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The Last Picture Show

Craig Wentworth
Composition |

As 1 turn the corner, the dark and deserted downtown
street explodes into a dazzling, Hollywood premiere-
style light show as hundreds of brilliant, oscillating
lights beckon to unseeing eyes with promises of romance,
adventure, and fantasy. The reflection of the marquee’s
twinkling lights on the icy glass and marble store fronts
makes the walk through winter’s deep freeze seem even
colder. Peering through the frosted spectacles perched
coldly on my nose, I smile at the irony when I see that
the feature is entitled “Song of the South.” Tonight's
performance marks the end of my star-studded motion
picture career as this small town theater closes its doors
forever.

The warm, brightly lighted theater lobby is an oasis
as the ice-encrusted concrete is transformed into plush,
luxurious carpeting. The rug’s rich, colorful pattern
belies its age and thousands of fresh, buttered popcorn
and icy, refreshing Coca-Cola spills. The aroma of freshly
popped popcorn fills the air, enticing patrons to purchase
their treats immediately upon paying their admission
so as not to miss one of Uncle Remus’ Brer Rabbit
stories due to an ill-timed trip to the snack bar. But
tonight, only the ticket girl and the old woman behind
the concession stand are in the lobby to greet me. The
sound of the door opening and the arctic blast of February
air propels both women into action, and they quickly
stash their illicit textbooks and letters and assume their
starring roles for the new customer. Recognizing me,
they realize this has been another rehearsal, that their
performance will not be subject to criticism, and they
return to their covert activities. I greet them and continue
across the lobby, passing multicolored posters advertising
movies which will never be shown and featuring stars



such as Robert Redford, Meryl Strecep, and Dustin
Hoffman, all of whom I’ve had the plcasure of working
with on previous film projects. Suddenly, the air around
the concession stand is filled with the crackling of
hundreds of popcorn kernels exploding in crescendo as
the fluffy, white morsels force the lid of the cooker open
in their frenzied cscape.

I turn towards the stairs, stepping over the soft,
velveteen rope that bars mischievous young boys and
passionate young lovers from enjoying the picture from
the privacy of the balcony. Here, the rich and colorful
pseudo-Hollywood facade abruptly ends, and 1 climb
the steep, creaky wooden stairway, unadorned by colorful
carpet, without cven a handrail to guide me. With a
sound heard in a hundred prison movies, the projection
booth’s heavy steel fire door slams shut bchind me. In
sharp contrast to the brilliance of the theater lobby, the
booth is dimly lit by a bare light bulb with an old metal
film canister cover as a makeshift reflector and a small,
faded red Chinese paper lantern. The air is scented
with a mixture of clectric motors and stale popcorn.

Engaging the electric gencrator, it roars to life, filling
the air with its strong, stcady hum. I flip the scissor
switch that provides power to the sound amplificrs,
and the small black ncedles on the lighted dials jump as
if to assure me that tonight’s feature will not be a silent
film. Lifting the heavy, 15 inch reels into the two projectors,
I thread the smooth, dark, 35 millimeter film expertly
through the sharp metal points which hold it and guide
it across the film gate, over the shiny, smooth surface of
the sound drum, and onto the take-up reel. Under the
hood of the projector, I brush the soft, powdery white
ash from the shiny reflector and adjust the carbon
wands that produce the electric arc which transports
the film's image to the screen 120 feet away.

Glancing at the old electric wall clock confirms that
it's time for the show to begin, and I throw the lever
that provides electricity to the carbon rods. With a
hand on each of the smooth ivory adjustment knobs
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the living area, airport and one road the entire island
was covered with palm trees. From the air Diego Garcia
looked like a tropical paradise.

When I arrived on the island I took time out to look
around and see what was there. I found that the Navy
was only using half of the island and we had all the
comforts of home on our side. Such as tennis, gymnasium,
outdoor theater, bowling alley and Olympic size pool.
There were also necessities like a dining hall, trailers
for us to sleep in, and barbecues. The ocean was twenty
feet from the back door of my trailer at high tide.

