Revision Notes for Section A of the Edexcel Anthology

From Touching the Void 							Page 2
Your Guide to Beach Safety							Page 11
Climate Change: The Facts							Page 15
From A Game of Polo with a Headless Goat					Page 20
From A Passage to Africa							Page 25
From The Explorer’s Daughter 						Page 30
Explorers, or boys messing about? Either way, taxpayer gets rescue bill	Page 34
From Taking on the World							Page 39
[bookmark: _GoBack]From Chinese Cinderella							Page 42

From Touching the Void
Joe’s account 
The account, written in the first person and the past tense, begins in media res, ie in the middle of a dramatic action. This extract ends, literally, on a moment of suspense, with the narrator ‘teetering on the edge’. Yet the real drama of the passage is psychological: Joe is ‘teetering on the edge’ of panic, not a cliff. The actual fall is described in a much less dramatic style.
The style is characterised by a series of simple statements: ‘(1) I hit the slope…. (2) I was facing into the slope… (3) I felt a shattering blow… (4) Simon would be ripped off the mountain. (5) He couldn’t hold this.’ The use of this technique is particularly marked at the beginning of the passage, but it is used on several occasions, for example: “(1) I would never get over it. (2) Simon would not be able to get me up it. (3) He would leave me. (4) He had no choice.” The most simple sentences are often also the most negative: this is what any reasonable person, assessing the situation, would see – and there seems to be no way of arguing that the events will turn out to be anything but fatal. The sentence structures are generally simple: there is only one semi-colon (see below…). Quite often, though, the author has parenthetically included more information: “I felt a shattering blow in my knee, felt bones splitting, and screamed”; “I slid, head-first, on my back.” The short sentences almost always give a feeling of control, even though they contain a series of dramatic actions, and even though we are told ‘the rushing speed of events confused me.’ Although we are told, twice in the first paragraph that Joe ‘screamed’, he does not originally mentions the pain (or fear) which causes this; it may be that the bitten-off style is an attempt to protect the writer from re-living the full trauma of the events, or of being accused of dramatizing his experience, but his own explanation is that, as he was ‘confused’ by ‘the rushing speed’, ‘I thought of the drop below but felt nothing.’
Long, overstuffed sentences, co-ordinating a series of events in one breathless rush, are often used to help the reader share something of the panic, confusion and sensory overload being described. Here, this effect is introduced in the second paragraph, as Joe describes the sudden awareness of pain which follows the actual fall: “Then pain flooded down my thigh — a fierce burning fire coming down the inside of my thigh, seeming to ball in my groin, building and building until I cried out at it, and my breathing came in ragged gasps.” Here the use of a dash is consistent with a kind of fracturing of the thought process; after that, each pause serves only to introduce a painful new development; the switch in tenses (from ‘flooded’ to ‘burning… seeming… building and building’) makes the pain seem more immediate, which explains why, eventually, ‘I cried out’. The breathlessness of the sentence is consistent with the subject matter since, t the very end of it, we are told that ‘my breathing came in ragged gasps.’ The loss of control described here is echoed by the fact that he does not describe himself as actively taking breaths: instead, ‘breathing came’ to him, as if beyond his control. The effect of this long sentence is enhanced by (1) contrast with the cool style of the first paragraph); (2) contrast with the fact that ‘everything was still, silent’ in the first sentence of the paragraph (in which the comma after ‘still’ creates a momentary pause, which echoes what is being described); (3) the fact that the paragraph ends with two fragments of gasped, exclamatory speech: ‘My leg!... My leg!’ This broken style, with each speech succeeded by an ellipsis (…) signifying something unfinished or cut short, returns in the ‘panic’ of his thoughts in paragraph 4: ‘Everyone said it… if there’s just two of you a broken ankle could turn into a death sentence… If it’s broken… ’
The single semi-colon in the passage comes at the very end. This punctuation mark is generally characteristic of rather intellectual, sophisticated writing, in which complete ideas are considered in parallel. It seems appropriate, therefore, that the writer uses it when describing his disciplined refusal to give way to the panic which would probably have proved fatal: ‘For an age I felt overwhelmed at the notion of being left; I felt like screaming, and I felt like crying, but stayed silent. If I said a word, I would panic.’
The coolness of much of the writing is particularly impressive because it contrasts with the speed, violence and horror of the subject matter: after all, the author has fallen down a mountain and ‘felt bones splitting’, expects that his partner will be ‘ripped’ from the mountain, and finds himself suspended ‘head down’ in the snow. The vocabulary of the passage reflects this – particularly the verbs, which often carry connotations of violence: ‘hit… splitting… catapulted… ripped… screamed…. jerked’. The adjectives are equally powerful: in the first paragraph, we find ‘shattering… head-first… rushing… sudden violent.’ When Joe sees the full extent of his injuries, and begins to panic, he does so by listing a series of rather frightening adjectives: ‘It wasn’t just broken, it was ruptured, twisted, crushed…’ His efforts to take a calm, rational view of his situation and of how he might survive it are marked by a return to a more clinical, medical language: ‘the impact had driven my lower leg up through the knee joint.’ You could argue that (1) his reluctance to mention the pain of his injuries during parts of the passage directly allows (or forces) the reader to fill the vacuum for him or herself; (2) that, in the moment of an injury, shock often prevents us feeling the pain we might have expected to feel (notice that, although he could see the ‘distortion’ of his knee, he ‘didn’t connect it to the pain’; (3) and that the restraint of the style relates to the practicality and self-discipline which allowed him to survive. 
Yet he does force us to recognise how much pain he is actually in, by
1: direct descriptions of the physical damage done, allowing us to make our own deductions about how it feels
2: direct statements that it does, actually, hurt: ‘then pain flooded my thigh… the pain which burnt in my groin… a searing spasm of pain cleared away my faintness’
3: figurative language designed to allow us to understand how intense the pain is: in the phrases quoted above, looking at the words ‘flooded’ and ‘burnt’ and ‘searing’ (which means burning); there is also reference to ‘a fierce, burning fire’, ‘the fireball’, and a ‘wave of nausea’. In each case, the metaphor makes us think of the pain itself as having the destructive, overpowering properties of a force of nature. The word ‘fierce’ might also suggest that he is the victim of active hostility.
He does occasionally use figurative writing to create an intense sense of the mood on other occasions: ‘my thoughts raced madly’; ‘something dark with dread’. The final sentence, ‘I could feel myself teetering on the edge of it’ is also metaphorical.
We have already mentioned that the thing Joe fear’s most is fear itself, as he needs to remain level-headed. A number of adjectives from the passage reinforce our view that he is struggling to make sense of what he is seeing:  “I lifted my head from the snow and stared, up across my chest, at a grotesque distortion in the right knee, twisting the leg into a strange zigzag.”
Other ideas: the slow, step-by-step description of the actions he takes to recover his position give us a chance to think about how painful each step must be, and how much strength of mind it would take to make the next step.
The writer combines (1) description with what actually happened with (2) a description of his attempts to understand his situation and his expectations, (3) memories of what other people have said about how such a situation might develop and (4) direct access to the actual words which went through his head at the time and (5) the words which he spoke.

The text, highlighted. I have colour coded selected examples of the following:
Adjectives and adverbs
Verbs associated with violent action or distress
Metaphorical language
References to pain
References to attempts (or failures) to understand the situation, and the fear of doing so
SPEECH; THOUGHT AND QUOTATIONS


I hit the slope at the base of the cliff before I saw it coming. I was facing into the 
slope and both knees locked as I struck it. I felt a shattering blow in my knee, felt 
bones splitting, and screamed. The impact catapulted me over backwards and down 
the slope of the East Face. I slid, head-first, on my back. The rushing speed of it 
confused me. I thought of the drop below but felt nothing. Simon would be ripped off 
the mountain. He couldn’t hold this. I screamed again as I jerked to a sudden violent 
stop. 

Everything was still, silent. My thoughts raced madly. Then pain flooded down my 
thigh — a fierce burning fire coming down the inside of my thigh, seeming to ball in 
my groin, building and building until I cried out at it, and my breathing came in 
ragged gasps. MY LEG! ... MY LEG! 

I hung, head down, on my back, left leg tangled in the rope above me and my 
right leg hanging slackly to one side. I lifted my head from the snow and stared, up 
across my chest, at a grotesque distortion in the right knee, twisting the leg into a 
strange zigzag. I didn’t connect it with the pain which burnt my groin. That had 
nothing to do with my knee. I kicked my left leg free of the rope and swung round 
until I was hanging against the snow on my chest, feet down. The pain eased. I 
kicked my left foot into the slope and stood up. 

A wave of nausea surged over me. I pressed my face into the snow, and the sharp 
cold seemed to calm me. Something terrible, something dark with dread occurred to 
me, and as I thought about it I felt the dark thought break into panic: ‘I’VE BROKEN 
MY LEG, THAT’S IT. I’M DEAD. EVERYONE SAID IT … IF THERE’S JUST TWO OF YOU A BROKEN 
ANKLE COULD TURN INTO A DEATH SENTENCE … IF IT’S BROKEN … IF … IT DOESN’T HURT SO 
MUCH, MAYBE I’VE JUST RIPPED SOMETHING.’ 

I kicked my right leg against the slope, feeling sure it wasn’t broken. My knee 
exploded. Bone grated, and the fireball rushed from groin to knee. I screamed. I 
looked down at the knee and could see it was broken, yet I tried not to believe what 
I was seeing. It wasn’t just broken, it was ruptured, twisted, crushed, and I could see 
the kink in the joint and knew what had happened. The impact had driven my lower 
leg up through the knee joint. … 

I dug my axes into the snow, and pounded my good leg deeply into the soft slope 
until I felt sure it wouldn’t slip. The effort brought back the nausea and I felt my 
head spin giddily to the point of fainting. I moved and a searing spasm of pain 
cleared away the faintness. I could see the summit of Seria Norte away to the west. I 
was not far below it. The sight drove home how desperately things had changed. We 
were above 19,000 feet, still on the ridge, and very much alone. I looked south at 
the small rise I had hoped to scale quickly and it seemed to grow with every second 
that I stared. I would never get over it. Simon would not be able to get me up it. He 
would leave me. He had no choice. I held my breath, thinking about it. Left here? 

Alone? … For an age I felt overwhelmed at the notion of being left; I felt like 
screaming, and I felt like swearing, but stayed silent. If I said a word, I would panic. I 
could feel myself teetering on the edge of it.


Stylistic analysis of Touching the Void,  part 2
Simon’s account [This account is, in fact, written by Joe after a series of interviews]
Key: Verbs worthy of comment
Adjectives and adverbs
Metaphorical language
References to pain
References to attempts (or failures) to understand the situation, and the fear of doing so
SPEECH; THOUGHT AND QUOTATIONS

Joe had disappeared behind a rise in the ridge and began moving faster than I could 
go. I was glad we had put the steep section behind us at last. … I felt tired and was 
grateful to be able to follow Joe’s tracks instead of breaking trail*. 

I rested a while when I saw that Joe had stopped moving. Obviously he had found 
an obstacle and I thought I would wait until he started moving again. When the rope 
moved again I trudged forward after it, slowly. 

Suddenly there was a sharp tug as the rope lashed out taut across the slope. I was 
pulled forward several feet as I pushed my axes into the snow and braced myself for 
another jerk. Nothing happened. I knew that Joe had fallen, but I couldn’t see him, 
so I stayed put. I waited for about ten minutes until the tautened rope went slack on 
the snow and I felt sure that Joe had got his weight off me. I began to move along his 
footsteps cautiously, half expecting something else to happen. I kept tensed up and 
ready to dig my axes in at the first sign of trouble. 

As I crested the rise, I could see down a slope to where the rope disappeared over 
the edge of a drop. I approached slowly, wondering what had happened. When I 
reached the top of the drop I saw Joe below me. He had one foot dug in and was 
leaning against the slope with his face buried in the snow. I asked him what had 
happened and he looked at me in surprise. I knew he was injured, but the 
significance didn’t hit me at first. 

He told me very calmly that he had broken his leg. He looked pathetic, and my 
immediate thought came without any emotion. … YOU’RE DEAD … NO TWO WAYS ABOUT 
IT! I think he knew it too. I could see it in his face. It was all totally rational. I knew 
where we were, I took in everything around me instantly, and knew he was dead. It 
never occurred to me that I might also die. I accepted without question that I could 
get off the mountain alone. I had no doubt about that. 

