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Learning from Listening 

Below are some words and phrases taken from A Dark and Stormy Night - Listening 1 – The Victim’s Tale. The words and phrases in the list are taken from the text. What you have to do is choose one of the four other tales – one of the ones you haven’t listened to – listen to the tale again, taking care to find at least 15 of the words and expressions from your chosen tale. The words and phrases are in the order they appear in the tale. Once you have identified where they occur you should then explain a) the meaning of the word or phrase in this particular context or b) why a particular grammatical form has been chosen. In the lists I have underlined all those phrases which contain particular grammatical forms – i.e. you do not need to explain the meaning of the words but why that particular grammatical form has been chosen. After the examples from The Victim’s Tale   you will find the transcript of the extract so that you can see the words and phrases being used in context. The words and phrases from the victim’s tale obviously occur after the extract given below.

The Victim’s Tale

A storm raging – a very fierce/wild storm – common collocation with ‘storm’

Like washing in a tumble drier – very transparent simile – tumble driers usually have glass doors so you can see the washing spinning round
I used to be a teacher – construction used to indicate that something is no longer true. This form is used to underline the fact that it is no longer true, the contrast with the present is stronger than simply saying ‘I was a teacher’

The best opening lines  - the best start to a story
In case of a power cut – This construction is used ONLY to indicate a preventive action for a possible future event/action. We do NOT use it to talk about possible future events (the Italian ‘in caso di’). 

This creaking house – the house makes a lot of (high pitched) noises – it gives the impression that the house is old and probably has a lot of wooden floors and doors. (onomatopoeic)
Crashing – the common collocation used to indicate the noise of the impact of the wave on the beach (onomatopoeic) 

Shingle – small pieces of stone, sometimes rough, found on beaches or riverbeds.

A stone’s throw – not very far away

Pebbles  – small pieces of stone, usually smooth and rounded, found on beaches or riverbeds.
I think of – different colligations sometimes have different meanings: the difference between ‘think of’ and ‘think about’ is that the first one means ‘bring to mind’ and the other one focuses on the action of thinking, remembering, contemplating the object of the verb. Compare ‘I’ve thought of another solution’ and ‘I think about you all the time’ OR ‘What do you thing of when I say ‘Christmas’’ and ‘I want you to think about the problem for a few moments’

Steep stairs – correct collocation with stairs (or hill, mountain and slop) to say that the inclination is at a sharp angle.

Tell-tale squeak – to tell tales is to give information in secret. At school no one loves a tell-tale.
Taking his time – meaning that someone does something unhurriedly. Note that the possessive adjective is used and not the definite article.

By the wash basin – next to/near the wash basin – by can be used as a preposition of place as well as to indicate who did something (in particular in passive sentences)
Oddly – strangely 
No need to bother – It is not necessary to take the trouble/make the effort to do something.

Transcript

Strategy. Think: strategy. Think logically. I can’t. There’s a storm raging outside. It’s only the darkest hours before the dawn and I’m lying in my own bed waiting for whoever it is to come upstairs and find me. All I can think of is old rhymes, proverbs, quotes, anything revolving round in my head like washing in a tumble drier. I used to be a teacher, I’ve always remembered the silliest things: it was a dark and stormy night and the captain said to the mate and he began: It was a dark and stormy night one of the best opening lines ever like ‘Over the Hills and far away. Oh, I’ve just thought of another one: ‘Take care of fire and candle, be charitable to the poor, and pray for the dead’. Who will pray for me when no one needs me. 

There’s a candle in a tall holder on the small table next to my bed in case of a power cut. There’s also my unfinished glass of wine and the one of water in the same kind of crystal glass. I’m wearing my beautiful scarlet nightdress and it doesn’t help. I know each sound of this creaking house in a wind like this. So that even with the waves crashing on the shingle beach less than a stone’s throw away dragging back the pebbles with a sucking roar. I can still hear everything else. I think of the weather forecast I listen to every day on the radio. Wind west or NW, 4 or 5 visibility moderate or good. That’s the only time that anyone ever says “Rain, Good” I listen for a second and I’m hoping that the man downstairs is not Donald but an ordinary burglar who will go away when he realises there’s someone here. My bedroom is on the second floor, reached by steep stairs with open walls. I first heard the intruder cross the wooden floor from the street door towards the cupboard beneath the stairs. He opened the door and then he closed it. Unaware of the squeak like a pistol shot, two floors away. He was taking his time. I didn’t move or turn on the light. I guessed from the tinkering  sounds that he was on the first floor in the bathroom. First I heard the creak of the stairs, then the sharp sound of breaking glass and I knew exactly what that was, too. The glass mug which stood by the wash basin, dropping to the floor perhaps. I knew at the same time who it was. Then he was there and oddly he was doing what I would have done: sweeping up the bits with little sounds like swish, swish, swish. I chose that interval to lock the bedroom door. Living alone it seems unnatural to close doors, no need to bother but this time it closed quick and quiet without a sound.

The Victim’s Tale (continued)

Shuffling across

I make myself think of something else

They’ve done well, my two children.

Turned out a bit … dull

You get to be headmistress

Tha rankles a bit

Not a shred of status

Not needed by anyone or anything

muddled

a loner

Scraping a living

I’d failed him

I got him in this house

Gust of wind

Solid citizens

Blame him for leaving

Waifs and strays

Brought up without love

Flannelette nightie

Got worse

That did the damage

Oddly forgivable

What was actually already stolen by then

My pleasure in being alone

Wind is buffeting

Avoid listening

A boy would burgle in the daylight

How did I get it so wrong with Donald?

