the attention of the writers. This sense of concern has given rise to a new branch of literary theory, ecological reading perspective. It is also called ecocriticism which is the study of representations of nature in literary works and of the relationship between literature and the environment. Ecocritictsm takes an earth-centered approach to literacy studies. It studies literature and the environment from an interdisciplinary point of view, where literature scholars analyze text that illustrate environmental concern's and examine the various ways literature beats the subject of nature. The global risks posed by our industrial and post.- industrial societies made scholars to investigate the global ecological crisis through the intersection of literature. 
            

            
              
                Ecological reading is concerned with the relationship between literature and environment or how man's relationship with his physical environment is reflected in literature. It deals with the issue of ecology and environment in literature. It regards human being as the main cause of decay in the environment or nature. It appeals for the defense of preserving the beautiful nature.

            Ecological critics talk about the inclusion of topics in literature which appeal people to conserve the nature wisely for human health. Some of the most widely known ecocritics are Lawrence Buell, Simon C. Estok, Harold Fromn, William Ho Warth, etc. Moti Nissani's essay-Two-Long Term Problems, Too Many People, Too Few Trees, appeals the readers to save the environment by saving trees. William Stafford's Poem Travelling Through the Dark, also depicts the theme that forest animals are the part of our eco-system so they must be saved. Greta Thunberg’s essay 'Our House is on Fire' depicts the danger that we are going to face in the environment due to the deterioration and damage of the atmosphere. The essayist suggests that we must change almost everything in our current societies to save our house from being burned. In this way, different writers are serious about the ecology that directly affects us and the ecological critics evaluate literary texts from the issue of ecology and environment in literature . Human beings have both roles : saving and destroying the environment. So, critics suggest that we need to write those literary texts that appeal readers to preserve this beautiful nature. Human beings should think that there are so many other beings in the earth and human activities directly affect their lives. Literary texts need to make people think to avoid self-centered view and develop the feeling of otherness. Ecological literary critics portray that the relationship between man and nature is no just interdependent but also interrelated. By analogy, ecocriticism is concerned with the relationship between literature and environment or how man's relationship with the physical environment is reflected in literature.

          
          
            3.7 The Character Perspective

            The character perspective in literary criticism deals with a work of literature primarily as an expression, in fictional form, of the state or mind of the character and the structure of personality of the individual author. The character perspective is understood as similar to psychoanalytical criticism.

            Psychoanalytic critics hold the belief that great literature truthfully reflects life and is a realistic representation of human motivation and behavior. This criticism is related to human behaviors which are directed by the psychology of the individuals. Psychological critics may choose to focus on the creative process of the artist, the artist s motivation, or behaviour, or analyze fictional characters, motivations, and behaviors.

            
              Psychoanalytic criticism is based on Sigmund Freuds theory. This criticism argues that literary texts, like dreams, express the secret unconscious desires and anxieties of the author, that a literary work is a manifestation of the authors own neuroses. One may psychoanalyze a particular character within a literary work, but it is usually assumed that all such characters are projections of the authors psyche. This criticism is built on a literary key for the decoding. This critical endeavor seeks evidence of unresolved emotions. Psychological conflict, guilt, ambivalences, and so forth within what may well be a dis-unified literary work. The literary work is the product of authors psychological state. The authors own childhood traumas, family life, sexual conflicts, poverty, trouble etc. can be traced within the behaviour of the characters in the literary work. The psychological matter can be expressed indirectly. One text is different from another because of different psychology of the authors. The same matter is viewed differently with different human psychology. So psychoanalytical criticism claims that the basic approach to analyze literary text is to see from the psychological perspective of the author. Each text is the representation of authors psychology. The text becomes effective if it is constructed analyzing human psychology, culture, and individual differences. Psychoanalysis theories are particularly useful to literary criticism to show how human behavior is relevant to our experience to literature.

            
              3.7.1 Dominance and Guidance of Unconscious

              Psychoanalytic theory bases on Freudian Psychoanalysis. When we look at the world through a psychoanalysis leans, we see that it is comprised of individual human being, each with psychological history that begins in childhood experiences in the family and each with patterns of adolescent and adult behavior that are the direct result of the early experience. Our repetition of destructive behavior reveals the existence of some significant psychological difficulty that has probably been influencing us for some time without knowing it. It is the existence of the unconscious. The unconscious is the store house of those painful experiences and emotions, those wounds, fears , guilty desires, and unresolved conflicts we do not want to know about because we feel we will be overwhelmed by them. According to Tyson (2015), the unconscious comes into being when we are very young through the repression, the expunging from consciousness of those unhappy psychological events. However, repression doesn't eliminate our painful experiences and emotions. Rather, it gives them force by making them the organizers of our current experience; we unconsciously behave in ways that will allow us to 'play out' without admitting it to ourselves, our conflicted feelings about the painful experiences and emotions we repress. Thus for psychoanalysis, the unconscious is not a passive reservoir of neutral data, though the word is sometimes used this way in other disciplines and in common parlance, rather, the unconscious is a dynamic entity that engages us at the deepest level of our being.

              
                The family is very important in psychoanalysis theory because we are each a product of the role we are given in the family complex. In one sense, the birth of the unconscious lies in the way we perceive our place in the family and how we react to this self-definition .

            
            
              3.7.2 Oedipus Complex

              The Oedipus complex, a concept that is widely known and which is often used to explain family conflicts arrives out of enology with classical myth. It is used to explain how a sexualized and gendered subject comes to take his/her place in the world. This theory has been redefined and criticized more than any other Freudian concept. In the Theban tragedy of Oedipus, king Laius banishes his infant son Oedipus because of a prophecy that the son will kill the father. During a chance encounter, Oedipus kills his father without knowing Laius’ identity, then marries his victim’s wife Jocasta, without knowing that she is his mother. Oedipus's discovery of his gilt of parricide and incest causes him to blind himself and flee. According to the explanation offered by the theory of the Oedipus complex, the sexual development of boys and girls differs, although both begin by desiring the mother, their first love-object, who is seen as all powerful and capable of fulfilling the desires of the child. Eventually, the boy child beings to see the father as a sexual rival for the mother, but, being small and reactively helpless, he fears castration by the father as punishment for his unacceptable desires, and represses them, later to transfer them on to other women when he reaches puberty.

              Oedipus complex is Freud's normalizing description of process of a subject taking up a sexualized identify, by transferring affections from the mother on to non-family members of the opposite sex. It culminates in the desire which is long cherished, to be given a child by her father as a present, to bear him a child. One has the impression that the Oedipus-complex is later gradually abandoned because this wish is never fulfilled. Green and Le Bihan (2000) state that the Freudian psychoanalytic model relies heavily on the conflicts of the family situation, and on the differentiation between the sexes. In considering literature, therefore, it is not surprising that the most interesting texts for analysis are those which use a transgressive family as a focus for attention. The classic examples of texts which have been subjected to Freudian psychoanalysis include D.H. Lawrence’s Son and Lovers, the oedipal conflict here indicated in the title; and Shakespeare's Hamlet, which both Freud and Lacan use as a clear example of a son with unresolved desires toward his mother and in sexual rivalry with his stepfather. This is one of the expression of suppression and unconscious. Psychoanalytical critics analyze the literary text from the suppressed and unconscious desire for sex.

              
                Freud's model of the mind has three types of functions the id; which incorporates libidinal and other desires, the superego; the internalization of standards of morality and propriety and the ego; which tries as best it can to negotiate the conflicts between the insatiable demands of the id, the impossibility stringent requirements of the superego, and the limited possibilities of gratification offered by the world of reality.

            
          
          
            3.8 The Cultural Perspective

            Cultural perspective, refers to the way that individuals are shaped by their environments as well as social and cultural factions. A cultural perspective is viewing literature through the eyes of an individual's native environmental and social influence.

            Before discussing cultural perspective in detail, let's know something about culture. Culture refers to the belief, customs, and everyday life of a particular ethnic, regional, or national group. It is a pattern of responding to basic needs for food, shelter, clothing, family organization, religion, and social structures. Each culture possesses its own particular values, traditions, and ideas. Literature is a reflection of culture because it conveys the human knowledge, beliefs, and behavior. However, culture is a wider concept than literature. Our culture shapes the way we work and play and it makes a difference in how we view ourselves and others. It affects our value- what we consider right and wrong.

            Cultural criticism shares with new historicism the view that human history and culture constitute a complex arena of dynamic force of which we can construct only partial, subjective picture. For cultural critics, culture is a process, not a product; it is a lived experience, not a fixed definition. More precisely, a culture is a collection of interactive cultures, each of which is growing and changing, each of which is constituted at any given movement in time by the intersection of gender, race, ethnicity, sexual orientation, socioeconomic class, etc. contribute to the experience of its members. This criticism has the following features:

            
              	
                It tends to be more overtly political in its support of oppressed groups.
              

              	
                Because of its political orientation, it often draws on Marxist feminist, and other political theories in performing its analyses.
              

              	
                It is especially interested in popular culture.
              

