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THE TRADITIOn OF nARRATIVE 

META
  To present and characterize the narrative genre; and situate the novel in the 
narrative tradition of The West, emphasizing its relations with traditional narrative forms, such as the 
epic, as well as contemporary ones, such as cinema, and with otherartistic forms, such as painting. 

OBJETIVO
Ao final desta aula, você deverá ser capaz de:

 To define the novel as just one of a series of narrative possibilitiesin the western literary 
tradition; 

 To read African short stories with a theoretical basis.

pRERREQUISITO
 Notions about the historicity of the concept of literature;
 Notions about the concept and classification of the discursive genres as well as their 

relations with literary genres.
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IntroduCtIon

In today’s class, dear student, we are going to review a very important 
topic I literary theory: the tradition of  narrative. You will remember that the 
novel, which is the most most popular and hegemonic form of  narrative, at 
least in the Western world,can not be taken as the apex of  the development 
of  earlier forms,because each specific epoch has its own narrative forms. 
Thus,we will see the basic elements that characterize the narrative genre 
and how the relations between the novel and previous narrative forms can 
be established without turning to an evolutionary perspective.

tradItIon and narratIve

As the novel became the hegemonic narrative form in the West, the 
great majority of  Literature theorists, when writing a history of  this liter-
ary genre, end up tracing a kind of  genealogy of  the novel, as if  all other 
narrative forms were a kind of  preparation, in a chronological and linear 
evolutionary trajectory. 

However, each epoch, e.i, each specific socio-historical contexthas its 
own narrative form (s) - the sacred myths, thefolk tales, legends, allegories, 
confessions, satire, etc. -, and if  we wish to understand them in their histo-
ricity and specificity, we needtake into accounttheir elements and purposes 
as well as the conditions of  their production, circulation and reception, for 
these are much more important than their similarities and differences in 
relation to the novel.

One should know that all literary, narrative worksare characterized by 
two basic elements: the presence ofa story and storyteller, regardless of  the 
formitmight be presented, in prose or in verse, orally or in writing.Thus, 
although there is a story in drama, it is not told by a storyteller, or by a 
narrator, but by the characters themselves, throughdialogues.In the lyrical 
genre, a single actor, the poet or his substitute, sings,meditates or speaks 
for us to listen and reflect. And what he sings or speaks of  is nota story, 
but their impressions, reflections, sensations or feelings, ina language that 
can be organized into rhymes, metric or specific structures, or even intothat 
which modern poets called free verse. If  this speaker is interacting with a 
listener, or interlocutor, then we will havea drama, or the dramatic genre, 
and if  the speakerbegins to tell a story, we will have a narrative genre.

Obviously, despite the structural, temporal and thematic variety ofnar-
rative forms, they do not exist autonomously, that is, independent from 
other formsand other genres, but in a relationshipof  intertextuality that is 
characteristic of  the literary tradition itself, as well as of  alldiscursive genres. 
Thus, all artists, in general, andall writers, in particular, learn theiroffice with 
their precursors, andthe possibilities of  innovation or continuityof  certain 
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literary traditions are establishedby what already exists, or by the repertoire 
or literary reference that the writer already has,as well as by the horizon of  
expectation of  the listeners or readers of  his day.

According to Scholes and Kellogg (1977, pp. 3-4), Clara Reeve, in 
the first book ever written in English devoted entirely to the study of  
the narrative tradition, Theprogress of  romance through times, countries 
and manners, published in 1785, she endeavored to distinguish what the 
ancients called the “traditional romance” from the modern novel,trying to 
avoid treating the former form with any type of  prejudice,or as if  it were a 
“primitive” or rudimentary form ofthe modern novel.For the said author, 
the traditional romance would be aheroic fable that deals with people or 
fabulous or supernatural things, while the modern novel would be a por-
trait of  the real lives and customs of  the time in which it is written. The 
traditional romance would describe, inimposing and elevated language, what 
has never happened and what it is unlikely toever happen, and the modern 
novel would describe familiar situations like the onesthat take place every 
day before our eyes, and that arelikely to happen to ourselves or to our 
fellow human beings.

hIstory and fICtIon

Although such a distinction is still valid today, and serves as a good 
antidote against a novel-centered view of  the narrative, the concepts of  
value related to this genre have contaminatedour understanding of  earlier 
narrative forms with an anachronism that only sees the qualitiesof  old 
narrative works when they resemble the modern novel. For Scholes and 
Kellogg (1977, p. 5), the novel-centered concept of  narrative literatureis 
incorrect for two reasons: a) it separates us from the literature and culture of  
the past; b)it separates us from the literature of  the present and the future. 
Therefore, it is necessary to put the novel in its proper place.

