
 

Appendix B 
 
 

Examples 
 
 
“A positive” narrative 
 
 

        1) It is vain to say human beings ought to be satisfied with tranquility 

they must have action, and they will make it if they cannot find it. Millions are 

condemned to a stiller doom than mine, and millions are in silent revolt against their 

lot. Nobody knows how many rebellions beside political rebellions ferment in the 

masses of life which people earth. Women are supposed to be very calm generally: 

but women feel just as men feel; they need exercise for their faculties, and a field for 

their efforts as much as their brothers do; they suffer from too rigid a restraint…and it 

is narrow-minded in their more privileged fellow-creatures to say that they ought to 

confine themselves to making puddings and knitting stockings, to playing on the 

piano and embroidering bags. It is thoughtless to condemn them, or laugh at them, if 

they seek to do more or learn more than custom has pronounced necessary for their 

sex (Bronte, 1847, p. 141, quoted in Simpson, 1993, p. 57). 

        2) George has a cousin, who is usually described in the charge-sheet as a 

medical student, so that he naturally has a somewhat family-physicianary way of 

putting things. 

        I agreed with George, and suggested that we should seek out some 

retired and old-world spot, far from the madding crowd, and dream away a sunny 

week among its drowsy lanes – some half-forgotten nook, hidden away by the fairies, 

out of reach of the noisy world – some quaint-perched eyrie on the cliffs of Time, 

from whence the surging waves of the nineteenth century would sound far-off and 

faint. 

             Harris said he thought it would be humpty. He said he knew the sort of 

place I meant; where everybody went to bed at eight o’clock, and you couldn’t get a 

Referee for love or money, and had to walk ten miles to get your baccy (Jerome, 

1889, p. 7, quoted in Simpson, 1993, p. 58). 
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“A negative” narrative 

 

        1) Not a soul to be seen, not a grown-up anywhere, except, away down 

the beach, a few felled sunbathers on their towels. I wonder why it was so deserted 

there? Perhaps it wasn’t, perhaps there were seaside crowds all about, and I didn’t 

notice, with my inveterate yearning towards backgrounds…Yet I could not worry, 

could not make myself be concerned. I seemed to float bemused, in a dreamy 

detachment, as if I had been given a great dose of local anaesthetic. Perhaps this is 

what it means to be in shock? No: I think it was just the certainty that at any moment 

a hand would grasp me by the shoulder (Banville, 1989, p. 126, quoted in Simpson, 

1993, p. 59). 

        2) Take your time, said the sergeant. Was mother’s name Molloy? Very 

likely. Her name must be Molloy too, I said. They took me away, to the guardroom I 

suppose, and there I was told to sit down. I must have tried to explain. I won’t go into 

it. I obtained permission, if not to lie down on a bench, at least to remain standing, 

propped against the wall. The room was dark and full of people hastening to and fro, 

malefactors, policemen, lawyers, priests and journalists I suppose. All that made a 

dark, dark forms crowding in a dark place. They paid no attention to me and I repaid 

the compliment. Then how could I know they were paying no attention to me, and 

how could I repay the compliment, since they were paying no attention to me? I don’t 

know. I knew it and I did it, that’s all I know. But suddenly a woman rose up before 

me, a big fat woman dressed in black, or rather in mauve. I still wonder today if it 

wasn’t the social worker. She was holding out to me, on an odd saucer, a mug full of a 

grayish concoction which must have been green tea with saccharine and powdered 

milk (Beckett, 1950, p. 23, quoted in Simpson, 1993, p. 52). 

     

“A neutral” narrative 

 

        1) While I was helping her [Marie] to climb on to a raft, I let my hand 

stray over her breasts. Then she lay flat on the raft, while I trod water. After a moment 

she turned and looked at me. Her hair was over her eyes and she was laughing. I  

 



 

clambered up on to the raft, beside her (Camus, 1942, p. 28, quoted in Simpson, 1993, 

p. 61). 

         2) The bouncer tried to knee him in the groin. The big man turned him in 

the air and slid his gaudy shoes apart on the scaly linoleum that covered the floor. He 

bent the bouncer backwards and shifted his right hand to the bouncer’s belt. The belt 

broke like a piece of butcher’s string. The big man put his enormous hand flat against 

the bouncer’s spine and heaved. He threw him clear across the room, spinning and 

staggering and flailing with his arms. Three men jumped out of the way. The bouncer 

went over the table and smacked into the baseboard with a crash that must have been 

heard in Denver. His legs twitched. Then he lay still (Chandler, 1940, p. 12, quoted in 

Simpson, 1993, pp. 61-62). 