            

            Cultural criticism emerged to break boundary between 'low' and 'high' culture. Cultural critics want to make the term 'culture' refer to popular culture as well as to that culture we associate with the so-called classics. They want to dismantle the hierarchy that the distinction implies in high and low. When people hear 'culture' they think it is high culture. When they first hear cultural criticism they think it is formal, both in subject and style. But this is not truth. The goal of cultural criticism is to oppose this believe.

            
              Cultural critics believe that culture is the way of living which is equal to all. And literature is not a such thing that is read by only the people of low culture or high culture. Cultural critics want to get us away from thinking about certain works as the 'best' ones produced by a given culture and therefore as the novels that best represent American culture. They seek to be more descriptive and less evaluative, more interested in relating than rating cultural products and events. Cultural critics counter the prevalent notion that culture is some wholeness that had already been formed. They view that culture is interactive, alive, growing, and changing. They are likely to take on the institution of the universe, for that is where the world definitions of culture as high culture are defended.

            According to Tyson (2015), for cultural critics, a literary text, or any other kind of cultural production, performs cultural work to the extent to which it shapes the cultural experience of those who encounter it, that is, to the extent to which it shapes our experience as members of a cultural group. A cultural critic would be inclined to take into account the way in which a cultural production might not be perceived or used the way those who produced it intended it to be perceived or used. They want inclusive and proportional rights and respect for all.

          
          
            
              
            

            Exercises 

            
              
                Very Short Answer Questions
              
            

            
              
                (For Oral Practice and to check comprehension while teaching, the teacher can use these questions. He/she needs to demand oral answer from the students.)
              
            

            
              	Define critical perspective.

              	What is meant by patriarchy?

              	What is the goal of feminist critics?

              	Whose theory is class perspective based on?

              	What is meant by textual reading?

              	Who developed the linguistic concept: Syntagmatic and paradigmatic relation?

              	What is the relation between signifier and signified?

              	Tell any two features of new criticism.

              	Tell what LGBTI stands for.

              	Whose theory is psychoanalytical theory based on?

            

            
              
                Short Answer Questions
              
            

            
              	Does gender perspective seek for the coexistence of male and female? Give reason.

              	Evaluate The Great Gatsby by Fitzgerald from feminist perspective.

              	How does class perspective criticism give consciousness to the oppressed people to unite and fight?

              	What elements do formalists seek in the literature?

              	Language is a matter of convention and arbitrary phenomenon in linguistic perspective. Explains in brief.

              	Introduce LGBTI in brief.

              	What do you mean by aesthetic reading?

              	How do you evaluate Oedipus complex from character perspective?

              	How is literature as a reflection of a particular cultural forms and practices?

              	Why is close reading important for new critics? What does it include?

            

            
              
                Long Answer Questions
              
            

            
              	Show your acquaintance with gender perspective of literary criticism by applying it to any one text of your course.

              	How do the text's formal elements, and the multiple meanings those elements produce, all work together to support the theme, or overall meaning of the work? Answer basing on new critics.

              	
                How does the literary text illustrate the problems of sexuality and sexual ‘identity’, that is the way in which human sexuality does not fall neatly into the separate categories defined by the words homosexual and heterosexuals

              	"New criticism” is a contemporary approach to the analysis of literary texts". Illustrate your answer.

              	Explain reader perspective as an approach to literary criticism.

              	Evaluate any text of your course from class perspective criticism.

              	What do you mean by class perspective? How is a text analyzed through class perspective? Write your answer.

              	Describe formalistic perspective of literary criticism.

              	Describe post modem perspective of literary criticism.

              	Ecological reading appeals for the prevent of good environment. Explain.

              	What do you understand by the cultural perspective of literary criticism?

              	Write a short note on the following:

            

            
              	Lesbian criticism

              	Gay criticism

              	Bisexual

              	Transgender and Intersexual

              	Identity of disable

            

          
          
            Project Work

            
              	Write a review of a literary work based on any one of the following perspectives:

            

            
              	Gender

              	Class

              	Textual Reading (formalistic and linguistic)

              	Cultural perspective ,

              	The Marginalized perspectives (Language minority, LGBTI, disability, subaltern, modem/postmodem)

              	Ecological Reading

            

            
              	Analyze the poem ‘Abiku by Wole Soyinka of your course from the formalistic perspective and show to your teachers.

            

          
        
        
          
            
          

          Glossary of Literary Terms

          
            
              A
            
          

          Allegory is a narrative in which a character, place, or event is used to deliver a broader message about real-world issues and occurrences.

          Antagonist is a character in a story that is presented as the chief foe of the protagonist.

          Arbitrary is something not based on reason or logic. It means there is no inherent or logical relation or similarity between any given feature of language and its meaning.

          Assumption refers thing that is accepted as true but not proved

          Attribute is the quality regarded as a natural part of something

          Audience is a group of people who participate in a show or encounter a work of art, literature, theatre, music, video games, or academics in any medium.

          Autobiography is a self-written account of the life of oneself.

          
            
              B
            
          

          Ballad is a short narrative poem, with a simple and dramatic action. It tells of love, death, the supernatural, or a combination of these.

          Biography, or simply bio, is a detailed description of a person's life. It involves more than just the basic facts like education, work, relationships, and death; it portrays a person's experience of these life events.

          Biological: related to the scientific study of the life and structure of animal

          Bisexual criticism is related to the sex of people both with men and women. Bisexuals are regarded unnatural by the society.

          
            
              C
            
          

          Character perspective in literary criticism deals with a work of literature primarily as an expression, in fictional form^ of the state or mind of the character and the structure of personality of the individual author.

          Class perspective: Evaluating or analyzing literary text from the perspective of different classes is called class perspective.

          Classicism, in the arts, refers generally to a high regard for a classical period, classical antiquity in the Western tradition, as setting standards for taste which the classicists seek to emulate.

          Conflict is the challenge main characters need to solve to achieve their goals.

          Connotation is a commonly understood cultural or emotional association that some word or phrase carries, in addition to its explicit or literal meaning, which is its denotation.

          
            Convention : customary or agreed practice

          Critical perspective is the way of criticizing or analyzing literature.

          Cultural perspective is viewing literature through the eyes of an individual's native environmental and social influence.

          
            
              E
            
          

          Ecological reading perspective: Ecology deals with the relationship of organisms with their environment and with each other. This sense of concern has given rise to a new branch of literary theory, ecological reading perspective.

          Essay is, generally, a piece of writing that gives the author's own argument.

          Etymological: considering the origin and history of the word and its meaning

          Feminist criticism is a way of looking literary text from feminist point of view.

          
            
              F
            
          

          Fiction generally is a narrative form, in any medium, consisting of people, events, or places that are imaginary—in other words, not based strictly on history or fact.

          Figurative language uses words in a way that deviates from their conventionally accepted definitions in order to convey a more complicated meaning or heightened effect.

          Figure of speech or rhetorical figure is an intentional deviation from ordinary language, chosen to produce a rhetorical effect.

          Formalist critics believe that literature is a form of knowledge with intrinsic elements style, structure, tone, genre, imagery etc.

          
            
              G
            
          

          Gay criticism is related to the sexual relations between men or even just the sexual desire of one man for another. It is a homosexual desire of men.

          Genre is a category of literary composition. Genres may be determined by literary technique, tone, content, or even length. The most general genres in literature are epic, tragedy, comedy, and creative nonfiction. They can all be in the form of prose or poetry.

          
            
              L
            
          

          Lesbian can be defined as a woman who has sex with another woman. In other words, a woman whose sexual desire is directed toward women is lesbian.

          LGBTI stands for -Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Transgender, and Intersexual.

          Literary criticism (or literary studies) is the study, evaluation, and interpretation of literature. Modem literary criticism is often influenced by literary theory, which is the philosophical discussion of literature's goals and methods.

          
            Literary movements are a way to divide literature into categories of similar philosophical, topical, or aesthetic features, as opposed to divisions by genre or period. Like other categorizations, literary movements provide language for comparing and discussing literary works.

          Literary theory is the systematic study of the nature of literature and of the methods for literary analysis.

          Literature broadly is any collection of written or oral work, but it more commonly and narrowly refers to writings specifically considered to be an art form, especially prose fiction, drama, and poetry, in contrast to academic writing and newspapers.

          
            
              M
            
          

          Metaphor is a figure of speech that, for rhetorical effect, directly refers to one thing by mentioning another.

          Meter refers to the pattern of stressed and unstressed syllables or vice-versa.

          Moral is a message that is conveyed or a lesson to be learned from a story or event.

          
            
              N
            
          

          Narration is the use of a written or spoken commentary to convey a story to an audience.

          New criticism emphasizes close reading, particularly of poetry, to discover how a work of literature functions as a self contained, self referential aesthetic object. It focuses our attention on the literary work as the sole source of evidence for interpreting it.

          Non - Fiction refers any composition that is factual and does not include any imaginarily language or world.

          Novel is a relatively long work of narrative fiction, normally written in prose form, and which is typically published as a book.

          Novella or short novel is a work of narrative prose fiction, longer than a short story but shorter than a novel.