Why didn’t I report him?

I thought I could cope.

Believe in an old lady being stalked by a still young man

The door is being pushed without real force

Miss? Miss?

Lull in the wind

Yanked the door open

Bounced off the next landing

Glimmer of dawn

I might have fainted

The Daughter’s Tale

Little sod

Stop crying

When the phone went

He wouldn’t stop yelling

As my mother used to say

She didn’t actually say that

I’m a disappointment to my mother

Damage limitation/Crisis mismanagement

Solution opportunity

(I remember orderly calm and) being given tasks 

not being allowed sweets

Seething with resentment

Singing us to sleep

(She only had to say ‘Once upon a time’ and) we’d be quiet

Heavy on duty and conscience and hard work

Not so keen on daughters flunking out of college

To be a breadwinner

Can’t rely on men

Wipe up snot

I feel like I’m in prison

Got pregnant by someone with earning potential 

Whenever I can bribe her

Pampering/a facial

Kids acting up

Next of kin

Seedy little goings on

Pompous ass

She would insist on living there

Called me rather than my brother

Women get  all the family dirty work and men get away with murder

Turned up

One brick short of a load, if you see what I mean

Always end up on your feet

Thin as a rail

Become a bit of a nuisance

Then she got burgled

Cop shop

Got their wires crossed

Amazing lingerie

She’d been burgled

Harassed and stalked

Odd job man

Got herself in order 

There were questions to be answered

Scruffy

Toy-boy

Lovely undies

Gone over the top

Treat ‘em mean to keep ‘em keen

Got to be supportive

The Copper’s Tale

Cast’s the victims tale in an entirely different light

Without having to pick up a lousy job like this

No-hoper, waste of space

I’m half way between the nick and home

I’m on the 2-10 shift – the graveyard shift

It gets to be second nature

As it is, you aren’t allowed to get used to anything

The MET

You may as well 

Might get on better

She never did get it

White slobs getting pissed

Sheer malice

Pick up a punter

You’re stuck for a couple of hours

It used to matter

Can’t be bothered

Throwing a wobbly

Calm as a millpond

Might do it if there was any point

Pullin’ a bird

Beer belly

Took to small town life/took to a bloke

Who has been burgled

Cursing

Mrs Wotsit

Harassed/harassment

Ladies at your age don’t get harassed

Don’t kid yourself

Made my life hell

She asked me round

Wretched little liar

Couldn’t work it out

Out of my depth

What went on?

I’ve known Donald Smith for 25 years […]on and off 

When he wasn’t being excluded

Never amounted to much

I would ask him to do odd jobs

Could’ve murdered a cup of tea

No sign of forcible entry

Dreadfully tired

To my mind

Whyever would she do that

Burglary my foot

You made the bedroom all nice and cosy

You get him to make the tea

Arresting her for assault

The Barrister’s Tale

Hired by the Crown Prosecution Service

At the very outset

Should be charged or not

Where the buck stops

Does this stuff

Rain swept night

Currently on bail

Witness statement

Odd way to begin

Employed by her to do odd jobs

Makes himself at home

Sounds jolly sensible

Stalking her

Chip on his shoulder

Had a burglar alarm installed

I can’t help it

What would I do in her shoes

Flung open the door

She lost it

Toppled over backwards

I take your point

Was she fond of him

Beginning to get cross

I’m still rankled about losing that case today

Pretty naughty at her age

Toy-boy

Had a cuddle

Disbelieve anyone who uses it

By the basin

Hates things being broken

drove her mad

Howling for help

Conscience got the better of her

Whenever I am asked

Which is daft

Dry as dust

Inventing by-laws

We all deal with liars

I can spot the truth

Liars always embellish

I know it in my bones

In my marrow

Male bonding

Silly sod

because she’s coping

he has a minor record

do him for burglary with intent

I’ll always be haunted by 

The Defendant’s Tale

Leg in plaster

The story gets a new spin

Do we finally get to hear the truth?
Need somewhere to lean

Long time to heal

As Mrs Adams might say

Be charged with burglary

With intent either to steal or to commit assault

It’s a serious offence with aggravating features

Without a stain on her character

I could be sent to prison

I’m on bail at the moment, homeless, jobless

I’d stay with my gran a lot of the time

Rachel’s house smells like that sometimes

Never amounted to nothing

Waste of space

Gran used to let me sleep in her bed

Everything gets taken away from me

I got lost in a failing school

Rachel turned the school around

Mum switched to valium and vodka

She got me expelled, excluded as they say now

Devoid of any real meaning

My work record

I did drugs

Been on the social

Doing odd jobs

She retired here

You’re nodding

The upshot of our first chat

All needed painting

I had the run of it

She’d make me something to eat and I’d make the tea

Calm and orderly

Crappy bedsit

She wouldn’t mind

Took one of her nighties home

She did mind

Better move on

Got my sister to read it to me

I was stunned, gutted, angry

I got mad because she’d fixed burglar alarms

I knew it would look bad for her

I may be thick but I’m not stupid

I want her to see me on crutches

She’s the one who crippled me for life

