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SUMMER ASSIGNMENT 2024
Mrs. Bjorson
Pueblo West High School English Department

Hello!

Congratulations on your decision to take IB English. Right now, you may feel a little
overwhelmed and are probably wondering what you have gotten yourself into. | want you to
know it is okay to feel that way. | promise that if you stick it out, you will be so glad that you did.
IB English dives deep into texts and explores how they connect not only to ourselves but the
world. During the first year, we focus on both non-literary and literary texts. This next year we
will read:

| am Malala by Malala Yousafzai

1984 by George Orwell

Diary of a Murderer by Young-Ha Kim

A World’s Wife by Carol Ann Duffy

A study of Ad Council Campaigns

A study of political cartoons by Patrick Chappatte

To prepare for your upcoming year, | ask that you complete the attached readings and
assignment. We will use the information in these chapters for the entire year, so it is important
that you complete the task to the best of your ability.

Attached is the reading | would like you to complete over the summer. Read the Preface and
Chapter 1: Pickup Lines and Open(ings) Seductions or Why Novels Have First Pages from How
to Read Novels Like a Professor by Thomas C Foster (2008). Please have this assignment
complete on the first day of class. There will be a digital drop box or you may print it off and do
by hand, whichever you prefer.

If you have questions over the summer, please email me and | will get back to you as soon as |
can. | am looking forward to meeting all of you. Have a wonderful summer!

Sincerely:
Mrs. Deidre Bjorson

PWHS English Department
dbjorson@district70.org
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Complete the following: You may do it on the computer or by hand, whichever you prefer.

1) Summarize the preface. What was the biggest takeaway? Explain your reasoning. Write
in complete sentences.

Foster claims we will learn 18 things from the first page of every novel that you read. | have
provided you with the first page of two novels. Read them and fill in the chart below, using
Chapter 1 for reference.

The Day my World Changed

One

Style:

Tone:

Mood:

Diction:

Point of View:

Narrative
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Narrative
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Time Frame:

Time

Management:

Place:
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Irony:

Rhythm:




Pace:

Expectations:
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Instructions on
how to read
the novel:
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Preface

Novel Possibilities, or All Animals Aren’t Pigs?

WHEN Huck AND JiM are floating south on their raft, where are we?
How is it that we can identify with a being as monstrous, literally,
as John Gardner’s Grendel? Have you ever been Lucy Honeychurch?
Leopold Bloom? Humbert Humbert? Tom Jones? Bridget Jones? The
novels we read allow us to encounter possible persons, versions of
ourselves that we would never see, never permit ourselves to become,
in places we can never go and might not care to, while assuring that
we get to return home again. At the same time, the novel holds out
its own possibilities, narrative miracles, and tricks that are rewards
in themselves, seductions for unsuspecting and even canny readers.
Much of the continuing appeal of the novel lies in its collab-
orative nature; readers invest themselves in the characters’ stories,
becoming actively involved in the creation of meaning. At the same
time, they are rewarded by pleasures that are more intimate than the
essentially vicarious genres of drama and film. Thar give-and-take
between creator and audience starts in the first line, runs through

the last word, and causes the novel to stay in our minds long after
we close the cover.




xiv | Preface
And it is a real give-and-take. The novel begs to be read from its
opening words, tells us how it would like to be read, suggests things

we might look for. We readers decide whether we’ll go with the pro-

gram, even whether we'll read the book or not. We decide whether

we agree with the author about what's important, we bring our un-

derstanding and imagination to bear on characters and events, we
involve ourselves not merely in the story but in all aspects of the
novel, we collude in the creation of meaning. And we carry the book
with us and keep it alive, sometimes centuries after the author him-
self is dead. Active and engaged reading is critical to the life of the
rding and fulfilling in the life of the reader.

or so it seemed. Two seminal
ed in Amer-

novel and rewa

In 1967, the novel wasina bad way,
essays by writers with distressingly similar names appear
ican publications, fortelling doom and gloom. The French critic and
philosopher Roland Barthes published an essay called “The Death
of the Author” in the journal Aspen. In that essay, Barthes places

hole responsibility for the construction of meaning and sig-

the w
he reader,

nificance, that is to say the interpretive enterprise, on t
the writer (whom he prefers to call a “scriptor”) being little more
than a conduit through which the accumulated culture pours its
sexts. Barthes is being more than a little impish in denying the au-

divine authority he was accorded in earlier under-

thor the quasi-
standings of literary creation. But what he is chiefly supporting is

