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Accidentally




Repetition in Literature

Philosophically = Gilles Deleuze
ntertextually

Linguistically
Architecturally
Rhetorically
Musically
Accidentally




Gilles Deleuze

Since identity does not exist and time exists only
in the present, repetition is the flow of time.

Everything that exists as a unity will not return,
only that which differs-from-itself.

"Difference inhabits repetition.”




Repetition in Literature

Philosophically
ntertextually = Kristeva, Genette, etc

Linguistically
Architecturally
Rhetorically
Musically
Accidentally




Sometimes the source material doubles back on itself.




Repetition in Literature

Philosophically
ntertextually

Linguistically = Roman Jakobson
Architecturally

Rhetorically

Musically

Accidentally




Roman Jakobson

 The poetic function projects the principle of
equivalence from the axis of selection into the
axis of combination




Repetition in Literature

Philosophically
ntertextually

Linguistically

Architecturally = The construction of the work
Rhetorically

Musically

Accidentally



Construction

Characters, their similarities, behavior
Places

Objects

Situations

Actions




Repetition in Literature

Philosophically
ntertextually

Linguistically

Architecturally

Rhetorically = A deliberate verbal device
Musically

Accidentally




MAXIM TARNAWSKY

Wikipedia: Repetition (rhetorical device)

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Repetition_(rhetorical_device)

Repetition is the simple repeating of a word, within a sentence or a poetical line, with no
particular placement of the words, in order to secure emphasis. This is such a common literary
device that it is almost never even noted as a figure of speech.

e Antanaclasis is the repetition of a word or phrase to effect a different meaning: "We must all hang together, or assuredly we shall
all hang separately.”

e Epizeuxis or palilogia is the repetition of a single word, with no other words in between. This is from the Greek words, "Fastening
Together” "Words, words, words.”

e Conduplicatio is the repetition of a word in various places throughout a paragraph. "And the world said, 'Disarm, disclose, or face
serious consequences'—and therefore, we worked with the world, we worked to make sure that Saddam Hussein heard the
message of the world.”

¢ Anadiplosis is the repetition of the last word of a preceding clause. The word is used at the end of a sentence and then used
again at the beginning of the next sentence. "This, it seemed to him, was the end, the end of a world as he had known it..."

e Anaphorais the repetition of a word or phrase at the beginning of every clause. It comes from the Greek phrase, "Carrying up or
Back". "We shall fight on the beaches, we shall fight on the landing grounds, we shall fight in the fields and in the streets, we shall
fight in the hills, we shall never surrender."

e Epistrophe is the repetition of a word or phrase at the end of every clause. "What lies behind us and what lies before us are tiny
compared to what lies within us."

* Mesodiplosis is the repetition of a word or phrase at the middle of every clause. "We are troubled on every side, yet not
distressed; we are perplexed, but not in despair; persecuted, but not forsaken; cast down, but not destroyed..."

e Diaphorais the repetition of a name, first to signify the person or persons it describes, then to signify its meaning.
e "For your gods are not gods but man-made idols."
e Epanalepsis is the repetition of the initial word or words of a clause or sentence at the end. "The king is dead, long live the king.”

e Diacope is a rhetorical term meaning uninterrupted repetition of a word, or repetition with only one or two words between each
repeated phrase.


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Antanaclasis
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Rhetoric




Repetition in Literature

Philosophically
ntertextually

Linguistically
Architecturally
Rhetorically

Musically = Keeping time
Accidentally




What is the function of repetition in music?

 Keeping time (how fast)

e Scales (limited set of sounds that get repeated)
* Providing rhythm (what pattern)

* Creating harmony

* Providing structure (parts of a symphony)

e motifs



Repetition in Literature

Philosophically
ntertextually

Linguistically

Architecturally

Rhetorically

Musically

Accidentally. What’s this slide doing here?




Destructive Repetition

Destructive repetition is "the doing of things over
and over, each time with less energy and less
interest,” whereas constructive repetition
contributes to the building and development of a
work.