The main feature of  the more traditional form of  narrative, the epic, 
which is an amalgam of  myth, history, and fiction, is the fact that it was not 
produced by the creativity of  an author, but by tradition itself, as we saw in 
the previous class. That means that the epic storyteller always tells a tradi-
tional story, or, in other words, that his initial impulse is neither historical 
nor creative, but “re-creative,” since he recounts a traditional story, and in 
so doing , is not being faithful to facts or entertainment, but to myth itself: 
history as preserved by tradition.

In the transmission of  this tradition, the plot, which is the skeletal 
articulation of  the narrative, is a very important element.In this sense, the 
plot, in traditional narratives, is a myth that can be (re)transmitted. One of  
the major advances in the history of  the written narrative was the progres-
sive breaking awayfrom the use of  myth as a traditional plot. This develop-



90

Literatura de Língua Inglesa VI

ment can be explained by the unfolding of  two narrative types that have 
emergedfrom the epic synthesis: the empirical types and the traditional ones.

The empirical type has replaced the fidelity to myth by the fidelity to 
thereal, and it has been subdivided into historical and mimetic.The historical 
component is related to the truth of  the facts, that is, to the “true past,” 
and not to a traditional version of  the past, as perceived by Herodotus and 
Thucydides in classical antiquity.The mimetic component, in turn, relates 
not to the truth of  the facts, but to the sensation and the environment. 
In the ancient world, the mimetic component appears more clearly in the 
characters of  Theophrastus, which leads us to notice that mimetic narra-
tives, replacing the past with the present, can be exemplified by biographies 
and autobiographies.

The empirical type has replaced the fidelity to myth by the fidelity to 
thereal, and it has been subdivided into historical and mimetic. In this case, 
freed from tradition and empiricism, the fictional narrator is concerned with 
the audience or with their readers, in order to please or instruct, for beauty 
or goodness. The romantic component presents the thought in the form 
of  rhetoric, and can be contrasted with the mimetic component, in modern 
terms, as an opposition from the artistic to the scientific.This is what hap-
pens with The Song of  Roland, for example. The didactic component, in 
turn, presents itself  in the form of  a fable, for it is governed by a moral to 
be taught, as in Aesop. According to Scholes and Kellogg (1977, p.9), the 
didactic and romantic narratives sought mutual support to justify them-
selves in the face of  Plato’s attacks in the Republic, which is why in some 
definitions of  Literature in nineteenth-century textbooks, it is regarded as 
a kind of  work of  art which, while it delights, teaches (OLIVEIRA, 1999). 

From these divisions, new syntheses took place, which began in the 
post-Renaissance narrative literature,as we can see in Cervantes, whose 
greatmasterpiece, Don Quixote, can be understood as an attempt to 
reconcile empirical and functional impulses.In this way, the novel can be 
defined as aproduct of  the reunion of  empirical and functional elementsin 
narrative literature:

The mimesis (inclined to short forms such as the “characters” and the 
“slice of  life”) and history (which may become too scientific, ceasing to be 
literature) combine in the modern novel with the traditionalromance and 
the fable, as well as the primitive legend, thefolklore and the sacred myth 
were originally combined in the epic to produce a large and synthetic liter-
ary work (SCHOLES and KELLOGG, 1977, p.10).

It is possible that after having reached a hegemonic position in the 
twentieth century, the romance in the twenty-first century is replaced by 
other forms, since no form is eternal, for it is subject to processes of  dis-
integration and synthesis that are characteristic of  specific socio- historical 
contexts. Even in the early twentieth century, with works like Joyce, Proust 
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and Virginia Woolf, the modern novelis questioned in its structures and 
purposes, at least as they were conceived by the leading novelists of  the 
eighteenth and nineteenth centuries.

