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Peter Coveney  

 Peter Coveney, The Image of Childhood 

(1) (a)

(2) (b) (g) (h)

(3) (c) 1

(4) (d) 1

(5) (e) (i)

(6) (f)

(7)18 19

(8)19
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Margaret Lawrence “ The Sound of the Singing”  

    We always went for Sunday dinner to the Brick House, the home of my mother’s parents.  This particular day my father had 
been called out to South Wachakwa, where someone had pneumonia, so only my mother and myself were flying down the sidewalk, 
hurrying to get there.  (a) My mother walked with short urgent steps, and I had to run to keep up, which I did not like having to do, 
for I was ten that spring and needed my dignity. 
     “Dad said you shouldn’t walk so fast because of the baby.  I heard him.” 
    My father was a doctor, and like many doctors, his advice to his own family was of an exceedingly casual nature.  My 

mother’s prenatal care, apart from “For Pete’s sake, honey, quit running around like a chicken with its head cut off,” consisted mainly 
of admonitions to breathe deeply and drink plenty of water. 
     “Mercy,” my mother replied, “I don’t have to slow up that much, I should hope.  Get a move on, Vanessa.  It’s nearly five, 
and we should’ve been there by now.  I suppose Edna will have the dinner all ready, and there won’t be a thing for me to do. I wish 
to heaven she wouldn’t, but try to tell her.  Anyway, you know how your grandfather hates people to be late.” 
     When we got to the Brick House, my mother stopped hurrying, knowing that Grandfather would be watching from the bay 
window.  She tidied my hair, which was fine and straight and tended to get in my eyes, and she smoothed down the collar of the 
white middy which I hated and resented having to wear today with my navy pleated skirt as though it had still been winter. 
     “Your summer dresses are all up to your neck,” my mother had said, “and we just can’t manage a new one this year, but I’m 
certainly not going to have you going down there looking like a hooligan.” 

(b) Now that the pace of our walking had slowed, I began to hop along the sidewalk trying to touch the crooked lines where
the cement had been frost-heaved, some winter or other, and never repaired.  The ants made their homes there, and on each fissure 
a neat mound of earth appeared.  I carefully tamped one down with my foot, until the ant castle was flattened to nothing.  Then I 
hopped on, chanting. 
     “Step on a crack, break your grandfather’s back.” 
     “That’s not very nice, Vanessa,” my mother said.  “Anyway, I always thought it was your mother’s back.” 
     “Well?”  I said accusingly, hurt that she could imagine the substitution to have been accidental, for I had genuinely thought 
it would please her. 
    “Try not to tear up and down stairs like you did last week,” my mother said anxiously.  “You’re too old for that kind of 

shenanigans.” 

Margaret Lawrence, “The Sound of the Singing” 

prenatal  slow up middy  hooligan frost-heave
 tamp  “Step on a crack, break your mother’s back.” 

 shenanigans  

(1) (a)

(2)

(3) (b)

(4)

(5)
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5 1~2  

(a) Adventures of Huckleberry Finn 

(b) Frances Hodgson Burnett

(c) Francis Scott Fitzgerald

(d) James Joyce

(e) Never Let Me Go 

(f) Postcolonialism

(g) Romeo and Juliet 

(h) The Scarlet Letter 

(i) Thomas Hardy

(j) Transcendentalism
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