* |nappropriate repetition, misperceived

* Repetition compulsion, desire for familiar

e Falsification of reality, repetition removes novelty

Bruce F Kawin. Repetition in Literature and Film. Ithaca: Cornell Univ Press. 1972



Awareness of Repetition

“The reader’s identification of recurrences
may be deliberate or spontaneous, self-
conscious or unreflective.” J. Hillis Miller.

e |s unreflective identification of repetition to be understood as a
total unawareness of a recurrence?

e Canrepetition have an emphatic or any other function that affects
the reader’s perception of the text without some kind of
recognition or awareness of the fact of repetition?

e Subjective nature of the perception of repetition.

J. Hillis Miller. Fiction and Repetition: Seven English Novels. Cambridge, MA: Harvard University Press, 1982.



Serhii lefremov




€hpeMoB:

Sk 1 HapoaHs moe31s, JICBUIbKUI HE 3HA€ UHILIOTO
XyIA0KHBOT'O 3BOPOTY, SIK IIOpiBHAHHI. ... ,,Kapi oul
OJIMIAJIM, K CBIUKHM. XOPOIINM, CBDKUN Ta MOJIOAUN OYB
Bacunp Xomenko!”. 3BU4aniHO, XOpOIIWH ... TAKAN XOPOIIINH,
[0 aX MTOPUBAE TPOXU MOr0 PO3KYNUIATH, PO3IIATIATH,
PO3XpUCTATH, 3MEHIIIUTH HOMY KpacHl ... MaHEpHICTb,
POOJICHICTD, IITYYHICTh 1 MOHOTOHHICTh Ta BEJICPIYUBICTD 1 TYT
JTAOThCA B 3HaKW. BCiX CBOIX repoiB, a HAATO T€POIHb
JleBunibkuii 0OMaabOBY€ OJITHAKOBUMH, YMOBHUMH (hapOaMH 1
TOMY 4acTO BOHH y MOT0, 32 BCIMA PUCAMU KUBUX 1CTOT,
Ha01parTh OJJTHOMAHITHOI, YMOBHOI aKaJE€MHUIIbKO1, CKa3aB-0u,
3BEPXHOCTH.



lefremov:

Like folk poetry, Levytskyi knows no other artistic
device than comparison. “His brown eyes shone like
candles. Khomenko was handsome, fresh, and
young,” ... Of course he was handsome, so
handsome you want to disarrange him a little, ruffle
his clothes, dishevel his hair, reduce his beauty. ...
Mannerism, manipulation, artificiality, monotony,
and wordiness are in evidence here. Levytskyi
paints all of his heroes, especially heroines, with
identical conventional colors, and that’s why they
often acquire monotonous, conventional, one
might say, academic superficiality.
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Valerian Pidmohylnyi




[[immMorniIsHMHI:

[Iepiuii 13 CrpaBKHIX I'PIXiB HAILIOTO aBTOPa €CTh
HEoOPOOIIeHICTh Horo dpasu. loro TBOpH CIIpaBISIOTH TaKe
Bpa)K1HHS, HIOM aBTOP 1X HIKOJIM, HAIIMCABIIIM, HE IEPEUNTyBaB —
TaK BAUPAETHCS B 041 KOCTPYOaTiCTh, HEOXaMHICTh MOI0 PEUYCHb.
«Bcl1 moau, 1m0 CUAUIM KOJIO LHEPKBHY, HOBCTABAIY i MOYAJIH
xpucTuTuch. Kalifamiesi Oyno BUAKO YBECH LIMNUJIb, HA KOTPOMY
CTOsIJIa LEPKBA, BCIX JIFOACH KOJIO IePKBHU. BiH 3HSB 1Ianky i
IO04YaB XPUCTUTHCH». HaBiTh HE-MMCHhbMEHHUK 3MIPKYyBaB-OH1
BHUCJIOBUTHUCH TaK: «Bcl Iroau, o CUALIM KOJO LIEPKBH,
MIOBCTAaBAJIM M moYajii XpUCTUTHUCH. KaiigameBl Oys10 BUIKO
yYBECh IIMNUJIb, HA KOTPOMY CTOsJIa LIEPKBA, 1 BCIX JIFOACH KOJIO Hel.
BiH 3HSB IIANKy ¥ TeXK 04YaB XPUCTUTUCH». BikuBaTu
3aiMEHHHUKIB Ta CHOJYYHHUKIB — I€-3K NEPIIN, TUTIYUN KPOK B
oprasi3ailli, He TO Xy/I0;KHbO1, IIPOCTO IIPUCTOMHOI (ppa3u!