ConClusIon

The romance as a literary genre had its first manifestations in the eigh-
teenth century, especially in England, when authors such as Jonathan Swift 
(1667-1745) and Daniel Defoe (1660-1731) wrote lengthy fictional narratives 
with the illusion of  reality.The narrators, by the employment of  various 
tricks, sought to convince their readers that their stories, however improb-
able they might have seemed, such as Robinson Crusoe(1719) or Gulliver’s 
Travels (1726), were true, for they would not be fruitof  their creativity or 
imagination, but of  manuscripts that werefound and released to the public. 
In this sense, the early modern novel was a genre that resembled atype of  
imaginative journalism, something quite convincing at a time when journal-
ism as a discursive genre was in its beginnings in Europe. Sometimes, the 
trick used was a different technique: that of  theepistolary correspondence, 
as in Samuel Richardson’s (1689-1761)Pamela (1740), a story told through 
letters that gives an account of  how the heroine, after whomthe novel is 
named, was rewarded for her virtue, that is, for resisting the seductive ad-
vancesfromher young boss. As an award, she gaineda marriage.

During Romanticism, the novel, aided by historiography and by the 
discoveries of  archeology and philosophy, became a fundamental instrument 
for the project of  national affirmation of  the nation-states, often serving 
as a vehicle for the transmission of  foundational myths of  young nations, 
such as the case of  Iracema (1865),by Jose de Alencar (1829-1877), or of  
old European nations, like Ivanhoe (1819), by Walter Scott (1771-1832). In 
Realism-Naturalism, in turn, the novel reached sociological airs, coming to 
function, at the same time, as a denunciation and diagnosis of  social and 
even biological problems, since, by the end of  the nineteenth century, as 
you may already know, literature was conceived as a result of  race, environ-
ment, and historical moment.

The narrators, generally omniscient and positioned outside the story, 
knew all about their characters: their past, future, and present, something 
linearly unraveled through chronological time, driven by the law of  causal-
ity. It was only in the twentieth century, as a result of  the chaos brought by 
wars and social movements and by technical and technological progress, 
that their language was reformulated, resonating with similar developments 
in other arts and science, especially in the human sciences, after the advent 
of  psychoanalysis.

The rupture with the forms and conceptions intrinsic to the traditional 
novel, as well as its new role in the consumer society, have made it a hege-
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monic literary genre, interfering even in the way we come to understand 
the previous narrative forms. Each epoch, as we have seen, has its own 
narrative forms. If  the novel can be considered the epic of  modern times, 
we must be careful not to confuse the functions and aesthetic qualities of  
two narrative types that can only be understood in their respective socio-
historical contexts. Let us hope that in the future, when other narrative 
forms supersede the novel, we will not make the same mistake.

resumo

In this class, dear student, we have seen that each specific socio-
historical context has its own narrative forms and that, if  we want to un-
derstand them in their historicity, we must take into account their elements 
and purposes, as well as the conditions of  their production, circulation 
and reception.Thus, we can not restrict our view of  the development of  
the narrative genre to the novel, for in so doing we will tend to believe, 
as did many historians and literary critics, that the earlier narrative forms 
were only representatives of  a less developed stage of  that which became a 
hegemonic narrativeform in our time, which is in itself  a kind of  prejudice 
and incomprehension of  the past, of  the present and even of  the future.
We have also seen that the most traditional narrative form, the epic, is an 
amalgam of  myth, history and fiction, and that such synthesis, over time, 
has disintegrated, giving rise to new narrative forms, such as fiction and 
history, something that can occur with the novel in the moment of  its dis-
integration, be it in tales, novellas or unusual forms, more appropriate to a 
world in constant process of  transformation.

GOAT
by Sally Craythorne
‘Goat’ was shortlisted for the 2018 Commonwealth Short Story 
Prize.
Read more about the Prize here.

