ALL THE LITTLE LOVED ONES

1. I love my kids.  My husband too, though sometimes he asks me whether I do, asks the question, Do you still love me?  He asks it while I am in the middle of rinsing spinach or loading washing into the machine, or chasing a trail of toys across the kitchen floor.  When he asks the question at a time like that it’s like he’s speaking an ancient, forgotten language.  I can remember a few isolated words but can’t connect them, can’t get the gist, don’t know how to answer. Of course I could say, Yes I love you, still love you, of course I still love you.  If I didn’t still love you I wouldn’t be here, would I, wouldn’t have hung around just to go through the motions of companionship and sex.  Being alone never bothered me.  It was something I chose.  Before I chose you.  But of course, that is not accurate.  Once you become a parent there is no longer a simple equation.

2. We have three children.  All our own.  Blood of our blood, flesh of our flesh etc, delivered into our hands in the usual way, a slithering mess of blood and slime and wonder, another tiny miracle.

3. In reply to his question my husband really doesn’t want to hear any of my irritating justifications for sticking around, my caustic logic.  He doesn’t really want to hear anything at all.  The response he wants is a visual and tactile one.  He wants me to drop the spinach, the laundry, the toys, sweep my hair out of my eyes, turn round, look away from what I’m doing and look at him, look lovingly into his dark, demanding eyes, walk across the kitchen floor – which needs to be swept again – stand over him as he sits at the table fingering a daffodil, still bright in its fluted centre but crisp and brown at the edges, as if it’s been singed.  My husband wants me to cuddle up close.
4. Sometimes I can do it, the right thing, what’s needed.  Other times, when I hear those words it’s like I’ve been turned to marble or ice, to something cold and hard and unyielding.  I can’t even turn my head away from the sink, far less walk those few steps across the floor.  I can’t even think about it.  And when he asks, What are you thinking? Again I’m stuck.  Does it count as thinking to be considering whether there is time to bring down the laundry from the pulley to make room for the next load before I shake off the rinsing water, pat the leaves dry, chop off the stalks and spin the green stuff around the magimix?  That’s usually what my mind is doing, that is its activity and if it can be called thinking, then that is what I’m doing.  Thinking about something not worth relating.

5. What are you thinking?

6. Nothing, I’m not thinking about anything.

7. Which isn’t the same thing.  Thinking about nothing means mental activity, a focusing of the mind on the fact or idea of nothing and that’s not what I’m doing.  I’ve no interest in that kind of activity, no time for it, no time to ponder the true meaning of life, the essential nature of the universe and so on.  Such speculation is beyond me.  Usually when I’m asked what I’m thinking my mind is simply vacant and so my reply is made with a clear, vacant conscience.

8. I’m approaching a precipice.  Each day I’m drawn nearer to the edge.  I look only at the view.  I avoid looking at the drop but I know what’s there.  At least, I can imagine it. I don’t want to be asked either question, the conversation must be kept moving, hopping across the surface of our lives like a smooth, flat stone.

9. . . .Thought is not the point.  I am feeling it, the flush, the rush of blood, the sensation of, yes, swooning.  It comes in waves.  Does it show?  I’m sure it must show on my face, the way pain might, the way pain would show on my husband’s face.

10. Do you still love me?  What are you thinking?

11. Tonight I couldn’t even manage my usual, Nothing.  It wouldn’t come out right, I try it out in my head, practise it, imagine the word as it would come out.  It would sound unnatural, false, a strangled, evasive mumble or else a spat denial.  Either way it wouldn’t pass.  It would lead to probing.  A strained, suspicious little duet would begin in the midst of preparing the dinner and I know where this edgy, halting tune leads.  I know the notes by heart.

12. (Practice makes perfect.  Up and down the same old scales until you can do them without tripping up, without twisting fingers or breaking resolutions, without swearing, yelling, failing or resentment at the necessity of repetition. Without scales the fingers are insufficiently developed to be capable of . . . until you can do it in your sleep, until you do do it in your sleep, up and down as fast as dexterity permits. Without practice, life skills also atrophy.)

13. For years we’ve shared everything we had to share, which wasn’t much at first and now is way too much.  In the way of possessions at least.  We started simply: one room, a bed we nailed together from pine planks and lasted a decade; a few lingering relics from previous couplings (and still I long to ditch that nasty little bronze figurine made by the woman before me.  A troll face, with gouged-out eyes.  Scary at night, glowering from a corner of the bedroom.)  Money was scarce but new love has no need of money.  Somewhere to go, to be together is all and we were lucky.  We had that.  Hell is love with no place to go.