The other side of the island was for the most part
overgrown with palms and bushes, but did have a
beautiful old coconut plantation. A large three story
home with four pillars supporting the roof over the
front porch was the center piece of the plantation.
There were also scveral small outbuildings such as a
general store, smaller homes for laborers, and a blacksmith
shop. The plantation was run-down but I could easily
see mysclf standing on a plantation in the southern
United States.

Snorkeling in the lagoon was an experience I enjoyed
as often as I could. I could watch fish with a variety of
shapes, sizes and colors swimming around colorful
coral pillars. The lagoon also had shell fish and sea
turtles that were fun to watch as they swam and interacted
with each other. When I was under the water, I could
separate mysclf from anything that might be bothering
me, by watching all the activity around me. I spent as
much time as possible with this activity.

There were limits to our ability to communicate with
the outside world, but we were not isolated. The Navy
operated a radio that we could use to call home. At
times the weather would interfere with the reception.
We also had two mail flights a week, although it did
take two to three weeks for a letter to arrive from the
states. We cven had a television station on the island
that carried shows taped in the states then shipped to
us for replay.





















ground. The swing was in the air and ready to come
down, as would be the law of gravity. Down it came,
meeting the back of my stubborn head. Boy, what a
thud!

The next thing I remember was being dragged out
from underneath the swing by all my friends. 1 was
very dizzy and didn’t know which way was up. Brenda
and Terry’s dad had to carry me, the mighty pusher,
home so that my parents could take me to the emergency
room for several stitches. This would only be one of
several successful attempts to show my talents as a
mindless idiot.

Another one of these idiotic attempts is the time I
tricd to ride two ten-speed bikes at once. This would
have been an ideal moment to listen to my conscience.
At the age of twelve, by now I should have known to
push aside the urge to fcel more dominating than I was.
But, I had already challenged myself when I told my
friend Missy, I'd bring her bike down to her house since
she had left it at my house overnight. We were going to
go bike riding together, but she had to finish her housework
for her mother before she could go. Hoping to save
time, I offered to meet her down the street at her house
with both bikes.

Despite previous experiences, | failed to heed to the
little voice inside me begging me not to try this. Off I
went, pushing our bikes over to the end of the driveway.
It took some doing, but I managed to get on my bike
while holding hers stecady by the handlebars. I took off
with a hard push, it wasn’t until I'd reached the edge of
the road that I realized I'd have to stop to look for cars.
Since I hadn’t planned on how to stop, ncedless to say,
I crashed both bikes. My feet became entangled in the
spokes, and since I was barcfooted the spokes cut deep
into my foot. This wasn’t good, finding mysclf laying
there in the street, trapped in a pile of bicycles, bleeding,
and nobody around to get me free from my self-made
trap.
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of my gun into the glass, while I was in a complete
trance created by the sound of the pellets hitting the
window. That little window was probably hit over one
hundred times and it looked untouched, so we
suspiciously walked closer to investigate. Just as 1 saw
Doug running for home in the corner of my eye, I found
out the answer to my burning question. No, you can’t
break windows with a BB gun, but you can put a million
holes in them.

My plan was to ignore the broken window, and the
glass would eventually reheal itself. Everything went
as planned untii my dad decided the yard needed
cutting, and went in the garage to get the mower. Doug
and I were in the back yard playing when we heard the
first of a serics of obscenities. 1 looked up at the window
and saw Dad on the other side checking the holes out
with a dumfounded look on his face. It scemed like a
humorous amount of time elapsed before our eyes met,
and when they did, I followed my toddler instincts and
dropped to my knees, crawling off like the little brat I
was. Basically I was a crawling dead boy. Even to this
day I'm not exactly sure about what happened next, but
I specifically remember receiving an expensive ten buck
discomfort.

