
Lineation 
 
 
(a) 
 
The light struck upon the trees in the garden,  
making one leaf transparent and then another.  
One bird chirped high up; there was a pause; 
another chirped lower down. The sun sharpened  
the walls of the house, and rested like the tip  
of a fan upon a white blind and made a blue  
finger-print of shadow under the leaf  
by the bedroom window. The blind stirred slightly,  
but all within was dim and unsubstantial.  
The birds sang their blank melody outside. 
 
 
 
(b) 
 
The light struck upon  
  the trees in the garden,  
 
making one leaf  
  transparent and then another.  
 
One bird chirped high  
  up; there was a pause; another  
 
chirped lower down. The sun  
  sharpened the walls of the house,  
 
and rested like the  
  tip of a fan upon a white  
 
blind and made a blue  
  finger-print of shadow  
 
under the leaf by the bedroom  
  window. The blind  
 
stirred slightly, but all  
  within was dim and unsubstantial.  
 
The birds sang  
  their blank melody outside. 
 
 
 
 



(c) 
 
The light struck upon the trees in the garden, making one  
leaf transparent and then another.  
 
One bird chirped high up; there was a pause; another  
chirped lower down. The sun sharpened the walls of the house,  
and rested like the tip of a fan upon a white  
 
blind and made a blue finger-print of shadow  
under the leaf by the bedroom window.  
 
The blind stirred slightly, but all within was  
dim and unsubstantial. The birds sang their blank melody outside. 
 
 
 
(d) 
The light struck upon the trees 
in the garden, making one leaf  
transparent and then another.  
 
One bird chirped high up;  
there was a pause; another  
chirped lower down. 
 
The sun sharpened the walls  
of the house, and rested like the tip  
of a fan upon a white blind  
 
and made a blue finger-print  
of shadow under the leaf  
by the bedroom window.  
 
The blind stirred slightly,  
but all within was dim and unsubstantial.  
The birds sang their blank melody outside. 
 
 
 
 
The light struck upon the trees in the garden, making one leaf transparent and then 
another. One bird chirped high up; there was a pause; another chirped lower down. 
The sun sharpened the walls of the house, and rested like the tip of a fan upon a white 
blind and made a blue finger-print of shadow under the leaf by the bedroom window. 
The blind stirred slightly, but all within was dim and unsubstantial. The birds sang 
their blank melody outside. 
 
from the Waves, Virginia Woolf 