the role of active and creative reading, something about which we

will have occasion to discuss throughout the book. Perhaps more
alarmingly, the American novelist John Barth published “The Lit-
erature of Fxhaustion” in The Atlantic Monthly, in which he seemed

to many readers to suggest that the novel was on its deathbed. What

e in fact argued was that the novel as we had known it was pretty

largely played out, the «yhaustion” of the essay’s title referring to
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exhausted possibilities. Fiction,
find something new to do in ord
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he could have foreseen and that maybe,
did have a future. He cites Garcfa Mdrquez and Ttalo Calvino in

particular as reinvigorating the form. So what does it mean to say
that they “changed everything”? Did everyone begin copying what
they did? No, even they didn’t copy what they did. There is only

one One Hundred Years of Solitude, and even Garcfa Mdrquez can't
s showed possibilities in the form

just maybe, this novel thing

write a second one. But those nove
that had not been tried in quite the same way before,
h fiction that would be sufficiently new and interesting

things a writer

might do wit
to keep readers hanging around.

I believe, moreover, that the essays and
thing else: the history of the genre. The novel is always
ut of steam, and always being renewed,
philosopher Heraclitus,

the novels in question

show some
dying, always running o
reinvented. We might say, following the.
not step in the same novel twice. To stay put is to
value for their samcﬁess——Charles Dickens,

ay—atre constantly changing and

one can stagnate.

Even those novelists we
George Eliot, Ernest Hemingw:
growing. They move, if only slightly, from one novel to the next;
new challenges. Those who stand pat soon seem
As it is with individual writers, so it is
evitably forward

they set themselves
stale, flat, and unprofitable.
with the form itself. The movement is neither in

nor backward; “progress” in matters literary is chiefly an illusion.

But movement there is and m

called “novel,” readers have some right to expec

ovement there must be. In a genre
t novelty. That’s only

fair, isn’t it?

a colleague in another discipline, noted the very

A FRIEND OF MINE,
s one and

slight change between the previous book’s title and thi
vels different from literature?” It’s an excellent

asked, “So how are no
ood would never think to ask

question, one that the literature priesth
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but that I i
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Is a poem, play, or novel— § I ques-

lan
guage, use of detail, inventio
ever,

" .
p .ttern making, imagery, figurative
n, it i
o . » its along list. There are also, how-
€ specific to each genre. Our discussion i hi
in this




wiii | Preface

book is concerned with the specific formal elements of one genre,
the novel. I know, I know, those structural components, things like
chapters—point of view, style, voice, beginnings and endings, and
characterization—seem dull as ditchwater. They're the groaners in
English class, right? Ob, no, not flat and round characters again. But
they don’t have to be that. Because they’re also the portals to mean-
ing, the doors and windows where possibilities establish themselves.
In choosing this opening and not another, the writer has closed off
some options but opened up several others. A method of revealing
characters both limits and determines what sorts of characters can
be revealed. The way the story is told, in other words, is as important
as the story being told.

And how readers will respond. I can’t go as far as Barthes in
killing off the author, but ’'m with him on the importance of the
reader. We are the ones, after all, who exist long after the author
(the real, physical being) is in the grave, choosing to read the book,
deciding if it still has meaning, deciding what it means for us, feel-
ing sympathy or contempt or amusement for its people and their
problems. Take just the opening paragraph. If, having read that, we
decide the book isn’t worth our time, then the book ceases to exist
in any meaningful fashion. Someone else may cause it to live again
another day in another reading, but for now, it’s as dead as Jacob
Marley. Who's as dead as a doornail. Did you have any idea you held
so much power? But with great power comes great responsibility.
If we readers are going to hold the life and death of novels in our

hands, we should probably find out more about them.

How to Read.
Novels
Like a

Professor

T
I )

P

2il
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have a hard time recognizing ¢ with all the sex and profanity, all the
bedroom shenanigans that never appeared in (or maybe occurred to)
George Eliot or Howells. The late twentieth century even produced
some great Victorian novelists of its own, perhaps most notably that
magnificent Canadian, Robertson Davies. Davies, who didn’t start
publishing novels unﬁl his late thirties, produced three and two-
thirds trilogies before his death at age eighty-two. His novels would
fit uncomfortably into the 1870s or 1880s because of his greater
frankness, but in terms of form and sensibility, he’s one of Them. In
What's Bred in the Bone (1985) he even asks the question, what is an
artist born out of his right time supposed to do? The answer, in this
as in the rest of his novels, is to produce theart he was born to make.
Literary history and fashion are artificial constructs, and a Victorian
should be a Victorian, whatever his era. And he was.