… Below him I could see thousands of feet of open face falling into the eastern 
glacier bay. I watched him quite dispassionately. I couldn’t help him, and it occurred 
to me that in all likelihood he would fall to his death. I wasn’t disturbed by the 
thought. In a way I hoped he would fall. I knew I couldn’t leave him while he was still 
fighting for it, but I had no idea how I might help him. I could get down. If I tried to 
get him down I might die with him. It didn’t frighten me. It just seemed a waste. It 
would be pointless. I kept staring at him, expecting him to fall … 

Joe Simpson 

*breaking trail: being in front


Analysis
This is, as one might expect, a good deal less dramatic than Joe’s account of his own fall. Simon doesn’t see the actual fall, is too far away to see the injury clearly, and does not, of course, feel the pain. As a result, the verbs used here are much less dramatic than those in the first passage. The most violent phrase here tells us that ‘the rope lashed out’, but on the whole the focus is on the struggle to understand what has happened, and on the sheer fatigue of climbing a mountain. Thus we hear that Simon ‘trudged’ upwards, having ‘rested’ for a while. He ‘braced’ to resist the jerk he expected from the rope but ‘nothing happened’. After that, he tells us that ‘I waited’ and then ‘began to move along.’ Joe has described his ‘racing’ brain and his sense of impending ‘panic’, but Simon is only ‘wondering’ what has happened. Once he has seen Joe beneath him on the mountain (described simply as having ‘one foot dug in and leaning’), he has a brief conversation with his partner; from then on, most of the verbs describe a cool process of mental analysis: ‘I knew’ (twice), ‘I took in everything’. Unlike Joe, he does not fight off frightening thoughts: ‘I accepted’. Like Joe, he describes some of his thinking in passive terms (‘my immediate thought came…’), but he makes the process sound oddly casual: ‘it occurred to me’ is a phrase one might use to describe a rather unimportant idea which has just pooped into one’s head. It contrasts strongly (and jars badly) with the fact that this this thought is ‘that in all likelihood he would fall to his death’. Only the fact that ‘I kept staring at him’ suggests how intensely involved he is in the drama taking place below him.
The adjectives and adverbs are also far less striking than they are in the other passage. As befits a man struggling his way up the mountain (as opposed to plunging down it), Simon describes himself as moving ‘slowly’. At the moment of the fall there is a brief change of tone, signalled by the use of words such as ‘suddenly’, ‘sharp’, ‘taut’ and ‘tensed’, but in general, the descriptive language is consistent with his own statement that ‘it was all totally rational’: Simon moves ‘cautiously’, then watches his friend ‘dispassionately’, his assessment of the situation occurring to him ‘obviously’; in this account, even Joe is described as speaking ‘calmly’, even if he does look ‘pathetic’. This, of course, is a rather ambiguous word: in modern English, it can mean that something inspires and deserves our pity, or that it is weak enough to be a bit contemptible: in context, it’s not entirely clear which meaning is dominant here. The rationality of all this, and the lack of emotion, might be said to be consistent with the complete absence of metaphors and similes from this passage: he simply isn’t describing anything which demands a movement beyond literal reportage; this may be connected with the fact that he does not comment on the pain which Joe must, presumably, be feeling. This may also explain why there are none of the long, over-stuffed sentences which occur in Joe’s account of his fall and fight against panic. In this quite characteristic passage we are offered a sequence of five simple sentences: each makes one and only one very clear statement. The longest sentence contains just twelve words; the other four contain a total of only 17: “I could get down. If I tried to get him down I might die with him. It didn’t frighten me. It just seemed a waste. It would be pointless.”

All of this might sound simply heartless. Again, however, we might speculate that the style communicates exactly the kind of clear-thinking, unemotional response which makes it possible to survive in an emergency, and which might reflect the numbing effect of shock. The statement that ‘I watched him quite dispassionately’ could only be written by someone who knew this was not the accepted response, and we could see his decision to tell us what he really thought as reflecting a conscious and rather brave determination to face up to the truth. Similarly, when Simon says that ‘in a way I hoped he would fall’, he offers none of the softening explanations which other writers might have thought necessary to rescue their own reputations: it might be possible to argue, for example, that it would be less traumatic and less painful to die at once in a huge fall than to slowly freeze to death while hanging upside down with a broken leg – but he does not. Nor does he labour the point that ‘I knew I couldn’t leave him while he was still fighting’, but the remark does at least steer us towards acknowledging that, despite his apparent heartlessness, he does not feel able to abandon his friend. The key to understanding his thought processes is probably his simple assessment that ‘I… knew he was dead’. He’s not, of course, but his fate is so certain that there is no real profit in thinking of him as being alive. After all, it is probably not only Simon who thinks this: ‘I think he knew it too. I could see it in his face.’ In general, the assumption must be that the calmness of the writing in this passage reflects both the shock and clarity of the moment, a refusal to make excuses, and a determination not to wallow in emotion. (Some readers might consider this reflects a distinctively masculine or even macho culture.) The account of what he thought (but did not say) is characteristic of the determination to face facts: ‘You’re dead… no two ways about it!’

In general, we can say that Simon communicates his experiences by:
telling us what actually happened from his point of view (neither man attempts to delve far into the other’s experiences, although there may be a trace of admiration in Simon’s comment that Joe speaks ‘calmly’); 
telling us what he saw and how he came to understand what the situation was (‘I knew he was injured, but the significance didn’t hit me at first’)
telling us what he felt (his thoughts came to him ‘without emotion’)
telling us what was said (‘he told me very calmly that he had broken his leg’) and
telling us what he thought: ‘You’re dead’. 
In addition, he communicates the clarity of his thought processes by writing very largely in short, simple sentences, and by excluding from his language the kind of violent and figurative language which makes some appearances in Joe’s account of his own sufferings.

Finally, we should probably make clear that we can only really enter into the two men’s minds if we really understand their situation. Both passages help us to do this by offering us quite a lot of specific information:
1. [From Joe’s account:] Joe hit the slope at the base of the cliff.
2. This shattered his knee.
3. He slid further down the hillside, head first.
4. He is climbing with a partner, Simon.
5. They are roped together.
6. There is a danger Simon will be ‘ripped off’ the mountain by Joe’s weight.
7. Joe finds himself hanging upside down, staring at his own injuries.
8. Friends have warned him about the likely consequences of an accident if he is climbing in the high mountains with only one partner.
9. ‘The impact had driven my lower leg up through my knee joint.’
10. After the fall, Joe still has his ice axes.
11. Joe assesses the situation and manages to get himself on his feet – a process which involves ‘pounding’ his leg into the snow. 
12. From his new position, Joe can ‘see the summit of Seria Norte away to the west’, and is ‘not far below it’. 
13. ‘We were above 19,000 feet, still on the ridge, and very much alone.’
14. Joe sees it as a simple fact that Simon will not be able to get him back up to the ridge, and will therefore leave him.
15. He makes a conscious effort to resist the temptation to panic.
16. [Much of the same information appears in Simon’s account; in addition, we learn that]:  Joe, who was moving more quickly, was the lead climber.
17. There seems to have been a slight pause before the fall.
18. Joe was out of Simon’s sight when he fell.
19. The impact pulled Joe forward several feet. He uses his own ice axes to prevent himself from being dragged further.
20. Simon waits for ten minutes after the fall before moving, as he needs to know he will not be carrying Joe’s weight.
21. The two men have a brief conversation, during with Joe ‘calmly’ tells his partner he has broken his leg.
22. Both men seem to have reached the conclusion that Joe was, effectively, already dead.
23. Simon assumes he can get off the mountain on his own, but sees that he might fall if he went down to Joe, which would be ‘pointless.’
24. Simon does not want to leave his friend while he is still alive; as the passage ends, he is still’ ‘staring at him, expecting him to fall.’



Your Guide to Beach Safety
Presentation
Colours: different colours are used to differentiate between topics; they both catch the reader’s attention and serve to organise the information. The leaflet is designed in red and yellow, the colours most associated with lifeguarding.  It also provides for effective contrast which adds to the pamphlet’s attempt to provide clear, bitesize information about protecting oneself at the beach.

Boxes: Information is constrained within the columns and boxes. Once again, this both draws attention to the information and organises it. 
Bullet points: These three elements allow a reader to easily identify information that interests them. The prospect of not having to read the pamphlet in its entirety might attract some readers who perhaps do not see themselves having the time to read the information otherwise.
	Page 2: The bullet points here are used to delineate the steps one must take when caught in a riptide. Plotting the information out makes it clear and easy to memorise—important when one finds oneself in a potentially stressful situation.
Page 3: The right-hand side of page three segments the bullet points with the use of headings. The headlines signal the type of information that is to follow. Everyone who plans on ‘boarding’ must read the first set of bullet points, but the following two sets of points are organised according to the type of boarding one plans on doing.
Headlines and Subheads: Headlines and subheads both draw attention to the text and organise it. A reader can therefore navigate the information easily.
Graphics: Graphics draw attention to key points in the article. 
Page 2: Two diagrams reiterate the information of the bullet-pointed information above about how what to do when caught in a rip tide. This is helpful for readers who might have trouble visualising the written information. The rescue information is written in bold for emphasis and it is accompanied by a hazard sign.  This is enclosed in a yellow box and is the only information on the page (apart from the RNLI postal address at the bottom), signalling its importance.  
Page 3: The images of different flags do the same thing on page 2. Written descriptions of the flags, along with what they mean, are joined by the images of the flags themselves. This makes them more memorable and more recognizable. On the bottom of page two we also see the use of signs; they literally sign-post the information in those boxes, and alert the reader to important information. Finally, there is a mix of graphic and writing in the RNLI logo (LifeBoats, LifeGuards, LifeFirst). The mix of colour, as well as the design which places the words ‘life’ one above the other, add more emphasis to the idea that the RNLI is devoted to saving and preserving ‘lives’.
Photographs: Photographs are also a means of drawing in the casual reader. Perhaps more importantly, they provide a human element to the pamphlet, which may provoke the reader into identifying with the information they are reading.
	Page 1: The photograph on the front cover shows two young children playing in the surf. They look happy and carefree. The photograph is joined by text that reiterates this idea of fun but also includes the idea of safety. “Your guide to a safe and fun time at the seaside” suggests that the two (safety and fun) go hand in hand. ).  It seems that the intention of the shot is to focus on the ‘fun time’ which is promised at the sea-side; the shot focuses on the two children, typically those who enjoy the sea-side the most but who are also the most vulnerable.  It is also the case that the leaflet is most likely intended for adults, and the use of children on the front cover may be a deliberate ploy to get parents to focus on how best to protect their children from harm.
Page 2: This photograph joins the anecdote, told from the point of view of a mother whose two sons were saved by the RNLI lifeguards after being caught in a rip tide. The photograph of the son and his mother emphasise the truth behind the story; it is evidence that accidents—and rescues—do really happen.
Page 4: The final photo captures a rescue-in-progress. The photograph supports the information in the text beside it, which lists a series of statistics about the resources of the RNLI as well as how many lives these resources have saved. In the photo, three lifeguards are saving one person; this presents a vision of a well-STOCKED organisation. The lifeboat as well as the gear the lifeguards are wearing, give the impression of a well-equipped and professional organisation.  








Text
Page 1: The strapline of the RNLI is “RNLI: Lifeboats, Lifeguards, Lifefirst”. The emphasis here is on ‘life’; its repetition (as well as the bolded text) signals that this is the RNLI’s first and perhaps only concern: keeping people alive. That said, the RNLI is not out to frighten its readers; the subhead on the front page (‘Your guide to a safe and fun time on the seaside”) signals that safety and fun are synonymous. Some of the most important information is on the back page, where a yellow box frames the emergency numbers, which are written in bold.
Page 2: The left hand column is headed ‘TRUE STORY’, thus attempting to highlight the real-life relevance of the safety information being imparted.  The right-hand column on rip tides complements the true story.
True Story: The dramatic nature of the story is signalled by the strap-line which tells us that ‘Carolyne Yard will never forget her holiday in June 2007’.  The phrase ‘never forget’ can be used in both a positive or negative context since events which are both happy or sad tend to be engrained upon the memory. The story is told by Carolyne, a mother whose two boys were caught in a riptide during their beach holiday. This first-hand account gives credence and believability to the ‘true’ story. Carolyne narrates the events in a conversational but direct manner; each sequence in the story is signalled by a new paragraph. Carolyne emphasises the emotional aspect of the story through her use of emotive language: her boys were in ‘shock’, she was crying, but also ‘relieved’. The story ends on Carolyne’s testament to the importance of the RNLI during the incident. She shows her gratitude by using slightly hyperbolic languages (she will be ‘eternally’ grateful) and considering the outcome of the accident if the RNLI had not shown up. Carolyne’s assurance that she will ‘always go to a lifeguard-patrolled beach’ since her accident suggests her understanding of the importance of the RNLI. Carolyn’s experience is meant to persuade the reader of the important role the RNLI plays in keeping people safe; on the other hand, it also suggests that we, as beach-goers, need to think twice before we swim on a beach that is not guarded by the RNLI.
Rips: This is a series of bullet-pointed information. The sentences are in the imperative, as they are directions for a person trapped in a riptide. The sentences are (mostly) simple, and very short. This makes them easy to remember in a stressful situation.