        

“B(N) positive” narrative 

�

        1) The left hand scene presented the view of a very fine park composed 

of very unequal ground, and agreeably varied with all the diversity that hills, lawns, 

wood, and water, laid out with admirable taste, but owing less to art than to nature, 

could give. Beyond this the country gradually rose into a ridge of wild mountains, the 

tops of which were above the clouds. 

       It was now the middle of May, and the morning was remarkably 

serene, when Mr. Allworthy walked forth on the terrace, where the dawn opened 

every minute that lovely prospect we have before described to his eye… 

       Reader, take care, I have unadvisedly led thee to the top of as high a 

hill as Mr. Allworthy’s, and how to get thee down without breaking thy neck, I do not 

well know. However, let us e’en venture to slide down together, for Miss Bridget 

rings her bell, and Mr. Allworthy is summoned to breakfast, where I must attend, and, 

if you please, shall be glad of your company (Fielding, pp. 43-44, quoted in Simpson, 

1993, p. 64). 

         2) Men and women should know that they cannot, absolutely, meet on 

earth. In the closest kiss, the dearest touch, there is the small gulf which is none the 

less complete because it is so narrow, so nearly non-existent. They must bow and 

submit in reverence, to the gulf. Even though I eat the body and drink the blood of 



 

 Christ, Christ is Christ and I am I, and the gulf is impassable. Though a woman be 

dearer to a man than his own life, yet he is he and she is she, and the gulf can never 

close up. Any attempt to close it is a violation, and the crime against the Holy Ghost 

(Lawrence, 1926, p. 265, quoted in Simpson, 1993, pp. 64-65). 

        

“B(N) negative” narrative 

 

        1) Someone must have been telling lies about Joseph K., for without 

having done anything wrong he was arrested one fine morning. His landlady’s cook, 

who always brought him his breakfast at eight o’clock, failed to appear on this 

occasion. That had never happened before. K. waited for a little while longer, 

watching from his pillow the old lady opposite, who seemed to be peering at him with 

a curiosity unusual even for her, but then, feeling both put out and hungry, he rang the 

bell. At once there was a knock at the door and a man entered whom he had never 

seen before in the house. He was slim and yet well knit, he wore a closely fitting 

black suit, which was furnished with all sorts of pleats, pockets, buckles, and buttons, 

as well as a belt, like a tourist’s outfit, and in consequence looked eminently practical, 

though one could not quite tell what actual purpose it served. ‘Who are you?’ asked 

K., half raising himself in bed. But the man ignored the question, as though his 

appearance needed no explanation (Kafka, 1925, p. 7, quoted in Simpson, 1993, 

pp.65-66).       

        2) He [Mr Bounderby] was a rich man: banker, merchant, manufacturer, 

and what not. A big, loud man, with a stare and a metallic laugh. A man made out of a 

coarse material, which seemed to have been stretched to make so much of him. A man 

with a great puffed head and forehead, swelled veins in his temples, and such a 

strained skin to his face that it seemed to hold his eyes open and left his eyebrows up. 

A man with a pervading appearance on him of being inflated like a balloon… 

      A year or two younger than his eminently practical friend, Mr. Bounderby 

looked older: his seven or eight and forty might have had the seven or eight added to 

it again, without surprising anybody. He had not much hair. One might have fancied 

he had talked it off (Dickens, 1854, p. 58, quoted in Simpson, 1993, pp. 66-67). 

 

        



 

“B(N) neutral” narrative 

 

        1) They shot the six cabinet ministers at half past six in the morning 

against the wall of a hospital. There were pools of water in the courtyard. There were 

wet dead leaves on the paving of the courtyard. It rained hard. All the shutters of the 

hospital were nailed shut. One of the ministers was sick with typhoid. Two soldiers 

carried him downstairs and out into the rain (Hemingway, quoted in Simpson, 1993, 

p. 67).       

        2) He was very shy and quite young and the train men passed him on 

from one crew to another. He had no money, and they fed him behind the counter in 

railway eating houses (Hemingway, quoted in Simpson, 1993, p. 68). 

