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Section One Fiction

Section One Fiction

Part One Introduction

L Types of fiction

Fiction, the general term for invented stories, now usually applied to novels, short stories,
novellas, romances, fables, and other narrative works in prose.

In English literature, the novel emerged in the eighteenth century. Robinson Crusoe, written
by Daniel Defoe, is commonly regarded as the first English realistic novel. Fiction has developed
in a great variety of forms, such as epistolary novel, picaresque novel, gothic novel, sentimental

novel, stream-of-conscious novel, new novel, romance, novel of manners, etc.
II. Elements of fiction

In terms of fictional art, fiction has some key elements such as plot, character, setting,
point of view, style, theme and symbol.

1. Plot

Plot is a term to indicate how the events are arranged to engage readers intellectually and e-
motionally. Events can be presented in a variety of orders. Plot is composed of two basic aspects of
narration; (1) the sequence, i. e. whether the story is told in chronological order, or with a lot
of flash back, or in psychic order; (2) the development, i. e. whether the story develops in the
traditional linear pattern ( exposition—rising action— climax—falling action—resolution) or in
the modernist way ( with little action, inner world depiction, dialogues or no development at
all).

2. Character

Characters are the people in a story. Characters may be portrayed through their physical ap-
pearance, speech, gestures, expression and so on. There are two broad categories of character
development; simple or complex. Since E. M. Forster’s Aspects of the Novel (1927), a distinction
has often been made between “{flat” characters, which are simple and unchanging, and
“round” characters, which are complex, dynamic and less predictable.

A character may be either static or dynamic. A static character is one who changes little if at
all in the process of the narrative. A dynamic character is one who changes as a result of reaction to
the happenings. Round characters tend to be dynamic, while flat characters are static.

3. Setting

Setting refers to the time, place and circumstances in which the action of a narrative occurs,
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including the specific time or period, the geographic location, the cultural environment as well as
social and political realities. Setting is often established by description, but it may also be shown
through character’s action, dialogue or thinking. It has significance in the story. It not only gives
the reader the impression of verisimilitude, but may also has function as “objective correlative”
of the internal life of the character. The setting can also affect characters or plot by creating a cer-
tain atmosphere or mood, and help develop the theme either through suggestion or more direct
symbolism.

4. Point of View

Point of view refers to who tells us the story and how it is used. What we know and how we
feel about the events in a story are shaped by the author’s choice of a point of view. The teller of a
story, the narrator, inevitably affects our understanding of the characters’ actions by filtering what
is told through his or her own perspective. The narrator should not be confused with the author who
has created the narrative voice because the two are usually distinct.

The various points of view that storytellers draw on can be conveniently grouped into two
broad categories ;

(1) The third-person narrator. It uses she/ he/ they to tell the story and does not participate
in the action. It includes a. omniscient ( the narrator takes us get inside the characters);
b. limited omniscient (the narrator takes us get inside one or two characters) ; c. objective (the
narrator is outside the characters)

(2) The first-person narrator. The first-person narrator uses / and is a major or minor partici-
pant in the action.

5. Style, Tone

Style refers to the distinctive manner in which a writer arranges words to achieve particular
effects. That arrangement includes individual word choices and matters such as the length of sen-
tences, their structure and tone, and the use of irony.

Style reveals tone, the author’s implicit attitude toward the people, places, and events in a
story, e. g ironic, bitter, loving, pitying, solemn, etec.

6. Theme

Theme is the central idea or meaning of a story. The theme of a work may be pronounced ex-

plicitly, but more often it emerges indirectly through the recurrence of images and motifs.
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Part Two Selected Readings

Unit 1  Bildungsroman/ Initiation Stories

Text A

Oliver Twist
By Charles Dickens

PEdh A . (B - 1B HTHE) /MK I E S (Charles Dickens, 1812—1870)
SR B 2 AN ADNUETRR BROLES Bl 1 AR TE S 2 BE , 7EAR A2 T ILARRY
P, ZJEPERE —RINEE NG B G0, A2 2R AT . Al far s 2 1E
B, AESGEAME . JLEBATG, ATHOOCRERMG B, |EITHRAN, 7373
77, i BTSRRI/ UE R T AR e LB B R, SR T Y
B [ AL 2 A T Y T A

PESCOR/INAEER B BE, S T LEAETR S Be B A AR T, AN A 97 VR B R R
ST H R

(An excerpt from Chapter 2)

... The room in which the boys were fed, was a large stone hall, with a copper at one end
out of which the master, dressed in an apron for the purpose?, and assisted by one or two
women, ladled the gruel?® at meal-times. Of this festive composition® each boy had one porrin-
ger® | and no more—except on occasions of great public rejoicing®, when he had two ounces and
a quarter of bread besides. The bowls never wanted washing. The boys polished them with their
spoons till they shone again; and when they had performed this operation (which never took very
long, the spoons being nearly as large as the bowls) , they would sit staring at the copper, with

such eager eyes, as if they could have devoured the very bricks of which it was composed; em-

ploying themselves, meanwhile, in sucking their fingers most assiduously©®, with the view of