          
            
              O
            
          

          Oedipus complex, a concept that is widely known and which is often used to explain family conflicts arrives out of enology with classical myth. It is used to explain how a sexualized and gendered subject, comes to take his/her place in the world.

          
            
              P
            
          

          Parable is a short story or narrative designed to revel allegorically some religious principle, moral lesson, psychological reality, or general truth.

          Paradigmatic relation refers to the relationship between language elements present and absent in the sentence.

          
            Paradox is an anomalous juxtaposition of incongruous ideas for the sake of striking exposition or unexpected insight.

          Paraphrase is a restatement of the meaning of a text or passage using other words.

          Parody refers to mock songs in Greek. It is a work which is created to imitate and/or make fun of or comment on an original work.

          Personification occurs when a thing or abstraction is represented as a person, in literature or art, as an anthropomorphic metaphor.

          Plot is a series of events and action in a proper sequence to achieve artistic and emotional effect.

          Postmodernism is a term describing a wide range of changes in thinking beginning in the early 20th century. Post Modem generally refers to the criticism of absolute truths or identities and grant narratives.

          Principle is a moral rule or a strong beliefs that influences our actions.

          Prose is a form or technique of language that exhibits a natural flow of speech and grammatical structure.

          Psychoanalytic criticism argues that literary texts, like dreams, express the secret unconscious desires and anxieties of the author, that a literary work is a manifestation of the authors own neuroses.

          
            
              R
            
          

          Reader’s Perspective focuses on the validity of readers response to a text. This criticism claims that each interpretation is valid in the context from which a reader approaches a text.

          Rhetoric is the art of persuasion, which along with grammar and logic, is one of the three ancient arts of discourse.

          Rhetorical device, is also called persuasive device, or stylistic device. It is a technique that an author or speaker uses to convey to the listener or reader a meaning with the goal of persuading them towards considering a topic from a perspective, using language designed to encourage or provoke

          an emotional display of a given perspective or action.

          Rhetorical question is one for which the questioner does not expect a direct answer : in many cases it may be intended to start a discourse, or as a means of putting across the speaker's or author's opinion on a topic.

          
            
              
                S
            
          

          Setting refers to the general locate, historical time and social circumstance in which actions occur. It is the time when events happen and place where the events happen.

          Subaltern describes the lower social classes and the other social groups displaced to the margins of a society; in an imperial colony, a subaltern is a native man or woman without human agency as defined by his and her social status.

          Symbol is an image that has both literal and figurative meaning, a concrete universal.

          Syntagmatic relationship is one where signs occur in sequence or parallel and operate together to create meaning.

          
            
              T
            
          

          Textual reading derives meaning by analyzing the interrelationship of the elements that are found in a literary text.

          Theme is the central idea of a story or other texts.

          Transgender literature is a collective term used to designate the literary production that addresses, has been written by or portrays people of diverse gender identity.

          Transmission is a process of sending out message.

        
      
      
        
          
        

        Multiple Choice Items for Practice 

        
          Multiple choice questions from section one

          
            
              Unit - 1
            
          

          
            
              Tick the best answer.
            
          

          
            	English falls under ……………….. language family.

          

          
            	
              Germanic 
              b. Indo-Iranian 
              c. Celtic
              d. Balto -Slavic
            

          

          
            	The variety of English that is spoken in America and Britain is

          

          
            a. dialectal variety of English
            b. register variety of English
          

          
            c. idiolectal variety of English
            d. speech variety of English
          

          
            	Which of the following languages has the largest number of native speakers in the world?

          

          
            a. Arabic
             b. Chinese
            c. English 
            d. Hindi
          

          
            	Which of the following groups of words indicate "Dissimilation" type of sound change in language change?

          

          
            a. In mensus into Immense
            b. In bibo into Imbibe
          

          
            c. Peregribus into pilgrim
            d. Brid into Bird
          

          
            	language family's languages are spoken in Europe, Southwest to South Asia in the world.

          

          
            a. Indo-European 
            b. Sino-Tibetan 
          

          
            c. Dravidian 
            d. Niger-Congo
          

          
            	How many recognized languages are in Nepal?

          

          
            a. 120
            b.
            121
            c.
            122
            d.
            123
          

          
            	The variety of a language that is used in a particular field is called

          

          
            a. Dialect
            b.
            Register
            c.
            Pidgin
            d.
            Creole
          

          
            	The extinction of a particular language from existence in both written and spoken form is ...

          

          
            a. language shift
            b. language death
          

          
            c. endangered language
            d. minority language
          

          
            	The native speakers of English are around...

          

          
            a. 460 Million
            b.
            1.3 Million
            c.
            379 Million
            d.
            341 Million
          

          
            	…………..is a language with no native speakers, i.e. contact language.

          

          
            	
              Dialect
              b. Register
              c.Pidgin
              d.Creole
            

          

          
            	The change of meaning of the word ‘voyage’ from ‘journey’ to ‘journey by sea or water’ is an example of

          

          
            a.
            broadening
            b.
            narrowing
            c.
            perorations
            d.
            amelioration
          

          
            	Which of the following languages falls under Germanic language family?

          

          
            
              a.
            Spanish
            b.
            Chinese
            c.
            Welsh
            d.
            English
          

          
            	
              Which of the following is not the feature of American Standard English?

          

          
            a. elaborate code
            b. rich vocabulary and literature
          

          
            c. written form
            d. spoken by white only
          

          
            	Which of the following is not the cause of langauge change?

          

          
            a. Fashion
            b.Foreign Influence
          

          
            c.Broadening and Narrowing
            d.Intention of speakers
          

          
            	Which of the following is not the feature of Non-Standard language?

          

          
            a.
            restricted code
            b.
            limited vocabulary
          

          
            c.
            large literature
            d.
            no written form in most of the cases
          

          
            	The Black English vernacular generally refers to the most in a persons' linguistic repertoire.

          

          
            a. formal variety
            b. standard variety
          

          
            c. polite variety
            d. colloquial variety
          

          
            
              Unit -2 
            
          

          
            Tick the best answer.
          

          
            	Which of the following is least important in language Pedagogy?

          

          
            a. knowledge of language
            b. skills of language
          

          
            c. aspects of language
            d. death of language
          

          
            	Which of the following is not the skill of language?

          

          
            a.
            grammar
            b.
            speaking
            c.
            writing
            d.
            reading
          

          
            	Which of the following is not the aspect of language?

          

          
            	
              grammar
              b. listening
              c. pronunciation
              d. vocabulary
            

          

          
            	Which of the following methods/approaches makes constant use of drilling and reinforcement?

          

          
            a. Audio- lingual method
            b. Grammar-Translation method
          

          
            c. Communicative approach
            d. Functional approach
          

          
            	Which of the following roles does not a teacher play in communicative language teaching?

          

          
            a. Initiator
             b. Director
            c. Facilitator
             d. Monitor
          

          
            	Developing a set of performance skills in the learners is

          

          
            a. teaching language
            b. teaching about language
          

          
            c. teaching spoken language
            d. teaching written language
          

          
            	Skill is a common technique in

          

          
            a. grammar translation method
            b. total physical response
          

          
            c. audio-lingual method
            d. communicative approach
          

          
            	Community language learning takes its basic principles from

          

          
            a. counseling learning
            b. direct method
          

          
            c. cooperative learning
            d. total physical response
          

          
            
          

          
            	
              Which of the following is not true of 'Total physical Response'?

          

          
            	
              It is based on Comprehension Approach
            

            	
              It gives importance to listening comprehension.
            

            	
              It is linked with the 'trace theory'.
            

            	
              It rejects teacher's commands.
            

          

          
            	Which of the following is a very basic rule of the Direct method?

          

          
            a. no translation
            b. no grammar teaching
          

          
            c. focus on oral skill
            d. no specific course
          

          
            	Among the techniques below, which one is not common in communicative approach?

          

          
            	
              group work 
              b. pair work
              c. drill
              d. interaction
            

          

          
            	Which of the following is not included in language planning

          

          
            a.
            status planning
            b.
            corpus planning
          

          
            c.
            language acquisition planning
            d.
            language extinction planning
          

          
            	Which method/approach suggests considering students as 'whole person'?

          

          
            a.
            Grammar translation
            b.
            Community language learning
          

          
            c.
            Communicative method
            d.
            Literature-based approach
          

          
            	Which of the following is not the principle of Content Based Approach?

          

          
            	
              Content is used for language teaching
            

            	
              Teaching is built on students' previous experiences
            

            	
              Language learning is a matter of habit formation
            

            	
              The teacher scaffolds the linguistic content
            

          

          
            	“Increases creativity, originality, sensitivity, fluency, flexibility, emotional stability, cooperation, and moral attitudes” is the principle of

          

          
            a. Experiential language teaching
            b. Literature-based approach
          

          
            c. The lexical approach
            . The natural approach
          

          
            	The situation in which more than two languages are spoken is

          

          
            a. bilingualism
            b. monolingualism
          

          
            c. multiculturalism
            d. multilingualism
          

          
            	Language right includes in day to day communication, education, and business.

          

          
            a. the right of using language
            b.
            the right of shifting language
          

          
            c. the right of not using language
            d. the right of creating language
          

          
            	Which of the following is not the role of mother tongue education?