14. While around us couples were splitting at the seams, we remained intact.  In the midst of break-ups and breakouts, we tootled on, sympathetic listeners, providers of impromptu pasta, a pull-out bed for the night, the occasional alibi.  We listened to the personal disasters of our friends but wondered in private, in bed, alone together at the end of another too-late night, what all the fuss was about.  Beyond our ken, all that heartbreak, all that angst.  What did it have to do with us, our lives, our kids?  We had no room for it. Nor, for that matter, a great deal of space for passion.

15. An example to us all, we’ve been told, You two are an example to us all.  Of course it was meant to be taken with a pinch of salt, a knowing smile but said frequently enough for the phrase to stick, as if our friends in their cracked, snapped, torn-to-shreds state, our friends who had just said goodbye to someone they loved, or someone they didn’t love after all or any more, as if all of them were suddenly united in a wilderness of unrequited love.  While we, in our dusty, cluttered home, had achieved something other than an accumulation of consecutive time together.

16. This is true, of course, and we can be relied upon to provide some display of the example that we are.  My husband is likely to take advantage of the opportunity and engage in a bit of public necking.  Me, I sling mud, with affection.  Either way, between us we manage to steer the chat away from our domestic compatibility, top up our friends’ drinks, turn up the volume on the stereo, stir up a bit of jollity until it’s time to say Goodnight. See you soon.  Look after yourself, until it’s time to be left alone together again with our example.  Our differences remain.

17. Do you still love me?  What are you thinking?

18. Saturday night.  The children are asleep. Three little dark heads are thrown back on pillows printed with characters from Lewis Carroll, Disney and Masters of the Universe.  Three little mouths blow snores into the intimate, bedroom air.  Upstairs, the neighbours hammer tacks into a carpet, their dogs romp and bark, their antique plumbing gurgles down the wall but the children sleep on, their sweet breath rising and falling in unison.

19. We are able to eat in peace, take time to taste the food which my husband has gone to impossible lengths to prepare.  The dinner turns out to be an unqualified success: the curry is smooth, spicy, aromatic, the rice dry, each firm little ellipse brushing against the tongue.  The dinner is a joy and a relief.  My husband is touchy about his cooking and requires almost as much in the way of reassurance and compliments in this as he does about whether I still love him or not.  A bad meal dampens the spirits, is distressing both for the cook and the cooked-for.  A bad meal can be passed over, unmentioned but not ignored.  The stomach too has longings for more than simply to be filled.  A bad meal can be worse than no meal at all.

20. But it was an extremely good meal and I was wholehearted and voluble in my appreciation.  Everything was going well. We drank more wine, turned off the overhead light, lit a candle, fetched the cassette recorder from the kids’ room and put on some old favourites; smoochy, lyrical, emotive stuff, tunes we knew so well we didn’t have to listen, just let them fill the gaps in our conversation.  So far so good.

21. Saturdays have to be good.  It’s pretty much all we have. Of us, the two of us just.  One night a week, tiptoeing through the hall so as not to disturb the kids, lingering in the kitchen because it’s further away from their bedroom than the sitting room, we can speak more freely, don’t need to keep the talk turned down to a whisper.  We drink wine and catch up.  It is necessary to catch up, to keep track of each other.

22. Across the country, while all the little loved ones are asleep, wives and husbands, single parents and surrogates are sitting down together or alone, working out what has to be done.  There are always things to be done, to make tomorrow pass smoothly, to make tomorrow work.  I look through the glasses and bottles and the shivering candle flame at my husband.  The sleeves of his favourite shirt – washed-out blue with pearly buttons, last year’s Christmas present from me – are rolled up.  His elbows rest on the table which he recently sanded and polished by hand.  It took forever. We camped out in the living room while coat after coat of asphyxiating varnish was applied.  It looks good now, better than before.  But was the effort worth the effect?

23. My husband’s fine pale fingers are pushed deep into his hair.  I look past him out of the kitchen window, up the dark sloping street at parked cars and sodium lights, lit windows and smoking chimneys, the blinking red eye of a plane crossing a small trough of blue-black sky.  My house is where my life happens. In it there is love, work, a roof, a floor, solidity, houseplants, toys, pots and pans, achievements and failures, inspirations and mistakes recipes and instruction booklets, guarantees and spare parts, plans, dreams, memories.  And there is no need, nothing here pushing me. It is nobody’s fault.