Which brings us, bya commodius vicus of recirculation, back to
our point. Every age has experimentalists and traditionalists. Form
breakers and form followers. You can call them radicals and reac-
tionaries if you like, but their aesthetic stances don’t inevitably fol-
low their political views. Some ages tend one way and some another,
but within them there are always writers out of step with their own
cime. There are rebels and rebels against rebellion. That’s why every
literary history is 2 lie, including this one. They're overly simplis-
tic, failing to capture che vast complexity of men and women do-
ing their own thing in their historical moment, whether that thing
comports with those of other writers or not. Mere reporting can't
capture all the facets and all the nuances of the fiction of a given
year, much less of all the years, in the dizzying multiplicity of what
James called the © house of fiction.” Who can possibly keep up? Your

head, it simply swirls.

Pickup Lines and Open(ing) Seductions,
or Why Novels Have First Pages

EVER WATCH PEOPLE
IN bookstores? Th.
T e ? They pull a book from a shelf,
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ist of rules of the game, and a fairly complex sed n to
uction.

IknOVV [kll()W—Se(I]I(]l()]l. ;Ce rem oesnt it
) ms ext <, d SN T 1t¢

hatsg lng natth b gn lng OCCIC be'
But tllats W O O € Deginn ()' a ll()Ve].

ing asked to :
comm .
I it a lot of time and energy to an enterprise with
e way of guara it
ntee of what’s in i
in it for us. That’
. That’s where

. .
tl 1 D A I. l] 1 ] ]




portant,
importantly, it wa
wooed, adored, appreciate
to remember. The opening of a nov
and play. The first page, in this context, is n
as a promissory note: “Hey, it says,
You'll like it. You can tru

very first line is so important. Tt
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& “At an age when most young Scotsmen we
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<0 much so that it can’t wait to get started. Perhaps more

nts us to get involved. When it’s over, we may feel
d, or abused, butit will have been an affair
el is an invitation to come inside
ot so much a guarantee
“I've got something good here.
st me. Give me a whirl.” And that’s why the

y a few of these on for size.

“What's it going to be, then?”

“Mrs. Dalloway said she would buy the
“This is the saddest story I ever heard.”
as he faced the firing squad, Colonel

ant afternoon

fowers herself.”

“Many years later,
Aureliano Buendia was to remember that dist
when his father took him to discover ice.”

“It is a truth universally acknowledged, that a man in pos-
session of a fortune must be in want of a wife.”

re lifting skirts,
ows and spreading seed, Mungo Park was dis-

plowing furr
cks to al-haj’ Ali Ibu Fatoudi, Emir of

playing his bare butto

Ludamar.”

Now how can you not want to read those novels? They pique the
s? Why saddest? And for heaven’s sake, who is
e bare buttocks? Those were the first

words many of us ever read from a writer who then called himself

T. Coraghessan Boyle but has since mercifully shortened the middle

name to its initial consonant, in a novel called Water Mousic. The
ised, full of

book proved to be just as wild as the opening promi
astonishing surprises, and

interest. What flower
Mungo Park and what's with th

outrageous events, exuberant language,
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zany humor. Boyle’s subsequent novels and stories have sho
panache in the matter of first pages. =
Is the first page the whole novel? Of course not. I once asked i
class what group had the best hooks in rock music. T.he resC eoas .
fromAaC ?Sr(l:y guy but from a surprisingly demure—lookinl; vtzer;lzzt
was . Works for me. Now, that doesn’t make the lads fron;
:eo::rll1 ulll(der‘ the best rock group ever, any more than writing the
.oo s since Chuck Berry makes Angus Young another M.
But his hooks sure are catchy. So are Boyle’s. And hooks -
started. Get readers started. Offer insights into comin aiet n?vels
Make us want to read and begin teaching us how to refd itracnons-
y Cf:irt :;l:st;:(t/: (;a; lizven m:.ike ? general proposition here, the Law
: I'he opening is the first lesson in how to read the
novel. We have to learn to read every new novel, so the novel
be a se'ries of lessons on how to read this one. Unconvinced’eTrl?uslz
about it. Is a Spenser mystery by Robert B. Parker anythin iik ;/17
Soum.z' and the Fury? Aside from both having lots of words zind? 'e
fied right margins? But the big things—narrative style methcj)zsni;
character presentation, revelation of consciousness, di;lo ue l0>
You ?an make a lot of claims for old Bill Faulkner, but cogm , fl'Ot.
pl(.)ttmg and zingy dialogue aren’t among them. i\Iow i 'mg
think this means Faulkner is hard to read and any knucki,e(:1 I(Iinght
rerflddParker, but it’s not so simple. Parker gives Spenser ae:ert(:;l
Zil:m;e: ::a:swe .have to learn, a certain thythm to his narration,
e s.oc1ates \ivho t:jlke some getting used to. Lots more
fe ariingmar); CenJoy reading him than Faulkner, but there’s still a
differenci i tcss we go tf,lrough when we open his book. The other
. Wein- what's often called genre or category fiction and
rary sort” is the amount of change from one novel to the

