Story Preface

Four things to look for:

1.
Permission to suspend ordinary conversation

· Do you know ….?

· Can I tell you …

· An amazing thing happened to me yesterday …..

· What happened? (initiated by listener)

2.
Recipient design - orientation to listener and what they know

3.
Indication of what kind of story is going to be told

4.
Indication of the reason for telling the story

 A:
Listen, a few months ago I bumped 

into her in Oxford Street. I hadn’t given her 

a thought in all that time, and suddenly

we were, face to face, looking at

each other. For a full minute just looking.

And do you know something, she cried.

And I felt as if we were – Christ you know

- still married.

Simon Gray, Otherwise Engaged
Mrs Gantry:
I feel sorry for Mrs Gridlake

Mrs G.:
What actually happened in there? Missed his footing, I suppose?
Mrs Gantry:
I’ll tell you what I think happened, Mabel.
Mrs G.:
Too confident.

Mrs Gantry:
No. What I think happened was that he went in all right and then caught his head a glancing blow as he was coming out. (Pause) It’s easily done. Especially a tall man.

Mrs G.:
Stunned himself.

Mrs Gantry:
Stunned himself, and then of course it was too late.

Pause

Mrs G:

Instead of allowing for his height

Mrs Gantry:
Allow for it? I don’t suppose he even knew what it was

Mrs G,:
(in remonstrance). Oh! But he must have done! I can’t believe he didn’t know his own height, Myra.

Mrs Gantry:
Mr Gantry doesn’t.

from One Way Pendulum by N.F.Simpson

Controller:
You know what I’ve always dreamed of doing? I’ve always had this dream of having a holiday in sunny Barbados. I’m thinking of taking this holiday at the end of this year, 274. I’d like you to come with me. To Barbados. Just the two of us. I’ll take you snorkelling. We can swim together in the blue Caribbean.

Pause

In the meantime, though, why don’t you … (continues)
from Victoria Station by Harold Pinter

Othello – “The story of my life”

Oth:
Ancient, conduct them, you best know the place (exeunt Attendants and Iago)

And still she come, as faithful as to heaven

I do confess the vices of my blood,

So justly to your grave ears I’ll present

How I did thrive in this fair lady’s love,
And she in mine.
Duk:
Say it, Othello.

Oth:
Her father lov’d me, oft invited me,

Still question’d me the story of my life,

From year to year; the battles, sieges fortunes,

That I have pass’d:

I ran it through, even from my boyish days,

To the very moment that he bade me tell it.

Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances,

Of moving accidents by flood and field;

of Hair-breadth scapes i’ th’ imminent deadly breach;

of being taken by the insolent foe;

And sold to slavery, and my redemption thence,

And with it all my travel’s history;

Wherein on antres vast, and deserts idle,

Rough quarries, rocks and hills, whose heads touch heaven,

It was my hint to speak, such was the process:

And of the Cannibals, that each other eat;

The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads

Do grow beneath their shoulders: this to hear

Would Desdemona seriously incline;
But still the house-affairs would draw her thence,

And ever as she could with haste dispatch,

She’ld come again, and with a greedy ear

Devour up my discourse; which I observing,

Took once a pliant hour, and found good means

To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate,

Whereof by parcel she had something heard,

But nor intentively; I did consent,

And often did beguile her of her tears,

When I did speak of some distressed stroke

That my youth suffer’d: My story being done,

She gave me for my pains a world of sighs;

She swore i’ faith was strange, ‘twas passing strange;

‘Twas pitiful, ‘twas wondrous pitiful;
She wish’d she had not heard it, yet she wish’d

That heaven had made her such a man: she thank’d me

And bade me, if I had a friend that lov’d her,

I should but teach him how to tell my story,

And that would woo her. Upon this hint I spake:
She lov’d me for the dangers I had pass’d,

And I lov’d her that she did pity them.

This only is the witchcraft I have us’d:

here comes the lady, let her witness it.

STORY 1
A man called MacGregor (Max)

Max:
… Do you hear what I’m saying? I’m talking to you! Where’s the scissors?