Pidmohylnyi:

The first true sin of our author is the uncultivated shape of
his expression. His works give the impression, as if once having
written them, he never read them over. The rough and untidy
character of his sentences hurts the eye. “All the people who sat
by the church got up and began to cross themselves. Kaidash
could see the entire hill on which the church stood, all the people
who stood beside the church. He took off his hat and began to
cross himself.” Even an illiterate would figure out to say it this
way: “All the people who sat by the church got up and began to
cross themselves. Kaidash could see the entire hill on which the
church stood and all the people beside it. He took off his hat and
also began to cross himself.” The use of pronouns and adverbs is
an elementary, a childish step in the organization of an
expression, not just a literary one, but any decent expression.



Heuyn. Mukona /{xceps

[IT1poKOIO TOJMHOKO MIXK IBOMA PSJIKAMHU PO3JI0KUCTHAX
r1p TUXO Te4ue 10 BacubKIBIMHI HEBEIMYKA piuka PacTaBuiis.
Cepen T0AWHY 3€JICHIIOTh PO3KIIIHI T'yCT1 Ta BUCOK1 BEpOU, Tam
H10M TIOTOHYJIO B BepOax ceno BepOiBka. Mk BepOaMu Tyxke
BUPA3HO U SICHO OJMINMUTH IIPOTH COHIIS BUCOKA O1J1a [IEpKBa 3
TpbOMa OaHsIMH, a KOJIO HEl HeBeJIMYKA JI3BIHUIIS HCHAYE
3aIIyTagach B 3€JICHOMY TULII cTapux rpyul. [logexkyau 3-1moMixk
BepO Ta CaJIKiIB BUPUHAIOTH Ol XaTu Ta YOPHIIOTh MOKPIBII
BUCOKHUX KJTYHb.

[To obmaBa Oepern Pacraswuiil uepes ycro BepOisky
CTEJIATECS CYKYTIHI TOPOJIH Ta JIEBAIH, HEOATOPOKEHI THHAMH.
OauH ropof OgAUISIETHCS O JPyroro TUTbKH pAIKOM BepO ado
meskamu. I[lonan caMum OeperoM B'€ThCsl B TPaBi CTEKKA Yepe3
yce ceno. [ligent Tiero CTeXKOI0, INISTHEI KPYyTroM cede, 1 CKp13b
Oauulll 3eJICHe-3eJIEHE MOpE BEPO, CaJiKIB, KOHOIICb,
COHSIITHUKIB, KYKYPY/I31 Ta I'yCTO1 OCOKH. (3: 34)



Nechui-Levytskyi. Mykola Dzheria

The All-Encompassing
EYE OF UKRAINE
o= N Lyl Restt

Near the town of Vasylkiv, the small Rastavytsia River quietly
flowed across a wide valley between two rows of gently sloping hills.
Clumps of lush, tall willows dotted the valley where the village of
Verbivka lay, seemingly engulfed by the willows. A high, white-walled,
three-domed church was clearly visible in the sun, and beside it a small
bell tower seemed entangled in the green branches of old pear trees.
Here and there, whitewashed cottages and black roofs of big barns
peeped out from among the willows and orchards.

Communal vegetable fields and meadows stretched across the
village on either side of the river. There were no fences; plots were
separated only by boundaries or rows of willows. A footpath wound its
way through Verbivka along the grassy riverbank. Looking around from
that path, one could only see a green, green sea of willows, orchards,
hemp, sunflowers, corn and thick-growing sedge
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Charles Dickens. Bleak House

Fog everywhere. Fog up the river, where it flows among green aits and meadows; fog down the river, where it rolls defiled
among the tiers of shipping and the waterside pollutions of a great (and dirty) city. Fog on the Essex marshes, fog on the Kentish
heights. Fog creeping into the cabooses of collier-brigs; fog lying out on the yards and hovering in the rigging of great ships; fog
drooping on the gunwales of barges and small boats. Fog in the eyes and throats of ancient Greenwich pensioners, wheezing by the
firesides of their wards; fog in the stem and bowl of the afternoon pipe of the wrathful skipper, down in his close cabin; fog cruelly
pinching the toes and fingers of his shivering little 'prentice boy on deck. Chance people on the bridges peeping over the parapetsinto a
nether sky of fog, with fog all round them, as if they were up in a balloon and hanging in the misty clouds.