24. I go to playparks a lot, for air, for less mess in the house and of course because the kids like to get out.  Pushing a swing, watching a little one arcing away and rushing back into your hands, it’s natural to talk to another parent. It passes the time.  You don’t get so bored pushing, the little one is kept lulled and amenable.  There’s no way of reckoning up fault or blame or responsibility, nothing is stable enough, specific enough to be held to account and that’s not the point.  The swing swung back, I tossed my hair out of my eyes and glance up at a complete stranger, a father.  The father smiled back.
25. We know each other’s names, the names of children and spouses.  That’s about all.  We ask few questions.  No need for questions.  We meet and push our children on swings and sometimes we stand just close enough for our shoulders to touch, just close enough to feel that fluttering hollowness, like hunger.  We visit the park  - even in the rain, to watch the wind shaking the trees and tossing cherry blossoms on to the grass, the joggers and dog walkers lapping the flat green park – to be near each other.

26. Millions have stood on this very same ledge, in the privacy of their own homes, the unweeded gardens of their minds.  Millions have stood on the edge and tested their balance, their common sense, strength of will, they have reckoned up the cost, in mess and misery, have wondered whether below the netless drop a large tree with spread branches awaits to cushion their fall.  So simple, so easy.  All I have to do is rock on my heels, rock just a shade too far and we will all fall down.  Two husbands, two wives, and all the little loved ones.

Dilys Rose

NAMING

Try to find as many answers as possible for each question:

· What does Rose gain by not giving her characters names? How does it help the story have an impact?

· What does Rose lose by not giving her characters names?  How does it weaken the story?

· Why do you think Rose chose not to give her characters names?

SPEECH

The usual rules for using speech in a story would say:

· put speech marks round the words characters say

· the words that let us know who is speaking go in the same paragraph as the words that character says

· in a conversation, change to a new paragraph when you are about to change who is speaking

NOW TRY THIS  Look at paragraph 1 of the story.  Re-write it, following the rules of speech as outlined above.  Remember you don’t need to use speech marks for the narrator’s words to us, only for those anyone says or could say out loud in the story. 
Now, remembering that all the dialogue in the story is equally hidden from us, answer these questions:

· Why do you think Dilys Rose chose to “hide” the speech from readers in this way?  What is she trying to say about communication within the narrator’s marriage?

· Not only is the speech unpunctuated, but not all of the characters get to speak. In fact, only the narrator and her husband do. We never hear any words from any of her three children, nor from the father she meets at that park.  Why do you think Rose keeps the other characters silent?

TENSES

This story is told mostly in present tense.  Although it is more usual for writers to write fiction in the past tense, present tense is not that odd a choice, especially in a piece like this when the narrator is speaking directly to us, the readers.  It creates immediacy, a sense that the narrator is real and that events are happening as we watch them unfold.

What makes Rose’s story a little unusual is that she sometimes deliberately moves into past tense.  This happens four times.

NOW TRY THIS  Complete the table to show where and why Rose sometimes uses past tense.  The examples go through the story in order.

	Paragraph
	Sample quotation
	Why in past tense?

	14
	“While around us couples were splitting at the seams, we remained intact”
	Perhaps to show that the best and strongest phase of their marriage is now behind them, and they may now be as much in danger of splitting as the friends they supported in the past.

	
	
	It shows this happy evening is like something that they would have done in the past, but is actually very unusual nowadays.

	24

	
	

	
	“Millions have stood on this very same ledge.”

	


LISTING

Rose puts lists in the story again and again.   This isn’t because she’s a boring or repetitive writer, but because the narrator’s constant use of lists tells us that she feels her life at the moment is boring and repetitive – which may be why she is feeling tempted to have an affair.

NOW TRY THIS  You will see a list of the narrator’s lists.   Copy this as you work through the task. Beside the subject of each list, write down the number of the paragraph where we find that list, and quote the words of the list. Note that these are deliberately not in the same order that they come up in in the story, so you’ll have to read carefully to find them. The first one has been done for you.