Lenny (looking up, quietly):
Why don’t you shut up, you daft prat?

Max lifts his stick and point it at him.

Max:
Don’t you talk to me like that. I’m warning you.

He sits in large armchair

There’s an advertisement in the paper about flannel vests. Cut price. Navy surplus. I could do with a few of them.

Pause

I think I’ll have a fag. Give me a fag.

Pause.

I just asked you to give me a cigarette.

Pause.

Look what I’m lumbered with.

He takes a crumpled cigarette from his pocket.

I’m getting old, my word of honour.

He lights it.

You think I wasn’t a tearaway? I could have taken care of you, twice over. I’m still strong. You ask your Uncle Sam what I was. But at the same time I always had a kind heart. Always.

Pause

I used to knock about with a man called Macgregor. I called him Mac. You remember Mac? Eh?

Pause

Huhh! We were the two most hated men in the West End of London. I tell you, I still got the scars. We’d walk into a place, the whole room’d stand up, they’d make way to let us pass. You never heard such silence. Mind you, he was a big man, he was over six foot tall. His family were all MacGregors, they came all the way from Aberdeen, but he was the only one they called Mac. 

Pause

He was very fond of your mother, Mac was. Very fond. He always had a good word for her

Pause

Mind you, she wasn’t such a bad woman. Even though it made me sick to look at her rotten stinking face, she wasn’t such a bad bitch. I gave her the best bleeding years of my life anyway.

Lenny:
Plug it will you you stupid sod. I’m trying to read the paper.

 DEATH OF A SALESMAN

STORY 1

Linda, hearing Willy outside the bedroom, calls with some trepidation: Willy!

Willy:
It’s all right. I came back.

Linda:
Why? What happened? Slight pause. Did something happen, Willy?

Willy:
No, nothing happened.

Linda:
You didn’t smash the car, did you?

Willy, with casual irritation:
I said nothing happened. Didn’t you hear me?

Linda:
Don’t you feel well?

Willy:
I’m tired to the death. The flute has faded away. He sits on the bed beside her, a little numb. I couldn’t make it. I just couldn’t mae it. Linda.

Linda, very carefully, delicately:
Where were you all day? You look terrible.

Willy:
I got as far as a little abovee Yonkers. I stopped for a cup of coffee. Maybe it was the coffee.

Linda:
What?

Willy, after a pauise:
I suddenly couldn’t drive any more. The car kept going off onto the shoulder, y’know?

Linda, helpfully:
Oh. Maybe it was the steering again. I don’t think Angeelo knows the Studebaker.

Willy:
No, it’s me, it’s me. Suddenly I realise I’m goin’ sixty miles an hour andd I don’t remember the last fivee minutes. I’m – I can’t seem to – keep my mind to it.

Linda:
Maybe it’s your glasses. You never went for your new glasses.

Willy:
No, I see everything. I came back ten miles an hour. It took me nearly four hours from Yonkers.

Linda, resigned:
Well, you’ll just have to take a rest, Willy, you can’t continue this way.

Willy:
I just got back from Florida.

Linda:
But you didn’t rest your mind. Your mind is oveeractive, and the mind is what counts, dear.

Willy:
I’ll start out in the morning. Maybe I’ll feel better in the morning. She is taking off his shoes. These goddam arch supports are killing me.

Linda:
Take an aspirin. Should I get you an aspirin? It’ll soothe you.

Willy, with wonder:
I was driving along, you understand? And I was fine. I was even observing the scenery. You can imagine me looking at the scenery, on the road every week of my life. But it’s so beautiful up there, Linda, the trees are so thick, and the sun is warm. I opened the windshield and just let the warm air bathe over me. And then all of a sudden I’m goin’ off the road! I’m tellin’ ya, I absolutely forgot I was diriving. If I’d have gone the other way over the white line I might’ve killed somebody. So I went on again – and five minutes later I’m dreamin’ again, and I nearly – He presses two fingers against his eyes. I have such thoughts, I have such strange thoughts.

Linda:
Willy dear. Talk to them again. There’s no reason why you can’t work in New York.