          

          
            	
              To become literate in children's familiar language.
            

            	
              To make education accessible, interesting and attractive for the children.
            

            	
              To arouse the interest in the children in their own language and culture.
            

            	
              To enable the children of early age to shift into the dominant language.
            

          

          
            	
              The process in which the orthographic correspondence between source language and target language is maintained is called

          

          
            a. Transliteration
            b.
            Literary Translation
          

          
            c.
            Literal Translation
            d.
            Free translation
          

          
            	Which of the following is not the procedure of translating idioms and proverbs?

          

          
            a.
            Replacing with equivalent
            proverbs b.
            Sense Translation
          

          
            c.
            Keeping the same metaphor
            d.
            Coining new Proverbs
          

        
        
          Multiple choice questions from section two

          
            
              Unit -1
            
          

          
            
              Tick the best answer.
            
          

          
            	The pregnant deer requested to put off her turn because...

          

          
            a. killing her means to kill two at once.
            b. she wanted to save herself.
          

          
            c. she was coward to death.
            d. killing her was very dangerous.
          

          
            	Which of the following was not the question that the Giant Vafthrudner asked to the God Odin ?

          

          
            	
              Tell me the name of the river that divides Asgard from Jotunheim.
            

            	
              What are the names of the horses that day and Night drive across the sky?
            

            	
              What is the best thing that you give to get knowledge?
            

            	
              What is the name of the plain on which the last battle will be fought?
            

          

          
            	In the story ‘This is a Story’ which of the following is not a change that could be seen in the Okanagan people after they imitated the Swallows?

          

          
            	
              Lots of people were in bad shape.
            

            	
              They walked around with their minds hunt.
            

            	
              They could not see or hear good anymore.
            

            	
              They seemed to see how the Swallows stole anything they could pick up for their houses.
            

          

          
            	The story ‘This is a Story’, is about..

          

          
            a. cultural destruction
            b. colonization
          

          
            c. migration
            d. indigenous people
          

          
            	The story 'Paul's Case' is related to a schoolboy's

          

          
            	escaping monotonous life by committing suicide.

            	escaping enjoyable life by committing suicide.

            	acceptance to do struggle in the life to become rich.

            	rejection of all material pleasure of the world.

          

          
            	In the story ‘Paul’s Case’, Paul escapes his monotonous life by visiting... .

          

          
            a.
            his father
            b. Charley Edwards
          

          
            c.
            his mother
            d. his friends
          

          
            	
              Who wrote the story ‘The Three Students’?

          

          
            a. Frank Norris
            b. Sir Arthur Canon Doyle
          

          
            c.Flannery O’Connor
            d. Rudolfo Anaya
          

          
            	
              In the story “Three Students”, Gilchrist determined not to go in for the examination by the suggestion of ....

              
                	
                  Hilton Soames 
                  b. Holmes
                  c. Bannister 
                  d. Daulat Ras
                

              

            

            	The story 'Three Students' deals with a case of

          

          
            	
              fighting of three students in the exam hall.
            

            	
              stealing the exam questions from a university professor's room.
            

            	
              cheating answer of some questions in the exam hall.
            

            	
              tearing question paper on the day of exam.
            

          

          
            	Which one is not true of the story ‘Everything That Rises Must Converge’?

          

          
            	
              Julian’s Mother’s longing for the past is representative of many white Southerners’ relationship to their history.
            

            	
              Julian’s Mother’s memory of the family home is wistful, focusing on its beauty and neglecting to connect the opulent home to her family history of slave-ownership.
            

            	
              Julian’s Mother believes that their family as well as the South overall was better off in the past.
            

            	
              Julian’s Mother says that Julian’s great-grandfather was the slave of the governor of the state .
            

          

          
            	Generational difference of identity is the main theme in the story

          

          
            a.This is a Story
            b. Everything That Rises Must Converge
          

          
            c. Lullaby
            d. Devil Deer
          

          
            	In the story Lullaby, the main character and narrator is

          

          
            a. Chato
            b. Danny
            c. Jimmie d. Ayah
          

          
            	In the story ‘Lullaby’, who sang song to Ayah while she was sitting under the cotton wood tree?

          

          
            a. the wind and snow
            b.the birds and cricket
          

          
            c. her two children
            d. her husband and his friends
          

          
            	In the story ‘Lullaby’, what pain was difficult for Ayah to bear?

          

          
            a. the loss of her mother
            b.the loss of her father
          

          
            c. the loss of children
            d. the loss of husband
          

          
            	In the story “Devil Deer” the setting is

          

          
            a. Summer season in America
            b. Autumn season in Pueblo
          

          
            c. Winter season in America
            d. Spring season in Pueblo
          

          
            	
              In the story "Devil Deer”, the young hunter Cruz shoots a buck and finds it is

          

          
            a. terribly beautiful
            b. terribly deformed
          

          
            c. terribly attractive
            d. terribly colorful
          

          
            	
              In Frank Norris' short story "A Deal in Wheat", which of the following is not the section of the story?

              
                	
                  The Bread Line 
                  b. The Bull 
                  c. The Tiger
                   d. The Bear
                

              

            

            	In Frank Norris' short story "A Deal in Wheat", the wheat symbolizes

          

          
            a. man’s power over nature.
            b. nature’s power over man.
          

          
            c. wheat’s power over man.
            d. man’s power over wheat.
          

          
            	In the story ‘Leaving’, the mother finds it difficult to let her son go away..

          

          
            	
              with the fear that he marries a girl.
            

            	
              with the fear of losing him.
            

            	
              with the fear that the son does not study well.
            

            	
              with the fear that the son loves girls.
            

          

          
            	In the story ‘Leaving’, how many children did the window raise on her own?

          

          
            a.
            five
            b.
            six
            c.
            seven
            d.
            eight
          

          
            	In the story ‘Leaving’, what does Aloo want to study?

          

          
            a.
            agricultures
            b.
            medicine
            c.
            law
            d.
            commerce
          

          
            	In the story ‘Leaving’, which University offers Aloo a scholarship?

          

          
            a. The University of New York
            b.The British Institute of Technology
          

          
            c. The California Institute of Technology 
            d. Hometown university
          

          
            	"Autobiography" is one of the most thoroughgoing self reflexive fictions in

          

          
            a. Gained in the Fun House (1963)
            b.
            Lost in the Fun House (1968)
          

          
            c. Lost in the Fun House (1963)
            d.Lost in the Fun Market( 1968)
          

          
            	‘The Lost Child’ depicts the value of

          

          
            a. children b. neighbor
            c. strange men d. parents
          

          
            	In ‘The Lost Child’ the child got lost

          

          
            	
              while he was dancing in the crowd.
            

            	
              while he was watching the whirling motion of men, woman and children.
            

            	
              while his parents were shopping things in the fair.
            

            	
              while he was buying burfi in a shop.
            

          

          
            
              Unit -2
            
          

          
            
              Tick the best answer.
            
          

          
            	Steele's interest in the affairs of Sir Roger's heart was in keeping with his general interests as

          

          
            a. a journal writer
            b. a periodical writer
          

          
            c. a story writer
            d. an essay writer
          

          
            	
              A greater satisfaction to an honest mind is

          

          
            	
              writing books and articles regularly 
            

            	
              drinking and smoking in need
            

            	
              avoiding the reproaches of his own heart
            

            	
              accepting the censures of the world
            

          

          
            	Angkor Wat is an/a

          

          
            	
              eastern Buddhist temple complex located in northern Cambodia.
            

            	
              western Buddhist temple complex located in northern Cambodia.
            

            	
              eastern Hindu temple complex located in northern Japan.
            

            	
              Western Hindu temple complex located in northern Japan.
            

          

          
            	Henri Mouhot was a

          

          
            a. French scientist
            b. French naturalist
          

          
            c. German scientist
            d. German naturalist
          

          
            	Who wrote the essay ’The case for Xanthippe’ ?

          

          
            a. Sri Aurobindo
            b. E.B. White
          

          
            c. Robert Graves
            d. Stephen Cave
          

          
            	The essay, The case for Xanthippe, offers a/an

          

          
            	
              enjoy of the famous wife of Aristotle
            

            	
              defense of the famous wife of Socrates
            

            	
              defense of the famous wife of Aristotle
            

            	
              enjoy of the famous wife of Socrates
            

          

          
            	In ‘Once More to the Lake’, White's refusal to accept that he is now the father, not the child, demonstrates..

          

          
            	
              the theme of man versus himself, since the speaker is facing an internal conflict.
            

            	
              that he does not yearn to dip back into the past, reliving his adolescence.
            

            	
              that he does not superimpose his own memories of being a boy at the same lake with his own father over his current experiences as now.
            

            	
              that he does not reflect on his own childhood when his father would take him to the lake.
            

          

          
            	‘Once More to the Lake’ was written in

          

          
            a. 1940
            b. 1941
            c. 1942
            d. 1943
          

          
            	
              Which of the following essays explains the gist of Gita with the conclusion that the teaching of Gita is not a physical asceticism, but an inner askesis (asceticism),

              a. A Black Grandmother b. Man and Battle of Life

            

          

          
            c. The case for Xanthippe
            d. Not Nothing
          

          
            	
              Which of the following essays depicts the matter of non-violence by taking an example of a tiny fly.