· A list of what the neighbours are up to: para 18

Upstairs, the neighbours hammer tacks into a carpet, their dogs romp and bark, their antique plumbing gurgles down the wall

· A list of the things in her house
· A list of the what her husband would like her to do to show she loves him

· A list of what happens after their successful Saturday night meal

· A list of the kinds of support they gave their friends

· Two lists of her domestic tasks

· A list of the things she and the other man see often in the park

As we’ve seen already, Rose takes the risk of boring us with repeated lists to show that’s it’s a risky thing to go through life feeling tired and bored.  However some of these lists also give us particular insight.

NOW TRY THIS  Answer the following questions:

1. You should have found two occasions when the narrator lists small and perhaps rather meaningless domestic tasks she has to do.  Why do you think Rose particularly repeated this sort of list?  What is she saying about the woman’s life and about the demands upon her?

2. Look again at the list you found of the things the narrator has in her house.  Some of the things on the list are genuine, actual, physical things and objects, some of them are more abstract feelings and qualities.  

a. Circle the feelings and qualities in your quotation of that list to make them stand out.  

b. Now look at the physical things on that list.  How many of them would you judge to be highly valuable or important? What is Rose saying about the narrator’s life by getting her to mix together objects and abstracts in this way?

THE FATHER AT THE PLAYPARK

NOW TRY THIS  You’re going to find the clues scattered throughout the story that show she has known this other man since before she began talking to us, the readers.  Look in the following paragraphs:

8, 9, 11

For each paragraph, find and quote the language that suggests she is already thinking about and tempted by this other man.  Then explain how the language you have quoted shows this.

The fact that she seems to know this man already before she begins speaking to us affects our sympathy for the narrator.  Think about these questions:

· If she only met him at the end of the story, after we have learnt all about her daily life and her relationships with her husband and children, how would we feel about her?

· How do we feel about her once we realise that she has known this other man for some time, and that she has probably only begun telling us her story because he is already on her mind?

THE NARRATOR’S MARRIAGE

The narrator ends paragraph 16 by saying: “Our differences remain.”  She doesn’t mean the differences between them and their friends, she means the differences between her and her husband.

There may be some evidence to suggest that one of those differences may be that he cares about her more than she now cares about him.

· How does the contrast between what they both do to display their compatibility suggest this?

· How do the two questions he keeps asking her suggest this?  Do the questions suggest any other, less positive, feelings he might have?

· Read paragraph 22, where we are told about his favourite shirt.  How does it provide a clue that he cares about her, and perhaps more than she does about him?

IMAGERY AND SYMBOLISM

These are two techniques that Rose deploys throughout the story.  Sometimes she uses an image to tell us more about the narrator, her life, or her relationship with her husband.  Sometimes she turns an object that is actually in the story into a symbol, making it stand for an important idea.

If you have been practising Close Reading, you should know how to examine an image. You begin with what the image literally is like, or literally means.  Then you go on to the metaphorical meaning, showing how that image applies to and adds meaning to the subject under discussion.  You should be used to using this formula:

Just as . . . (EXPLAIN THE LITERAL MEANING) . . . so  . . . (EXPLAIN THE METAPHORICAL MEANING)

We’re going to use this formula to examine some of the images and symbols in the story.  The first two will be done for you, then you’ll have a chance to pick some of them apart yourself.

The first comes from paragraph 1:

I love my kids.  My husband too, though sometimes he asks me whether I do, asks the question, Do you still love me?  He asks it while I am in the middle of rinsing spinach or loading washing into the machine, or chasing a trail of toys across the kitchen floor.  When he asks the question at a time like that it’s like he’s speaking an ancient, forgotten language.  

You could analyse the image of the forgotten language like this:

Just as an ancient language is something that was once familiar, but now has no speakers who are fluent in it, so the idea of loving her husband was once recognisable to the narrator, but is now something she can barely understand.

In fact the narrator admits that herself, and more or less analyses her own image in the very next sentence of the story:

“I can remember a few isolated words but can’t connect them, can’t get the gist, don’t know how to answer.”

Now look at this symbol from paragraph 3, in which the narrator tells us what her husband is doing:

“he sits at the table fingering a daffodil, still bright in its fluted centre but crisp and brown at the edges, as if it’s been singed”
You could analyse the symbol of the daffodil like this:

Just as the daffodil is still bright in the centre but damaged around the edges, so their marriage may still have some love at its heart, but is past its best.

NOW TRY THIS You are going to examine some of the other images and symbols that Rose uses in the story. 