@ for the purpose: b B 8y, F8 K.

ladled the gruel: ladle, &, & ; gruel; #EH,

festive composition: F B E o Fvruy —mi e, fe LW, X 2 JH festive (E2M) KB4 composi-
tion & F JE 54 & (oxymoron) , EA A & 3,

@ porringer; ¥,

5 great public rejoicing: B KW T H,

© assiduously; &0 FH,

® ®



catching up any stray splashes of gruel® that might have been cast thereon. Boys have generally ex-
cellent appetites. Oliver Twist and his companions suffered the tortures of slow starvation for three
months; at last they got so voracious? and wild with hunger, that one boy, who was tall for his
age, and hadn’t been used to that sort of thing® (for his father had kept a small cook-shop),
hinted darkly to his companions, that unless he had another basin of gruel per diem®, he was a-
fraid he might some night happen to eat the boy who slept next him, who happened to be a weakly
youth of tender age. He had a wild, hungry eye; and they implicitly believed him. A council was
held; lots were cast who should walk up to the master after supper that evening, and ask for
more; and it fell to® Oliver Twist.

The evening arrived, the boys took their places. The master, in his cook’s uniform, sta-
tioned himself at the copper; his pauper assistants ranged themselves behind him; the gruel was
served out; and a long grace was said over the short commons©. The gruel disappeared; the boys
whispered each other, and winked at Oliver; while his next neighbors nudged@® him. Child as he
was, he was desperate with hunger, and reckless with misery. He rose from the table; and ad-
vancing to the master, basin and spoon in hand, said, somewhat alarmed at his own temerity®—

“Please, sir, I want some more. ”

The master was a fat, healthy man; but he turned very pale. He gazed in stupefied? aston-
ishment on the small rebel for some seconds, and then clung for support to the copper. The assis-
tants were paralysed with wonder; the boys with fear.

“What!” said the master at length, in a faint voice.

“Please, sir,” replied Oliver, “I want some more. ”

The master aimed a blow at Oliver’s head with the ladle; pinioned him in his arm®; and

shrieked aloud for the beadle®.

The board were sitting in solemn conclave®, when Mr. Bumble® rushed into the room in

@ with the view of catching up any stray splashes of gruel: # % % 2| & i Ik B 3 K .

® voracious: & & AW ; WILMLIEH

® that sort of thing; # —K 82, 4 the tortures of slow starvation,

@ per diem: per day (£ T X) & — XK,

® itfell to: FHFHLEE------ it 75 the lot,

® a long grace was said over the short commons: 7& % 4 8 — AR 2 BT 1 T R K B 8 09 RS B #% 4, commons
(B#): £54U,

@ nudged: (EFAMI) B (UFIREAWNEE),

® temerity; &, H %k,

© stupefied: ARy R FIFFK R

@ pinioned him in his arm: {2 #h K 3872 iy F 2 .

@ beadle: (HEHKXH) HF, KIFHF.

@ The board were sitting in solemn conclave: (# X By) #FE 4 F 24T E ™ B AL % 210,

@ Mr. Bumble: # X £ 1%, B _E B FFiw. iy the beadle,
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Part Two Selected Readings

great excitement, and addressing the gentleman in the high chair, said, “Mr. Limbkins®, I beg
your pardon, sir! Oliver Twist has asked for more!”

There was a general start. Horror was depicted on every countenance.

“For more!” said Mr. Limbkins. “ Compose yourself, Bumble, and answer me distinct-
ly. Do T understand that he asked for more, after he had eaten the supper allotted by the dietary?”

“He did, sir,” replied Bumble.

“That boy will be hung,” said the gentleman in the white waistcoat. “I know that boy will
be hung. ”

Nobody controverted? the prophetic gentleman’s opinion. An animated discussion took
place. Oliver was ordered into instant confinement; and a bill was next morning pasted on the out-
side of the gate, offering a reward of five pounds to anybody who would take Oliver Twist off the
hands of the parish®. In other words, five pounds and Oliver Twist were offered to any man or
woman who wanted an apprentice to any trade, business, or calling.

“I never was more convinced of anything in my life,” said the gentleman in the white waist-
coat, as he knocked at the gate and read the bill next morning: “I never was more convinced of
anything in my life, than I am that that boy will come to be hung. ”

As I purpose® to show in the sequel® whether the white waistcoated gentleman was right or
not, I should perhaps mar® the interest of this narrative (supposing it to possess any at all) , if I

ventured to hint just yet, whether the life of Oliver Twist had this violent termination or no.