atIvIdade

Read the short story below very carefully
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On the first day of  the thaw, they started to dig. The body was three 
days dead.
Her brother, Joe, took the brunt of  the work, cut turf  and hefted. Ma 
had chosen a place under the line of  trees, a good fifty feet from the 
stables. Tree roots were a problem. Ellie drove the spade edge along 
the line of  the cut. Joe glanced up, spat and nodded, before bending 
back to task.
The earth here was thick with clay and the ground hard under the turf. 
For a long time, the best they could do was chip away at the surface. 
They took turns to stand and rest their aching shoulders, and watch 
the other work. Their breath curdled the air as they dug. A mist of  
rain. The grave deepened.
Ma stayed in the house. She was good with the dying, but not the dead.
Collecting the body was no joke. She lay on straw with her head thrown 
back. Ma had pillowed hay at her muzzle, which she had ignored. The 
body was stiff. The legs were locked. Her eyes were open, but clouded.
Ellie had an old sheet – orange with a 70s print of  sunflowers. She 
knew it wouldn’t be missed, but she’d crept down the back stairs in 
her socks, keen to avoid Ma and get out before the baby woke.
They covered the body with the sheet. Ellie tucked fists of  fabric 
under her back flank, while her brother dealt with the head. The sheet 
smelt of  fabric softener and of  days when Ma still ironed. A scorched 
freshness. They ignored the mess around her rear end and fixed her 
hooves together into pairs. Ellie kept to the back; Joe the front. They 
turned her over to make a hammock of  the sheet. There was no chill 
to her flesh, rather a lack of  temperature.
The wheelbarrow stood by the stable door. As they hauled her out, 
a spill of  white liquid poured from her snout. They paused to watch 
it splash onto the concrete. Joe covered her head with an end of  
the sheet as they fitted the corpse into the barrow. Her hooves were 
stretched straight out and Ellie supported them as Joe wheeled the 
body to the grave.

*
 
They had kept goats for meat and milk, but now they were mostly 
pets. Ma said she couldn’t bear to take the billy kids to slaughter and 
Joe hadn’t the time. They stopped kidding the nannys two years back. 
Now they waited and watched the stalls empty every winter.
This corpse was their last milker. No one – least of  all Ma – was 
going to mourn the job of  crossing the field to work her udders out 
every morning. There was no one left in the house with a taste for the 
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milk. Ma had emptied whatever she collected into the old blue water 
butt by the stables. There, it steamed in the winter and stank in the 
summer. They bought their milk in plastic bottles from the shop, just 
like everyone else.

*

Ma came out back as they reached the grave. Ellie spotted her, making 
her way down to the path with her eyes screwed up behind her glasses, 
trying to see and not see. Joe stopped her with a raised hand and Ma 
held up the grey cordless phone. Ellie downed tools and went to meet 
her. Ma was wearing her bedroom slippers. Her feet would be soaked.

*

Before their dad died, the animals were never given names. The body 
in the barrow was called Primrose. It was Ma’s doing. He’d not let her 
have her bed for flowers, so she planted a wild garden in his livestock. 
Daisy, Poppy and Bryony. Dandelion, Cowslip and Meadowsweet. Joe 
thought it a bad idea and said so. It was no good getting attached, and 
that was what giving them names did. It was no way to run a farm, he 
said. Ellie agreed, of  course, but she didn’t see as how Ma had been 
running anything like a farm for years.

*

Ma smiled as she handed over the phone.
‘It’s Sam,’ she said. ‘I must get back to the baby.’ Ellie could tell Ma 
was pleased he’d phoned. She left before Ellie could say she didn’t 
want to speak to him.
When she held the phone to her ear it was dead. The connection must 
have broken as her mother left the house.
Ellie followed Ma’s wet footprints across the kitchen lino, trying to 
think what she would say to Sam and worried about leaving Joe to 
finish the job alone. She stopped to look out of  the back window. Joe 
was standing by the wheelbarrow and rolling a cigarette.
The baby was in the living room next to the wood burner. She keened 
and Ellie could hear Ma trying to placate her with high-voiced song.
She phoned back Sam.
‘Hello?’
‘It’s me.’
‘What’s happening there? I keep phoning.’
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‘I was out back.’
‘What about the baby?’
‘She’s fine. She’s with Ma.’
‘She should be with you.’
‘What do you want, Sam?’
‘You two home, of  course. What else? I could come and get you now, 
if  you’d only see sense and let me come.’
‘That house isn’t our home, Sam. It’s not even your home, remember? 
Anyway, I’ve things to do here.’
‘Nothing that needs doing, and you know it. Listen I don’t want both 
of  you there. Your mum is a lovely woman and all, but seriously –’
Ellie hung up. She leant her head and hands against the plaster wall 
and let it absorb her heat. There was a path of  dirt worn into the lino 
running from the back door through to the door to the rest of  the 
house. Years of  dogs and children and boots. The kitchen tabletop 
was scarred with scratches.
This room had always been Ma’s domain, where she cooked and 
burnt; where she stitched up school uniforms and ironed dad’s shirts. 
She had her radio and, later, a tiny black-and-white telly, so she could 
watch the tennis.
In the front room, the baby cried.
*
‘Hole’s too small,’ Joe said. ‘Can’t get the legs to fit.’
He’d finished his cigarette. Ellie eyed the corpse laid out by the side 
of  the grave. He was right. They would have to break the legs if  they 
wanted her to go in. She watched Joe share the thought. They picked 
up their spades and started to dig.
*
Primrose was what Joe called ‘one of  Ma’s rescues’. He said she’d got 
a name for herself  as a soft touch. And, once you had a name, there 
was no shifting it.
After their dad died, people got to know that Ma was on her own with 
a bit of  land. They knew she had livestock. They knew her sort and 
they knew how to work her. The phone calls started.
This was back at the beginning, before Ma got into the habit of  
answering the phone when it rang. It was Ellie who picked up the 
messages; who taught and retaught her how to play the machine.
They’ll just leave them if  we don’t come, Ma would say to Joe. No 
food. No water. They’ll leave them there to die.
She’d work herself  to tears if  she needed to. Joe hated tears. And he’d 
end up taking his pickup out to a piece of  common land where, sure 
as not, there would stand a couple of  tired goats, or ancient sheep 
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tethered and waiting. Once, there was a great mule she called Charlie. 
She kept him by the old pig sheds and walked him through the village 
twice a week for exercise. He lasted a year before Joe and Ellie were 
tipping him into the earth under the rusted water trough, bridle and all.
They were all without papers, of  course, untagged and unvaccinated. 
It was no way to run a farm, Joe would say again. He knew by now 
she wasn’t listening to him.
Eventually, they all died, and they buried them all.