You ought to be able to use the Just as . . . , so . . . method to look at each image or symbol, and sometimes you will be given a further hint, prompt or question to help you get the most out of an image or a symbol.  Remember they all tell us something about the narrator, her life, or her relationships.

Examine the following images:

A. The image of the precipice which comes up in paragraphs 8 and 26.  Once you have done your Just as . . . , so . . . analysis, go deeper into the image as it is used in paragraph 8.  What does the “view” mean?  What is the “drop” ?  

B. The image of the narrator being turned to marble or ice in paragraph 4

C. The image in paragraph 8 of their conversation being like a smooth flat stone.

D. The images in paragraph 11 of their conversation as a duet. Once you have done your Just as . . . , so . . . analysis, go deeper into the musical image as it is continued in paragraph 12.  What does the she mean by the idea of practising scales? 

E. The image of a wilderness in paragraph 15.

F. The tree image in the final paragraph of the story. Once you have done your Just as . . . , so . . . analysis, go deeper into the image.  If the tree stands for a person, who would that person be: her husband, the father from the playpark, or somebody else?

Some of the other images and symbols in the story are a little more subtle, and not quite so straightforward to analyse.  They are full of ideas and connotations that again shed more light on the narrator and her relationships.

THE EXTENDED SYMBOL OF THE MEAL

Look again at paragraph 19:

“We are able to eat in peace, take time to taste the food which my husband has gone to impossible lengths to prepare.  The dinner turns out to be an unqualified success: the curry is smooth, spicy, aromatic, the rice dry, each firm little ellipse brushing against the tongue.  The dinner is a joy and a relief.  My husband is touchy about his cooking and requires almost as much in the way of reassurance and compliments in this as he does about whether I still love him or not.  A bad meal dampens the spirits, is distressing both for the cook and the cooked-for.  A bad meal can be passed over, unmentioned but not ignored.  The stomach too has longings for more than simply to be filled.  A bad meal can be worse than no meal at all.”

This whole description of the meal is a kind of extended metaphor for their marriage:  

· The effort her husband puts into cooking for them both (after all, most people who fancy a curry on a Saturday night probably get a takeaway) may show how important the relationship is to him.  

· The fact that he is touchy about his cooking is, as his wife tells us, somehow connected to his need for reassurance and compliments in their relationship. 

· Her statement that “The stomach too has longings for more than simply to be filled” may have a sexual connotation.  We can see in paragraphs 3 and 16 that the physical side of their partnership is very important to him, but her words here suggest she wants more.  If we compare this to her words in paragraph 25 about a “fluttering hollowness, like hunger” when she is with the playpark father, that might suggest that her feelings towards him are more simply sexual.

· The closing idea that a bad one is worse than none at all applies to marriage even more than it does to curries.

So we can see that the extended metaphor of a meal standing for their marriage is made up of four quite complex ideas.  It’s important to notice that the curry is a big success.

NOW TRY THIS  Answer these two questions:

1. If the meal somehow symbolises their marriage, how does its success act as a small optimistic note in the story?

2. Read the whole paragraph about the meal again carefully.  Does it sound as if their meals together are usually so successful?  What does this tell us about their marriage?

THE EXTENDED SYMBOL OF MUSIC

In paragraph 20 the narrator tells us:

“We drank more wine, turned off the overhead light, lit a candle, fetched the cassette recorder from the kids’ room and put on some old favourites; smoochy, lyrical, emotive stuff, tunes we knew so well we didn’t have to listen, just let them fill the gaps in our conversation.  So far so good.”

Look at the section in bold. This tells us something metaphorical about the intimacy and familiarity in their relationship.

· How could this familiarity be a good thing?

· How could this familiarity be a bad thing?

THE EXTENDED SYMBOL OF THE TABLE
In paragraph 22, the narrator tells us that her husband’s:

“elbows rest on the table which he recently sanded and polished by hand.  It took forever. We camped out in the living room while coat after coat of asphyxiating varnish was applied.  It looks good now, better than before.  But was the effort worth the effect?”

There are two things we can get out of this symbol:

· How does the effort he put into restoring the table add to the picture we already have of the husband, and his feelings about their family life?

· Look at the question the narrator asks at the end of the paragraph.  How could we apply it to more than just the actual table in front of her?