next. Parkef’s y V y \%Y%
lessons carry over Prett Cll from bOOk to bOOk SO
9
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if you've read Looking for Rachel Wallace you can manage A Catskill
Eagle pretty well. Faulkner, on the other hand, rarely does quite the
same thing twice, SO while some strategies we learn reading The
Sound and the Fury will help if we open Light in August ot Absalom,
Absalom!, each new book will present new and different challenges.
And we'll notice the changes on the first page. That’s where the new
lesson begins.

Take, for instance, that first sentence from Gabriel Garcia
Mérquez’s One Hundred Years of Solitude, the one about the colonel,
the firing squad, and the ice. Almost everything we need to know
about reading this novel is present in this first sentence. It establishes
the main family of the novel and the turbulent times in which they
live, as evidenced by the firing squad. It emphasizes the importance

not in the ice but in the verb discover,” which sug-

aculous this substance must have been to the child

of marvels,
gests how mir
in, as we shortly discover, 2 pre—electriﬁed equatorial Colombia. We
know what sort of voice is telling the story, how it manages infor-

mation, what sorts of words it chooses—and plenty more follows in

the next two paragraphs. And it's not just fabulous novels by South

American Nobel laureates that accomplish this sort of feat. Rob-

ert Parker mysteries, Anita Shreve domestic dramas, Dan Brown

thrillers, and this month’s Harlequin romances, as well as classics
by Hardy, Hawthorne, and Hemingway, do the same thing: tell us
how to go about reading them. They can’t help it, really. Whatever
a novel tells us first is :nformation—about who, what, where, when,
how, why. About intent. About irony. About what the writer is up
to this time.

That first page, sometimes the first paragraph, even the first sen-
tence, can give you everything you need to know to read the novel.

How? By conveying some Or all of the eighteen things the first page
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can tell you. First q
- First pages convey information wi :
they’re always trying. without half trying, but

Yeall PR teen ean five or Si1X, Oor €ve \%
'] (44 h €CHL! I mean, SIX, n SEeven, but

eighteen? Conservatively. There are probably many other things
can glean from a first page, but here are eighteen beauries i
L. Styla. Short or long sentences? Simple or complex? Rushed
or (lielsurcly? How many modifiers—adjectives and adverbs
and such? The first page of any Hemingway novel will im-
press us with short declarative sentences and a strong sense
that' thf': writer was badly frightened in infancy by words
eadlng in “ly.” Any first page by an American detective nov-
elist—John D. or Ross Macdonald, say, or Raymond Chan-*
d.ler or Mickey Spillane or even Linda Barnes—will con-
vince us that the writer has read Hemingway. In Spillane’
case, with no great comprehension. .
To.ne. l.Every book has a tone. Is it elegiac, or matter-of-fact
or' 1roi11c'? That opening from Jane Austen’s Pride and Preju:
dice, “It is a truth universally acknowledged, that 2 man i
possession of a fortune must be in want of a wife,” isa tonlzz
masterpiece. It di
“truth”p i hei leIt ;fi:gm:::}; ;F:E:k‘ef from the source of the
sion to trot out an ironic
statement about wives running through husbands’ fortunes
and wealthy men being more desirable than poor ones. “I
want of” cuts two ways at least. .
Mood. Similar to tone but not quite the same. The previous

item is i
about how the voice sounds; this one is about how it

£ - )
efel; Zbout what it’s telling. However we describe the tone
0 ¢ Great Gatsby, the mood of the narration, in Nick