(775 words)
Questions ;

1. Is asking for more to eat an unforgivable offense that the man in the white waistcoat is so
shocked that he prophesies that Oliver “will be hung. . . I know that boy will be hung”? Why?
2. What do you think about these orphans’ life?

Mr. Limbkins; # X #Eo#F F,

controverted : A 41,

take Oliver Twist off the hands of the parish: {EEL 7| N\ K4 £ (HFARKEZAX oy “ZEEHPAMAT,
B HRERERRD) o

@ As I purpose: Mix By — B RIEHWGHIE,

sequel: (7, BB%E) WEE, 2%,

mar: spoil, 3T, ZIF,

® ® e
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A&P

By John Updike

VeSS (A&P) REEWERAE - JLE e (John Updike 1932—2009) (13544 4
e /MIZ —, A&P (the Great Atlantic and Pacific Tea Company K PG VEFI A EVERTY) , M2
KEFEANHETZ—,

e N — ARG L R T ISR 51 Sammy BRLA R, YRR T =AM &
#ZRF) A&P 1G4y, Sammy 7 ZIP AT G| Hik B 7 Hp—A4 HLEZNTAE B3R
B kb K 5 TR et @A ™D R o T =& #, Sammy X SCHUEM, A
NEBBFIEX AL ZARMERL, TRBAFI, DIHCRIRI L &M H bR, HL#0]
AT ZAES), HA BT T, Sammy 257 AR, JFHBURE] A CARM A IS 258
PIRME . B IR Sammy FURLAYFIE, SCIAEER]

In walks these three girls in nothing but bathing suits. I'm in the third check-out slot? with my
back to the door, so I don’t see them until they’re over by the bread. The one that caught my eye
first was the one in the plaid® green two-piece. She was a chunky® kid, with a good tan and a
sweet broad soft-looking can® with those two crescents® of white just under it, where the sun nev-
er seems to hit, at the top of the backs of her legs. I stood there with my hand on a box of HiHo
crackers trying to remember if I rang it up or not. I rang it up again and the customer starts giving
me hell. She’s one of these cash-register-watchers, a witch about fifty with rouge® on her cheek-
bones and no eyebrows, and I know it made her day to trip me up@. She’d been watching cash
registers fifty years and probably never seen a mistake before.

By the time I got her feathers smoothed and her goodies into a bag—she gives me a little
snort® in passing, if she’d been born at the right time they would have burned her over in Salem®
—by the time I got her on her way the girls had circled around the bread and were coming back,

without a pushcart, back my way along the counters, in the aisle between the check-outs and the

check-out slot; 4R &

plaid: #FI%R.

chunky: AR 8,

can: MR,

crescents: F F

rouge: A fg o

made her day to trip me up: IMEXINMERSHE/HFE — K,
snort : r?b 7 *)dﬁ o

Salem: —/Nii4
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Part Two Selected Readings

Special bins. They didn’t even have shoes on. There was this chunky one, with the two-piece—it
was bright green and the seams on the bra were still sharp and her belly was still pretty pale so |
guessed she just got it (the suit) —there was this one, with one of those chubby® berry-faces,
the lips all bunched together under her nose, this one, and a tall one, with black hair that
hadn’t quite frizzed® right, and one of these sunburns right across under the eyes, and a chin that
was too long—you know, the kind of girl, other girls think is very “striking” and “attractive”
but never quite makes it, as they know very well, which is why they like her so much—and then
the third one, that wasn’t quite so tall. She was the queen. She kind of led them, the other two
peeking around and making their shoulders round. She didn’t look around, not this queen, she
just walked straight on slowly, on these long white prima donna® legs. She came down a little hard
on her heels, as if she didn’t walk in her bare feet that much, putting down her heels and then
letting the weight move along to her toes as if she was testing the floor with every step, putting a
little deliberate extra action into it. You never know for sure how girls’ minds work (do you really
think it’s a mind in there or just a little buzz like a bee in a glass jar?) but you got the idea she
had talked the other two into coming in here with her, and now she was showing them how to do
it, walk slow and hold yourself straight.

She had on a kind of dirty-pink—beige® maybe, I don’t know—bathing suit with a little
nubble® all over it and, what got me, the straps® were down. They were off her shoulders
looped@ loose around the cool tops of her arms, and I guess as a result the suit had slipped a little
on her, so all around the top of the cloth there was this shining rim. If it hadn’t been there you
wouldn’t have known there could have been anything whiter than those shoulders. With the straps
pushed off, there was nothing between the top of the suit and the top of her head except just her,
this clean bare plane of the top of her chest down from the shoulder bones like a dented® sheet of
metal tilted in the light. I mean, it was more than pretty.