In my young boy opinion, the reclationship between
my father and 1 definitely hit the very lowest. I knew
my life wasn’'t a total failurc, when the next day I
stumbled upon somcthing that perked me up. I was on
my way to school in the morning, when I walked past
our garbage can and saw my gun within it. The gun was
evidently bent into a very noticeable 90 degree angle
and looked like an extremely fun gun that would shoot
around corners.
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“You’'re welcome,” we mumbled, “really it was
nothing.”

By this time I am feeling physically ill, and I'm sure
I'm red from my ears down to my toes. Pam makes up
some excuse about going back upstairs to dance. As we
were walking away, he told us “thank you” about three
more times. We smiled and waved as we headed back
up the stairs.

As we sat down [ felt like the smallest person on
earth. Drinking and dancing did not seem to fit the
occasion, so we waited until we thought no suspicion
would arise, and then we left.

To this day Pam and I have hardly discussed what
happened that Saturday night. There really isn’t a lot to
say, except for I'm sorry, and it's really too late for that.
The money that seemed so important, is now long gone
and I can’t even remember what I spent it on. But I do
remember how it made me feel.

I still can’t think about it without getting that sick
fecling in my stomach, that feeling of embarrassment
and shame.

We walked back out into the fresh November air and
headed silently for the car. As we were crossing the
strcet, we heard somcone yell goodbye. We turned to
see the man whose moncy we had stolen, wave and get
into his old beat-up Dodge and drive away.
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not gritty. I reccived many comments on how delicious
the cake was and hcard more than once that night, “I
can’t believe this is from HyVee!”

But HyVee is full of surprises. It sccms every time [ go
there, I discover another service available, cash checks
and even pay some bills, but HyVee offers more. Your
dry cleaning can be dropped off, to be picked up,
cleaned, and rcturned by French Way Cleaners. Shoe
repair is also available. And to save you even more
time, First Interstate Bank has a full-service branch
right inside the store. They are open 7-days-a-week
and, although not 24-hours-a-day like HyVee, their
hours are still very convenient (definitely not “banker’s
hours!”).

A full-time pharmacist is on hand to fill prescriptions
and answer any questions you might have about
medication. Although there is not a wide selection of
over-the-counter medications, the pharmacy does carry
more than just the brand names. There are generic
equivalencies available for almost everything, at
sometimes less than half the price of the name brand. If
you don’t see it, just ask.

With the additions of an in-store florist and video
department, I can’t think of anything you can’t get done
at HyVee, except maybe an oil change. But then again,
the employeces seem so eager to please it couldn’t hurt
to ask!

If you have any questions about a service or where to
find something, the HyVee employces are there to help.
Being new to the arca and the store, my first few
months found me asking for help on almost every trip.
Instead of being made to feel like an inconvenience, as
is so common with “service” personnel these days, each
employce made me feel as though s/he was there just
for me. I wasn’t “told where to go,” cither. I was taken
to the item I was looking for. If it wasn’t available, they
might suggest a similar product or tell me where I
might go to find what I was looking for. Whether the
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I believe that parents should be restricted from using
one child as a donor for another in procedures that
would endanger the life of the donor.

I feel that the Ayala family suffers enough from the
injustice imposed by life; they should not be subjected
to ethical debates by people who are not living in the
fear and pain the Ayalas live with daily. The ethicists
should devote their efforts to legitimate ethical issues
such as abortion as a form of birth control and the
abandonment of children, such as the full term babies
that are on occasion found abandoned in places like
garbage dumpsters.
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the drowning scene as being intense, (253), which is far
from accurate in my opinion. I felt it lacked reality. It all
seemed to happen far too quickly and the technique
used was confusing to the viewer. Compared to the
dramatic acting abilities of today’s actors/actresses,
that scene was ineffective to say the least.