*

‘Sam all right, is he?’
‘You never liked him, did you?’
‘Never said nothing about liking or not liking. Said, “Is he all right?”’
‘He’s fine. He wants us to come home.’
‘That right?’
‘He doesn’t understand. He doesn’t understand. There’s this place and 
Ma. We’re needed, aren’t we? We can’t keep leaving you to deal with 
everything.’
‘I’m all right.’
‘You’ll end up like dad if  you carry on. You’ve your own farm to 
think of.’
‘He never listened to a word she said; you know that. More sense to 
him. Here, hand me that fork and we’ll break up the edges.’
‘I was up before her this morning.’
‘She’ll hate that.’
‘It’s not the baby. I can’t sleep. Doesn’t matter how tired I am. Every 
time I think to close my eyes, they’re open again.’
‘Hold off  for a second.’
Joe stood knee deep in the grave pit. He lifted a boot and then handed 
out a loose clump of  mud. Ellie took it in both hands. The weight of  
it was warm where the spade’s blade had shaved its edge. Something 
stirred and she almost dropped it.
‘Toad,’ Joe said. ‘They dig themselves in. Miracle we didn’t spear the 
bugger.’

*

It would be spring before the frogs and toads came back to the water to 
breed. Out back was the big pond their dad dug, first by hand – cursing the 
flint and clay – and then with a mini-digger borrowed from a neighbour. 
Joe had sat proudly on his lap while he tried to operate the thing.
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Their dad had some idea about duck breeding, which never came off. 
The pond was left to itself. One of  Joe’s old footballs floated there, to 
save the ice sealing in the winter and suffocating the fish.
One year, the frogs had come early. Some trick of  warmth in the soil 
woke them and they came, skidding and sliding across the ice.
That was the morning Ellie came down to find Ma running the hose 
into the pond. Frogs leapt from the bank, belly-up, riding and writhing 
in the running water. As the ice thinned they dropped into the pond. 
Ma stood and laughed. Despite herself, Ellie had laughed too.

*

The day before the thaw, the baby had laughed for the first time. Ellie 
was the only one there.

*

Joe had come to get them on the Friday night. Ellie left a message on 
Ma’s machine and then lugged all their stuff  down to the end of  the 
lane to wait with the baby on her hip. She’d known Joe would come, 
but she didn’t know if  he’d make it before Sam got back. Ellie stood 
and watched headlights sweep the main road turning. It was cold and 
she blew onto the baby’s tiny hands and sang the nonsense songs Ma 
had sung to her.
All the baby’s things were loaded into the back of  the pickup and 
covered with a tarpaulin. Ellie sat up front with the baby on her lap 
and her own small bag of  clothes by her feet. The baby didn’t cry and 
neither did Ellie. She waited for Joe to ask, but he never said a word, 
just turned up the heat in the cab.
Now it was Wednesday.