Page 3: These two columns do not make much use of narrative. Instead, they present information in bite-size segments so that it can be understood and remembered easily.
Flags: Each image of a flag is described and its significance explained in direct, easily understandable language. 
Surfing and Bodyboarding: The first two paragraphs begin with superlatives about swimming and surfing. Swimming is described positively as ‘one of the best all-around activities you can do’ and surfing/bodyboarding are called ‘fantastic fun’. The information that follows these opening lines, however, are warnings about the dangers that might befall someone engaging in these activities. Once again, the RNLI wants to promote fun, but safe fun. They do not want to put a reader off engaging in these activities, so they avoid sounding too severe by discussing their merits. This softens the blow of the very important, but slightly dull, safety information. The final paragraph also refers inexperienced surfers or bodyboarders to an authority—the British Surf Association. The bullet pointed information, much like that in the riptide section on page 2, is written in the imperative. The sentences are short and simple. They are grouped under the subheads of ‘always’ and ‘never’, which makes the nature of each action clear.
Page 4: This page focuses on the RNLI itself. Thus far, the pamphlet has focused almost entirely on providing free safety information to beach-goers. The last page is its opportunity to drum up support for the organisation.
Lifeboats and lifeguards: This section lists statistics about the RNLI’s resources and how these resources are used. The numbers are large and seem impressive—they have saved 137,000 lives since 1824. This section is persuasive because it reiterates the importance of the RNLI right before it begins asking something of its readers; a reader might be more convinced to volunteer or give money after reading these statistics.
Funded by you: This paragraph does not directly ask for its readers' money but does list is expenses. It also claims that 6 out of 10 rescues are funded by voluntary gifting. This signals the dependence the organisation has on its supporters. The headline uses pronoun ‘you’ so that the reader feels a responsibility towards the RNLI and might be more likely to give money.
Lifesaving Advice and Information: Here the RNLI advertises its resources and knowledge, providing a phone number and a website. This is one of the things that a donation would, presumably, support.
Ordinary People, Extraordinary Acts: The use of the adjectives ‘ordinary’ and ‘extraordinary’ suggest the regularity with which the RNLI manages to achieve impressive feats. It also suggests that the volunteers who work for the RNLI are well-trained. 
Beaches Need Lifeguards: The information in this red box is all in the name of donations. The first three sentences suggest the skill of the RNLI when it describes the rescue service as ‘seamless’. It also points to the importance, suggesting that because a person can drown in ‘seconds’ ‘experts’ are needed. The RNLI wants to add more lifeguards—after reading the entire pamphlet, the wisdom of this would be difficult to deny. The RNLI shows the urgency of their need for funding by detailing the cost of training and equipping a single lifeguard. This information culminates in a direct plea to ‘you’ the reader for ‘help’. By donating, the reader will actually be ‘helping save lives at sea’. This is a persuasive technique that makes the reader and possible donator feel flattered or important, and gives them an active role in the organisation. Finally, the pamphlet wraps up with a reiteration of the primary goal of the RNLI: ‘life first’.   




The subject of global warming has become impossible to ignore. But what are its implications? And is mankind really to blame?

The headline sets the piece up to be informative and educational.  The word ‘impossible’ signals the centrality of the issue to our everyday lives, and also implicitly suggests that you should read the article since you need to be informed about an issue of such magnitude.  The use of questions is designed to call attention to key issues and to suggest that the answers will be found in the article.  The second question also seems to suggest that the issue is more complex than we might imagine, suggesting that the article will challenge the status quo.
The text:
 Twenty years ago global warming was a fringe subject — it seemed absurd that we could be having an effect on the Earth’s climate. Today global warming has become a political hot potato and the majority of scientists agree that it is a reality and here to stay.

This depends on a temporal contrast designed to show the growth of the issue in terms of its importance and relevance to us today.  The first sentence reflects on the irrelevance of the subject twenty years ago, highlighted by the word “fringe”.  We are told that it “seemed absurd” that mankind affected the temperature of the earth, which imparts a truth about the attitude of the time whilst also implying that the attitude was mistaken: using ‘seemed’ draws attention to the notion of perception, which in turn makes the reader aware of other interpretations.  There is a big difference between the statement “it was absurd” and “it seemed absurd”.  The second sentence doesn’t impart any real information, but reinforces the notion of the relevance of the article you are about to read; the fact that it is described as a “political hot potato” confirms its status as an important and contentious subject, capable of damaging politicians, whilst the idea of the “majority of scientists” agreeing about its reality gives a nod to the debate as to whether or not global warming is a fact whilst also suggesting that the reader should feel quite comfortable believing in its reality because it has the weight of scientific authority behind it.  Its enduring relevance is highlighted by the statement that it is “here to stay”; this also perhaps implies that it needs to be dealt with and can’t be ignored.

What is global warming?

Extra carbon dioxide [CO2] in the atmosphere enhances a natural process known as the greenhouse effect. Greenhouse gases, such as carbon dioxide, absorb heat and release it slowly. Without this process, Earth would be too cold for life to survive.

Over the past 200 years mankind has increased the proportion of greenhouse gases in the Earth’s atmosphere, primarily by burning fossil fuels. The higher levels of greenhouse gases are causing our planet to warm — global warming.

The text sets itself up to educate its reader – it is after all from the Guardian supplement “Science Course Part III: the earth” – so the bold questions provide the focus for each section.
The fact that global warming needs to be explained confirms that the article does not assume much knowledge on the part of its readership.  Carbon dioxide is glossed as “CO2” and even the “greenhouse effect” is explained.  This takes the whole paragraph. The language is fairly straightforward and the concept is explained in stages.

Is global warming really caused by
humans?
Since 1958 scientists at the Mauna Loa Observatory in Hawaii have taken continuous measurements of atmospheric carbon dioxide. The levels go up and down with the seasons, but overall they demonstrate a relentless rise.

Bubbles of gas from ice cores and the chemical composition of fossil shells provide us with a record of atmospheric carbon dioxide going back millions of years. There have been warm periods in the past where carbon dioxide was at levels similar to those seen today. However, the rate of change that we see today is exceptional: carbon dioxide levels have never risen so fast. By 2000 they were 17% higher than in 1959.

Accompanying this rapid increase in carbon dioxide we see a rise in average global temperatures. Warming in the past 100 years has caused about a 0.8C increase in global average temperature. Eleven of the 12 years in the period 1995-2006 rank among the top 12 warmest years since 1850.

There is little doubt that humanity is responsible for the rapid rise in carbon dioxide levels. The rise in temperatures that has accompanied our fossil fuel addiction seem too much of a coincidence to be just chance. Most people now agree that our actions are having an effect on Earth’s climate.

The question is an important one and implicitly refers back to the headline.  It is explained in 208 words, so the issue will obviously be simplified; the article is intending to give you the basic idea, but will necessarily skip over issues.
The first paragraph attempts to give credibility to the argument that the earth is warming up.  Over 50 years of data is alluded to and the name of the observatory is given to add greater precision to the authority being cited.  The article acknowledges that levels “go up and down with the seasons”, in an attempt to gain credibility by acknowledging an obvious truth, before stating that a “relentless rise” in temperatures has taken place overall.  The use of alliteration here arguably gives greater force to the concept of the rise, which is itself intensified by the associations of ‘relentless’, which confirms that the rise has been continuous and unyielding.  The word is important since it implies that there has never been an occasion since 1958 when temperatures have settled.
The second paragraph again contextualises the overall question; it still deals with proof about temperatures rising but also attempts to set up the fact that today’s current rate of change is “exceptional”.  It does this by acknowledging the ability to measure temperatures over millions of years, again hinting at the fact that ‘scientists can’t be wrong about this’ because they have the data.  The idea of the exceptional nature of the rise of CO2 levels is highlighted by the arguably redundant explanation of the word ‘exceptional’ with “carbon dioxide levels have never risen so fast.”  Equally, a statistic is given immediately afterwards which reinforces the sense of certainty about the data (when in actual fact it is quite meaningless – what does a 17% rise in temperatures since 1959 really mean?).
The third paragraph continues to give the reader facts which ‘prove’ that global warming is happening at an unprecedented rate.
The fourth paragraph concludes the argument emphatically, stating that there is “little doubt” that mankind is responsible.  Technically, the statement is measured since it does accept that there is some room for doubt, but it is also a strong statement in itself.  We are told that mankind has an “addiction” to fossil fuels, which seems oddly judgemental given the context, but this confirms that the article sees the issue as mankind’s fault and perhaps hints at it being a judgement upon our sinfulness, thus implying that we ought to ‘go green’; the Guardian does of course love the environment.  The final sentence closes the issue using the force of public opinion: “most people” agree with the notion, so we probably ought to as well.
How hot will it get?
Estimates from some of the world’s best climate scientists — the Intergovernmental Panel on Climate Change (IPCC) — suggest that the average global temperature will have risen between 2.5C and 10.4C by 2100.

Whether it will be the lower or upper end of this estimate is unclear. Currently, oceans and trees are helping to mop up some of the heat by absorbing carbon dioxide, but eventually they will reach capacity and be unable to absorb more. At this point the atmosphere will take the full load, potentially pushing temperatures sky high.

Having ‘proved’ that global warming is happening and our fault, the next natural question is asked and answered for us.  The estimate is given credibility by the article telling us that it is from “the world’s best climate scientists” and we are given its name which again gives it a sense of authority.  We are also given the temperatures correct to one decimal place. The imagery of household cleaning is used to explain carbon dioxide, implicitly comparing it to a spillage on the floor so that the everyday reader can understand the concept of saturation.  “Pushing temperatures sky high” is also an exaggeration in the sense that one is talking about a maximum 8 degree rise, not something which will turn into a furnace.
Is it just carbon dioxide we need to worry
about?

No. Carbon dioxide is just one of a number of greenhouse gases, which include water
vapour, methane, nitrous oxide and ozone. Livestock farming (farting cows) and rice paddy farming (rotting vegetation) have contributed to higher levels of methane in the atmosphere.

What is more, methane has a nasty sting in its tail. Although it only hangs around in the atmosphere for about 10 years, it is far more potent as a greenhouse gas, trapping about 20 times as much heat as carbon dioxide.

The question is answered emphatically: ‘no’.  The certainty with which this is stated, combined with the brute simplicity of it, is designed to leave no room for debate and naturally introduces the relevance of the reminder of the paragraph.  The major gases are given their scientific names which are not explained to the reader, perhaps flattering us into believing that we know what they are, and certainly imparting key information quickly and authoritatively.  The explanation of livestock farming as “farting cows” is an example of demotic humour, making complex concepts sound easily explicable and (paradoxically) makes the reader more likely to plough on and accept the dry, humourless science.  The explanation of rice paddy farming as “rotting vegetation” helps us to believe that all complex ideas can be easily understood if explained simply.
The second paragraph presents methane as a dangerous animal, a scorpion.  It is dramatic and suggests that methane, often a subject of humour because of its associations with ‘farting’ is actually more serious than one might image.  This prepares the reader for the second sentence which explains the sting: methane traps 20 times more heat than carbon dioxide and is therefore much more potent as a greenhouse gas.  Its presentation as something which “hangs around” suggests that it is a casual gas, personified here, but something which is a force to be reckoned with.

What are tipping points?

A steady rise in greenhouse gases won’t necessarily cause a steady rise in global temperatures. Earth’s climate is highly complicated and scientists fear that many delicate thresholds exist, which once passed could trigger a dramatic change. These thresholds have become known as “tipping points”.

One potential trigger could be the release of methane from methane clathrate compounds buried on the sea floor. Currently these deposits are frozen, but if the oceans warm sufficiently they could melt, burping vast quantities of methane into the atmosphere. Scientists fear that this sudden release may cause a runaway greenhouse effect.

With her use of “won’t” in the first sentence, the reader notices that this is the first time the writer has felt sufficiently relaxed to contract the verb form.  She must feel to a reasonable degree intimate with us by now, and we begin to feel that we have been ushered into her confidence.  We are told that earth’s climate is “highly complicated”, preparing the reader to skip over the issue because it is not explicable with ease, but we learn the key information, which is that “scientists” (who know what they’re talking about) worry about thresholds.  Having made the first part of the article look heavy with scientific fact and explanation, and confident that she now has the reader on side, the writer abandons any pretence at scientific demonstration and contents herself with the all-purpose journalistic ‘scientists fear’, which is then repeated in the second paragraph.  The use of “fear” creates drama, as does the use of the verb “trigger” which brings with it the threat of danger through its connotations of weaponry and explosions.
The writer skips over what methane calthrate compounds are, but we are given an insight into what will happen through the use of the demotic image of the “burping” of “vast quantities of methane into the atmosphere”.  This appeals to the humour of the bodily function which is so crucial to English culture whilst also ensuring that any layman can understand a potentially complex idea; this is compounded by the use of “vast” to intensify the idea of the expelled methane.  The drama is heightened by the greenhouse effect being described as “runaway”, which is designed to scare.  It is linked to the ‘addiction’ to fossil fuels because it suggests that there is no way for us to stop this.
How will global warming affect us?

Although average global temperatures are predicted to rise, this doesn’t necessarily mean that we’ll be sitting in our deckchairs all year round. The extra energy from the added warmth in the Earth’s atmosphere will need to find a release, and the result is likely to be more extreme weather.


The question is pertinent to the reader and the writer answers it casually, using contractions again (“doesn’t”) and creates an intimacy with the reader by suggesting the image of “us all” “sitting in our deckchairs all year”.  It suggests that we are all in this together.  We are told that “extreme weather” will be the result, which is in no way supported, presumably because by this time the writer feels she has no need to prove herself to the reader.