Ca[ra y CIso one o eoret ulh a]ld ceve neer all
wa
S p rson, 1S on f I g ] g ) na g y
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i - in
of which sneak in between his overly reasonable sounding

i i i r and
statements about mulling over advice from his fathe

the disparities of privilege. So what is it, we wonder at once,
; ite saying here?
ﬁfzt}ilztsl.n\?(;hit kind}s’ ofg words does the novel use? Are they
common or rare? Friendly or challenging? Are the sentclences
whole or fractured, and if the latter, on purpose or ac.:cllldzn—
tally? Anthony Burgess's 4 Clockwork ?mnge‘—.whxct :—
gins with the deceptively simple query, \)C-’hats it going 01
be, then?”—has the most rematrkable diction of any nove
I know. His narrator, the barely educated young thug Al;x,
speaks with an Elizabethan elaboration worthy of fSl;a e(;
speare and his contemporaries. His ins.ults are coloor u ;1 :
baffling to his adversaries, his descriptions ?.nd praise e l-lu
sive, his curses wonders of invention, and his language s cln:
through with a made-up teen slang, N?dsa.t, based l?lrgie y
on Slavic words. And we get the first inklings of his lin-

i i ning passages. This
guistic temperament in the novel’s opening passag

its own dic-
is merely the extreme example; every novel has its o

tion, and every word chosen details it fflrthe.r. ..
Point of view. The first issue isn’t who is telling the s,tory in
terms of identity. Indeed, for most of the novels v.ve 1l ev}el:r
read, there is no “who” in that sense. But who rel:.mvc toft Ie
story and its characters—that we can learrt‘ s",cralght off. Z
this a “he/she” story or an “1”story? When °I shows'up Wi
expect to meet a character, major or minor,‘and \?.rc r:n;::\:
diately have our suspicions aroused. That discussion,

“w » &“® » f
i nd “she” for
ever, can wait. If the narrative employs he” a

i i “I” in sight, we can be fairly
persons in the story, with no I” in sight,

) . - i
safe in assuming this is a more distant, third-person
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ration. If the narration employs “you,” all bets are off and
we head for shelter. Happily, second-person narrations are
rare, but they are, like Italo Calvino’s experimental If on
Winter's Night a Traveler and Tom Robbins’s Half Asleep in
Frog Pajamas, very likely to be strange experiences. We can
get fooled in all this; as with all literary rules, this one ex-
ists to be broken. Sometimes a character-narrator will hide
culpability behind a mock third-person viewpoint, or an
outside narrator will employ “I” as a narrative gambit. Even
with such tricky business, though, we sometimes get hints
in the first paragraphs.
Narrative presence. Now we can speak of that other who.
Is this voice disembodied or possessed by a personage, in-
side or outside the story? Is it a servant talking about her
masters, a victim talking about his persecutors, a perpetra-
tor speaking of his victims? They often give us hints righe
away. With firse-person narrators, the “presence” is pretty
clear. Hemingway’s Jake Barnes (The Sun Also Rises) and
Fredric Henry (A Farewell to Arms) make themselves known
right away; their personality imprints itself on the text from
sentence one. But what about third-person narrators? In the
eighteenth century, narrators were often full of personality,
genial companions who, like ourselves (so went the con-
ceit), were men and women of the world, who understood
what people were like, who were amused by the foibles of
their neighbors. We see such poses in Henry Fielding’s 7om
Jones or Austen’s Pride and Prejudice. In the following era,
Charles Dickens’s storytelling presence insinuates his way
into Our Mutual Friend in the first five words, “In these

times of ours,” announcing that the narrator will be a very
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involved participant in the tale, a passionate observer and

commentator. By the time we get to the twentieth century,

that third-person narrator i
1, as in Hemingway or Anita Brookner. Compare that
read at school:

s often impersonal, detached,

oo
Dickens opening to this one you probably
“He was an old man who fished alone in a skiff in the Gulf
Stream and he had gone eighty-four days now without tak-
ing a fish.” This voice s more aloof; less likely to get in there
ly than his Victorian counterpart.

and mix it up emotional
s and events. How does

Narrative attitude toward character
or feel about the people and action in the novel?
generally amused, slightly aloof, a
be earnest, involved, di-

the narrat
Austen’s harrators are
little superior. Dickens’s tend to
rect (if third-person); natve, earnest, fond (if first-person).

Flaubert’s narrator in Madame Bovary is famously cool and

impersonal, largely in reaction to the overheated involve-

of narrators in the previous romantic era. In rejecting

Flaubert created the narrative cliché that

ment
the extant cliché,
would predominate for much of the next century.

Time frame. \When is all this happening? Contemporane-
g time ago? How can we tell? Does the novel

ously or a lon
tle? In what part of the narrator’s

cover a lot of time ora lit

life, if she’s a character? That “many years later” of the Gar-
first of all, that this

cfa Mdrquez opening is magical. It says,
novel will cover a great deal of time, enough for a small

child holding his father’s hand to rise to power and fall

from it. But it also says something else magical: “once upon

2 time.” This is a kind of fairy cale, it says, about an exotic

place and time, neither of which exists anymore (nowhere

be that backward, he hints), that were special in their

can

10.