*

They fitted the body into the hole. Joe paused to tuck the sheet around 
the goat’s head and short blunt horns. His phone trilled in his back 
pocket. He checked the screen and shut it off.
‘You OK?’
‘Fine. Just tired.’
‘Girl trouble?’
‘Of  a sort. Nothing I can’t handle.’
‘Do you have to get going?’
‘Not yet, don’t worry. Let’s finish here.’
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It always surprised Ellie that Joe hadn’t married. When he took over 
management of  the old stud farm and finally had his own land and 
even a house to go with it, she assumed a wife and kids would follow. 
There was a girl once, who Ma had hopes for. A chatty little thing 
who’d do the talking for him. But then their dad died and, like so many 
other things, it never happened.
They shovelled in the earth. The work was easy now. The mizzle they’d 
been working in changed to rain in earnest, Ellie tossed wet hair back 
from her face and shook herself. Like a mare in heat, Joe said. His face 
was slick with water, wet and shining. They were forced to shout over 
the noise of  the rain. Ellie shoved him and he slipped in the mud, his 
bark of  laughter swallowed by the rain.

*

Sam once told Ellie most childhood memories are a lie. A lie we tell 
ourselves, he’d said. They are a patchwork of  well-worn stories told 
by our parents and photographs we’ve seen. Anything else was just 
fantasy. It’s impossible for you to remember as much as you think you 
do, he’d said. There’s not enough room in your head.
‘Look at her,’ he said, pointing to the baby in her bouncer. ‘You think 
she’ll remember any of  this?’
Ellie said she hoped not.

*

Ma met them at the door to the kitchen, kettle in hand and dog at her 
feet. Ellie kicked off  her muddy boots and folded Burdock’s soft ear 
between her fingers.
‘The baby’s in the other room.’
‘I didn’t ask.’
‘She’s late for a feed, and I can hardly.’
‘I’ll express some more.’
‘Or you could just feed her, love.’
‘I’ll go express.’
Ellie’s breasts were heavy under her wet clothes. She took the back 
stairs from the kitchen up to her bedroom. There was a single bed by 
the window and a travel cot set up in the corner of  the room, next to 
the shelves of  Ellie’s childhood books and the stuff  Ma hadn’t thrown 
out. The stuff  worth saving. The contents of  their bags spilt out onto 
the floorboards. It hadn’t seemed right to unpack properly.
She stripped off  her wet shirt and jumper and attached the breast pump. 
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The gutter above the bedroom window was blocked. Water drummed 
the windowpane. The wood would rot. Was probably already rotten. 
Joe was getting round to it.
Ellie stared into space. She knew she should read, or something, but 
her book was still at the bottom at one of  the bags and out of  reach. 
The breast pump groaned on. What with that and the rain, there was 
no way of  hearing Ma taking about her downstairs.
They worried about her. She knew that.

*

Ellie slept the first twenty-four hours she was home, so she missed the 
vet’s visit. Ma fed the baby from the store of  breast milk Ellie brought 
with her, sealed bags from the back of  the freezer. Ma seemed to enjoy 
herself. It’s like feeding the goat kids, she said.
The vet left instructions and injections. Joe was up at his and not 
answering the phone. He would be back later, but Ellie was glad to 
make herself  useful. There were two injection sites, one in the flank, 
deep in the muscle, and a tricky one along the spine. The vet had 
squeezed a mess of  pus out of  the infected udder. But, by the time 
Ellie was up and out, Primrose was down and barely moving. It took 
the two of  them to get her standing.
Goat hind is thick, and it was hard to get the first needle through. 
Ellie’s hand shook, but barely. Primrose buckled as she pressed the 
antibiotic into her. They both heaved her back up. Ellie felt along the 
stretch of  muscle on her side.
‘Where it’s thickest,’ Ma said.
‘I’ve got it.’
‘You are good. I couldn’t face it on my own. I’m getting old, is what 
it is. And your dad used to do all this. He was fine with it, of  course.’
The baby monitor squalled in the corner of  the stall.
‘You get off,’ Ma said. ‘I can do the rest. It’s just a wash and that, isn’t 
it? I’ve got everything here. We’ll be fine, won’t we, girl?’
Ellie left her to grope under the goat, past the mats of  hair, to the small 
dark teat that was killing her. She would wash it with iodine, fuss and 
sing. The goat would stand, starring ahead with those uncanny eyes. 
Indifferent to everything but the pain.