If we stop emitting CO2 now will it get better straight away?

Unfortunately not. Research shows that we are already committed to an average global temperature rise of nearly 1C, lasting for at least the next 500 years.
A final question which is a reasonable conclusion for someone to draw, is battered down.  But it is interesting to see that it is not a simple ‘no’: the use of “unfortunately not” implies that she shares our desire to sort this out but she is gently letting down the reader.  Unnamed “research” tells us that temperatures will rise each year; we believe it because by now we trust the writer.  We are left with the sense that there is little to do.  At least we are better informed.


A Game of Polo With a Headless Goat notes
Three races: 
The donkey race: 
· ‘two approaching donkey carts… almost dwarfed by their entourage… ‘
· ‘The Kibla donkey is said to achieve speeds of up to 40kph, and this looked close. The two were neck-and-neck, their jockeys perched on top of the tiny carts using their whips energetically, although not cruelly.’
· ‘the two donkeys, still running close and amazingly not put off by the uproar just behind them.’
· ‘Just as they were reaching the finishing line , there was a near pile-up as the leading donkey swerved, lost his footing and he and the cart tumbled over.’
The spectators’ race: 
· ‘Several vehicles went past, and some donkey-carts carrying spectators’
· ‘a cloud of fumes and dust created by some fifty vehicles roaring up in their wake… The two donkeys were almost dwarfed by their entourage…’
· ‘horns tooting, bells ringing, and the special rattles used just for this purpose (like maracas, a metal container filled with dried beans.) Men standing on top of their cars and vans, hanging out of taxis and perched on lorries, all cheered and shouted, while the vehicles jostled to get in front of the convoy’
· ‘This was Formula One without rules, or a city-centre rush hour gone anarchic; a complete flouting of every type of traffic rule and common sense.’
· ‘It was survival of the fittest… no lane discipline here’
· ‘quick reflexes to spot a gap… nerves of steel, and an effective horn.’
· ‘There were two races – the motorized spectators at the back; in front, the two donkeys, still running close and amazingly not put off by the uproar just behind them.’
· ‘everyone picked up speed’
The writers’ race to get the best pictures 
· ‘I asked the lads if we could join the ‘Wacky races’… and they loved the idea.’
· ‘The two lads… were suddenly fired up with enthusiasm… the lads remained confident.’
· ‘Yaqoob chose exactly the right moment to edge out of the road and swerve in front of the nearest car, finding the perfect place to see the two donkeys and at the front of the vehicles…’
· ‘Our young driver relished this unusual test of driving skills… Yaqoob loved it. We stayed near to the front, his hand permanently on the horn and his language growing more colourful with every vehicle that tried to cut in front.’
Balance: more on the spectators, and on the writer’s assistants. An anthropological and journalistic piece, rather than a straight-forward match report. Think of the MISSING information: names of donkeys or jockeys; their reputations; distance run; the construction of the carts; the clothing of the jockeys…
Description: 
· ‘a cloud of fumes and dust created by some fifty vehicles roaring up in their wake…’ 
· ‘The two donkeys were almost dwarfed by their entourage…’
· ‘…horns tooting, bells ringing, and the special rattles used just for this purpose (like maracas, a metal container filled with dried beans.) Men standing on top of their cars and vans, hanging out of taxis and perched on lorries, all cheered and shouted, while the vehicles jostled to get in front of the convoy’
· ‘Voices were raised, fists were out and tempers rising.’
Dialogue: 
· ‘Oh yes, that’s no problem.’ 
· ‘Coming, coming.’ 
· ‘It’s still not resolved,’ said Iqbal, ‘but it’s starting to get nasty. I think we should leave.’
Informational writing: 
· ‘The Kibla donkey is said to achieve speeds of up to 40kph, and this looked close.’ 
· ‘…special rattles used just for this purpose (like maracas, a metal container filled with dried beans.)’  
· ‘Men standing on top of their cars and vans…’ 
· ‘There were over a hundred punters who had staked money on the race.’
Narrative (and narrative technique): 
· ‘We drove off to find the best viewing spot, which turned out to be the crest of the hill…’ 
· ‘Just as I was assuming that the race had been cancelled…’ 
· ‘As they drew nearer, Yaqoob revved up…’ ‘
· And then the trouble began.’ 
· ‘I assumed the winner was the one who completed the race but it was not seen that way by everyone.’ 
· ‘They both found this hilarious, but I was glad they hadn’t told me before…’
Evaluation / Commentary: Explicit judgements and attempts to interpret events: 
· ‘I was beginning to feel rather silly’ 
· ‘I was beginning to lose faith in its happening ‘I was assuming’ 
· ‘there was no denying’ 
· ‘This was Formula One without rules… a complete flouting of every type of traffic rule and common sense.’ 
· ‘I assumed the winner was the one… some were claiming that the donkey had fallen because the other one had ridden too close to them…’ 
· ‘an inexperienced, underage driver causing a massive pile-up in the middle of the high-stakes donkey race could have caused problems.’

Humour: 
· ‘the Wacky Races’
· ‘a villager on a wobbly bicycle who nearly fell off as he cycled past’
· ‘his language growing more colourful’
· ‘They both found this hilarious.’
Movement and excitement: 
· ‘a cloud of fumes and dust created by some fifty vehicles roaring up in their wake…’
· ‘Men standing on top of their cars and vans… hanging out of taxis and perched on lorries, all cheered and shouted, while the vehicles jostled to get in front of the convoy’
· ‘Voices were raised, fists were out and tempers rising.’
·  ‘This was Formula One without rules, or a city-centre rush hour gone anarchic; a complete flouting of every type of traffic rule and common sense.’
· ‘It was survival of the fittest… no lane discipline here’
· ‘quick reflexes to spot a gap… nerves of steel, and an effective horn.’
· 
Onomatopoeia and evocations of sounds
the noise of the approaching vehicles grew: …tooting… ringing… rattles… all cheered and shouted… his hand permanently on the horn and his language growing more colourful… voices were raised… the bookmakers were trying to insist…
Visual images
· ‘a cloud of fumes and dust’ 
· ‘almost dwarfed’ 
· ‘perched on top of the tiny carts’
· ‘Men standing on top of their cars and vans, hanging out of taxis and perched on lorries’ 
· ‘fists were out’
More serious moments: 
· ‘And then the trouble began.’ 
· ‘there were over a hundred punters who… had strong opinions…’
· ‘Voices were raised, fists were out and tempers were rising.’
· ‘Everyone gathered around one jockey and official.’
· ‘Yaqoob and Iqbal were nervous of hanging around a volatile situation’
· ‘… ordering me to stay inside the car…’
· ‘it’s starting to get nasty.’
· ‘an inexperienced, underage driver causing a massive pile-up in the middle of the high-stakes donkey race could have caused problems.’


From A Game of Polo with a Headless Goat 

Emma Levine travelled throughout Asia researching and filming unusual sports. In 
this passage she writes about a donkey race in Karachi. 

Key: Nouns
Verbs and actions
Adjectives and adverbs
Comparisons designed to make things clearer for a European audience
Phrases designed to give an impression of eccentricity or absurdity, including playful overstatement
PASSAGES IN WHICH PARAGRAPH AND SENTENCE STRUCTURE ARE USED FOR IDENTIFIABLE EFFECT
Clichés


We drove off to find the best viewing spot, which turned out to be the crest of 
the hill so we could see the approaching race. I asked the lads if we could join in the 
‘Wacky Races’ and follow the donkeys, and they loved the idea. ‘We'll open the car 
boot, you climb inside and point your camera towards the race. As the donkeys 
overtake us, we'll join the cars.’ ‘But will you try and get to the front?’ ‘Oh yes, 
that’s no problem.’ 

The two lads who had never been interested in this Karachi sport were suddenly 
fired up with enthusiasm. We waited for eternity on the brow of the hill, me perched 
in the boot with a zoom lens pointing out. Nearly one hour later I was beginning to 
feel rather silly when the only action was a villager on a wobbly bicycle, who nearly 
fell off as he cycled past and gazed around at us. 

Several vehicles went past, and some donkey-carts carrying spectators. ‘Are they 
coming?’ we called out to them. ‘Coming, coming,’ came the reply. I was beginning 
to lose faith in its happening, but the lads remained confident. 

Just as I was assuming that the race had been cancelled, we spotted two 
approaching donkey-carts in front of a cloud of fumes and dust created by some fifty 
vehicles roaring up in their wake. As they drew nearer, Yaqoob revved up the engine 
and began to inch the car out of the lay-by. The two donkeys were almost dwarfed 
by their entourage; but there was no denying their speed — the Kibla donkey is said 
to achieve speeds of up to 40 kph, and this looked close. The two were neck-and neck, 
their jockeys perched on top of the tiny carts using their whips energetically, 
although not cruelly. 

THE NOISE OF THE APPROACHING VEHICLES GREW; HORNS TOOTING, BELLS RINGING, AND THE 
SPECIAL RATTLES USED JUST FOR THIS PURPOSE (LIKE MARACAS, A METAL CONTAINER FILLED WITH 
DRIED BEANS). Men standing on top of their cars and vans, hanging out of taxis and 
perched on lorries, all cheered and shouted, while the vehicles jostled to get to the 
front of the convoy. 

Yaqoob chose exactly the right moment to edge out of the road and swerve in 
front of the nearest car, finding the perfect place to see the two donkeys and at the 
30 front of the vehicles. This was Formula One without rules, or a city-centre rush hour 
gone anarchic; a complete flouting of every type of traffic rule and common sense. 

Our young driver relished this unusual test of driving skills. IT WAS SURVIVAL OF THE 
FITTEST, AND DEPENDED UPON THE ABILITY TO CUT IN FRONT OF A VEHICLE WITH A SHARP FLICK 
OF THE STEERING WHEEL (NO LANE DISCIPLINE HERE); QUICK REFLEXES TO SPOT A GAP IN THE 
TRAFFIC FOR A COUPLE OF SECONDS; NERVES OF STEEL, AND AN EFFECTIVE HORN. THERE WERE 
TWO RACES — THE MOTORIZED SPECTATORS AT THE BACK; IN FRONT, THE TWO DONKEYS, STILL RUNNING CLOSE AND AMAZINGLY NOT PUT OFF BY THE UPROAR JUST BEHIND THEM. AHEAD OF THE  DONKEYS, ONCOMING TRAFFIC — FOR IT WAS A MAIN ROAD — HAD TO DIVE INTO THE DITCH AND WAIT THERE UNTIL WE HAD PASSED. YAQOOB LOVED IT. We stayed near to the front, his hand permanently on the horn and his language growing more colourful with every 
vehicle that tried to cut in front. … 

The road straightened and levelled, and everyone picked up speed as we neared 
the end of the race. BUT JUST AS THEY WERE REACHING THE FINISHING LINE, THE HOSPITAL 
GATE, THERE WAS A NEAR PILE-UP AS THE LEADING DONKEY SWERVED, LOST HIS FOOTING AND HE AND THE CART TUMBLED OVER. THE RACE WAS OVER. 

AND THEN THE TROUBLE BEGAN. I assumed the winner was the one who completed 
the race but it was not seen that way by everyone. Apart from the two jockeys and 
'officials' (who, it turned out, were actually monitoring the race) there were over a 
hundred punters who had all staked money on the race, and therefore had strong 
opinions. Some were claiming that the donkey had fallen because the other one had 
been ridden too close to him. VOICES WERE RAISED, FISTS WERE OUT AND TEMPERS RISING. 
Everyone gathered around one jockey and official, while the bookmakers were trying 
to insist that the race should be re-run. 

Yaqoob and Iqbal were nervous of hanging around a volatile situation. They 
agreed to find out for me what was happening, ordering me to stay inside the car as 
they were swallowed up by the crowd. They emerged sometime later. ‘It’s still not 
resolved,’ said Iqbal, ‘but it's starting to get nasty. I think we should leave.’ As we 
drove away, Yaqoob reflected on his driving skills. ‘I really enjoyed that,’ he said as 
we drove off at a more sedate pace. ‘But I don't even have my licence yet because 
I'm underage!’ 

They both found this hilarious, but I was glad he hadn’t told me before; an 
inexperienced, underage driver causing a massive pile-up in the middle of the high-
stakes donkey race could have caused problems. 


Emma Levine




Stylistic analysis of A Passage to Africa
Key: adverbs and adjectives
Verbs
Abstract nouns
Information
Words communicating a sense of urgency
Metaphor and simile
Parallelism 
References to the reader (or the writer)
References to the writer’s status as a journalist, and the craft of journalism, and his struggle to understand his feelings
Understatement and other jarringly unexpected tones


George Alagiah writes about his experiences as a television reporter during the 
war in Somalia, Africa in the 1990s. He won a special award for his report on the 
incidents described in this passage. 

I saw a thousand hungry, lean, scared and betrayed faces as I criss-crossed Somalia 
between the end of 1991 and December 1992, but there is one I will never forget. 