THE EXTENDED SYMBOL OF THE SHIRT

 In paragraph 22 the narrator describes her husband sitting at the table:

The sleeves of his favourite shirt – washed-out blue with pearly buttons, last year’s Christmas present from me – are rolled up.

· What ideas are suggested by the phrases “washed out” and “last year’s”?

THE EXTENDED SYMBOL OF THINGS TO DO

Again in paragraph 22, the speaker tell us:

There are always things to be done, to make tomorrow pass smoothly, to make tomorrow work.

She’s not just talking about household chores and domestic duties.

· Explain how what she is saying could be a lesson or message about good marriages.

WORD CHOICE FOR SELF-JUSTIFICATION

Perhaps because the speaker feels very guilty about the temptation she is facing, she tries to justify her actions and thoughts to herself and to us.  In paragraph 24 she tells us that “it’s natural to talk to another parent” and gives us three reasons why this is so.  

· What are these reasons?

She also tells us that, “There’s no way of reckoning up fault or blame or responsibility”.  The very fact that she uses those three very emotive nouns, which all reinforce the same idea, tells us she feels guilty and doesn’t want us to make her feel more so.

Now read the final paragraph of the story.

· Explain how the speaker uses a number to make herself sound less personally responsible.

· How does the expression, “All I have to do . . .” in that paragraph also make her sound less responsible?

NOW TRY THIS  Here are four possible ideas about the narrator:
1. She is so exhausted and unhappy that she mentions the playpark father by accident as she tells us about her life

2. She is using the monologue to justify her actions to us because she feels they are justifiable 

3. She using it the monologue justify her actions to herself because she actually feels very guilty 

4. She is speaking as a way of thinking over her options because she doesn’t know what to do 

YOUR OWN RESPONSE

Some people read this story and feel sympathy for the narrator because she feels worn down in her marriage and guilty about the temptation she’s experiencing. Some people feel sympathy for the husband because he seems to have no idea what’s on his wife’s mind.  Some people feel sympathy for the nameless children whose lives would be so affected if their parents’ marriage breaks up.  Now that you have studied the story in depth, you should be ready to come to your own response.

NOW TRY THIS  Answer these questions, justifying your response by making references to, or quoting from, the story.

· Who do you feel most sympathy for, and why?

· Is anyone to blame, or are these sad events nobody’s personal fault?

· Is there any evidence in the story that this situation could improve?

TECHNIQUE REVISION

Now that you’ve worked your way through All The Little Loved Ones you should know the story very well. Before you prove this by writing an essay, revise your knowledge of Rose’s techniques.

Take a large piece of paper and mark it up into a PEE grid.  For every technique, fill in a quotation from the story, and explain the effect it has on the reader. You need to work with the following Techniques:
	Point – a technique
	Evidence – quote if possible
	Explanation

	Lack of names
	No character is named, and we don’t even know the sexes of her children
	Stops us connecting too much with the characters – maybe stops us feeling sympathy with the family she may be about to hurt

	Lack of speech punctuation
	There is very little speech in the story, and none of it is picked out with speech marks or paragraphing
	Shows how communication in the marriage is lacking or unclear


Take a new row on your table of each of these examples of word choice: little (used often); tootled (para 14); display (para 16); blood (para 2)
Take a new row on your table of each of these uses of repetition: little; blood




Take a new row on your table of each of these images: the precipice (8 & 26); marble or ice (4); stone (8); duet (11); wilderness (15); tree (last para)
Take a new row on your table of each of these symbols: the table (22); the daffodil (3); her husband’s shirt (22); the music they dance to (20); things to do (22); the extended symbol of the curry (19)
Then take a new row on your table of each of these techniques:
present tense

past tense


listing









the title


allusion
Higher essays
3 Choose a novel or short story in which the method of narration is important.

Outline briefly the writer’s method of narration and explain why you feel this method makes such a major contribution to your understanding of the text as a whole. 
4 Choose a novel or short story in which there is a central character to whom you react with mixed feelings.

With reference to appropriate techniques, briefly explain why you react to the character in this way and discuss how this reaction adds to your understanding of the text as a whole.

5. Choose a novel or short story that deals with a theme of moral or social significance.

With reference to appropriate techniques, explain how the writer develops this theme and discuss why its development adds to your appreciation of the text as a whole.
6  Choose a novel or short story which deals with the theme of love or loss or redemption.
With reference to appropriate techniques, explain how the writer develops this theme, and discuss how it adds to your understanding of the text as a whole. 
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