I felt Harry’s relationship with Ruth (the prostitute),
added a bit of zest to this flick. The love scenes were
primitive compared to those used today. It was obvious
that these were just actors. I also noted that there was
no concern about AIDS or any other types of sexual
diseases, which was a typical attitude of the sixties,
even though Ruth was a hooker. Siegal noted that this
was “a film not afraid to cope with how much of our
lives happens below the belt” (253). This is so true of
this movie.

The burial scene, in my opinion, wasn’t used to better
the emotional impact of the movie, I think it was too
light hearted. In a real funcral situation, I don’t think
people would be so concerned with placing blame. I
would think they would wait until the initial shock was
over. I got the feeling that the child wasn’t all that
important in their lives and as the plot reveals, it wasn’t.
This was a plus for the film.

The things that I was dissatisfied with seem to be
acting and filming techniques that have improved with
time in the filming industry. The use of things like
music {Hey Man), and special effects (like the nude girls
flashing on Harry’s windshicld at night, symbolizing
his thoughts), were used to their best to make the movie
a sign of the times, in my opinion. Many pcople scem to
criticize it for this rcason since the novel was done
during the fifties and the film was relcased in 1970. I
feel the makers of the film did their best to relay this to
the public as a film of sixties value.

I fecl that this film was good, overall, for a swinging
sixties flick. The film scems to portray the attitudes of
its characters quite well. I am not sure, however, if it
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I Found Freedom

Fred G. Knapp
Composition 11

On the streets, I was known as the man with the plan.
When 1 said jump, people asked how high. I had, what
I thought, most pcople wanted: moncy, power, and
drugs. I, personally, was addicted to the lifestyle and
power as much as the drugs, themsclves. But the old
saying goes, if you want to dance, you have to pay the
fiddler. The cost was something I never thought about
until December of 1986, when life taught me a lesson
about taking things for granted that no classroom could
ever convey. I was ordered by a judge to commit myself
to a federal prison in Fort Worth, Texas, where 1 would
serve a two and a half ycar sentence for drug dealing.

On the December 29th, I began a trip that 1 will never
forget. The trip started with good-bye kisses and tears
of sorrow: then, it went downhill from there. My brother,
Tony and our friend, Hank were my escorts to the land
of bars. Usually, when the three of us got together it
meant good times, but this time the occasion was of a
much more somber note. Before we had even crossed
the Iowa state line, the thought of not seeing Lori and
Lisa (my future wife and our daughter) was already
tearing at my heart. The loncliness, which had manifested
itself by the far away look in my eyes, had completely
engulfed me as we drove on into the night toward
Texas and prison.

As the oncoming headlights played tricks on my mind,
I remembered an event from my childhood. My mother
had taken me to the Shriner's Hospital for Crippled
Children in Minnesota for what was supposed to be a
simple back examination. What I did not know was that
I would not be returning home with my mother; in fact,
I didn’t rcturn home until Christmas, nearly a year
later. Even though these two trips were worlds apart,
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In order to stay out of trouble, we the inmates had to
follow certain procedures, which were explained to us
by one of the intake guards. This guard strutted back
and forth in front of us with his shoulders back and his
chest out while all the time shouting out commands for
us to follow; I was under the impression that this guy
thought he was a drill sergeant. The most important
rule, he stressed, was to be in your cell and on your bed
during the different count-times. This meant that at
certain times of the day all the inmates were herded
into their cells and counted like cattle to make sure that
no one had escaped.

Another big no-no was to be caught in a area that you
were not supposed to be in, or you would be guilty of
being out-of-bounds. If you really wanted trouble, all
you had to do was to smart off to one of the prison staff.
If for some reason you could not find it in yourself to
follow any of these simple requirements, a friendly
little confine called the hole was provided for your
convenience. When the hole was mentioned, all the
guards looked at each other and laughed. If, by chance,
you don’t know what the hole is, it can best be described
as a black hole in space; once you enter, daylight becomes
a thing of the past. In fact, one of the guards exclaimed,
“The Devil himself would not want to be caught dead
there!”