I was in a little hamlet just outside Gufgaduud, a village in the back of beyond, a 
place the aid agencies had yet to reach. In my notebook I had jotted down 
instructions on how to get there. ‘Take the Badale Road for a few kilometres till the 
end of the tarmac, turn right on to a dirt track, stay on it for about forty-five 
minutes — Gufgaduud. Go another fifteen minutes approx. — like a ghost village.’ … 

In the ghoulish manner of journalists on the hunt for the most striking pictures, 
my cameraman … and I tramped from one hut to another. What might have appalled 
us when we'd started our trip just a few days before no longer impressed us much. 
The search for the shocking is like the craving for a drug: you require heavier and 
more frequent doses the longer you're at it. Pictures that stun the editors one day 
are written off as the same old stuff the next. This sounds callous, but it is just a 
fact of life. It's how we collect and compile the images that so move people in the 
comfort of their sitting rooms back home. 

There was Amina Abdirahman, who had gone out that morning in search of wild, 
edible roots, leaving her two young girls lying on the dirt floor of their hut. They had 
been sick for days, and were reaching the final, enervating stages of terminal 
hunger. Habiba was ten years old and her sister, Ayaan, was nine. By the time Amina 
returned, she had only one daughter. Habiba had died. No rage, no whimpering, just 
a passing away — that simple, frictionless, motionless deliverance from a state of 
half-life to death itself. It was, as I said at the time in my dispatch, a vision of 
‘famine away from the headlines, a famine of quiet suffering and lonely death’. 

There was the old woman who lay in her hut, abandoned by relations who were 
too weak to carry her on their journey to find food. It was the smell that drew me to 
her doorway: the smell of decaying flesh. Where her shinbone should have been 
there was a festering wound the size of my hand. She’d been shot in the leg as the 
retreating army of the deposed dictator … took revenge on whoever it found in its 
way. The shattered leg had fused into the gentle V-shape of a boomerang. It was 
rotting; she was rotting. You could see it in her sick, yellow eyes and smell it in the 
putrid air she recycled with every struggling breath she took. 

And then there was the face I will never forget. 

My reaction to everyone else I met that day was a mixture of pity and revulsion*. 
Yes, revulsion. The degeneration of the human body, sucked of its natural vitality by 
the twin evils of hunger and disease, is a disgusting thing. We never say so in our TV 
reports. It’s a taboo that has yet to be breached. To be in a feeding centre is to hear 
and smell the excretion of fluids by people who are beyond controlling their bodily 
functions. To be in a feeding centre is surreptitiously* to wipe your hands on the back of your trousers after you’ve held the clammy palm of a mother who has just cleaned vomit from her child’s mouth. 

There’s pity, too, because even in this state of utter despair they aspire to a 
dignity that is almost impossible to achieve. An old woman will cover her shrivelled 
body with a soiled cloth as your gaze turns towards her. Or the old and dying man 
who keeps his hoe next to the mat with which, one day soon, they will shroud his 
corpse, as if he means to go out and till the soil once all this is over. 

I saw that face for only a few seconds, a fleeting meeting of eyes before the face 
turned away, as its owner retreated into the darkness of another hut. In those brief 
moments there had been a smile, not from me, but from the face. It was not a smile 
of greeting, it was not a smile of joy — how could it be? — but it was a smile 
nonetheless. It touched me in a way I could not explain. It moved me in a way that 
went beyond pity or revulsion. 

What was it about that smile? I had to find out. I urged my translator to ask the 
man why he had smiled. He came back with an answer. ‘It's just that he was 
embarrassed to be found in this condition,’ the translator explained. And then it 
clicked. That's what the smile had been about. It was the feeble smile that goes with 
apology, the kind of smile you might give if you felt you had done something wrong. 

Normally inured* to stories of suffering, accustomed to the evidence of 
deprivation, I was unsettled by this one smile in a way I had never been before. 
There is an unwritten code between the journalist and his subjects in these 
situations. The journalist observes, the subject is observed. The journalist is active, 
the subject is passive. But this smile had turned the tables on that tacit agreement. 
Without uttering a single word, the man had posed a question that cut to the heart 
of the relationship between me and him, between us and them, between the rich 
world and the poor world. If he was embarrassed to be found weakened by hunger 
and ground down by conflict, how should I feel to be standing there so strong and 
confident? 

I resolved there and then that I would write the story of Gufgaduud with all the 
power and purpose I could muster. It seemed at the time, and still does, the only 
adequate answer a reporter can give to the man's question. 

I have one regret about that brief encounter in Gufgaduud. Having searched 
through my notes and studied the dispatch that the BBC broadcast, I see that I never 
found out what the man's name was. Yet meeting him was a seminal moment in the 
gradual collection of experiences we call context. Facts and figures are the easy part 
of journalism. Knowing where they sit in the great scheme of things is much harder. 
So, my nameless friend, if you are still alive, I owe you one. 

George Alagiah 

*revulsion: disgust 
*surreptitiously: secretly 
*inured: hardened  

This is a passage rich in information. We know that the author ‘criss-crossed Somalia 
between the end of 1991 and December 1992’, and that one day he was ‘in a little hamlet just outside Gufgaduud, a village in the back of beyond, a 
place the aid agencies had yet to reach’. If we followed the directions ‘jotted down’ in a notebook at the time, we could find the village for ourselves. We know that he, a reporter for the BBc, ‘tramped’ from hut to hut with his cameraman, and we know who they encountered. We learn about Amina Abdirahman: what she ate (she had been searching for ‘wild, edible roots’), that she had two daughters (we know their names and ages); that her ‘hut’ has a ‘dirt floor’; that, since her daughters were lying on that floor, there was presumably no furniture, and that one of them died during her absence.  Similarly, we learn of ‘the old woman who lay in her hut, abandoned by relations who were too weak to carry her’, about her wound, and its appearance, and about the political context in which she was injured: ‘She’d been shot in the leg as the retreating army of the deposed dictator.’ We hear a lot about what typically happens in field hospitals where, for example, a journalist might hold ‘the clammy palm of a mother who has just cleaned vomit from her child’s mouth’, or when old men, as they lie dying, keep their tools nearby in the hope that they will, one day, be able to return to the fields. And we hear about ‘the one face I will never forget’, which disappeared after giving a brief smile, because the nameless man was, according to the translator ‘embarrassed to be found in this condition’. 

Yet, while Alagiah discusses a number of facts, a surprising number of the nouns here are abstract, an indicator of the fact that his real concern is with emotions, values and ideas. We hear of a journalists ‘search’ for ‘the shocking’ as being like ‘a craving’. We contrast the desperation of his subjects’ lives with ‘the comfort’ in which the viewer is allowed to observe them. We hear about ‘suffering ‘and ‘death’ which can seem more like a release or ‘deliverance’, and how ‘hunger’ and ‘disease’ can result in ‘the degeneration’ of the body as it is robbed of ‘its natural vitality’. 
We hear about the reporters’ characteristic emotions of ‘pity and revulsion’, and about what comes to appear to be the victims’ most urgent need: ‘dignity’, without which there is ‘despair’.

This craving for ‘dignity’ is, of course, at the root of the nameless man’s embarrassment, and it goes to the heart of Alagaiah’s anxieties and the decision he makes as a result of the experiences described here. His professional curiosity, and the need to find ‘pictures that stun the editors’ and to ‘collect and compile the images’ which will be watched at home, is displaced by a personal need to understand what he has seen: ‘I had to find out.’ The impact of the passage is particularly strong because the trigger for the writer’s desperation is not, apparently, as traumatic as the wounds, death and squalor described elsewhere. In fact, the nameless man comes to be thought of as ‘my friend’ precisely because his behaviour helps Alagaiah to see him as being on the same level, behaving just as he, or the reader, would behave in easily understood circumstances: ‘And then it clicked. That's what the smile had been about. It was the feeble smile that goes with apology, the kind of smile you might give if you felt you had done something wrong.’

This revelation changes Alagiah’s whole attitude to and understanding of his job, which may be why there is so much abstraction in the passage: the drama here is an intellectual one, and the passage explains his move from how he had ‘normally’ been (‘inured’ and ‘accustomed’ to what he sees) to being ‘unsettled’ in a decisive moment: ‘Without uttering a single word, the man had posed a question’. It leads him, in the end, to offer his own thoughts about another abstraction: ‘journalism’: ‘facts and figures are the easy part of what we call journalism.’ From now on in (and we notice how often he stresses that this was a ‘seminal moment’ of transformation from him, he will write as a campaigner, not a disinterested collector of data: ‘I resolved there and then that I would write the story of Gufgaduud with all the 
power and purpose I could muster.’ That word ‘resolved’ is a lot more heroic than the available alternative, ‘decided’; and ‘power and purpose’ is an alliterative pair of verbs which draw some of their impact from the initial, plosive ‘p’.

This kind of craft – the attention to the sound as well as the literal meaning of writing, is very obvious throughout the passage. We notice, for example, that the writer makes sure he has given information about what he sees, what he hears, what he smells, and even what he physically feels – noting the ‘clammy hand’ of the woman who has just cleared a child’s vomit from its mouth. He uses traditional devices like the sudden use of an emotionally significant sentence as an entire paragraph – although here he intensifies the effect by giving this prominence to what is, in fact, only a sentence fragment: ‘And then there was the face I will never forget.’ He carefully manipulates the attention of the reader – in this case, for example, by introducing ‘the face’ which is evidently the focus of the whole passage, but then ignoring it for a while as he takes time to discuss the emotions of ‘pity and revulsion’, thus ensuring that even the most unfocused reader remains attentive as he moves away from the more obviously dramatic subject of what he actually saw. He shocks the reader with moments of apparent heartlessness, such as his use of that word ‘revulsion’ or the off-hand, indirect statement that ‘By the time Amina 
returned, she had only one daughter’, or the unexpected use of the word ‘gentle’ in the vile context of ‘The shattered leg had fused into the gentle V-shape of a boomerang’. He defiantly challenges the reader’s likely reaction by repeating, clarifying and intensifying words and ideas which might be considered controversial: ‘My reaction to everyone else I met that day was a mixture of pity and revulsion*. Yes, revulsion.’ He allows the tone to oscillate between his use of the language of a highly literate adult (‘inured’, ‘revulsion’, ‘surreptitiously’), detailed descriptions of the kind of queasy physical detail we would rather ignore (It was the smell…the smell of decaying flesh... there was a festering wound the size of my hand… It was rotting’) and phrases which belong in an informal conversation (‘I owe you one’).
The device he uses most often is parallelism – the deliberate echoing, in a succession of statements, of either grammatical structures or of specific words. This is particularly effective when he challenges the ‘unwritten code’ which implies that journalists and their subjects are absolutely separate from each other and even each other’s opposites:  ‘The journalist observes, the subject is observed. The journalist is active, the subject is passive.’ The neatness of the rhetorical structure echoes the neatness of the arrangement. Sometimes, as in his repetition of ‘it was not a smile of… it was not a smile of… but it was a smile’, we see that this device gives the impression of someone obsessively mulling over something they cannot quite understand; at others, as in the already quoted ‘yes, revulsion’, the repetition intensifies what has already been said, often leading on to a justification of clarification of the writer’s position.
To conclude, while Alagiah’s reference to the ‘notebook’ he filled in at the time, his ability to give the names and ages of several of the characters, and his references to his own recent research (‘Having searched through my notes and studied the dispatch that the BBC broadcast, I see that…’) all remind us that he is a credible, authoritative observer of the traditional kind, well-equipped to provide us with ‘facts and figures’, this passage shows him defending and defining a different kind of journalism, one based on empathy, passion, and an ability to recognise that an anonymous man, dying in destitution, might reasonably ‘aspire’ to ‘dignity’, and therefore deserves to be thought of as an equal – or ‘my friend’.


From The Explorer’s Daughter
As a small child, Kari Herbert lived, with her family, among the Inughuit people
(sometimes called Eskimos) in the harsh environment of the Arctic. In 2002 she
revisited the area, staying near Thule, a remote settlement in the snowy wastes
of north Greenland. In this passage she writes about her experience of watching a
hunt for the narwhal, a toothed whale, and what she thought and felt about it.