Gas looming through the fog in divers places in the streets, much as the sun may, from the spongey fields, be seen to loom by
husbandman and ploughboy. Most of the shops lighted two hours before their time--as the gas seems to know, for it has a haggard and
unwilling look.

The raw afternoon is rawest, and the dense fog is densest, and the muddy streets are muddiest near that leaden-headed old
obstruction, appropriate ornament for the threshold of a leaden-headed old corporation, Temple Bar. And hard by Temple Bar, in
Lincoln's Inn Hall, at the very heart of the fog, sits the Lord High Chancellor in his High Court of Chancery.

Never can there come fog too thick, never can there come mud and mire too deep, to assort with the groping and floundering
condition which this High Court of Chancery, most pestilent of hoary sinners, holds this day in the sight of heaven and earth. On such an
afternoon, if ever, the Lord High Chancellor ought to be sitting here--as here he is--with a foggy glory round his head, softly fenced in
with crimson cloth and curtains, addressed by a large advocate with great whiskers, a little voice, and an interminable brief, and
outwardly directing his contemplation to the lantern in the roof, where he can see nothing but fog. On such an afternoon some score of
members of the High Court of Chancery bar ought to be--as here they are--mistily engaged in one of the ten thousand stages of an
endless cause, tripping one another up on slippery precedents, groping knee-deep in technicalities, running their goat-hair and
horsehair warded heads against walls of words and making a pretence of equity with serious faces, as players might.

On such an afternoon the various solicitors in the cause, some two or three of whom have inherited it from their fathers, who
made a fortune by it, ought to be--as are they not?--ranged in a line, in a long matted well (but you might look in vain for truth at the
bottom of it) between the registrar's red table and the silk gowns, with bills, cross-bills, answers, rejoinders, injunctions, affidavits,
issues, references to masters, masters' reports, mountains of costly nonsense, piled before them. Well may the court be dim, with
wasting candles here and there; well may the fog hang heavy in it, as if it would never get out; well may the stained-glass windows lose
their colour and admit no light of day into the place; well may the uninitiated from the streets, who peep in through the glass panesin
the door, be deterred from entrance by its owlish aspect and by the drawl, languidly echoing to the roof from the padded dais where
the Lord High Chancellor looks into the lantern that has no light in it and where the attendant wigs are all stuck in a fog-bank!




Decoration vs rhythm

 Ha rpebni 3HOB y ABa pAAKN BUAUBNAIOTHCA B
BOAi AyrKe cTapi, TOBCTI, Ayn/IMHACTI Bepbn.”

e On the dam once again two rows of old, thick,
hollow-ridden willows were reflected in the
water.

 Explanation of the image. Par 5.

e “InBULLICA N HE HAAUBULLCA, AULLELL | HE
HaauLeLwcs.

* You look and you cannot look enough, you
breathe in and you cannot breathe in enough.
[doubled epanalepsis]
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Kanpgawesa cim’'s

Came 104 3 KpYTOro WNmAA 3" AKaNN ABa BO3U 3 CHOMaMU, HEHAYe ABa CTiXKKU
KoTunmuca 3 ropu. To Bi3 cHonu Kangaw 3 ABoma cMHamMmmn. BUCOKi BO3M NOCXUNANUCD HA
BO/IM M KOOI iX B CMTMHY FOCTPOI COJIOMOIO Ta OCTIOKamK. Bonun axx nolzagmnpanm
ro/10BU Bropy Ta NOBUTPILLAAN 300POBI Oui.

— Kapne! Oepxun-60 uabe! — KpuKHYB 6aTbKO Ha cMHA.— lNMomKnHaK Konecom oTomn
KaTOPKHWUI rOpOOK.

— Labe, cipnn! Llabe, mopyrmin! — KpukHyB Kapno i KpyTHYB 6aTOrom Hag poratumm
roNoBamMMm.

Ane came B TOW Yac BiH rAHyYB yHM3. po3 ix ABip iwa MoTpAa B KBiTKax Ta CTPiYKax.
YepBOHa 3anacka, YepPBOHiI 4060TK, YEPBOHUM, AK XKap, NoAac,— yce 6aunwano n cano
NPOTM BPAHILWHbOrO COHUA, AK Wmpe 3010T0. Kapno 3aAnMBUBCA Ha Te AUBO, a Bi3
BUCKOYMB YKe OHUM KOJIECOM Ha KPYTUI ropbok.

