VARIETIES OF STORY

What are ths speakers doing with their story

Boasting – a self-aggrandising story

Joking, teasing – a joke, a put down story

Gossiping

Reminiscing, being nostalgic

Reporting something – is a Messenger scene a description or a story?

Dreaming about the future

Dreaming about the past

Some genre labels

Anecdote – shared past experience

Joke

Dreamtelling

Embarrassing story

Troubles-telling

Interactional mode

Is the story a joint construction or not?

e.g. collaborative fantasy and collective gossip is enjoyable and good for social rapport

Discourse function

You need to check whether your stories are related to other stories in the play. For example, it might be:

· a retelling (e.g. Hamm’s Chronicle in Endgame)

· one of a series of stories by different characters (story round)

· a second or response story (in reply to someone else’s story)

A RETOLD STORY

What changes in the retelling?

Biff breathlessly:  I did a terrible thing today Hap. It’s been the strangest day I ever went through. I’m all numb, I swear.

Happy:
You mean he wouldn’t see you?

Biff:
Well, I waited six hours for him, see? All day. Kept sending my name in. Even tried to date hs secretary so she’d get me to him, but no soap.

Happy:
Because you’re not showin’ the old confidence, Biff. He remembered you, didn’t he?

Biff, stopping Happy with a gesture: Finally, about five o’clock, he comes out. Didn’t remember who I was or anything. I felt like such an idiot, Hap.

Happy:
Did you tell him my Florida idea?

Biff:
He walked away. I saw him for one minute. I got so mad I could’ve torn the walls down! How the hell did I get the idea I was a salesman there? I even believed myself that I’d been a salesman for him! And then he gave me one look and - I realised what a ridiculous lie my whole life has been! We’ve been talking in a dream for fifteen years. I was a shipping clerk.

Happy:
What’d you do?

Biff, with great tension and wonder:
Well, he left, see. And the secretary went out. I was all alone in the waiting room. I don’t know what came over me, Hap. The next thing I know I’m in his office – paneled walls, everything – I can’t explain it. I – Hap, I took his fountain pen.

Happy:
Geez. Did he catch you?

Biff:
I ran out. I ran down all eleven flights.

Happy:
That was an awful dumb – what’d you do that for?

Biff, agonised:
I don’t know. I just wanted to take something. I don’t know. You gotta help me Hap. I’m gonna tell Pop.

Willy:
Well, what happened, boy? Nodding affirmatively with a smile: Everything go all right?

Biff, takes a breath, then reaches out and grasps Willy’s hand: Pal … He is smiling bravely and Willy is smiling too. I had an experience today.

Happy:
Terrific, Pop.

Willy:
That so? What happened?

Biff, high, slightly alcoholic, above the earth: I’m going to tell you everything from first to last. It’s been a strange day. Silence. He looks around, composes himself as best he can, but his breath keeps breaking the rhythm of his voice. I had to wait quite a while for him, and-

Willy:
Oliver?

Biff:
Yeah, Oliver. All day, as a matter of cold fact. And a lot of instances – facts, Pop, facts about my life came back to me. Who was it, Pop? Who ever said I was a salesman with Oliver?

Willy:
Well, you were.

Biff:
No, Dad, I was a shipping clerk.

Willy:
But you were practically-

Biff, with determination: Dad, I don’t know who said it first, but I was never a salesman for Bill Oliver.

Willy:
What’re you talking about?

Biff:
Let’s hold on to the facts tonight, Pop. We’re not goin’ to get anywhere bullin’ around. I was a shipping clerk.

Willy, angrily:
All right, now listen to me – 

Biff:
Why don’t you let me finish?

Willy:
I’m not interested in stories about the past or any crap of that kind because the woods are burning, boys, you understand? There’s a big blaze going on all around. I was fired today.

Biff, shocked:
How could you be?

Willy:
I was fired and I’m looking for a little good news to tell your mother because the woman has waited and the woman has suffered. The gist of it is that I haven’t got a story left in my head, Biff. So don’t give me a lecture about facts and aspects. I’m not interested. Now what’ve you got to say to me?

Stanley enters with three drinks. They wait until he leaves.