“Everything that 1 always wanted to know about
prison but was afraid to ask,” was the thought that kept
playing in my mind as I was escorted off to see my
newly appointed counselor. The counselor told me if I
had any questions I'd better ask them now, for it could
be a long time before I might get another chance to talk
to him. I wanted to ask him why but something told me
not to. As the questions were forming in my mind, I
noticed the funny look in his eyes. This look was saying,
“I've seen a thousand of your kind come through these
doors, so why should I believe that you are any different?”
I felt like I had two strikes against me, and I hadn’t even
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love you too.” As a result of that conversation, I had to
pick up the pieces of my heart from off the floor. After
the phone call, I dricd my eyes and got ready for bed.

My brain burned with the question: why in the world
did I get involved with the drug business in the first
place? Even though the money and power were great,
what good were they both doing me now? My heart
raced as I wondered if Lori would wait for two and a
half years for me to return. Just before my time came up
to go to prison, we found out that Lori was pregnant
again; the thought of our new baby being born while I
was in prison made me fecl ashamed. Even, my mother
popped into my head, for I wondered what she thought
of her first born son being a convict. Even though I had
just talked to Lori, I tried to guess what she and Lisa
were doing at that very moment; indeed, that was the
only way I could think of to be close to them. When I
jumped into bed, the feclings of being alone and trapped
hit me like a run-a-way locomotive. Another chilling
thought also slipped into my mind: from now until the
time of my release, I would have to slecp with one eye
opened in order to protect myself from people like my
cellmate.

I was finally starting to understand what it cost to
pay the fiddler. While I lay on the steel meshed bed
with my eyes filled with tears, the concept of freedom
was no longer a product of abstract imagery but something
as concrete as the bars that imprisoned me. I like so
many others scen freedom as something that was owed
to me; in fact, I took it for granted. But, now, I could not
even pick what cereal I was going to eat for breakfast,
so freedom was no longer a right but a privilege that
should never be considered a luxury. Looking back on
that first night in prison I have come to realize what
Paul Friere termed, “Conscious of consciousness;” in
other words, I became aware of the reality of the world
around me and my role in it. [ knew that I was no longer
a person who was on the outside looking in, for my
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Assignment: Writers sometimes visit perfectly ordinary
places. Usually, they look for something extraordinary
about it, hoping to show it freshly or humorously or
ironically. Go to a very ordinary place—a gas station, a
supermarket, an elementary school. Observe and talk
to people, looking for an unusual angle that will allow
you to write an engaging profile of the place.

Yesterday Revisited, Revised

Mary L. Hermann
Composition 11

Seated in the modern, 25-year-old Catholic church in
Ankeny, I listen to the words being spoken by Father
Gubbels, the parish priest. He stands behind a podium
and speaks calmly to his parish. Father talks of Jesus
Christ, saying, “We should honor our Lord Jesus every
day of our life.” In the background I hear a chorus of
children fussing and crying. I look at all of the young
families who are members of this large parish, and my
mind wanders back to my recent visit to the church in
which I grew up.

St. Joseph’s Catholic Church was constructed in the
early 1900s and is housed in a large building located on
the corner of a block on the edge of downtown Otley,
Ohio. In my mind, I traced my steps as I approached the
church and noticed the old-fashioned bell tower atop
the church. The once-enhancing trim around the stained
glass windows surrounding the building and the wooden
doors had been painted since I'd last been here, and it
- now seemed to blend colorlessly into the off-white
bricks which surrounded the church.

I had arrived shortly before 5:30 p.m. with my husband
and mother. As we walked through the arched, double
doorway, we were greeted by the parish priest, who
was also new since I had last been here. “Good evening,”
he greeted us. “Hello, Father,” we responded. We entered
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He paced up and down the aisle as he spoke, and I
couldn’t help but notice his soft, unwhiskered face and
the way he folded one arm to use as an armrest for the
other, which continually found its way to his smooth
chin. Each time he turned around to walk the opposite
direction, he flung his green robe around to trail behind
him. “What does that gesture remind me of?” I whispered
to my husband.