       

“B(R) positive” narrative 

 

        1) He [Strether] was to delay no longer to re-establish communication 

with Chad, and we have just seen that he had spoken to Miss Gostrey of this intention 

on hearing from her of the young man’s absence. It was not, moreover, only the 

assurance so given that prompted him; it was the need of causing his conduct to 

square with another profession still --- the motive he had described to her as his 

sharpest for now getting away. If he was to get away because of some of the relations 

involved in staying, the cold attitude towards them might look pedantic in the light of 

lingering on. He must do both things; he must see Chad, but he must go. The more he 

thought of the former of these duties the more he felt himself make a subject of 

insistence of the latter (James, 1903, p. 379, quoted in Simpson, 1993, p. 69). 

        2) The Consul, sitting down again, was shaking so violently he had to 

hold the bottle of whisky he was pouring himself a drink from with both hands. ‘Have 

a drink?’ 

       ‘_’ 

       Or should she? She should: even though she hated drinking in the 

morning she undoubtedly should: it was what she had made up her mind to do if 

necessary, not to have one drink alone but a great many drinks with the Consul. But 

instead she could feel the smile leaving her face that was struggling to keep back the 



 

tears she had forbidden herself on any account, thinking and knowing Geoffrey knew 

she was thinking: ‘I was prepared for this, I was prepared for it.’ ‘You have one and 

I’ll cheer’, she found herself saying. As a matter of fact she had been prepared for 

almost anything. After all, what could one expect? She had told herself all the way 

down on the ship, a ship because she would have time on board to persuade herself 

her journey was neither thoughtless nor precipitate, and on the plane when she knew it 

was both, that she should have warned him, that it was abominably unfair to take him 

by surprise (Lowry, 1947, pp. 52-53, quoted in Simpson, 1993, pp. 70-71). 

        

“B(R) negative” narrative 

 

        1) Even when he lay as dead, a mysterious alertness seemed to wink from 

his lithe brown body, carried to her by the sun. Sometimes the tension seemed to snap 

in him, and he would leap suddenly to his feet, remove his hat, stroll gravely down his 

dune to the water like a tribesman without his spear, and dive in soundlessly, hardly 

troubling the water’s skin. She would wait; then still wait. He had drowned, without a 

doubt. Till at last, when she had given him up for good, he would surface far across 

the bay, swimming in a leisurely overarm freestyle as if he had miles to go, his 

cropped black head glistening like a seal’s (Carre, 1983, p. 71, quoted in Simpson, 

1993, p. 72). 

        2) They were two, and they stood, arm in arm, in this way, because the 

father was blind, like so many members of his profession. For if the father had not 

been blind, then he would not have needed his son to hold his arm, and guide him on 

his rounds, no, but he would have set his son free, to go about his own business. So 

Watt supposed, though there was nothing in the father’s face to show that he was 

blind, not in his attitude either, except that he leaned on his son in a way expressive of 

a great need of support. But he might have done this, if he had been Watt, or merely 

tired, on account of his great age. There was no family likeness between the two, as 

far as Watt could make out, and nevertheless he knew that he was in the presence of a 

father and son, for had he not just been told so. Or were they not perhaps merely 

stepfather and stepson. We are the Galls, stepfather and stepson – those were perhaps 

the words that should have been spoken. But it was natural to prefer the others. Not 



 

that they could not very well be a true father and son, without resembling each other 

in the very least, for they could (Beckett, 1953, p. 67, quoted in Simpson, 1993, pp. 

77-78). 

       

“B(R) neutral” narrative 

 

        1) The garden, longer than wide, ran between two mud walls covered 

with espaliered apricot trees, to a thorn hedge that separated it from the field. In the 

middle was a slate sundial on a brick pedestal; four flower-beds with eglantines 

surrounded symmetrically the more useful vegetable garden. Right at the bottom, 

under the spruce bushes, a plaster priest was reading his breviary (Flaubert, 1856, p. 

80, quoted in Simpson, 1993, p. 74). 

        2) James Lennon, driver of the engine, stated that he had been in the 

employment of the railway company for fifteen years. On hearing the guard’s whistle 

he set the train in motion and a second or two afterwards brought it to rest in response 

to loud cries. The train was going slowly. 

       P. Dunne, railway porter, stated that as the train was about to start he 

observed a woman attempting to cross the lines. He ran towards her and shouted but, 

before he could reach her, she was caught by the buffer of the engine and fell to the 

ground. 

       A juror --- You saw the lady fall? 

       Witness --- Yes 

        Police Sergeant Croly deposed that when he arrived he found the 

deceased lying on the platform apparently dead. He had the body taken to the waiting-

room pending the arrival of the ambulance (Joyce, quoted in Simpson, 1993, p. 74). 
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