          

          
            a. Black Grandmother
            b. Man and Battle of Life
          

          
            c. The case for Xanthippe
            d. Not Nothing
          

          
            	The traditional system of manufacturing cars is

          

          
            a. lean manufacturing
            b. lean production
          

          
            c. mass production
            d. craft production
          

          
            	Continually declining costs, zero defects, and zero inventories are the features of

          

          
            a. lean manufacturing
            b.lean production
          

          
            c. mass production
            d. craft production
          

          
            	The essay “A Black Grandmother” describes

          

          
            	
              Morgan’s happiness of being black
            

            	
              Morgan’s gradual discovery of her aboriginal origin
            

            	
              Morgan’s unconsciousness of her identity
            

            	
              Morgan’s loss of personality
            

          

          
            	Who have paid the ultimate price for freedom of all South African?

          

          
            a. all south African people
            b. Solomon Mahlangu and Ashley Kriel
          

          
            c. all the white people
            d. African National Congress
          

          
            	Nelson Mandela was released

          

          
            a. On January 11, 1990
            b. On March 13, 1991
          

          
            c. On February 11, 1990
            d. On May 11, 1991
          

          
            	Meta-language means

          

          
            a. the words and phrases of a language 
            b. a language that describes languages
          

          
            c. a dominant language
            d. a minority language
          

          
            
              Unit -3
            
          

          
            
              Tick the best answer.
            
          

          
            	‘King Lear and his three Daughters’ is based on the most universal and profound tragic play of

          

          
            a. Shakespeare 
            b. Milton -
            c. Chaucer 
            d. Synge
          

          
            	Which of the following poems explores the theme of loyalty, madness, and power?

          

          
            a. Mending Wall
            b. No Second Troy
          

          
            c. King Lear and his three Daughters
             d. Lord! Make Me a Sheep
          

          
            	
              In the poem ‘The Three Knights’ three knights came from the ...

              
                	
                  East
                  b.South
                  c. North
                  d.West
                

              

            

            	In the poem ‘The Three Knights’ the first Knight was....

          

          
            a.
            Black
            b. White
            c. Green
            d.
          

          
            	
              
                In the poem ‘The Three Knights’ the second knight was

              
                	
                  Black
                  b. White
                  c. Green
                  d. Short
                

              

            

            	
              John and Anne arein the poem ‘The Three Knights’.

              
                	
                  the brother and sister of the lady
                  b. father and mother of the lady
                

              

            

          

          
            c. uncle and aunt of the lady
            d. friends of the lady
          

          
            	
              The second knight wanted to make the lady his .'..

              
                	
                  sister 
                  b. servant
                  c. daughter 
                  d. queen
                

              

            

            	The poem “Mending Wall” does not examines

          

          
            	
              the role of boundaries in human society
            

            	
              the distance and tension between men
            

            	
              a respectful distance between neighbors
            

            	
              the growth, perfection, and death of neighbor
            

          

          
            	What does "old stone savage" stand for in the poem "Mending Wall"?

          

          
            a. the wall
            b. the garden
            c. the neighbor
            d. the speaker
          

          
            	‘No Second Troy’ is about the relationship between the poet and Maud Gonne.

          

          
            a. political
            b. business
            c. family
            d.
            love
          

          
            	Which of the following is not true about the poem ‘No Second Troy’ ?

          

          
            	
              With the comparison to Helen, the poet is accusing Maud Gonne of being responsible for the violence in revolutionary Ireland.
            

            	
              The poet thinks that Maud Gonne is a cruel lover and a shamelessly irresponsible activist.
            

            	
              The poet appeals that no beauty like Helen of Troy or today's Maud Gonne will cause the destruction of another beauty like 'Troy'.
            

            	
              Maud Gonne was not very beautiful so she could not cause destruction.
            

          

          
            	Which one of the following ideas that Wordsworth does not introduce in connection with the deceased Lucy?

          

          
            	
              She lived closely with nature.
            

            	
              She had a delicate, gentle quality.
            

            	
              She lived away from the company of people.
            

            	
              She was noticed by all.
            

          

          
            	In the poem ‘She dwelt Among the untrodden ways’, "‘untrodden ways” refer to

          

          
            	
              the city where the poet lived.
            

            	
              the remote countryside where Lucy lived.
            

            	
              the remote countryside where the poet lived.
            

            	
              the city where the Lucy lived.
            

          

          
            	The poem ‘If I Should Die’ is a

          

          
            a. sonnet 
            b. Haiku
            c. Lyric
            d. Ballad
          

          
            	
              In the poem "If 1 Should Die" the poetess expresses that

          

          
            	
              her life begins but another ends.
            

            	
              her life ends and another also ends.
            

            	
              her life ends but another begins.
            

            	
              her life begins with the beginning of another life.
            

          

          
            	The origin of Haiku poem is

          

          
            a. America 
            b. Nepal
            c. Japan
            d. China
          

          
            	Which of the following poems explores a plea for special protection for poets in time of war?

          

          
            a. If I Should Die
            b. No Second Troy
          

          
            c. Sonnet 8 by Milton
            d. Kidnapped
          

          
            	In the poem ‘Kidnapped’ the speaker was kidnapped when he was years old.

          

          
            a. four
            b. five
            c. six
            d. seven
          

          
            	In the poem ‘Kidnapped’ what did the kidnappers give the speaker upon his release?

          

          
            a. a piece of paper
            b. a lot of money
          

          
            c. a hard physical punishment
            d. nothing
          

          
            	The poem “Lord! Make Me a Sheep” explores the theme of

          

          
            	
              pain, burden, and struggle of being human
            

            	
              pleasure, relax and beauty of being human
            

            	
              sadness in being a sheep
            

            	
              dispraise of natural life of a sheep
            

          

          
            	What does Abiku do at night?

          

          
            a. Abiku dances at home.
            b. Abiku sucks the oil from lamps.
          

          
            c. Abiku tries to kill the mother.
            d. Abiku sleeps with relax.
          

          
            	The poem ' A Woman' depicts the love and responsibility of

          

          
            a. a husband to his wife
            b. a mother to her child
          

          
            c. a nurse to a child
            d. a woman to her husband
          

          
            
              Unit -4 
            
          

          
            
              Tick the best answer.
            
          

          
            	The drama “All My Sons” by Arthur Miller is based upon

          

          
            	
              rejection of wealth and material possessions in America
            

            	
              an attempt to hide failures behind increasingly delusional hallucinations
            

            	
              a true story about a manufacture who sells faulty, parts to the military
            

            	
              Joe Killer’s success in family management and acquisition of wealth
            

          

          
            	Which of the following is not the character of the play “All My Sons”?

          

          
            a. Joe Keller 
            b. Kate Keller 
            c. Rome Keller 
            d. Chris Keller
          

          
            	
              Which of the following is not the theme of the play “All My Sons”?

          

          
            a. Family and familial obligation
            b. Loss and memory
          

          
            c. War, morality, and consequences
            d. Love and separation of romancers
          

          
            	Who is the central character in the play “All My Sons”?

          

          
            a. Joe Keller
            b.Kate Keller
            c. George Deever
            d. Chris Keller
          

          
            	
              ‘All My Sons’ was written in

              
                	
                  1946
                  b. 1947
                  c. 1948
                  d. 1949
                

              

            

            	The setting of the play ‘All My Sons’ is

          

          
            a.
            Britain
            b. Japan
            c. China
            d. America
          

          
            	‘All My Sons’ is a

          

          
            a.
            one -act play
            b. three-act play
            c.five-act play
            d.seven act-play
          

          
            	In the play ‘All My Sons’ Frank is trying to figure out the horoscope of the Kellers' missing son Larry, who disappeared years earlier while serving in the military during World War II.

          

          
            a. Two
            b. three
            c. four
            d. five
          

          
            	In the play ‘All My Sons’ Joe Keller is

          

          
            a. an officer in the government
            b. a self-made businessman
          

          
            c. a policemen in an airport
            d. a porter in an airport
          

          
            	In the play ‘All My Sons’ Keller is about years old.

          

          
            a. fifty
            b. fifty-five
            c. sixty
            d. sixty-five
          

        
        
          Multiple choice questions from sections three

          
            
              Tick the best answer.
            
          

          
            	"Literature is a form of knowledge with intrinsic elements, style, tone, genre, etc". This belief is found in

          

          
            a. Structuralism
            b. cultural criticism
            c. Formalism
            d. New criticism
          

          
            	
              
                "Literary texts express the secret unconscious desire and anxieties of the author" is the belief
               of

          

          
            a. Feminist criticism
            b. structuralism
          

          
            c. ecological reading
            d. psychoanalytic criticism
          

          
            	Critical perspective is not concerned to

          

          
            	
              the way of looking a literary text from different points of view.
            

            	
              how a person sees things, which in literature affects how a story or poem is written.
            