As he continued to speak, I became increasingly aware
of the content of what he was saying as my thoughts
drifted away from his appearance and delivery of the
sermon. As I listened more intently to his words, I
realized he was preaching that there should be stricter
laws within the community, family, and church. “I
agree with this,” I thought. “It made scnse that we
should adhere to the laws or rules no matter what the
setting.”

He went on to say that this especially holds true to
this parish. “Okay,” I thought, “if you say so.” He
continued, “After all, if someone doesn’t watch out for
me, I'll be teaching your children how to set fires in
your living rooms. I've told you before that I'm insane.
You'd better keep me in line. Otherwise, I could think
of all kinds of terrible things to teach your children,
which would make you want to disown them, much
worse than simply burning down your house. And
they’d listen to me because I'm a man of the cloth. You
sce, | am insane. But that’s okay, because Jesus Christ
was crazy.”

His voice stopped. Whispers heard throughout the
parish were the first response to his statements, and
then there was a low hum of people’s voices as they
recovered from the shock of what he had just said. In
this parish located in a farm community with a total
membership of less than 500 families and an average
age of member at around 45, this type of comment was
not well received. Father quictly watched from his
place in the aisle as his parish responded. Some pcople
continued to whisper. Others just stared blankly into
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air, while others gaped at him. Father smiled, swung
his cape as he turned toward the altar, and took his seat
at the head of the church.

It was at this moment that I, with the help of my
husband, realized who this man reminded me of—
“Count Dracula,” he whispered to me, a dclayed response
to my earlier question. Looking around, it seemed he
had bitten the necks and sucked the life out of all the
adults in the church and then swung his cape and flown
back to the belfry to sit and admire his kill.

Sitting in the Otley church, I reflect on the comments
I had heard regarding Christ’s sanity during my visit to
my hometown church. T don’t doubt Christ’s sanity, but
I do wonder what Father’s purpose had been in
proclaiming Christ, as well as himsclf, insanc. Whatever
the purpose, the outcome to me was that he discredited
the entirc message of his homily. More than that, he
shattered the image I'd spent my childhood building of
the symbols that this church held for me—stability,
warmth, security, refuge. It's now simply a large, white,
brick building with stained glass windows and an old-
fashioned bell tower located on a corner at the edge of
downtown Otley.
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In “Perfectly Christ, Perfectly Crazy,” the writer rewrote
the previous essay, “Yesterday Revisited, Revised,”
from the viewpoint of the priest.

Perfectly Christ, Perfectly Crazy

Mary L. Hermann
Composition 11

“Hello, Father,” a young woman greets me. I don't
recall ever seeing her before, but then, I'm greeted so
often this way by all kinds of new faces; I couldn’t
possibly be expected to remember everyone. “Good
evening,” I answer the woman as she briskly glides past
me. I watch as she and her family take a seat near the
center of my church.

After being at St. Joseph’s Catholic Church in Otley,
Ohio for almost three years now, it truly has become my
church. I live in the attached rectory, and I spend more
time at this place than any of these once-a-week Catholics.

This is my home and my life seven days a week. It's
their weekly obligation to show up here at Mass time
and expect me to renew their Christian spirit. Well
that's fine; I'll do that for them. But what do they do for
me?

The sound of the organ interrupts my thoughts, and I
realize I must begin to prepare myself for tonight's
audience. I look down at my green cloths to make sure
they’re perfectly straight. I brush the creases from my
sleeves and open my red-covered hymnal to “Christ
Jesus Victor” so that I can sing to my people as I make
my entrance from the rear of the church, parade past
them down the aisle, and take my place at the head of
the church in my throne-like seat on the red carpeted
altar.