Two hours after the last of the hunters had returned and eaten, narwhal were
spotted again, this time very close. Within an hour even those of us on shore could
with the naked eye see the plumes of spray from the narwhal catching the light in a	Comment by sec: Imagery of the spray like feathers	Comment by sec: The author uses light to describe the natural beauty as well as the almost other-worldliness of the landscape. ‘Spectral’ suggest ghost-like, as if the whales themselves are ephemeral or incorporeal. 
spectral play of colour. Two large pods* of narwhal circled in the fjord*, often
looking as if they were going to merge, but always slowly, methodically passing each
other by. Scrambling back up to the lookout I looked across the glittering kingdom in
front of me and took a sharp intake of breath. The hunters were dotted all around
the fjord. The evening light was turning butter-gold, glinting off man and whale and	Comment by sec: The light softens the entire scene; this does not necessarily seem to fit with the hunting that is being performed. Herbert is trying to give us a more sympathetic perspective to this traditional hunting. The light glints off both man AND whale, suggesting they are equals in the hunt.
catching the soft billows of smoke from a lone hunter’s pipe. From where we sat at	Comment by sec: ‘soft billows of smoke’ echoes the ‘plumes of spray’ coming from the whales. Once again, Herbert is making an almost equalising connection between man and whale.
the lookout it looked as though the hunters were close enough to touch the narwhal
with their bare hands and yet they never moved. Distances are always deceptive in	Comment by sec: Once again, both the landscape and the whales themselves seem elusive. The light suggests this, with its shifting, as does the landscape itself.
the Arctic, and I fell to wondering if the narwhal existed at all or were instead
mischievous tricks of the shifting light. …

The narwhal rarely stray from High Arctic waters, escaping only to the slightly	Comment by sec: This paragraph is straight narration, and lacks imagery. It is primarily factual. It emphasises the author’s experience and knowledge, and reinforces her authority on the subject.
more temperate waters towards the Arctic Circle in the dead of winter, but never
entering the warmer southern seas. In summer the hunters of Thule are fortunate to
witness the annual return of the narwhal to the Inglefield Fjord, on the side of which
we now sat.

The narwhal … is an essential contributor to the survival of the hunters in the	Comment by sec: This paragraph is also primarily factual, but it is also persuasive. It provides us with the history of whale hunting, as well as a detailed list of what the Inghuit use the narwhal for. This suggests, once again, that it is integral to Inughuit culture.
High Arctic. The mattak or blubber* of the whale is rich in necessary minerals and	Comment by sec: Uses the Inughuit words to portray the importance of this activity to their culture and survival
vitamins, and in a place where the climate prohibits the growth of vegetables or
fruit, this rich source of vitamin C was the one reason that the Eskimos have never
suffered from scurvy*. … For centuries the blubber of the whales was also the only	Comment by sec: There is no other way for them to make warmth/heat, which emphasises the necessity of the whaling
source of light and heat, and the dark rich meat is still a valuable part of the diet for	Comment by sec: This adjectival phrase is used to present the nutritious value of the narwhal
both man and dogs (a single narwhal can feed a team of dogs for an entire month).	Comment by sec: This shows the extent to which a narwhal can support a community.
Its single ivory tusk, which can grow up to six feet in length, was used for harpoon
tips and handles for other hunting implements (although the ivory was found to be
brittle and not hugely satisfactory as a weapon), for carving protective tupilaks*, and
even as a central beam for their small ancient dwellings. Strangely, the tusk seems
30 to have little use for the narwhal itself; they do not use the tusk to break through ice
as a breathing hole, nor will they use it to catch or attack prey, but rather the
primary use seems to be to disturb the top of the sea bed in order to catch Arctic
halibut for which they have a particular predilection*. Often the ends of their tusks
are worn down or even broken from such usage.

The women clustered on the knoll of the lookout, binoculars pointing in every	Comment by sec: This paragraph takes us back to the action, allowing the reader to see what the author sees, and therefor initing the reader to make his or her own judgment about the hunt.
direction, each woman focusing on her husband or family member, occasionally
spinning round at a small gasp or jump as one of the women saw a hunter near a	Comment by sec: These are signs of the tension and excitement amongst the hunters
narwhal. … Each wife knew her husband instinctively and watched their progress
intently; it was crucial to her that her husband catch a narwhal — it was part of their	Comment by sec: Emphasises the importance of the narwhal to the Inughuits 
staple diet, and some of the mattak and meat could be sold to other hunters who	Comment by sec: ‘staple’ suggests it is essential, once again stressing the importance
hadn’t been so lucky, bringing in some much-needed extra income. Every hunter was	Comment by sec: Another adjective to describe the essential role the narwhal plays in their lives
on the water. It was like watching a vast, waterborne game with the hunters spread	Comment by sec: Although it is actually quite a violent procedure, the simile of a game makes it more allowably exciting; it also suggests that the narwhals aren’t prey/men hunters, but that they are equally matched.
like a net around the sound.

The narwhal … are intelligent creatures, their senses are keen and they talk to	Comment by sec: The narwhals’ capabilities are highlighted, once again to emphasise the fact that the narwhals and hunters are equally matched.
one another under the water. Their hearing is particularly developed and they can
hear the sound of a paddling kayak from a great distance. That … was why the
hunters had to sit so very still in the water.

One hunter was almost on top of a pair of narwhal, and they were huge. He
gently picked up his harpoon and aimed — in that split second my heart leapt for	Comment by sec: Shows the author’s ambivalence; she reacts emotionally to both hunter and whale
both hunter and narwhal. I urged the man on in my head; he was so close, and so
brave to attempt what he was about to do — he was miles from land in a flimsy	Comment by sec: The danger of his situation is emphasised by this adjective
kayak, and could easily be capsized and drowned. The hunter had no rifle, only one	Comment by sec: Danger described	Comment by sec: Herbert uses purposeful exclusion of terms; the hunter is described NOT having certain weapons, to underscore the danger of his situation
harpoon with two heads and one bladder. It was a foolhardy exercise and one that
could only inspire respect. And yet at the same time my heart also urged the narwhal	Comment by sec: Although it is ‘foolhardy’ the narrator ‘respects’ the hunter; once again, this shows ambivalence
to dive, to leave, to survive.	Comment by sec: The suggestion here is that both man and whale are fighting to survive

This dilemma stayed with me the whole time that I was in Greenland. I
understand the harshness of life in the Arctic and the needs of the hunters and their	Comment by sec: The Arctic is harsh but also beautiful; this is another example of ambivalence. We see her comparing the beauty of the landscape with the facts of survival throughout the piece.
families to hunt and live on animals and sea mammals that we demand to be
protected because of their beauty. And I know that one cannot afford to be
sentimental in the Arctic. ‘How can you possibly eat seal?’ I have been asked over
and over again. True, the images that bombarded us several years ago of men
battering seals for their fur hasn’t helped the issue of polar hunting, but the Inughuit
do not kill seals using this method, nor do they kill for sport. They use every part of
the animals they kill, and most of the food in Thule is still brought in by the huntergatherers
and fishermen. Imported goods can only ever account for part of the food
supply; there is still only one annual supply ship that makes it through the ice to
Qaanaaq, and the small twice-weekly plane from West Greenland can only carry a
certain amount of goods. Hunting is still an absolute necessity in Thule.	Comment by sec: This is a confident declaration after prose that has seemed less than sure. 

Kari Herbert


pods*: small groups of whales
fjord*: a long, narrow inlet of the sea with steep sides
mattak or blubber*: the fatty skin of the whale
scurvy*: a painful, weakening disease caused by lack of vitamin C
tupilaks*: figures with magical powers, charms
predilection*: liking


The Explorer’s Daughter Notes
This article explores the issues behind the Inughuit whaling of narwhals. On a more universal scale, it discusses the tension between age-old traditions and environmental preservation. For most of the article, the author Kari Herbert shows ambivalence—she shares both sides of the argument. I would argue, however, that she eventually comes down on the side of the Inughuits.
Ambivalence:
· “The evening light was turning butter-gold, glinting off man and whale” 	Comment by sec: The light softens the entire scene; this does not necessarily seem to fit with the hunting that is being performed. Herbert is trying to give us a more sympathetic perspective to this traditional hunting. The light glints off both man AND whale, suggesting they are equals in the hunt.
· catching the soft billows of smoke from a lone hunter’s pipe	Comment by sec: ‘soft billows of smoke’ echoes the ‘plumes of spray’ coming from the whales. Once again, Herbert is making an almost equalising connection between man and whale.
· The narwhal … are intelligent creatures, their senses are keen and they talk to	Comment by sec: The narwhals’ capabilities are highlighted, once again to emphasise the fact that the narwhals and hunters are equally matched.
one another under the water. Their hearing is particularly developed and they canhear the sound of a paddling kayak from a great distance. That … was why thehunters had to sit so very still in the water.
· in that split second my heart leapt for both hunter and narwhal.	Comment by sec: Shows the author’s ambivalence; she reacts emotionally to both hunter and whale
· It was a foolhardy exercise and one that
could only inspire respect. And yet at the same time my heart also urged the narwhal to dive, to leave, to survive.	Comment by sec: Although it is ‘foolhardy’ the narrator ‘respects’ the hunter; once again, this shows ambivalence	Comment by sec: The suggestion here is that both man and whale are fighting to survive

Bias towards hunters
· Herbert spends an entire paragraph on the necessity of whaling but does not spend any time discussing the peril that the whales might be in.
· Herbert is an Inughuit herself, and her perspective during this scene is, of course, a human one.
· The mattak or blubber* of the whale is rich in necessary minerals	Comment by sec: Uses the Inughuit words to portray the importance of this activity to their culture and survival
· was also the only source of light and heat,	Comment by sec: There is no other way for them to make warmth/heat, which emphasises the necessity of the whaling
· the dark rich meat is still a valuable part of the diet	Comment by sec: This adjectival phrase is used to present the nutritious value of the narwhal
· (a single narwhal can feed a team of dogs for an entire month).	Comment by sec: This shows the extent to which a narwhal can support a community.
· it was crucial to her that her husband catch a narwhal	Comment by sec: Emphasises the importance of the narwhal to the Inughuits 
· it was part of their staple diet	Comment by sec: ‘staple’ suggests it is essential, once again stressing the importance
· bringing in some much-needed extra income	Comment by sec: Another adjective to describe the essential role the narwhal plays in their lives
· It was like watching a vast, waterborne game with the hunters spread like a net around the sound.	Comment by sec: Although it is actually quite a violent procedure, the simile of a game makes it more allowably exciting; it also suggests that the narwhals aren’t prey/men hunters, but that they are equally matched.
· The narwhal … are intelligent creatures, their senses are keen and they talk to	Comment by sec: The narwhals’ capabilities are highlighted, once again to emphasise the fact that the narwhals and hunters are equally matched.
one another under the water. Their hearing is particularly developed and they can hear the sound of a paddling kayak from a great distance. That … was why the hunters had to sit so very still in the water.
· The hunter had no rifle, only one harpoon with two heads and one bladder	Comment by sec: Herbert uses purposeful exclusion of terms; the hunter is described NOT having certain weapons, to underscore the danger of his situation
· It was a foolhardy exercise and one that could only inspire respect.	Comment by sec: Although it is ‘foolhardy’ the narrator ‘respects’ the hunter; once again, this shows ambivalence
· Hunting is still an absolute necessity in Thule.	Comment by sec: This is a confident declaration after prose that has seemed less than sure. 

Nature: Harshness versus Beauty
The Arctic is also a source of ambivalence; it is beautiful, but it is also an incredibly harsh environment. This discussion parallels that of the whales and hunters (whales=beauty, hunters=harsh reality?)
· the naked eye see the plumes of spray from the narwhal catching the light in a	Comment by sec: Imagery of the spray like feathers	Comment by sec: The author uses light to describe the natural beauty as well as the almost other-worldliness of the landscape. ‘Spectral’ suggest ghost-like, as if the whales themselves are ephemeral or incorporeal. 
spectral play of colour.
· Distances are always deceptive in	Comment by sec: Once again, both the landscape and the whales themselves seem elusive. The light suggests this, with its shifting, as does the landscape itself.
the Arctic, and I fell to wondering if the narwhal existed at all or were instead
mischievous tricks of the shifting light. …
· I understand the harshness of life in the Arctic and the needs of the hunters and their families to hunt and live on animals and sea mammals that we demand to be protected because of their beauty.	Comment by sec: The Arctic is harsh but also beautiful; this is another example of ambivalence. We see her comparing the beauty of the landscape with the facts of survival throughout the piece.

Authority
Herbert and her opinions are supported by her authorial authority; if she can convince the reader of her expertise or knowledge, then she is more likely to get them on-side.
· The narwhal rarely stray from High Arctic waters, escaping only to the slightly	Comment by sec: This paragraph is straight narration, and lacks imagery. It is primarily factual. It emphasises the author’s experience and knowledge, and reinforces her authority on the subject.
more temperate waters towards the Arctic Circle in the dead of winter, but never
entering the warmer southern seas. In summer the hunters of Thule are fortunate to
witness the annual return of the narwhal to the Inglefield Fjord, on the side of which
we now sat.
· The women clustered on the knoll of the lookout, binoculars pointing in every	Comment by sec: This paragraph takes us back to the action, allowing the reader to see what the author sees, and therefor initing the reader to make his or her own judgment about the hunt.
direction
· Herbert uses native terminology and shows an understanding and, perhaps, fluency in the language

Emotion
Although Herbert describes the whale’s as beautiful, most of the emotive language is used in reference to the hunters.
· occasionally spinning round at a small gasp or jump as one of the women saw a hunter near a narwhal. …	Comment by sec: These are signs of the tension and excitement amongst the hunters
· Each wife knew her husband instinctively and watched their progress
intently;	Comment by sec: Herbert uses relationships (between husbands and wives) to promote empathy amongst the readers. Absent is any discussion of the whales as social groups.