Willy:
Did you see Oliver?

Biff:
Jesus, Dad!

Willy:
You mean, you didn’t go up there?

Happy:
Sure he went up there.

Biff:
I did. I – saw him. How could they fire you?

Willy, on the edge of his chair:  What kind of welcome did he give you?

Biff:
He won’t even let you work on commission?

Willy:
I’m out! Driving:  So tell me, he gave you a warm welcome?

Happy:
Sure, Pop, sure!

Biff, driven:
Well, it was kind of – 

Willy:
I was wondering if he’d remember you. To Happy: Imagine, man doesn’t see him for ten, twelve years and gives him that kind of welcome!

Happy:
Damn right!

Biff, trying to return to the offensive: Pop, look – 

Willy:
You know why he remembered you, don’t you? Because you impressed him in those days.

Biff:
Let’s talk quietly and get this down to the facts, huh?

Willy, as though Biff had been interrupting: Well, what happened? It’s great news, Biff. Did he take you into his office or’d you talk in the waiting room?

Biff:
Well, he came in, see, and – 

Willy, with a big smile:  What’d he say? Betcha he threw his arm around you.

Biff:
Well, he kinda – 

Willy:
He’s a fine man. To Happy: Very hard man to see, y’know.

Happy, agreeing:  Oh, I know

Willy, to Biff:
Is that where you had the drinks?

Biff:
Yeah, he gave me a couple of – no, no!

Happy, cutting in:  He told him my Florida idea.

Willy:
Don’t interrupt. To Biff. How’d he react to the Florida idea?

Biff:
Dad, will you give me a minute to explain?

Willy:
I’ve been waiting for you to explain since I sat down hear! What happened? He took you into his office and what?

Biff:
Well – I talked. And – and he listened, see.

Willy:
Famous for the way he listens, y’know. What was his answer?

Biff:
His answer was – He breaks off suddenly angry. Dad, you’re not letting me tell you what I want to tell you!

Willy, accusing, angered:  You didn’t see him, did you?

Biff:
I did see him!

Willy:
What’d you insult him or something? You insulted him, didn’t you?

Biff:
Listen, will you let me out of it, will you just let me out of it!

Happy:
What the hell!

Willy:
Tell me what happened!

Biff, to Happy:
I can’t talk to him!

 A single trumpet note jars the ear. The light of green leaves stains the house which holds the air of night and a dream. Young Bernard enters and knocks on the door of the house.

Young Bernard, frantically: Mrs Loman, Mrs Loman!!

Happy:


Tell him what happened!

Biff, to Happy:

Shut up and leave me alone!

Willy:


No, no! You had to go and flunk math!

Biff:


What math? What’re you talking about?

Young Bernard:
Mrs Loman! Mrs Loman!

Linda appears in the house, as of old.

Willy, wildly:

Math, math, math!

Biff:


Take it easy, Pop!

Young Bernard:
Mrs Loman!

Willy, furiously:
If you hadn’t flunked you’d’ve been set by now!

Biff:


Now, look, I’m gonna tell you what happened, and you’re going 

to listen to me.

Young Bernard:
Mrs Loman!

Biff:


I waited six hours –

Happy:


What the hell are you saying?

Biff:


I kept sending in my name but he wouldn’t see me. So finally 

he … He continues unheard as light fades low on the restaurant.
Flashback scene with Young Bernard and Linda

Light on house area snaps out.

… so I’m washed up with Oliver, you understand? Are you listening to me?

Willy, at a loss:
Yeah, sure. If you hadn’t flunked - 

Biff:


Flunked what? What are you talking about?

Willy:
Don’t blame everything on me. I didn’t flunk math - you did! What pen?

Happy:


That was awful dumb, Biff. A pen like that is worth – 

Willy, seeing the pen for the first time:
You took Oliver’s pen?

Biff, weakening:
Dad, I just explained to you

Willy:


You stole Bill Oliver’s fountain pen.

Biff:
I didn’t exactly steal it. That’s just what I’ve been explaining to you!

Happy:
He had it in his hand and just then Oliver walked in, so he got nervous and stuck it in his pocket.

