While Gabriel and Miss Daly exchanged plates of goose and plates of ham and spiced
beef Lily went from guest to guest with a dish of hot floury potatoes wrapped in a white napkin.
This was Mary Jane’s idea and she had also suggested apple sauce for the goose but Aunt Kate
had said that plain roast goose without any apple sauce had always been good enough for her and
she hoped she might never eat worse. Mary Jane waited on her pupils and saw that they got the
best slices and aunt Kate and Aunt Julia opened and carried across from the piano bottles of stout
and ale for the gentlemen and bottles of minerals for the ladies. There was a great deal of
confusion and laughter and noise, the noise of orders and counter-orders, of knives and forks, of
corks and glass-stoppers. Gabriel began to carved second helpings as soon as he had finished the
first round without serving himself. Everyone protested loudly so that he compromised by taking
a long draught of stout for he had found the carving hot work. Mary Jane settled down quietly to
her supper but Aunt Kate and Aunt Julia were still toddling round the table, walking on each
other’s heels, getting in each other’s way and giving each other unheeded orders. Mr. Browne
begged of them to sit down and eat their suppers and so did Gabriel but they said there was time
enough, so that, at last, Freddy Malins stood up and, capturing Aunt Kate, plumped her down on
her chair amid general laughter.'

Note dearth of commas through most of the scene—rapid sketching, noise and action. Then, as the sketch draws to a
close, there are a lot of commas ad Aunt Kate is finally stopped from her perpetual motion. Note prominence of
sound, and one small mini-flashback.

Conversation, however, was not wanted, for Sir John was very chatty, and Lady Middleton
had taken the wise precaution of bringing with her their eldest child, a fine little boy about six
years old, by which means there was one subject always to be recurred to by the ladies in case of
extremity, for they had to inquire his name and age, admire his beauty, and ask him questions,
which his mother answered for him, while he hung about her, and held down his head, to the
great surprise of her ladyship, who wondered at his being so shy before company, as he could
make noise enough at home. On every formal visit a child ought to be of the party by way of
provision for discourse. In the present case it took up ten minutes to determine whether the boy
were most like his father or mother, and in what particular he resembled either; for of course
everybody differed, and everybody was astonished at the opinion of the others.

-- Jane Austen, Sense and Sensibility, chapter 6.

! James Joyce, “The Dead,” Dubliners (Toronto: Dover Thrift Editions, 1991), p. 134.