11.
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own time. Any novelist who isn’t jealous about those th
words alone isn’t very serious about craft B
Tl.me l.nanagement. Will time go fast or slow in this novel?
;srlt;)emg told in or near the now of the story or long after;
> . .
l llc ol'son Bal?ers lictle gem, The Mezzanine takes place—
all of it—during the time it takes its narrator to ride an
e:scalator from the first floor to the aforementioned destina-
t.1on. In order to pull off that stunt, the writer must elongate
time to the extreme, relying on flashbacks and digressions
and that strategy shows up right away, as it must. |
?lace. Okay, setting, but also more than mere setting. Place
is a sense of things, a mode of thought, a way of seeing
Take that T. C. Boyle opening I quote above. In the second
paragraph, we learn that Mungo Park, a Scotsman, is an
explorer looking for the Niger River who has taken a ;eriou
wrong turn. Place here is both locale and story. This—ths
tent, the continent, the country—is where he is, to be suree
But this .1s also where he’s an outsider, the leading edge of:
nasc'ent imperial intentions, and a blunderer who kee
ﬁnc'img himself in variations of his current humiliating sf:
uatu.)n. ¥n that sense, place, the immediate place, becomes
motif: time after time we will see Mungo blunder into di-
sasltrous situations through total ignorance of the nature
culture i ’
e us, :jfl. g.eography—m other words, of place. Which
Motif. Stuff that happens again and again. Sorry about
the technical jargon, but that’s what it is. Motif can be im
age, act1'0n, language pattern, anything that happens again
and again. Like Mungo and his recurrent disasters based on

a . ] ] >
Cultulal aIIOgaIlCe. lee mira
I ClCS al’ld the co ()I’lel S Nnarrow
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capés in One Hundved Years of Solitude. Like the flowers
es ‘

in Mys. Dalloway.

. Stop groanin 13
S grade English students, but it’s also about,

g—there won't be a test. Theme is the

bane of all tenth- ;
o aboutness. Story is what gets a novel going and what

i s it
but theme is one of the things that make

Theme is, roughly speaking, the idea content

well,
we focus on,
worthwhile. ng, —
¢ MOSt Mys

£ the novel. Sometimes that content 1s simple: m }}:
s : i t
theme that crime will be found out, tha

jes share the ' : e
i that order will prevail. Often, it’s

' ith it,
no one gets away w - second-
more subtle than that. Agatha Christie often has a

e aristocracy.
i e decadence of th
ary theme concerning th

ad eggs there are in manor

e with her how many b .
e motioewith het or stupid they are? Think

i t
houses? Or how inept, corrupt, - o
that’s accidental? Sometimes theme overlaps with mofnﬂ,afa
inforce a key idea. One of /M.
those recurrences serve to rein
Dalloway'’s main ideas, the presence of the past, s-hfov;r; up
issa’s plunge into the beautiful June
on the first page, as Clarissas p i
day in 1923 launches her back to a similar day when she was
o ughout the novel, those old days keep show-

eighteen. Thro and it all statts

ing up in the form of memories and persons,
right away. oo
Irony. Or not—some novels are in de X o

. i i e not Ma
nineteenth century springs to mind. Okay, may

1
. But you know what
Twain. Oh, and Gustave Hlaubert s—verbal,

ad earnest. The entire

n. Others are ironic on any number of level i
dramatic, comic, situational—and of ten that shows ukp;;i i
away. This is one of Parker’s Spenser novels, 4 .Cﬂts i '
le, getting rolling: “It was midnight and I was just ge i
ol ting. I had followed an embezzler aroun