Explorers, or boys messing about? Either way, taxpayer gets
rescue bill
Adapted from an article published in The Guardian newspaper, Tuesday January 28 2003
Helicopter duo plucked from liferaft after
Antarctic crash

Their last expedition ended in farce when	Comment by sec: This implies that their expeditions were ridiculous to the point of being comedic. By discussing the failure of a previous expedition before reporting on the one which will be the main subject of the story, the reporter is revealing his prejudice—this recent expedition was farcical as well. A farce is also a satirical or comedic play
the Russians threatened to send in military
planes to intercept them as they tried to
cross into Siberia via the icebound Bering
Strait.

Yesterday a new adventure undertaken by
British explorers Steve Brooks and Quentin
Smith almost led to tragedy when their	Comment by sec: This ‘farce’ almost became a ‘tragedy’ and could have had very serious consequences
helicopter plunged into the sea off
Antarctica.

The men were plucked from the icy water
by a Chilean naval ship after a nine-hour
rescue which began when Mr Brooks
contacted his wife, Jo Vestey, on his
satellite phone asking for assistance. The
rescue involved the Royal Navy, the RAF	Comment by sec: This list emphasises the seriousness of their situation, as well as begins what will end up as a criticism for all the resources they wasted, leading on into the next paragraph.
and British coastguards.

Last night there was resentment in some
quarters that the men’s adventure had cost
the taxpayers of Britain and Chile tens of
thousands of pounds.

Experts questioned the wisdom of taking a	Comment by sec: Here is an appeal to an authority. ‘Experts’ do not seem to think that what the two men were doing was particularly intelligent.
small helicopter — the four-seater Robinson
R44 has a single engine — into such a
hostile environment.

There was also confusion about what	Comment by sec: The reporter uses the passive, so we do not know who, exactly, was confused. Nonetheless, we get a sense that the reporter questions the purpose of their expedition.
exactly the men were trying to achieve. A
website set up to promote the Bering Strait
expedition claims the team were planning
to fly from the north to south pole in their
“trusty helicopter”.	Comment by sec: This is an example of irony—their helicopter crashes

But Ms Vestey claimed she did not know	Comment by sec: Brooks’ very own wife infantilises the men by calling them ‘boys’ and ‘messing about’ implies a carelessness in their behaviour and actions that seems particularly immature. It is no surprise that the author clamps on to this quotation and reiterates it in the headline.
what the pair were up to, describing them
as “boys messing about with a helicopter”.
The drama began at around 1am British	Comment by sec: Once again, the reporter is referencing the dramatic aspects of this story, perhaps to increase the tension or convey the fact that this was, indeed, a large undertaking.
time when Mr Brooks, 42, and 40-year-old
Mr Smith, also known as Q, ditched into the	Comment by sec: The nickname ‘Q’ is in itself somewhat juvenile, but it is especially ironic since Q is the Bond character that manages all the technical gadgets.
sea 100 miles off Antarctica, about 36
miles north of Smith Island, and scrambled	Comment by sec: ‘scrambled’ is a verb that implies a lack of control
into their liferaft.

Mr Brooks called his wife in London on his
satellite phone. She said: “He said they
were both in the liferaft but were okay and
could I call the emergency people?”
Meanwhile, distress signals were being
beamed from the ditched helicopter and
from Mr Brooks’ Breitling emergency
watch, a wedding present.

The signals from the aircraft were	Comment by sec: This paragraph lists all the effort that went into saving the two men. Note that the reporter includes that the HMS Endurance was 180 miles away and busy ‘surveying uncharted waters’ to emphasise the inconvenience these men caused
deciphered by Falmouth* coastguard and
passed on to the rescue coordination
centre at RAF Kinloss in Scotland.
The Royal Navy’s ice patrol ship, HMS
Endurance, which was 180 miles away
surveying uncharted waters, began
steaming towards the scene and dispatched
its two Lynx helicopters.

One was driven back because of poor
visibility but the second was on its way
when the men were picked up by a Chilean
naval vessel at about 10.20am British time.
Though the pair wore survival suits and the
weather at the spot where they ditched
was clear, one Antarctic explorer told Mr	Comment by sec: Again, appealing to an authority, this time, another explorer.
Brooks’ wife it was “nothing short of a
miracle” that they had survived.

Both men are experienced adventurers. Mr
Brooks, a property developer from London,
has taken part in expeditions to 70
countries in 15 years. He has trekked solo
to Everest base camp and walked barefoot
for three days in the Himalayas. He has
negotiated the white water rapids of the
Zambezi river by kayak and survived a
charge by a silver back gorilla in the Congo.
He is also a qualified mechanical engineer
and pilot.	Comment by sec: The reporter does give some credence to Brooks’ experience in this paragraph.

He and his wife spent their honeymoon
flying the helicopter from Alaska to Chile.
The 16,000-mile trip took three months.
Mr Smith, also from London, claims to have
been flying since the age of five. He has
twice flown a helicopter around the globe
and won the world freestyle helicopter
flying championship.

Despite their experience, it is not the first
time they have hit the headlines for the
wrong reasons.	Comment by sec: So he accepts the counterargument (that they were experienced explorers) but then provides a dismissal, presenting other examples of their failed expeditions.

In April, Mr Brooks and another explorer,
Graham Stratford, were poised to become
the first to complete a crossing of the 56-
mile wide frozen Bering Strait between the
US and Russia in an amphibious vehicle,
Snowbird VI, which could carve its way
through ice floes and float in the water in
between.

But they were forced to call a halt after
the Russian authorities told them they
would scramble military helicopters to lift
them off the ice if they crossed the border.
Ironically, one of the aims of the	Comment by sec: Once again, back to the irony involved in farce. 
expedition, for which Mr Smith provided air
back-up, was to demonstrate how good
relations between east and west had
become.

The wisdom of the team’s latest adventure	Comment by sec: Once again, the reporter appeals to a higher authority (this time an expert in helicopters) to criticise the wisdom of the two men.
was questioned by, among others, Günter
Endres, editor of Jane’s Helicopter Markets
and Systems, said: “I’m surprised they used
the R44. I wouldn’t use a helicopter like
that to go so far over the sea. It sounds as
if they were pushing it to the maximum”.

A spokesman for the pair said it was not
known what had gone wrong. The flying
conditions had been “excellent”.

The Ministry of Defence said the taxpayer	Comment by sec: And again, a preeminent institution makes a direct statement that the taxpayers will pay for the incident.
would pick up the bill, as was normal in
rescues in the UK and abroad. The
spokesperson said it was “highly unlikely”
it would recover any of the money.

Last night the men were on their way to
the Chilean naval base Eduardo Frei, where
HMS Endurance was to pick them up. Ms
Vestey said: “They have been checked and
appear to be well. I don’t know what will
happen to them once they have been
picked up by HMS Endurance — they’ll
probably have their bottoms kicked and be	Comment by sec: Finally, Brooks’ wife paints one last picture of her husband and his friend as little boys being punished.
sent home the long way”.

Steven Morris

Falmouth*: coastal town in Cornwall, England


Explorers or Boys Messing About?
This article is unabashed in its bias, but does make some concessions to the protagonists.
Authority versus lack thereof
Throughout the passage, the men are characterised as lacking any kind of control or authority:

Infantilasation of the explorers
The explorers are made to look like young children when they should look like men; this undercuts their authority.
· But Ms Vestey claimed she did not know	Comment by sec: Brooks’ very own wife infantilises the men by calling them ‘boys’ and ‘messing about’ implies a carelessness in their behaviour and actions that seems particularly immature. It is no surprise that the author/paper clamps on to this quotation and reiterates it in the headline.
what the pair were up to, describing them
as “boys messing about with a helicopter”.
· Mr Smith, also known as Q	Comment by sec: The nickname ‘Q’ is in itself somewhat juvenile, but it is especially ironic since Q is the Bond character that manages all the technical gadgets.
· — they’ll probably have their bottoms kicked and be	Comment by sec: Finally, Brooks’ wife paints one last picture of her husband and his friend as little boys being punished.
sent home the long way”.
· scrambled	Comment by sec: ‘scrambled’ is a verb that implies a lack of control

Contrasted with use of ‘experts’ and authority figures
· one Antarctic explorer told Mr Brooks’ wife it was “nothing short of a miracle” that they had survived.	Comment by sec: Again, appealing to an authority, this time, another,  presumably more responsible, explorer.
· Experts questioned the wisdom of taking a small helicopter	Comment by sec: Here is an appeal to an authority. ‘Experts’ do not seem to think that what the two men were doing was particularly intelligent.



Characterising the expedition as ‘ridiculous’ or ‘farcical’ + irony
A farce is a satirical or comedic play; this means that their ‘drama’, whilst perilous, is something to laugh at.
· Their last expedition ended in farce when	Comment by sec: This implies that their expeditions were ridiculous to the point of being comedic. By discussing the failure of a previous expedition before reporting on the one which will be the main subject of the story, the reporter is revealing his bias—this recent expedition was farcical as well. A farce is also a satirical or comedic play
· Steve Brooks and Quentin Smith almost led to tragedy when their helicopter plunged into the sea off Antarctica.	Comment by sec: This ‘farce’ almost became its opposite, a ‘tragedy’, and could have had very serious consequences
· The drama began 	Comment by sec: Once again, the reporter is referencing the dramatic aspects of this story, perhaps to increase the tension or convey the fact that this was, indeed, a large undertaking.
· Ironically, one of the aims of the  expedition, for which Mr Smith provided air back-up, was to demonstrate how good relations between east and west had become.	Comment by sec: Once again, back to the irony involved in farce. 
· the team were planning to fly from the north to south pole in their “trusty helicopter”.	Comment by sec: This is an example of irony—their helicopter crashes
· The wisdom of the team’s latest adventure was questioned by, among others, Günter Endres, editor of Jane’s Helicopter Marketsand Systems, said	Comment by sec: Once again, the reporter appeals to a higher authority (this time an expert in helicopters), using a direct quotation to criticise the wisdom of the two men.
· The Ministry of Defence said the taxpayer	Comment by sec: And again, a preeminent institution makes a direct statement that the taxpayers will pay for the incident.


Emphasis placed on the effort put into the rescue of two men
· The signals from the aircraft were deciphered by Falmouth* coastguard and passed on to the rescue coordination centre at RAF Kinloss in Scotland. The Royal Navy’s ice patrol ship, HMS Endurance, which was 180 miles away surveying uncharted waters, began steaming towards the scene and dispatched its two Lynx helicopters.	Comment by sec: This paragraph lists all the effort that went into saving the two men. Note that the reporter includes that the HMS Endurance was 180 miles away and busy ‘surveying uncharted waters’ to emphasise the inconvenience these men caused
· The rescue involved the Royal Navy, the RAFand British coastguards.	Comment by sec: This list emphasises the gravity of their situation, as well as begins what will end up as a criticism for all the resources they wasted, leading on into the next paragraph.

Reporter’s attempt to present a fair viewpoint (despite obvious bias)
The writer clearly thinks Smith and Brooks are a pair of fools, but he makes an attempt to acknowledge their expertise as a means persuading readers.

· He is also a qualified mechanical engineer and pilot.	Comment by sec: The reporter does give some credence to Brooks’ experience in this paragraph, perhaps to temper his clear bias.
· Despite their experience, it is not the first time they have hit the headlines for the wrong reasons.	Comment by sec: The reporter accepts the counterargument (that they were experienced explorers) but then provides a dismissal, presenting other examples of their failed expeditions.







Stylistic notes on Ellen MacArthur, Taking on the World
 
Verbs
adjectives and adverbs
metaphor 
technical terms
references to ‘you’ or ‘we’ etc
abstract nouns
planning, using the words 'so' or 'as'
references to what 'would' normally happen; 
attempts to make sense of the situation, or feelings about it

Ellen MacArthur became famous in 2001 when she competed in the Vendée Globe 
solo round-the-world yacht race. She was the youngest (24 years old) and 
probably the shortest (just 5ft 2in!) competitor. She came second, despite 
appalling weather, exhaustion and, as she describes here, problems with her boat. 
 
I climbed the mast on Christmas Eve, and though I had time to get ready, it was 
the hardest climb to date. I had worked through the night preparing for it, making 
sure I had all the tools, mouse lines* and bits I might need, and had agonized for 
hours over how I should prepare the halyard* so that it would stream out easily below 
me and not get caught as I climbed. 
 
When it got light I decided that the time was right. I kitted up in my middle-layer 
clothes as I didn’t want to wear so much that I wouldn’t be able to move freely up 
there. The most dangerous thing apart from falling off is to be thrown against the 
mast, and though I would be wearing a helmet it would not be difficult to break 
bones up there. … 
 
I laid out the new halyard on deck, flaking it neatly so there were no twists. As I 
took the mast in my hands and began to climb I felt almost as if I was stepping on to 
the moon — a world over which I had no control. You can’t ease the sheets* or take a 
reef*, nor can you alter the settings for the autopilot. If something goes wrong you 
are not there to attend to it. You are a passive observer looking down at your boat 
some 90 feet below you. After climbing just a couple of metres I realized how hard it 
was going to be, I couldn’t feel my fingers — I’d need gloves, despite the loss in 
dexterity. I climbed down, getting soaked as we ploughed into a wave — the decks 
around my feet were awash. I unclipped my jumar* from the halyard and put on a 
pair of sailing gloves. There would be no second climb on this one — I knew that I 
would not have the energy. 
 