            	
              defining, classifying, analyzing, interpreting, and evaluating works of literature.
            

            	
              the way of looking a literary text from single points of view.
            

          

          
            	
              Which of the following is not true regarding cultural perspective?

          

          
            	
              It tends to be more overtly political in its support of oppressed groups.
            

            	
              Because of its political orientation, it often draws on Marxist feminist, and other political theories in performing its analyses.
            

            	
              It does not tend to dismantle the hierarchy that the distinction implies in high and low.
            

            	
              It is especially interested in popular culture.
            

          

          
            	The concern of Class perspective criticism is not to

          

          
            	
              give consciousness to the oppressed people to write and fight.
            

            	
              oppose structuralism which focuses on formal structure of literary text only.
            

            	
              oppose the exploitation of poor by the rich.
            

            	
              discourage social revolution against exploitation.
            

          

          
            	Which of the following is not true with new criticism?

          

          
            	
              New criticism developed as a reaction to older philosophy,
            

            	
              It begun to end the slavery and suppression.
            

            	
              Rather than worrying about the author’s background, we should evaluate work based on the text itself.
            

            	
              Studying a text in new critical style requires scrutiny of the passage itself.
            

          

          
            	Jacques Derrida is the founder of…..

          

          
            a. deconstructive criticism
            b. cultural criticism
          

          
            c. Feminist criticism
            d. Structuralism
          

          
            	Which of the following is NOT true about structuralist approach to literary criticism?

          

          
            	
              This approach regards Saussurean linguistics as a basis to argue that such structures, like language is a system.
            

            	
              It acknowledges that langauge is a system.
            

            	
              It accepts that the relationship between a linguistic sign an its meaning is
            

            	
              arbitrary.
            

            	
              The meaning represented by a linguistic sign in a literary text is always deconstructed.
            

          

          
            	Emphasis on the unconscious aspects of human psyche is the contribution of...

          

          
            a. Sigmund Freud
            b. Charles Dickens
          

          
            c. Stanley Fish
            d. Ferdinand de Saussure
          

          
            	Structuralist approach to literary criticism is closure to ...

          

          
            	
              plural meaning of a literary text
            

            	
              reader’s own code to determine the meaning of a text
            

            	
              arbitrary relationship between a linguistic sign and its meaning
            

            	
              author’s background information to determine the meaning of a text.
            

          

          
            	
              Which of the following is not the theory of reader perspective ?

          

          
            	
              Transactional reader-response theory 
            

            	
              ineffective stylistic theory
            

            	
              Subjective reader - response theory
            

            	
              Psychological reader -response theory
            

          

          
            	LGBTI stands for

          

          
            	
              Lesbian, Gay, Bilabial, Transgender, and Intersexual
            

            	
              Lesbian, Gail, Bisexual, Transgender, and Intersexual
            

            	
              Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Transgender, and Intersexual
            

            	
              Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Tri-gender, and Intra-sexual
            

          

          
            	
              Majority of the people in the society are ………………. So LGBTI is not natural and accepted in most of the cases.

              
                	
                  homosexual 
                  b. heterosexual 
                

                	
                  intersexual 
                  d. bisexual
                

              

            

            	Which of the following is not true regarding transgender?

          

          
            	
              Transgender literature is a collective term used to portray people of diverse gender identity.
            

            	
              Representations in literature of people that transitions of their gender have existed for millennia.
            

            	
              Transgender literature focuses on the themes in literature written by/or about transgender men, and women.
            

            	
              Transgender critics do not want to end the discriminatory behavior to the transgender people.
            

          

          
            	Which one is not true of ecological reading?

          

          
            	
              Ecological literary critics portray that the relationship between man and nature is no just interdependent.
            

            	
              Ecological reading is concerned with how man's relationship with the physical environment is reflected in literature.
            

            	
              Ecological reading concerns for ecology and the hazard that the incessant exploitation of our environment poses on humanity.
            

            	
              Ecological reading portrays how human beings can be saved by destroying the ecology.
            

          

          
            	Cultural critics believe..

          

          
            	
              that literature is a such thing that is read by only the people high culture.
            

            	
              that culture is the way of living which is equal to all.
            

            	
              that we must think about certain works as the 'best' ones.
            

            	
              that literature must represent American culture only.
            

          

        
      
      
        
          
        

        Model Questions

        
          National Examination Board
        

        
          Class: 12
        

        
          Subject: Optional English
          Full marks: 75
        

        
          Code: 334
          Time : 3 hrs
        

        
          
            Candidates are required to give their answers in their own words as far as practicable. The figures in the margin indicate full marks.
          
        

        
          
            Attempt ALL the questions.
          
        

        
          
            
              
                Group "A"
              
            
          
        

        
          
            Choose and copy the best answer.
            11x1= 11
          
        

        
          	English falls under language family.

        

        
          a. Germanic . b. Indo-Iranian c. Celtic
          d. American
        

        
          	Which of the following methods/approaches make constant use of drilling and reinforcement?

        

        
          a. Audio- lingual method
          b. Grammar-Translation method
        

        
          c. Communicative approach
          d. Functional approach
        

        
          	
            
              "Literary texts express the secret unconscious desire and anxieties of the author" is the belief
             of

        

        
          a. Feminist criticism
          b. Structuralism
        

        
          c. Ecological reading
          d. Psychoanalytic criticism
        

        
          	"Literature is a form of knowledge with intrinsic elements, style, tone, genre, etc". This belief is found in

        

        
          a. Structuralism
          b. Cultural criticism
        

        
          c. Formalism
          d. New criticism
        

        
          	M.G. Vassanji wrote the story..

        

        
          a. The Lost Child
          ‘
          b. Leaving
        

        
          c. Three Students
          .
          d. Paul’s Case
        

        
          	Gilchrist determined not to go in for the examination by the suggestion of ....

        

        
          a. Hilton Soames
          b. Holmes
        

        
          c. Bannister
          d. Daulat Ras
        

        
          	The essay “A Black Grandmother” describes

        

        
          	
            Morgan’s happiness of being black
          

          	
            Morgan’s gradual discovery of her aboriginal origin
          

          	
            Morgan’s unconscious of her identity
          

          	
            Morgan’s loss of personality
          

        

        
          	
            Which one of the following ideas that Wordsworth does not introduces in connection with the deceased Lucy?

        

        
          	
            She lived closely with nature.
          

          	
            She had a delicate, gentle quality.
          

          	
            She lived away from the company of people.
          

          	
            She was noticed by all.
          

        

        
          	The poem “Make Me a Sheep, O God” explores the theme of

        

        
          	
            pain, burden, and struggle of human being
          

          	
            pleasure, relax and beauty of human being
          

          	
            sadness in being a sheep
          

          	
            dispraise of natural life of a sheep
          

        

        
          	Who is the central character in the play “All My Sons”?

        

        
          a. Joe Keller
          b. Kate Keller
        

        
          c. George Deever
          d. Chris Keller
        

        
          	The drama “All My Sons” by Arthur Miller is based upon

        

        
          	
            rejection of wealth and material possessions in America
          

          	
            an attempt to hide failures behind increasingly delusional hallucinations
          

          	
            a true story about a manufacture who sells faulty parts to the military
          

          	
            Joe Killer’s success in family management and acquisition of wealth
          

        

        
          
            
              
                Group ‘B’
              
            
          
        

        
          
            Write short answer to these questions.
            8 x 5 = 40
          
        

        
          	What are the major shifts in language pedagogy? Describe.

          	
            What is language change? Explain different causes of language change.

            Or What do you mean by Black English Vernacular ? Describe.

          

          	Language as a matter o£ convention and arbitrary phenomenon in linguistic perspective. Explains in brief.

          	
            Why is close reading important for new critics? What does it include?

            Or, Write short notes on any TWO of the following-.

          

        

        
          	
            Textual Reading
          

          	
            Gay criticism
          

          	
            Transgender
          

        

        
          	Explain the following lines with reference to the text:

        

        
          
            Captain or Colonel, or Knight in Arms,
          
        

        
          
            Whose chance on these defenceless dores may sease,
          
        

        
          	
            Compare the child's behavior before and after he lost his parents at the fair. (The Lost Child)

          	
            What is the role of the Black Sash and the Nation Union of South African Students in the struggle? (Speech on Release from Jail)

            Or, What does "Good fences make good neighbors" mean? (Mending Wall)

          

          	Explain what Mr. Velji meant when he said, "If you send him, and you will lose your son"? (Leaving)

        

        
          
            
              
                Group ‘C’
              
            
          
        

        
          
            Write long answer to these questions.
            3 x 8 = 24
          
        

        
          	What is Miller's criticism on the American dream in All My SonsS

          	Write a critical appreciation of the poem “Kidnapped".

          	
            Most people at one time or another look back nostalgically on their childhood. What explanation can you give for this seemingly universal longing in the essayist of this essay? Explain. (Once More to the Lake)

            Or, As the essayist claims, are city dwellers forced to live artifice, rather than by natural appetite? Do the villagers get the charm of nature really? Explain. (The Case For Xanthippe)

          

        

      
      
        
          
        

        Bibliography

        
          
            Abrams, H.M. (1993). A glossary of literary terms. 6th Ed. Fort Worth. TX: Harcourt, Brace, Jovanovich College.
          