mea

home from detec
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on a warm day in early summer trying to observe him
spending his ill-gotten gain. The best I'd been able to do
was catch him eating a veal cutlet in a sub shop in Danvers
Square across from the Security National Bank. It wasn’t
much, but it was as close as you could get to sin in Danvers.”
Now Spenser is utterly earnest about what he does when
he’s doing it; he never expresses doubt or irony while shoot-
ing someone, for instance, bur he’s plenty ironic when he
talks about it. He knows that his chosen trade, “professional
thug” as he calls it in another book, is morally dubious. And
that awareness makes its way into the books in phrases like
“getting home from detecting.” He may, moreover, want to
distance his “real” or “private” self from the actions of his
professional self: “I'm the sensitive lover and excellent cook
who likes wine with dinner and not metely the hired tough
guy who threatens and shoots people,” he seems to say with
this strategy. And he also knows full well that you can find
plenty of sin in Danvers or any other sleepy burg; that’s just
frustration talking. Throughout the novel, then, he’ll veer
between hard-charging action—lots of bodies fall in this
one—and ironic, distanced commentary.
Rhythm. Of one sort. There are two levels of thythm in
a novel: prose and narrative. Narrative thythm will take a
while to establish, but the prose starts showing up at once.
Better, it often suggests how the larger narrative’s thythm
will work. Rhythm is related to diction, which we discussed
carlier, but with this difference: diction has to do with the
words a writer uses, rhythm with how they’re deployed in
sentences. In practice, they’re largely inseparable, as prose
thythm depends a good deal on the words chosen while




als
rative 1is

writer blurt ou il
bury it inside a tangle of clauses? Cause words
or
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ing in nar-
oloring how those words sound. Everything :
s oes the
related to everything else on some level._.D ey
¢ information or withhold it? State it directly

p > . .
g n g
over one allO[hCI or meaﬂdCI alOIlg. IIC[CS tlle be 1nnin Of

Barbara Kingsolver’s The Poisonwood Bible.

Jr g H
5

: ; .o
onto dripping leaves. Vines strangling their own kin in the
8%
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do—the situation is in wself delightful. Those that I have in
mind in beginning to unfold this s;mp/e history offered an ad-
mirable setting to an innocent pastime. The implements of the
little feast had been disposed wpon the lawn of an old English
country-house, in what I should call the perfect middle of 4
splendid summer afternoon.

This is not going to be a hundred-yard dash. Everything
about the passage says “leisurely”—the long, abstract words,
the embedded “some people never do,” the sense that this
should be no more rushed than the event, if you can call it
that, that it describes. Know what? Get used to it. James is
never frantic, never in a hurry. The things he values in nar-

rative, like psychological insight and interior drama, just
can’t be rushed.

. : monkeys. A
everlasting wrestle for sunlight. The breashing of 16. Expectations. Of the writer, of the reader. Wait—of the

glide of snake belly on branch. reader? Yep, 1 know what youe thinking: he’s lost his mind. ‘-

| But your expectations are there on page one. This is the most

- .
>

<«
.y - eril. Why “con-
a warning or a p g Z ;
surely, yet every derail is 1% s’ or“delicate” §€ts to announce his expectations. Does the novelist expect,
awar i } e 3 .
science” rather than the more neutra like George Eliot, someone with time and patience, or like

g ful—tranquil (
to describe the poisonous frogs? That's masterfu e relTongoos i et o / |
|

dallger. Y()u arc free to llke or dlSllkC me, t}le IIOVCI SayS, but

at least you know what you're getting yourself 1nt(?. :
P How fast do we go? Consider this opening, from
15. Pace.

Henry James’s The Portrait of @ Lady.

| of the wacky and unconventional, or like Wodehouse, a re-
laxed, jaunty companion? How hard does the nove] expect
us to work? How much information should we bring to the
novel? What sort of attitude is the idea] reader supposed to

4 4 ¥ stance. A 7 ? l > o
the ¢ a fﬁw hou £ ln ll € more ha_ve_ hatS ” H ’ T l
3 3 S ¥ 4

1 known as
| agreeable than the hour dedicated to the ceremony know:

We geta say. Do we want to read that novel? Do We approve (
|
- ; hether
- - es in which, w
are circumstanc
rnoon tea. There
ln afte

of the word choice? Are we that hip? More? What do we II
want the novel to do? The first page is the beginning of } ‘
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a ne OtlathIl, or COHabOIatIOIl betWCCII Wwriter alld Ieadet.
g 2
g g [ S8,

I lle [Cadet S CXPCCtatIOIlS——thlS 1S What I want fIOIIl a IlOVCl

== .. od
| today—matter as much as the writer s—this 1sﬁw}iartn Ie ::i:ng
from a reader. Page one is where we have our 'rs
i e find out if there will be a page
| of the minds. And where w
wo. |
17 tCharacter. Not always on page one, bu}tl more of:(;)rrl Ott};:; ;::,,
i | in character.

