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The Importance of Cohesion in Narrative Systems:

Adaptive or generated narratives offer personalised and dynamic delivery of narrative content to users. However their generation or adaption is often based on the
literal content of the narrative and not the subtext ignoring many important narrative principles such as narrative cohesion. Based on our existing work on a
thematic model we present the Thematic lllustrator; a system capable of generating content relevant themed illustrations for short stories. The system aims to
emphasise core themes and as a result improve the thematic cohesion of the story. We investigate whether this has a tangible effect on the cohesion of the
narrative as a whole by using five variables to measure the cohesion of a story with themed and unthemed illustrations. Our investigation found that thematic noise
can be reduced and that there is a demonstrated link between thematic cohesion and some other aspects of narrative cohesion.

Narrative Cohesion as five variables

Existing research in narrative cohesion often concentrates on the
. . . _ linguistic cohesion in the text presenting a narrative and its
* The linguistic cohesion of the narrative effectiveness at communicating content that makes logical sense.

-~ While this is no doubt a part of a narratives cohesion we find
evidence to suggest there are significant other underlying concepts
e Implicit concepts communicated implicitly that are a part of unlfymg narrative eIe.m.ents. Core themes may be
used as part of a consistent subtext unifying elements. Conformance
| to the conventions of an established genre can connect narrative

e Conformance to conventions of culturally elements through led assumptions of the reader.

established genre , _ _
The authorial presence also plays a key role in the cohesion of

— @ iR narratives. Narrators can be used to make coherence of a story
e Presence of an identifiable consistent through presentation from a consistent perspective, whether the
perspective communicating the narrative storyteller is dramatized, explicit, or implicit. Similarly to genre an
< T ™. authors conformance with their own linguistic style conventions can

assist cohesion through reader assumption. This notion of linguistic
style further includes a use of tone and mood that matches the
content presented in order to build cohesion.

Thematic lllustrated
Story XML I HTML
The Thematic lllustrator aims to automatically improve the Illustrator

cohesion of narratives through themed illustration. Through
emphasis of core themes the system aims to improve thematic

cohesion by reducing thematic noise.

- - | Theme
The system is built on using java, takes an xml input, and generates o TMVIB
a html output of the illustrated story. The story is marked up Definitions

as xml divided into logical parts each forming a ‘section’
which each has a ‘content’ attribute. The content attribute

e Conformance to authors own conventions.
Use of tone of tone and language fits content.

. . . The Night
stores keywords representing the content of that particular section.
( P . S A voung boy no more than ten wolke to the dark with the need to pee. In this world, peeing at night was not so easy a thing. His mother and father slept in the room at the far
The Sto ry a S a Wh o I e a I SO h a S a t h e m e attrl b ute CO nta iNni ng end of the hall, the bathroom in between, two picture windows that looked out onto the lawn and the lawns of the other houses and a park beyond. His sister, Betty, slept in
the bed beside him.
t h e d eSi rEd co re t h e m e fo r t h e sto ry a S a W h o I e i He got out of bed and paused with amazement at the door to the hall: Mother or Father had forgotten to shutter the windows at dusk. He should. he told himself. go back to

bed but the pee threatened to explode. He thought about asking Betty. But something in him said no and to look. To test what always had been said and warned against. The
windows must remain shut up when the sun goes down. The doors must be locked at night and every night, no exceptions.
He'd seen photos. They were only photos: stars, the moon, eclipses. "T'l lock you out at night," Betty would threaten. "Stop," Father would say. "It isn't funny "

The TMB requires a thematic definition of this core theme and its B e ook WA gk f ke g5 o b b, b i e i e
components to be built in advance which defines how features Last o e and Bty and sk ot the vty and st beneth he shtes, thok st pting i ok chests ke s wings. o the boy hd sid ol o vy
(which may be detected in image tags) denote motifs and in turn

connote themes as explained in our earlier work. Using this the
illustrator then for each section in turn performs a flickr search
using the content keywords and retrieves the top 30,000 images (or
as many as it can find) for that content. Using the TMB these
images are then sorted based on their relevance to the core

th e m e an d th e tO p IMma ge IS U SEd daS an | I I u St rat 1on. He felt the energy or thrill of impulse. He felt drawn from the door, drawn to the window. He moved his eye to the left of the frame, looked out for the first time at an alien

night and encountered moon glow, the shadows of the nearer trees soft and silent on the bright white ground. Nothing, he thought. There was nothing, nothing to fear out there,
all the rules untrue or just false. .
The windows on the block were shuttered, blank spots against the gray sky. In the park, it must have been very far, he saw a dark shape drift rapidly out from the pines into a [

S0, why not just look now? He watched down the hall. The moon shown bright through the big windows. It was that Blue Time. Four or so. He'd seen the blue light only once
™ before, early momning high in the mountains, where evervone sat on an enormous balcony, the hotel rising behind spatter-lit yellow from the random windows in the higher

S rooms. It had been so rare, Mother standing by Father at a stone lookout. They had drinks. Even together then they looked lonely and helpless and somehow guilty of a quiet
: 1 collaboration in solitude and failure.

That time had been about this same time, so late and eatly, and everyone happy, a wakeful holiday, refusing in unison to sleep. He remembered how his mother's head had
slowly fallen to Father's shoulder, his head to her head. So high they were, the clouds switled below silver and humped, high and safe above a wotld where night never really

came.

O ur resu |tS d emon St ratEd tWO fl N d IN gS . Th e f' rSt Was t h at W h I | e clear space on the grass, something that suggested spider but with only two or three legs, small so far away, then it was gone, like something painted on the ground by a
. . I . . o breeze. He felt a pressure in his chest, something of an illicit sweetness at the bottom of his throat.
| I I U St rat 10N WAas s Uffl cle nt em p h aSlIs to rEd uce t h em at IC holSse t h e "They sense vision," he remembered hearing. "They ignore us if we don't see . . " Grandfather said They had been in Wisconsin with relatives. They had been eating in a
. . windowless cafeteria. Grandfather told stories. He explained, while Mother and Father ate, ready to silence the speaker if he strayed. ". . . or look. I don't know when ==
p resence Of coret h emes h a d not bee NiM p roved S Uff| cient | y to precisely they came, but it was just after your mother was born, and we had to change. All of us. even governments. We lost the night everywhere to their teeth, their nails. But
. . . we're safe if we don't look. Safe if we shut the night out. We no longer have the moon to ourselves.
d emon St rate Im p rove d t h em at IC CO h esion. Seco N d |y t h at t h ere was "They're drawn to the human eye. They only take he or she who sees them. And so we board our windows. It's safest that way. Sleep through the night. Keep the windows shut. Love the daytime."
"Father." Father said. "Please."
a corre | atio N an d as suc h a pOSSi ble co n nection betwee n The boy watched the night. Something dark slashed across a nearer street. Then the boy heard his Father.
"No," Father said. He was standing at the bedroom door. "My god, son," he said.
thematic cohesion and logical sense and genre cohesion. B
Oh my god," the Father said. "Oh my god.




