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1. Mal}e Characters B A ¥
A Middle -Aged Man

In his early forties, O’Donnell still rated second glances from
women. He had retained the build which had made him an out-
standing quarterback in his college years—a tall, erect figure with
big, broad shoulders and muscular arms. Even nowadays he had
a trick of squaring his shoulders when ready to do sométhing dif-
ficult or make a decision—as if readying instinctively to stop the
charge of a red-dogging tackle. Yet despite his bulk—mostly
bone and muscle with less than a pound of overweight—he still
moved lightly; and~regular sport—tennis in summer, skiing in
winter—had kept him robust and lithe.

O’Donnéll had never been, handsome in the Adonic sense,
but he had a méged, creased irregulatity of face (his nose still
carried ‘the scar of an old fgotball injury)_which women so often,
and perversely, find attractive in men. ® is hair showed the
real trace of years; not sm ago 1§ bgck, now it was graying
swiftly Jie if the color p;gments hid denly surrendered and
were marching out. "(Arthur Hgiley, The Final Diagnosis)
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A Womanish Man

If a man’s personal appearance, when he is out of his dress-
ing-room, and when he has passed forty, can be accepted as a
safe guide to his time of life— which is more than doubtful_—f .
Mr. Fairlie’s age, when I saw him, might have been reasonabl'y-: .
computed at over fifty and under sixty years. His beardless face
was thin, worn, and transparently pale, but not wrinkled, his
nose was high and hooked, his eyes were of a dim greyish blue,
large, prominent, and rather red round the rims of the eyelids;
his hair was scanty, soft to look at, and of that light sandy colour
which is the last to disclose its own changes towards grey. He
was dressed in a dark frock-coat of some substance much thinner
than cloth, and in waistcoat and trousers of spotless white. His
feet were effeminately small, and were clad in buff- coloured sitk
stockings and little womanish bronze- leather slippers. Two rings
adorned his white delicate hands, the value of which even my in-
experienced observation detected to be all but priceless.

Upon the whole, he had a frail, languidly- fretful, over-
refined look— something singularly and unpleasantly delicate in
its association with a man and, at the same time, something

which could by no posstbility have looked natural and appropriate
¢ 3



if it had been transferred to the personal appearance of a woman.
(Wilkie Collins, The Woman in White)
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Childish Uncles

Neither Uncle Stefan nor Uncle George was a mean man :
their eyes bulged with high spirits . They loved our kids (more
than our parents did, we thought ), they lovedto show off,:and
they loved to drink . At some point during most parties, Uncle
George would stick toothpicks into his mouth in a way that made
his jaw jut out like an ape’s and would lurch after us, his knuck-
les dragging across the floor; until Uncle Stefan, using the fire-
place poker as rifle, would leap in front of the roaring creature
and shoot him through the heart. George would collapse in a

moaning heap, whereupon we children would leap on him like

o4



gnats on bull; Uncle George was big . One time , in an excess of
fearsome invention, he jumped on our wooden cocktail table,
which exploded into splinters so quickly that there was a minute
of confusion while everyone tries to figure out what happened.
The first sound was my mother * wail— *Qooo Noooo’—which
became our house motto. *Oooo Noooo!’ we’d cry whenever Un-
cle Gorge or Uncle Stefan would arrive. *Ooco Yeeesss! * they
would answer in their lovely deep voices.

(Peter Meinke, Uncle George and Uncle Stefan)
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The Head of the Family

In the centre of the room, under the chandelier, as became a
host, stood the head of the family, old Jolyon himself. Eighty
years of age, with his fine, white hair, his dome-like forehead,
his little, dark grey eyes, and an immense white moustache,
which drooped and spread below the level of his strong jaw, he
had a patriarchal look, and in spite of lean cheeks and hollows at
his temples, seemed master of perennial youth. He held himself
extremely upright, and his shrew, steady eyes had lost none of
their clear shining. Thus he gave an impression of superiority to
the doubts and dislikes of smaller men. Having had his own way
for innumerable years, he had earned a prescriptive right to it. It
would never have occurred to old Jolyon that it was necessary to
wear a look of doubt or of defiance.

(John Galsworthy, The Forsyte Saga)
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2. Female Charaters 1 A%
A Girl Studying Herseif in the I'VVIirro’r.v

Next she tried to study herself in the mirror enclosed ina
\tamzshed wreath of gilt plaster. Her ringlets and her oval face
pleased her, and today her eyes seemed to.slant more than usual
under their thin brows. But her nose looked too long, she
thought, and she attempied to see herself in profile with the aid
of her pocket mirror. Mostly she didn’t bother about her profile,
she knew that full-face was her strong point. But today she
somehow wanted to know the Worst, to admit that everything,
the lodgings and her profile alike, weren®t what they should be.
Her eyes were a sort of greenish grey or greyish blue,. they
seemed to change with the light. Her mouth was rather long,
neither thin nor full; and when she made it up with lipstick, she
tried to get something of the baby-roundness that came easily to
Kath’s pouting face. Her skin had a certain pallor, a glistening
smoothness, which she felt was injured rather than aided by
powder; but she lacked the courage to drop cosmetics- altogether
when going out with Kath, or with Pearl, her second-best

friend, who worked in a tobacconist’s shop.
(Jack Lindsay, Betrayed Spring)
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A Physically Weak but Mental
Strong Woman

She .was so thin that her small bones seemed ready to come
through her white skin. Seen from a distance, romping about the
back yard with her child, she looked like a little girl, for her
waist was unbelievably tiny and she had practicaily no figure. She
had no bust and her hips were as flat as little Beau’s and as she
had neither the pride nor the good sense to sew ruffles in the bo-
som of her basque or pads on the back of her corsets, her thin-
ness was very obvious. Like her body, her face was too thin and
too pale and her silky brows, arched and delicate as a butterfly’s
feelers, stood out too blackly against her colorless skin. In her
small face, her eyes were too large for beauty, the dark smudges
under them making them appear enormous, but the expression in
them had not altered since the days of her unworried girlhood.
War and constant pain and hard work had been powerless against
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their sweet tranquility. They were the eyes of a happy woman, a
woman around whom storms might blow without ever ruffling
the serene core of her being.

( Magaret Mitchell, Gone with the Wind)
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A Woman of Beauty

Of the three young women who pass through these pages
Mary was, in my opinion, by far the prettiest. She had infinitely
the most life, and infinitely the least selfishness; and.physical
charms to match... an exquisitely pure, if pink complexion,
corn-coloured hair and delectably wide grey-blue eyes, eyes that
invited male provocation and returned it as gaily as it was given.

They bubbled as the best champagne bubbles, irrepressibly; and
. 9 -



without causing flatulence. Not even the sad Victorian clothes
she had so often to wear could hide the trim, plump promise of
her figure—indeed, 'plump’ is unkind. I brought up Ronsard’s
name just now; and her figure required a word from his vocabu-
lary, one for which we have no equivalent in English: rondelet—
all that is seductive in plumpness without k)smg all that is nice in
slimness. (John Fowles, The French Lieutenant's Woman)
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An Old Woman with a Toad-Like Will

The old woman sat with her big, reddened face pressed a lit-
tle back, her lace cap perched on her thin white hair, her stub
nose still assertive, and her old mouth shut like a trap. This
motherly old soul, her mouth gave her away. It always had been
one of the compressed sort. But in her great age, it had gone like
a toad’s, lipless, the jaw pressing up like the lower jaw of a trap.
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