And more often than not, the ma e
mes from the Greek for “first agent,” and trotting :
:t(:ir attraction first works in twenty-first-century lrllov'els {_.f::
as well as it did in fifth-century BCE plays.. Natu}rla Y, 1r; e
erson narratives, we meet someone very like a c arbacteHugm _
Zway, as with Huck Finn or Mike Hamn;::r othEmt uerretS o
bert, even if we don’t know his name o'r 'ow e eah'[d_ o

he’s there. And so he or she is in many third-p
;a(l)jell:.ult\/lrs. Dalloway is mentioned in the first two worcfiss (C)i
her novel. James Joyce begins Ulysses with “S.tately, plflminduof
Mullican”—not the main character but his nemesis. f
cozrsf, Aureliano Buendia is one of the leading characters o

- |
his family’s hundred-year saga. The bottom line: people are

helpful to start a novel. —
18 Iniructions on how to read the novel. All of these pre

g
leUSly‘ IIlCIlthIled CleIIlCIItS gO into tCaChlIl us hOW tllc

i i ning on for size.
certain way. Try this opening

nO\/Cl wants to be Iead. W lletlle[ we Iead 1C t}lat Way or not

y V y V W (0} be lead iIl a
iS natul‘all ) our Ca].l. But every no Cl ants t
3

As I sat in the bath-tub, soaping a meditative foot and singznf,
| ' ” b ectly, “Pale Hands I Loved Beside the Shali-
I if I remember correctly,
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mar,” it would be deceiving my public 1o say that I was feeling
boomps-a-daisy. The evening that lay before me promised to be
one of those sticky evenings, 1o good to man or beass My Aunt
Dablia, writing from her country residence,
down in Worcestershire, had asked me as a p

take some acquaintances of hers out to dinner,
name of Trotter,

Brinkley Courr
ersonal favor to

a couple of the

Well, “Aunt Dahlia” pretty much gives the game away

as a Bertie Wooster, but for anyone who has ever read a

P. G. Wodehouse Wooster-
already game over. Only on

is capable of having a “med

and-Jeeves story before, it was
€ narrator I've ever come across

itative foot,” only one character
capable of singing something as insipid

as a song with thar
title must needs be,

and reporting it proudly, in a digression.
" moreover, has Bertie Wooster written all
over it, as does the “no good to man or beast” characteriza-
tion of the evening. For those new to Wodehouse,
promises good, clean, comic fun,
of reader indoctrination, The para

information—about character, narra

‘,‘Boomps-a—daisy,’

it merely
but it’s a masterpiece
graph is chock-full of

tive attitudes, style, dic-

tion (he favors the goofier sorts of Edwardjan slang), improb-

able turns of phrase, feelings about his aunt, class and socia]

set, as well as musica] taste. Nearly everything one

know to read this novel, which is Jeeves apg the Feud,

al Spirit,
is present in the first Paragraph except the characrer’s name

and the all-important Jeeves, but even he can be deduced. A
character this vapid will surel

needs to

y need a handler. And the most
s won’t be Dostoevsky. Thar’s
ne paragraph,

important thing we learn? Thj
always a relief. All char from o
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eatures
: h noting that we won’t get all of those f
Whew! It's worth noting . iy 5
but most of them will show up, a ,
r assemblage of information. That’s
Is it the whole novel? Of

in every first page, .
dozen will stand as a pretty fai

: e to handle.
alorioqn ol Smgl:vf avfouldn’t need the other hundred thou-

herwise o
i i : ¢ elements are only begin

san words. Ana in an-y case, 4 -of thos
IllIlg to be aIthulath imna fiISt parag[apll. I }16[63 Pletlty more to be

’ turn the page.
accomplished, but for that, we’ll have to

You Can’t Breathe Where the Air Is Clear

QUICK, WHAT DO THESE have in common: Middle-earth, Macondo,
West Egg, Yoknapatawpha County, San Narcisso, and Narnija?
They’re places you (and I) have never lived, and never will, They're
not fit for human habitation. And no matter how scrupulously de-
tailed or sumptuously furnished, they cant be our towns and cit-
ies and farms. Not Joyce’s Dublin nor Farrell’s Chicago nor Roddy
Doyle’s Barrytown nor Carlos Fuentes’s Mexico City (since I've
abused his title here). Don’t get me wrong—TI like them. They're
great places for fiction to take us; often they are quite similar to the
real deal, occasionally even better. They are, however, not the real
deal.

One thing I insist on with my students is that we understand the
essential artifice of the novel. It is 4 made-up work about made-up
People in a made-up place. All of which is very real. We are asked
to believe in and trear as potentially real a space that is manifestly
imaginary. Headaches are guaranteed.

Consider this, on June 16, 1954, five men undertook a lugubri-