Willy:


My God, Biff.

Biff:


I never intended to do it, Dad.

A STORY ROUND

Can you separate the stories?

Meg:
My father was going to take me to Ireland once. But then he went away by himself.

Lulu (to Goldberg):
Do you think you knew me when I was a little girl?

Goldberg:
Were you a nice little girl?

Lulu:
I was.

Meg:
I don’t know if he went to Ireland.

Lulu:
Maybe I played piggy-back with you.

Goldberg:
Maybe you did.

Meg:
He didn’t take me.

Lulu:
Or pop goes the weasel.

Goldberg:
Is that a game?

Lulu:
Sure it’s a game!

McCann:
Why didn’t he take you to Ireland?

Lulu:
You’re tickling me.

Goldberg:
You should worry.

Lulu:
I’ve always liked older men. They can soothe you.

They embrace

McCann:
I know a place. Roscrea. Mother Nolan’s.

Meg:
There was a night-light in my room, when I was a little girl.

McCann:
One time I stayed there all night drinking with the boys. Singing and drinking all night.

Meg:
And my Nanny used to sit up with me, and sing songs to me.

McCann:
And a plate of fry in the morning. Now where am I?

Meg:
My little room was pink. I had a pink carpet and pink curtains and I had musical boxes all over the room. And they played me to sleep. Any my father was a very big doctor. That’s why I never had any complaints. I was cared for, and I had little brothers and sisters in other rooms, all different colours.

McCann:
Tullamore, where are you?

Meg:
 (to McCann).
Give us a drop more.

GUESSING GAME STORY

Christy’s story

Michael (impressed):
If it’s not stealing, it’s maybe something big.

Christy (flattered):
Ay; it’s maybe something big.

Jimmy:
He’s a wicked-looking young fellow. Maybe he followed after a young woman on a lonesome night.

Christy (shocked):
Oh, the saints forbid, mister; I was all times a decent lad.

….

Philly:
Did you strike golden guineas out of solder, young fellow, or shilling coins 

itself?

Christy:
I did not, mister, not sixpence nor a farthing coin.

Jimmy:
Did you marry three wives, maybe? I’m told there’s a sprinkling have done 

that among the holy Luthers of the preaching north.

Christy (shyly):
I never married with one, let alone with a couple or three.

Philly:
Maybe he went fighting for the Boers, the like of the man beyond, was judged 

to be hanged, quartered and drawn. Were you off East, young fellow, fighting bloody wars for Kruger and the freedom of the Boers?

Christy:
I never left my own parish till Tuesday was a week.

…

Pegeen (coming from counter):
He’s done nothing, so. (To Christy) If you didn’t 

commit murder or a bad, nasty thing; or false coining, or robbery, or butchery, 

or the like of them, there isn’t anything that would be worth your troubling for 

to run from now. You did nothing at all. 

Christy (his feelings hurt): That’s an unkindly thing to be saying to a poor orphaned 

traveller, has a prison behind him and hanging before, and hell’s gap gaping below.

Pegeen (with a sign to the man to be quiet):
You’re only saying it. You did nothing at 

all. A soft lad the like of you wouldn’t slit the windpipe of a screeching sow.

You’re not speaking the truth

…

Pegeen (in mock rage):
Not speaking the truth, is it? Would you have me knock the 

head of you with the butt of the broom?

Christy (twisting round on her with a sharp cry of horror):
Don’t strike me. I killed 

my poor father. Tuesday was a week, for doing the like of that.

Pegeen (with blank amazement):
Is it killed your father?

Olivia:
Alas, poor fool, how have they baffl’d thee.

Clown:
Why, “some are born great, some achieve greatness, and some have greatness 

thrown upon them”. I was one, sir, in this interlude – one Sir Topas, sir; but 

that’s all one. “By the Lord, Fool, I am not mad!” But, do you remember – 

“Madam why laugh you at such a barren rascal? An you smile not, he’s 

gagg’d”? And thus the whirligig of time brings in his revenges.

Malvolio:
I’ll be reveng’d on the whole pack of you. (Exit)

William Shakespeare, Twelfth Night, Act 5, Scene 1