— [epxun yabe! — KPUKHYB HE CBOIM ronocom ctapuin Kampaai, nobaymsiim, Wo Bi3
HAXMNAETbCA Ha ogMH BiK.— Yum Tn ornyx, um Tm ocnin! Kapne, aepxun-6o uabe!

Kapno He mir oaipBaTn ouen oa MoTpi, a Bi3 yce HaxunascA HabiK. baTbKo KNMHYB
334HbOro BO3a i Nobir 3 ropn A0 nepeaHbOro Ta BCce Kpuyas: Labe, cipun, Labe! Bis
BMCKOYMB KOJIECOM Ha ropboK i nepeknHyBsca HabiK. NepeaHa BiCcb XpycHyNa, AK TPICKa,
a KO/1eco 3aB'A3/10 B piBYaKY.




The Kaidash Family

Just at that time two wagons with sheaves of hay were making their way down the
hill, as if two hayricks were rolling down the hill. This was Kaidash with his two sons
bringing in the sheaves. The tall wagons were leaning on to the oxen and poking them in
the back with sharp stalks and awns. The oxen tensed their necks and opened wide their
eyes in discomfort.

“Karpo, keep to the right!” the father yelled at his son. “Avoid hitting that damned
bump with the wheel.

“To the right, gray one, to the right, speckled one,” yelled Karpo and snapped his
whip over the heads of the horned beasts.

But just at that moment he glanced down the hill. Bedecked with flowers and
ribbons, Motria was walking past their home. A red skirt, red boots, and a belt red as
flame—all shone and glowed like pure gold under the morning sun. Karpo’s eyes were
fixed on this wonder while one wheel of the wagon had already climbed the bump.

“Keep to the right!” yelled old Kaidash in a panic, seeing the wagon already tilting to
the side. Have you gone deaf and blind, Karpo? Keep to the right, | say.

Karpo could not tear his eyes away from Motria, while the wagon tilted ever further.
The father abandoned the second wagon and ran down the hill to the first, yelling
continually, “to the right, gray one, to the right.” The wagon hit the bump and tipped
onto its side. The front axle cracked like a twig while the wheel froze in the rut.




Comic pacing

* Pot of paint slapstick

e Karpo goes to visit his sweetheart Melashka, who is
whitewashing and decorating her house with two jugs of
clay, one red and the other white. The girl has the red jug in
her hands, and the second jug is on the ground by the
doorsill.

 Pidmohylnyi elaborates: “We read on for a page—there’s
nothing about this second jug. In the middle of the second
page, angry at the author for introducing irrelevant details,
we finally forget about the second jug with the white clay,
until suddenly, on the third page we see ‘Karpo turned
around to avoid soiling his boot and struck the second jug
with white clay with the heel of his foot.””
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Andrii Nikovskyi




Character vs plot
[& a hypothetical European reader of Nechui’s work]

There is no point in continuing a literary debate with our European listener,
because, aside from misunderstanding, nothing good will come of it: He will
start to complain about the deficient and lame dramatic tension in the scenes
or he will admonish Levyts'kyi for the gray and forlorn destiny of his heroes.
And he will be right, because in life and in literature, only what ends clearly
(whether for better or worse) is good. But here it turns out that plenty of
things in the novel ... do not end in any way at all. So let’s leave our foreigner
with the suggestion that he read the entire novel and gain a wider familiarity
with Ukrainian literature. Let’s agree that there is some kind of plot in Nechui-
Levyts'kyi’s novel, that it’s poorly developed but nevertheless interesting; that
the internal dialectic of the novel is very weak because all the logical
possibilities that arise from the given combination of relations are not
developed, and because the psychology of the characters who are drawn into
the plot is treated rather monotonously; but a number of the structural
defects, faults (but not mistakes!) can be explained by the theme of the novel
and by the conscious political tendencies of this author.




Repetition vs plot

e Repetition as character comparison

— Starosvitski batiushky
— Mykola Dzheria

 Repetition as comic pacing
e Repetition as decoration
e Repetition as avoidance of progress

e Repetition leads to circularity



Non-purposeful
storytelling
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