As I climbed my hands were more comfortable, and initially progress was positive. 
But it got harder and harder as I was not only pulling my own weight up as I climbed 
but also the increasingly heavy halyard — nearly 200 feet of rope by the time I made 
it to the top. The physical drain came far less from the climbing than from the 
clinging on. The hardest thing is just to hang on as the mast slices erratically through 
the air. There would be the odd massive wave which I could feel us surf down, 
knowing we would pile into the wave in front. I would wrap my arms around the mast 
and press my face against its cold and slippery carbon surface, waiting for the 
shuddering slowdown. Eyes closed and teeth gritted, I hung on tight, wrists clenched 
together, and hoped. Occasionally on the smaller waves I would be thrown before I 
could hold on tight, and my body and the tools I carried were thrown away from the 
mast; I’d be hanging on by just one arm, trying to stop myself from smacking back 
into the rig. 

 
By the third spreader* I was exhausted; the halyard was heavier and the motion 
more violent. I held on to her spreader base and hung there, holding tight to breathe 
more deeply and conjure up more energy. But I realized that the halyard was tight 
and that it had caught on something. … I knew that if I went down to free it I would 
not have the energy to climb up once again. I tugged and tugged on the rope — the 
frustration was unreal. It had to come, quite simply the rope had to come free. 
Luckily with all the pulling I managed to create enough slack to make it to the top, 
but now I was even more exhausted. I squinted at the grey sky above me and 
watched the mast-head whip across the clouds. The wind whistled past us, made 
visible by the snow that had begun to fall. Below the sea stretched out for ever, the 
size and length of the waves emphasized by this new aerial view. This is what it must 
look like to the albatross. 
 
I rallied once more and left the safety of the final spreader for my last hike to 
the top. The motion was worse than ever, and as I climbed I thought to myself, NOT 
FAR NOW, KIDDO, COME ON, JUST KEEP MOVING … As the mast-head came within reach 
there was a short moment of relief; at least there was no giving up now I had made it 
— whatever happened now I had the whole mast to climb down. I fumbled at the top 
of the rig, feeding in the halyard and connecting the other end to the top of 
Kingfisher’s mast. The job only took half an hour — then I began my descent. This 
was by far the most dangerous part and I had my heart in my mouth — NO TIME FOR 
COMPLACENCY NOW, I THOUGHT, NOT TILL YOU REACH THE DECK, KIDDO, IT’S FAR FROM OVER… 
It was almost four hours before I called Mark back and I shook with exhaustion as 
we spoke. We had been surfing at well over 20 knots while I was up there. My limbs 
were bruised and my head was spinning, but I felt like a million dollars as I spoke on 
the phone. Santa had called on Kingfisher early and we had the best present ever — 
a new halyard. 
 
Ellen MacArthur 
 
mouse line*: length of wire wrapped across the mouth of a hook, or through a shackle 
pin and around the shackle, for the sake of security 
halyard*: a rope used for raising and lowering sails 
sheet*: a line to control the sails 
reef*: reduces area of sails 
jumar*: a climbing device that grips the rope so that it can be climbed 
spreader*: a bar attached to a yacht’s mast
 
 
There are five references to height, using the word ‘up’.
There are five references to climbing or looking ‘down’.
MacArthur frequently uses the intensifier, ‘more’: as events become ‘more violent’ she becomes ‘more exhausted’; characteristically, she responds by trying to ‘conjure up more energy’ by rallying ‘once more’ – twice; she also reassures us, at one stage, that ‘my hands were more comfortable’. She frequently uses comparatives, stressing the extremity of the events and emotions she experiences: we hear about ‘the hardest climb to date’, ‘the hardest thing’, ‘the most dangerous thing’ and ‘by far the most dangerous part’; although progress is initially ‘positive’, it gets ‘harder and harder’, not least because she is carrying an ‘increasingly heavy’ halyard as well as her own weight; later, the halyard has become ‘heavier’ and the ‘motion more violent’; shortly after this, ‘the motion was worse than ever’; she gives us enough information to allow the reader to see her work on each ‘spreader’ as a separate challenge, as we hear of ‘the third’ and ‘the final spreader’ for ‘the last hike to the top’. By the end of her time aloft, she is alarmed by the thought that she has to climb down ‘the whole’ mast. She does experience relief, at one stage, but it is only ‘a short moment’. Even her attempts to motivate herself by talking to herself aloud show the same tendency: ‘it’s far from over.’ Given that all these descriptions are designed to intensify our sense of the extremity of the situation, it seems striking that she can also comment that ‘the job only took half an hour’.
 
At the time of the race, MacArthur broadcast a series of video diaries, and was much-mocked for her tendency to weep on camera. There are several references here to her exhaustion and anxiety. She doesn’t just plan the work she will do once she has climbed the mast: she ‘agonized over it’, worrying that she is dealing with ‘a world over which I had no control’, disliking being cast as ‘a passive observer’, acknowledging that ‘I would not have the energy’ to repeat the task and being worried by the knowledge that ‘we would pile into the wave in front.’ We are told she ‘was exhausted’ then ‘even more exhausted’; she does not, in the traditional masculine manner, deny her anxiety: ‘my heart was in my mouth’. An unkind reader might say that the passage seems designed to manipulate the reader’s emotions, appealing to us for sympathy for a young girl who has to climb the mast ‘on Christmas Eve’, and whose response to her success is to announce that ‘Santa had called on Kingfisher early and we had the best present ever’. There are several verbs relating to physical effort (including fourteen uses of variants of the word ‘climb’), and discomfort. For example, we hear of her ‘fumbl[ing]’, aware of the danger of ‘being thrown against the mast’ or ‘smacking back against the mast’ which would lead her ‘to break bones’, which is why, in between ‘pulling and hauling’ herself and her equipment up the mast, she says that she ‘held on...and hung there, holding tight’ and attempting to ‘conjure up more energy’ as the boat ‘ploughs’ through the waves. She knew at the time that she wouldn’t have the energy to repeat the climb, frankly admits that she was ‘exhausted’, and that, when she phoned her support crew after the climb, she ‘shook with exhaustion.’
 
 
However, the abiding impression left by the passage is of the author’s clear-headed resilience. She knows the dangers and the discomforts, but she acts anyway, and she does so in a methodical, skilful manner. She ‘had time to get ready’ for the climb, ‘worked through the night preparing for it’, focusing on ‘making sure I had all the tools’ and ‘agonizing’ over how to ‘prepare’ the halyard; as a result of her conscious effort to ‘conjure up more energy’ she ‘rallied once more’, achieving one of her tasks ‘neatly’. The appearance of the words ‘so’ and ‘as’ contributes to our impression of her activity as logical and considered. We hear as much about what MacArthur ‘knew’, and about what she understood ‘would’ typically happen, as we do about what she did or what she suffered when she was ‘soaked’ or ‘couldn’t feel my fingers’. This is all the more impressive as the world she is inhabiting is described using words suggesting not only energy but disorder and even active ill-will, as ‘the mast slices erratically through the air’, or ‘whip[s] across the clouds’.
 
This mental coolness may reflect the fact that MacArthur is clearly wholly at home with this world. The jargon of sailing comes naturally to her, as she casually uses terms such as ‘mouse line’, ‘halyard’, ‘sheet’, ‘reef’, ‘jumar’ and ‘spreader’. Her use of the first person plural (as in ‘I could feel us surf’ or ‘we had the best present ever —a new halyard’) suggests a casual intimacy with the boat: ‘Kingfisher’ is definitely not an ‘it’.
 
MacArthur creates a passage of great intensity in a number of ways:
The setting itself is dramatic: she is a very young woman achieving something unprecedented; she has to make emergency repairs, involving climbing the mast during stormy weather, alone, while cold, tired and frightened; she knows she only has the energy to make this climb once.
Factual information: we are told what needs to be done, and what is done, and how it is done; we know what might go wrong. We know where she is, and when these events took place. We know what might usually happen in such circumstances.
Emotional information: we know how she felt, and what she feared.
Speech: we hear words actually thought on the boat at the time: ‘No time for complacency now, I thought, not till you reach the deck, kiddo...’
Language: The writing combines direct statements, giving factual information in the language of sailing, with occasional uses of metaphor, designed to allow the reader to understand how these events felt: ‘I felt almost as if I was stepping on to the moon’. Arguably, this is the weakest part of the passage, since phrases like ‘I had my heart in my mouth’ and ‘I felt like a million dollars’ are too familiar to create any very vivid impression in the reader’s mind.
Sentence structures are slightly more common than those in Touching The Void. For example: ‘Eyes closed and teeth gritted, I hung on tight, wrists clenched together, and hoped.’ Here the central statement, ‘I hung on tight’, which would serve as a sentence in its own right, is sandwiched between subordinate phrases describing physical and emotional processes which accompanied the action. When MacArthur writes that ‘Occasionally on the smaller waves I would be thrown before I 
could hold on tight, and my body and the tools I carried were thrown away from the 
mast; I’d be hanging on by just one arm, trying to stop myself from smacking back 
into the rig’, she uses a semi-colon to coordinate two statements, each of which is divided into two. Both statements feature (variants of) the construction ‘I would be’, a reminder that she uses a greater variety of tenses than Joe Simpson, perhaps because she is describing a situation she has planned for and which continues for some time, rather than a single, catastrophic event and its immediate aftermath. The contraction of ‘I would’ to ‘I’d’ is consistent with the informality of the piece, which is most obvious when she refers to herself as ‘Kiddo’.

 


Chinese Cinderella notes
Adeline’s feelings before she meets her father
Her first reaction on hearing that he wants to see her: She is ‘overwhelmed’ and ‘wondered what I had done wrong.’
How does she see her father’s room: ‘the holy of holies’; ‘a place to which I had never been invited.’
Her feelings on entering the room: She knocks ‘timidly’.
Adeline’s feelings as she meets her father
He is commanding: indicated by repetition, exclamation and imperatives. He repeats the order to ‘Sit down! Sit down!’ ‘He had it all planned.’ ‘You will go to England.’ ‘You will go to medical school.’ ‘You will learn to deliver their babies.’
He is reassuring: ‘Don’t look so scared.’ (But it’s an imperative, and the next sentence is an exclamatory imperative, even though its meaning turns out to be positive: ‘take a look at this!’]
The relationship lacks warmth and closeness:
He appears to be ‘relaxed in his slippers and bathrobes’, in contrast to her tension: he takes the time to tell her how he found out about her prize, remarking wryly of his ‘revered colleague’ that ‘none of [his children has won an international literary prize, as far as I know. So I was quite pleased to tell him that you are my daughter.’ We note that he is pleased – but also that he is competitive, and pleased to associate himself with his daughter’s success.
She is desperate to please her father; her reaction to his pleasure is overwhelming: ‘my whole being vibrated with all the joy in the universe.’ ‘Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive.’ ‘Thank you very, very much.’
She emphasises her timidity: ‘I did not wish to contradict hm.’ ‘Agree? Of course I agreed.’
She emphasises that she is wary of him: ‘I became uneasy when I wondered why he was being so nice.’ ‘Is this a giant ruse on his part to trick me?’

Use of language:
She slips into the present tense, emphasising her timidity and anxiety. ‘Is it possible? Am I dreaming? Am I the winner?’ The passage starts in the past tense, moves into the present, and then returns to the past.
Use of repetition by her father, suggesting his impatience or vigour. ‘Sit down! Sit down!’ ‘You will… you will…’
Use of triple rhetorical questions, all written in the present tense: ‘Is it possible? Am I dreaming? Am I the winner?’  The repetition suggests incredulity. The present tense suggests that the memory is still so intense that, for a moment, the writer has been transported back to that moment – as though she were still surprised.
Use of cliché. ‘I only had to stretch out my hand to reach the stars.’
Use of numbers rather than names for children: ‘You will go to England with Third Brother.’ This suggests impersonality and an emphasis on hierarchical order.
Use of adjectives and adverbs: time passes ‘relentlessly’; the chauffeur ‘answered defensively’; foolishly; rudely; overwhelmed; timidly. Mood changes: the father is ‘relaxed’; she is ‘relieved’. Her prize is ‘prestigious’, so the community is ‘proud’, as is her father ‘for once’. He laughs ‘approvingly.’
Use of verbs: warning, throbbed, summoned. Mood changes: the father ‘smiled.; she asks herself ‘dare I let my guard down?’ Yes, because, she ‘has won’ When she says she plans to be a writer, however, we are told that he ‘scoffed’.
Use of nouns: foreboding; dread. Artiela mood change: ‘relief’; her ‘prize’ has brought ‘honour’ and ‘congratulations’ along with a ‘medal’ and a ‘cash prize’.
Use of similes: ‘like a persistent toothache’; ‘as in a nightmare’;
Remarks implying information: ‘wondering who had died this time’; ‘I wondered what I had done wrong’
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