        

        
          
            Basnet, N.B. (2002). Fundamentals of language and linguistics. Kathmandu: Kshitiz Prakashan.
          
        

        
          
            Cameron, D. (1985). Feminism and Linguistic Theory. Basingstoke: Macmillian.
          
        

        
          
            Coddon, J. A. (1982). Dictionary of Literary Terms and Literary Theory. Harmondsworth: Penguin.
          
        

        
          
            Corder, S. P. (1973). Introducing applied linguistics. Hardmondsworth: Penguin.
          
        

        
          
            Crystal, D. (2003). A dictionary of linguistics and phonetics. Cornwell: Blackwell.
          
        

        
          
            Daiches, D. (1960). A critical history of English literature. Vol I-IV. London: Martin & Warburg Ltd.
          
        

        
          
            Derrida, J. (1982). Margins of Philosophy. Hertfordshire: Harvester.
          
        

        
          
            Eagleton, T. (1983). Literary theory : An introduction. Oxford: Blackwell.
          
        

        
          
            Explorations in English. (2011). Kathmandu: Ratna Pustak Bhandar.
          
        

        
          
            http:/ 
            
              /www.poetryfoundation.org
            
          
        

        
          
            Kshetry, Y.P. (2013). Understanding Translation: Theories and Practices. Pokhara: ENALC.
          
        

        
          
            LeBihan, J. & Green, K. (2000). Critical theory and practice. London: Routledge.
          
        

        
          
            Literature for language development. (2018). Kathmandu: Sunlight Publication.
          
        

        
          
            Long, W. J. (1989). English literature. New Delhi: Kalyani Publisher
          
        

        
          
            Lyons, J. (2008). Language and linguistics: An introduction. Cambridge. Cambridge University Press.
          
        

        
          
            Matthews, P. H. (1997). Oxford concise dictionary of linguistics. Neu York: Oxford University Press.
          
        

        
          
            Matthews, P. H. (2003). Linguistics: A very short introduction. Nev. York: Oxford University Press.
          
        

        
          
            Radford, et al. (2002). Linguistics: An introduction. Cambridge: Cambridge Un: ers.:_. Press.
          
        

        
          
            Richards, et al. (1985). Longman dictionary of applied linguistics: 1 ongman. Rinehart and Winston.
          
        

        
          
            Sharma, B. & Sharma. L.P. 201” Foundations of language ana Kathmandu: Jupiter Publication
          
        

        
          
            
              Sharma, L.P. (2016). Advanced easy English learning grammar and composition. Kathmandu: Jupiter Publication.
          
        

        
          
            Sharma, L.P.(2018). A handbook on literature for langauge development. Kathmandu: Jupiter Publication.
          
        

        
          
            Sharma, L.P. (2020). Optional English Grade XI. Kathmandu: Karudhara Publication Pvt. Ltd.
          
        

        
          
            Thornley, G.C. & Roberts, G. (1991). An outline of English literature. London: Longman.
          
        

        
          
            Todd, L. (1991). An Introduction to linguistics. London: Longman.
          
        

        
          
            Tyson, L. (2015). Critical theory today. London: Routledge.
          
        

        
          
            Wardhaugh, R. (1986). An Introduction to sociolinguistics. Cambridge: Cambridge University Press.
          
        

        
          
            William, R. (1977). Marxism and literature. Oxford: Oxford University Press.
          
        

        
          
            Wright, E. (1984). Psychoanalytic criticism: Theory in practice : London: Methuen.
          
        

        
          
            The End of Book.
        

        
          Logo of publications and distributor
        

        
          Karudhara Publication Pvt. Ltd.
        

        
          New Plaza, Putalisadak,Kathmandu, Phone: 01-4011054
        

        
          Email: 
          
            karudharapublication2073@gmail.com
          
        

      
    
  
    
      Information about this digital version

      
        	Title:  optional English Grade 12, 

        	Creator:  NAB Gandaki

        	Description: This book is produced by NAB Gandaki with the financial support of Proviencial Government, Ministry of social development, Social development office Kaski.

        	Publisher: Karudhara Publication Pvt.  Ltd.

        	Date: 2022-03-31

        	Contributor:  Manoj Poudel

        	Rights: Author

        	Language: en-us

        	Stylesheet file: wordtoepub.css

        	Pages: 530

        	Source: The Word document was used as the source for page numbers.

        	Screen Reader Friendly: Yes

      

      Accessibility summary:

      The publication contains structural and page navigation. Alt text is included for images if this was present in source Word document.

    
  EPUB/media/file13.jpg





EPUB/media/file26.jpg





EPUB/media/file8.jpg





EPUB/media/file39.jpg





EPUB/media/file34.jpg





EPUB/media/file35.jpg





EPUB/media/file21.jpg





EPUB/media/file27.jpg





EPUB/media/file12.jpg





EPUB/media/file3.jpg





EPUB/media/file18.jpg





EPUB/media/file14.jpg





EPUB/media/file20.jpg





EPUB/media/file19.jpg





EPUB/media/file7.jpg





EPUB/media/file36.jpg





EPUB/media/file33.jpg





EPUB/media/file28.jpg





EPUB/media/file11.jpg





EPUB/media/cover.jpg
OPTIONAL
ENGLISH

Grade XII

Introduction to Language and Linguistics
Literature Prose, Poetry and Drama
Introduction of Critical Perspectives
Karudhara Publication Pvt. Ltd.
Author
Lal Prasad Sharma





EPUB/media/file15.jpg





EPUB/media/file2.jpg





EPUB/media/file32.jpg





EPUB/media/file37.jpg





EPUB/nav.xhtml


    

      optional English Grade 12, 



      

        		

          OPTIONAL ENGLISH

          

            		

              PREFACE

            



            		

              Syllabus 

            



            		

              Section One - An Introduction to language and linguistics

              

                		

                  Unit 1:  Introduction to Language Studies

                



                		

                  

Unit 2: Issues and Aspects of English Language

                



              



            



            		

              Section Two - Literature: Prose, poetry and Drama

              

                		

                  Unit 1: Fictions

                



                		

                  Unit 2: Non-fictions

                



                		

                  Unit 3: Poetry

                



                		

                  Unit 4: Dramas

                



              



            



            		

              Section Three – Introduction to Critical Perspective

              

                		

                  3 Critical Perspectives to the Study of Literature

                



                		

                  Glossary of Literary Terms

                



              



            



            		

              Multiple Choice Items for Practice 

              

                		

                  Multiple choice questions from section one

                



                		

                  Multiple choice questions from section two

                



                		

                  Multiple choice questions from sections three

                



              



            



            		

              Model Questions

            



            		

              Bibliography

            



          



        



        		

          Information about this digital version

        



      



    

    

      

        		

          Title page

        



        		

          Start of content

        



        		

          Information about this digital version

        



      



    

    

      

        		

          1

        



        		

          2

        



        		

          3

        



        		

          4

        



        		

          5

        



        		

          6

        



        		

          7

        



        		

          8

        



        		

          9

        



        		

          10

        



        		

          11

        



        		

          12

        



        		

          13

        



        		

          14

        



        		

          15

        



        		

          16

        



        		

          17

        



        		

          18

        



        		

          19

        



        		

          20

        



        		

          21

        



        		

          22

        



        		

          23

        



        		

          24

        



        		

          25

        



        		

          26

        



        		

          27

        



        		

          28

        



        		

          29

        



        		

          30

        



        		

          31

        



        		

          32

        



        		

          33

        



        		

          34

        



        		

          35

        



        		

          36

        



        		

          37

        



        		

          38

        



        		

          39

        



        		

          40

        



        		

          41

        



        		

          42

        



        		

          43

        



        		

          44

        



        		

          45

        



        		

          46

        



        		

          47

        



        		

          48

        



        		

          49

        



        		

          50

        



        		

          51

        



        		

          52

        



        		

          53

        



        		

          54

        



        		

          55

        



        		

          56

        



        		

          57

        



        		

          58

        



        		

          59

        



        		

          60

        



        		

          61

        



        		

          62

        



        		

          63

        



        		

          64

        



        		

          65

        



        		

          66

        



        		

          67

        



        		

          68

        



        		

          69

        



        		

          70

        



        		

          71

        



        		

          72

        



        		

          73

        



        		

          74

        



        		

          75

        



        		

          76

        



        		

          77

        



        		

          78

        



        		

          79

        



        		

          80

        



        		

          81

        



        		

          82

        



        		

          83

        



        		

          84

        



        		

          85

        



        		

          86

        



        		

          87

        



        		

          88

        



        		

          89

        



        		

          90

        



        		

          91

        



        		

          92

        



        		

          93

        



        		

          94

        



        		

          95

        



        		

          96

        



        		

          97

        



        		

          98

        



        		

          99

        



        		

          100

        



        		

          101

        



        		

          102

        



        		

          103

        



        		

          104

        



        		

          105

        



        		

          106

        



        		

          107

        



        		