DEATH OF A SALESMAN

STORY 2

Willy:
… So what’s the report, boys, what’s the report?
Biff:
Where’d you go this time, Dad? Gee, we were lonesome for you.
Willy, pleased, puts an arm around each boy and they come down to the apron:
Lonesome, heh?

Biff:
Missed you every minute.
Willy:
Don’t say? Tell you a secret, boys. Don’t breathe it to a soul. Someday I’ll 

have my own business, and I’ll never have to leave home any more.

Happy:
Like Uncle Charley, heh?

Willy:
Bigger than Uncle Charley! Because Charley is not – liked. He’s liked, but 

he’s not – well liked.
Biff:
Where’d you go this time, Dad?
Willy:
Well, I got on the road, and I went north to Providencee. Met the mayor.

Biff:
The Mayor of Providence!

Willy:
He was sitting in the hotel lobby.

Biff:
What’d he say?

Willy:
He said “Morning!” And I said, “You got a fine city here, mayor.” And then 

he had coffee with me. And then I went to Waterbury. Waterbury is a fine city. Big clock city, the famous waterbury clock. Sold a nice bill there. And then Boston – Boston is the cradl of the Revolution. A fine city. And a couple of other towns in Mass., and so on to Portland and Bangor and straight home!

Biff:
Gee, I’d love to go with you sometime, Dad.

Willy:
Soon as summer comes.

Happy:
Promise?

Willy:
You and Hap and I, and I’ll show you all the towns. America is full of beautiful towns and fine, upstanding people. And they know me, boyus. They know me up and down New England. The finest people. And when I bring you fellas up, there’ll be open sesame for all of us, ‘cause one thing, boys; I have friends. I can park my car in any street in New England, and the cops protect it like their own. This summer, heh?

Biff and Happy, together:
Yeah! You bet!

Willy:
We’ll take our bathing suits.

Happy:
We’ll carry your bags, Pop.

Willy:
Oh, won’t that be something! Me comin’ into the Boston stores with you boys 

carryin’ my bags. What a sensation!
TELLABILITY (1)

Sense-making devices (1)

Used for involving listeners/readers in what you are saying, waking them up, activating their minds

1. Imagery and detail

2. Direct speech

3. Ellipsis
4. Figures of speech

- Metaphor, metonymy and irony
- Hyperbole

HORSES


Lenny:… What do you think of Second Wind for the three-thirty?


Max:	Where?


Lenny:	Sandown Park.


Max:	Doesn’t stand a chance.


Lenny:	Sure he does.


Max:	Not a chance.


Lenny:	He’s the winner.


Lenny ticks the paper.


Max:	He talks to me about horses


Pause


I used to live on the course. One of the loves of my life. Epsom? I knew it like the back of my hand. I was one of the best-known faces down at the paddock. What a marvellous open-air life.


Pause


He talks to me about horses. You only read their names in the papers. I’ve stroked their manes, I’ve held them, I’ve calmed them down before a big race. I was the one they used to call for. Max, they’d say, There’s a horse here, he’s highly strung, you’re the only man on the course who can calm him. It was true. I had a … I had an instinctive understanding of animals. I should have been a trainer. Many times I was offered the job – you know, a proper post, by the Duke of … I forget his name … one of the Dukes. But I had family obligations, my family needed me at home.


Pause


The times I’ve watched those animals thundering past the post. What an experience. Mind you, I didn’t lose, I made a few bob out of it, and you know why? Because I always had the smell of a good horse. I could smell him. And not only the colts but the fillies. Because the fillies are more highly strung than the colt, they’re more unreliable, did you know that? No, what do you know? Nothing. But I was always able to tell a good filly by one particular trick. I’d look her in the eye. You see? I’d stand in front of her and look her straight in the eye, it was a kind of hypnotism, and by the look deep down in her eye I could tell whether she was a stayer or not. It was a gift. I had a gift.


Pause


And he talks to me about horses.


Lenny:	Dad, do you mind if I change the subject?


from The Homecoming by Harold Pinter




