*

Ma cared for their dad to the end and the end was slow coming. By 
then she’d gotten into the habit. After he died she seemed at a loss. 
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At first, Ellie wouldn’t let her near the baby. It was personal. To Ellie, 
Ma would always carry the stink of  the sick room.
When dad was dying, Ma had nursed him like an infant. Washed and 
changed him. Spoon-fed him pulp she mixed herself. There were drips 
and bags and procedures for his ins and outs, there was always talk of  
a nurse, but she did things her own way. She never loved him more.
Ma never spoke about that time afterwards. The room was unpacked 
into its former use. The hospital cot sent back to whoever had provided 
it. The big dining table taken out of  the shed. The chairs unstacked 
and placed where they could be sat in. The family rarely ever used the 
dining room; it was rarely used all over again.

 *

That night, Ellie took a walk with the baby. She’d been fed and changed 
and lolled happily in the sling across Ellie’s chest. Ellie’s jeans were still 
damp from the rain, which had turned off  like a tap an hour since. 
The baby’s breath slowed to a comfortable rhythm. Ellie walked until 
she was sure she was sleeping: over the shrapnel of  chippings outside 
the woodshed, past the barns and stables, around the big pond to the 
grave she and Joe had dug.

*

Primrose wasn’t rescued alone. She came along with a small goatling, 
presumed to be her daughter. Primrose was a typical fair Guernsey 
nanny with short horns. The goatling was unusual and dark. Blackberry, 
Ma called her.
They were both in a bad way. Joe wouldn’t talk about where he found 
them, but he stayed to help Ma pare back their overgrown hooves 
and trim the filth from their coats. The vet came, frowned, and said 
he wouldn’t charge for the call out.
Blackberry was sickening from the start. All skin and bone. Ma tried 
bottle-feeding her, but she’d have none of  it. When she piled up the 
concentrate, Primrose ate it and got fat. Blackberry lay at the back of  
the stall.
This was the winter after their dad died, a month before Ellie left and 
met Sam. Feed got expensive as all the animals had to be brought in 
from the fields. The answerphone was full and so were the stables. 
Primrose and Blackberry were stalled together on the deep bedding 
of  an old nanny already lost to the cold.
Soon it became clear Primrose was keeping Blackberry from her feed. 
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She’d butt and push her back into the stall. One morning Ellie had 
come down to find Blackberry in the kitchen. I had to get her out of  
the cold, Ma said. Joe helped Ellie lead Blackberry back to the stable 
and her mother.
Things seemed to settle for a time. Mother and daughter appeared 
to finally grow used to their surroundings, the bounty of  food and 
attention. Blackberry started accepting a bottle. Ma fed her twice a 
day with the milking. Such a pet, she said.
On the coldest day, Ma found her sprawled. Her neck broken. There 
was no way of  knowing what happened. It was the only goat Ma 
buried herself.

*

The baby shifted in the confines of  the sling. The night was cold. 
Ellie buttoned her coat over the baby and strapped a scarf  around 
her midriff. Looking down, all she could see was the white topknot 
of  the woollen hat, and a slice of  soft skin. Ellie felt the baby’s bones 
stir against her own, before she slept again.
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Fonte: https://www.addastories.org/goat/

atIvIdades

Based on the content of  the story you have just read, and taking into 
account the previous classes about narrative structure, answer the 
questions below:
1) What is the main theme of  the tale, in your opinion? Explain 
yourself.
2) How is the story narrated?
3) Who are the characters of  the story and what is their importance?
4) Is there any moral of  the story? How could you explain that?
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Esta atividade tem por finalidade principal fazer com que você 
construa uma síntese dos principais conteúdos desta aula e do curso, 
desenvolvendo o senso interpretativo e o senso crítico. Antes de fazer 
esta atividade, no entanto, o tutor deverá aproveitar-se da experiênciade 
leitura dos alunos, através de fóruns ou de chats, buscando verque 
tipo de narrativa eles mais lêem, com o intuito de, a partir detais 
informações, discutir as questões levantadas pelo texto com basenas 
narrativas por eles lidas (ou assistidas, no caso dos filmes).

ComentarIo sobre as atIvIdades

próxIma aula

Narrative focus
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