          108

        



        		

          109

        



        		

          110

        



        		

          111

        



        		

          112

        



        		

          113

        



        		

          114

        



        		

          115

        



        		

          116

        



        		

          117

        



        		

          118

        



        		

          119

        



        		

          120

        



        		

          121

        



        		

          122

        



        		

          123

        



        		

          124

        



        		

          125

        



        		

          126

        



        		

          127

        



        		

          128

        



        		

          129

        



        		

          130

        



        		

          131

        



        		

          132

        



        		

          133

        



        		

          134

        



        		

          135

        



        		

          136

        



        		

          137

        



        		

          138

        



        		

          139

        



        		

          140

        



        		

          141

        



        		

          142

        



        		

          143

        



        		

          144

        



        		

          145

        



        		

          146

        



        		

          147

        



        		

          148

        



        		

          149

        



        		

          150

        



        		

          151

        



        		

          152

        



        		

          153

        



        		

          154

        



        		

          155

        



        		

          156

        



        		

          157

        



        		

          158

        



        		

          159

        



        		

          160

        



        		

          161

        



        		

          162

        



        		

          163

        



        		

          164

        



        		

          165

        



        		

          166

        



        		

          167

        



        		

          168

        



        		

          169

        



        		

          170

        



        		

          171

        



        		

          172

        



        		

          173

        



        		

          174

        



        		

          175

        



        		

          176

        



        		

          177

        



        		

          178

        



        		

          179

        



        		

          180

        



        		

          181

        



        		

          182

        



        		

          183

        



        		

          184

        



        		

          185

        



        		

          186

        



        		

          187

        



        		

          188

        



        		

          189

        



        		

          190

        



        		

          191

        



        		

          192

        



        		

          193

        



        		

          194

        



        		

          195

        



        		

          196

        



        		

          197

        



        		

          198

        



        		

          199

        



        		

          200

        



        		

          201

        



        		

          202

        



        		

          203

        



        		

          204

        



        		

          205

        



        		

          206

        



        		

          207

        



        		

          208

        



        		

          209

        



        		

          210

        



        		

          211

        



        		

          212

        



        		

          213

        



        		

          214

        



        		

          215

        



        		

          216

        



        		

          217

        



        		

          218

        



        		

          219

        



        		

          220

        



        		

          221

        



        		

          222

        



        		

          223

        



        		

          224

        



        		

          225

        



        		

          226

        



        		

          227

        



        		

          228

        



        		

          229

        



        		

          230

        



        		

          231

        



        		

          232

        



        		

          233

        



        		

          234

        



        		

          235

        



        		

          236

        



        		

          237

        



        		

          238

        



        		

          239

        



        		

          240

        



        		

          241

        



        		

          242

        



        		

          243

        



        		

          244

        



        		

          245

        



        		

          246

        



        		

          247

        



        		

          248

        



        		

          249

        



        		

          250

        



        		

          251

        



        		

          252

        



        		

          253

        



        		

          254

        



        		

          255

        



        		

          256

        



        		

          257

        



        		

          258

        



        		

          259

        



        		

          260

        



        		

          261

        



        		

          262

        



        		

          263

        



        		

          264

        



        		

          265

        



        		

          266

        



        		

          267

        



        		

          268

        



        		

          269

        



        		

          270

        



        		

          271

        



        		

          272

        



        		

          273

        



        		

          274

        



        		

          275

        



        		

          276

        



        		

          277

        



        		

          278

        



        		

          279

        



        		

          280

        



        		

          281

        



        		

          282

        



        		

          283

        



        		

          284

        



        		

          285

        



        		

          286

        



        		

          287

        



        		

          288

        



        		

          289

        



        		

          290

        



        		

          291

        



        		

          292

        



        		

          293

        



        		

          294

        



        		

          295

        



        		

          296

        



        		

          297

        



        		

          298

        



        		

          299

        



        		

          300

        



        		

          301

        



        		

          302

        



        		

          303

        



        		

          304

        



        		

          305

        



        		

          306

        



        		

          307

        



        		

          308

        



        		

          309

        



        		

          310

        



        		

          311

        



        		

          312

        



        		

          313

        



        		

          314

        



        		

          315

        



        		

          316

        



        		

          317

        



        		

          318

        



        		

          319

        



        		

          320

        



        		

          321

        



        		

          322

        



        		

          323

        



        		

          324

        



        		

          325

        



        		

          326

        



        		

          327

        



        		

          328

        



        		

          329

        



        		

          330

        



        		

          331

        



        		

          332

        



        		

          333

        



        		

          334

        



        		

          335

        



        		

          336

        



        		

          337

        



        		

          338

        



        		

          339

        



        		

          340

        



        		

          341

        



        		

          342

        



        		

          343

        



        		

          344

        



        		

          345

        



        		

          346

        



        		

          347

        



        		

          348

        



        		

          349

        



        		

          350

        



        		

          351

        



        		

          352

        



        		

          353

        



        		

          354

        



        		

          355

        



        		

          356

        



        		

          357

        



        		

          358

        



        		

          359

        



        		

          360

        



        		

          361

        



        		

          362

        



        		

          363

        



        		

          364

        



        		

          365

        



        		

          366

        



        		

          367

        



        		

          368

        



        		

          369

        



        		

          370

        



        		

          371

        



        		

          372

        



        		

          373

        



        		

          374

        



        		

          375

        



        		

          376

        



        		

          377

        



        		

          378

        



        		

          379

        



        		

          380

        



        		

          381

        



        		

          382

        



        		

          383

        



        		

          384

        



        		

          385

        



        		

          386

        



        		

          387

        



        		

          388

        



        		

          389

        



        		

          390

        



        		

          391

        



        		

          392

        



        		

          393

        



        		

          394

        



        		

          395

        



        		

          396

        



        		

          397

        



        		

          398

        



        		

          399

        



        		

          400

        



        		

          401

        



        		

          402

        



        		

          403

        



        		

          404

        



        		

          405

        



        		

          406

        



        		

          407

        



        		

          408

        



        		

          409

        



        		

          410

        



        		

          411

        



        		

          412

        



        		

          413

        



        		

          414

        



        		

          415

        



        		

          416

        



        		

          417

        



        		

          418

        



        		

          419

        



        		

          420

        



        		

          421

        



        		

          422

        



        		

          423

        



        		

          424

        



        		

          425

        



        		

          426

        



        		

          427

        



        		

          428

        



        		

          429

        



        		

          430

        



        		

          431

        



        		

          432

        



        		

          433

        



        		

          434

        



        		

          435

        



        		

          436

        



        		

          437

        



        		

          438

        



        		

          439

        



        		

          440

        



        		

          441

        



        		

          442

        



        		

          443

        



        		

          444

        



        		

          445

        



        		

          446

        



        		

          447

        



        		

          448

        



        		

          449

        



        		

          450

        



        		

          451

        



        		

          452

        



        		

          453

        



        		

          454

        



        		

          455

        



        		

          456

        



        		

          457

        



        		

          458

        



        		

          459

        



        		

          460

        



        		

          461

        



        		

          462

        



        		

          463

        



        		

          464

        



        		

          465

        



        		

          466

        



        		

          467

        



        		

          468

        



        		

          469

        



        		

          470

        



        		

          471

        



        		

          472

        



        		

          473

        



        		

          474

        



        		

          475

        



        		

          476

        



        		

          477

        



        		

          478

        



        		

          479

        



        		

          480

        



        		

          481

        



        		

          482

        



        		

          483

        



        		

          484

        



        		

          485

        



        		

          486

        



        		

          487

        



        		

          488

        



        		

          489

        



        		

          490

        



        		

          491

        



        		

          492

        



        		

          493

        



        		

          494

        



        		

          495

        



        		

          496

        



        		

          497

        



        		

          498

        



        		

          499

        



        		

          500

        



        		

          501

        



        		

          502

        



        		

          503

        



        		

          504

        



        		

          505

        



        		

          506

        



        		

          507

        



        		

          508

        



        		

          509

        



        		

          510

        



        		

          511

        



        		

          512

        



        		

          513

        



        		

          514

        



        		

          515

        



        		

          516

        



        		

          517

        



        		

          518

        



        		

          519

        



        		

          520

        



        		

          521

        



        		

          522

        



        		

          523

        



        		

          524

        



        		

          525

        



        		

          526

        



        		

          527

        



        		

          528

        



        		

          529

        



        		

          530

        



      



    

  

EPUB/media/file6.jpg





EPUB/media/file24.jpg





EPUB/media/file23.jpg





EPUB/media/file10.jpg





EPUB/media/file5.jpg





EPUB/media/file29.jpg





EPUB/media/file1.jpg
A

(Hignest Level)

M  (Intermediate Level)

T ¢7 (LowestLevel)





EPUB/media/file16.jpg





EPUB/media/file38.jpg





EPUB/media/file31.jpg





EPUB/media/file25.jpg





EPUB/media/file9.jpg





EPUB/media/file22.jpg





EPUB/media/file4.jpg





EPUB/media/file30.jpg





EPUB/media/file0.jpg





EPUB/media/file17.jpg