She had sort of oaky hair that the sun and salt had bleached, done up in a bun that was un-
ravelling®, and a kind of prim face®. Walking into the A&P with your straps down, 1 suppose it’s
the only kind of face you can have. She held her head so high her neck, coming up out of those
white shoulders, looked kind of stretched, but I didn’t mind. The longer her neck was, the more
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of her there was.

She must have felt in the corner of her eye me and over my shoulder Stokesie® in the second
slot watching, but she didn’t tip. Not this queen. She kept her eyes moving across the racks®,
and stopped, and turned so slow, it made my stomach rub the inside of my apron, and buzzed to
the other two, who kind of huddled® against her for relief, and they all (three of them) went up
the cat-and-dog-food-breakfast-cereal-macaroni-rice-raisins-seasonings-spreads-spaghetti-soft drinks-
rackers-and-cookies aisle. From the third slot I looked straight up this aisle to the meat counter,
and I watched them all the way. The fat one with the tan sort of fumbled® with the cookies, but on
second thought she put the packages back. The sheep® pushing their carts down the aisle—the
girls were walking against the usual traffic (not that we have one-way signs or anything) —were
pretty hilarious©. You could see them, when Queenie’s? white shoulders dawned on them, kind
of jerk, or hop, or hiccup®, but their eyes snapped® back to their own baskets and on they
pushed. I bet you could set off dynamite® in an A&P and the people would by and large keep reac-
hing and checking oatmeal off their lists and muttering “Let me see, there was a third thing, be-
gan with A, asparagus, no, ah, yes, applesauce®!” or whatever it is they do mutter. But
there was no doubt, this jiggled them. A few house-slaves in pin curlers even looked around after
pushing their carts past to make sure what they had seen was correct.

You know, it’s one thing to have a girl in a bathing suit down on the beach, where what with
the glare nobody can look at each other much anyway, and another thing in the cool of the A&P,
under the fluorescent® lights, against all those stacked packages, with her feet paddling along na-
ked over our checkerboard green-and-cream rubber-tile floor.

“Oh Daddy,” Stokesie said beside me. “I feel so faint. ”

“Darling,” 1 said. “Hold me tight. 7 Stokesie’s married, with two babies chalked up® on
his fuselage® already, but as far as I can tell that’s the only difference. He’s twenty-two, and I
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Part Two Selected Readings

was nineteen this April.

“Is it done?” he asks, the responsible married man finding his voice. I forgot to say he
thinks he’s going to be manager some sunny day, maybe in 1990 when it’s called the Great Alex-
androv and Petrooshki Tea Company or something.

What he meant was, our town is five miles from a beach, with a big summer colony out on
the Point, but we're right in the middle of town, and the women generally put on a shirt or shorts
or something before they get out of the car into the street. And anyway these are usually women
with six children and varicose® veins mapping their legs and nobody, including them, could care
less. As I say, we’re right in the middle of town, and if you stand at our front doors you can see
two banks and the Congregational church and the newspaper store and three real-estate offices and
about twenty-seven old free-loaders tearing up Central Street because the sewer broke again. It’s not
as if we’re on the Cape; we're north of Boston and there’s people in this town haven’t seen the o-
cean for twenty years.

The girls had reached the meat counter and were asking McMahon something. He pointed,
they pointed, and they shuffled® out of sight behind a pyramid of Diet Delight peaches. All that
was left for us to see was old McMahon patting his mouth and looking after them sizing up their
joints. Poor kids, I began to feel sorry for them, they couldn’t help it.

Now here comes the sad part of the story, at least my family says it’s sad but I don’t think it’s
sad myself. The store’s pretty empty, it being Thursday afternoon, so there was nothing much to
do except lean on the register and wait for the girls to show up again. The whole store was like a
pinball machine® and 1 didn’t know which tunnel they’d come out of. After a while they come a-
round out of the far aisle, around the light bulbs, records at discount of the Caribbean Six or Ton-
y Martin Sings or some such gunk® you wonder they waste the wax on, six packs of candy bars,
and plastic toys done up in cellophane® that fall apart when a kid looks at them anyway. Around
they come, Queenie still leading the way, and holding a little gray jar in her hand. Slots Three
through Seven are unmanned and I could see her wondering between Stokes and me, but Stokesie
with his usual luck draws an old party© in baggy gray pants who stumbles up with four giant cans
of pineapple juice (what do these bums do with all that pineapple juice’ I've often asked myself)
so the girls come to me. Queenie puts down the jar and I take it into my fingers icy cold. Kingfish
Fancy Herring Snacks in Pure Sour Cream@: 49 ¢ . Now her hands are empty, not a ring or a

bracelet, bare as God made them, and I wonder where the money’s coming from. Still with that
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