The music finished up as I sing the final words with
the parish, “Christ Jesus, Lord and Redeemer.” How
appropriate, I think to myself as my mouth begins to
speak the Mass for the evening. I've done it so many
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gave him every opportunity to be his friend. But Peter
couldn’t defend Jesus when Jesus was down, when his
reputation was less than perfect, as it once had been. He
didn’t want people to know that he had befriended this
man, who was now accused of being a fraud, a fake.
Peter was a typical human being—a simple, Christian
person who looks out for only himself. All of the people
here tonight are Peters; they would betray me if given
the chance. No, I'm smarter than that. I will never call
any of these Peter-parishioners my friend. They will
not betray me.

I've delivered my homily to them for the evening; I've
renewed their Christian spirit and enriched their imperfect
lives. That's all they’ll get from me, tonight or ever.

I can see by the looks on their faces that they feel
pleased with the spiritual nourishment they’ve taken
from me. It was a perfect performance. But I wonder—
did they really absorb my message, or were they
daydreaming, thinking of what they’ll be doing tonight,
or tomorrow, or next week? Did they hear Christ's
words as they were interpreted by my mind and spoken
by my mouth? No, I'm sure they heard something. They
adore Christ's message, while they could care less about
me. Who was Christ anyway? I'll tell you—a man, just
like me. Almost a perfect man, except he trusted people.

I turn to take my place in my throne-like secat on my
altar. 1 decide to leave these people, my parishioners,
this group of “Peters,” one more message. I face them
as | speak, “As you leave here this evening, you should
consider the message I've given. However, you can
make up your own minds about the validity of the
message because as I've told you many times before I'm
crazy.”

I sit down and smile to myself. There now. Does that
weaken their peace of mind? By the look on the face of
the young woman who greeted me earlier I'd say I've
established my ability to perform, to enlighten and
uplift them with Christ’s words, my words. Now I'm
demonstrating my ability to shape their attitudes, their
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Why Read “A Rose For Emily”

Linda M. Lighthall
Introduction To Literature

“A Rose For Emily” by William Faulkner quickly read
is a plain and simple horror story, a story of the grotesque.
When one reaches the end of the story, the images of the
horror slowly rise up like bile in the back of one’s
throat. It is with this end, and the refusal to believe the
evidence presented there that draws the reader back
into the story. One secks to understand Emily and how
something like this could possibly happen.

Faulkner uses a narrator, a town resident, to tell the
story of Emily. By so doing, he lcaves a lot of arcas
implied. We, as rcader, are lcft to only guess at what
really took place in Emily’s life and in her mind. We are
never allowed into Emily’s confidence, just as the
townspeople are not allowed the privilege.

It is discovered, in the very beginning that everyone
in town knows who Miss Emily is, and also knows some
background to her life (whether it is factual or not). In
the first paragraph; “When Miss Emily Grierson died,
our whole town went to her funcral: the men through a
sort of respectful affection for a fallen monument, the
women mostly out of curiosity to see the inside of her
house, which no one save an old manservant—a combined
gardener and cook—had scen in ten years” (Faulkner
728). 1t is clear, that Emily has never been married. She
is the talk of the town—a monument. She was isolated
in her house and her manservant must not have shared
with the community or the town would probably have
known more about the “inside” of Emily’s life.

Judith Fetterly has said that Faulkner’'s “A Rose For
Emily” isn’t a story about conflict betwecen the North
and South, or even between the old and new. She says
“it is a story of a woman victimized and betrayed by the
system of sexual politics” (363). Emily never has the
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any other way of life may be like—what is normal for
most. Emily’s madness “is simply a development of her
pride and her refusal to submit to ordinary standards
of behavior” (Brooks & Penn Warren 348). Emily becomes
isolated like a valuable museum picce, surrounded by
visitors but never touched. How much lonelier could
her life become?

The ultimate outcome of this whole sad story is that
Emily craves companionship. She, like each of us as
human beings, must have love and a sense of belonging,
in some small way, to socicty. We are a social species
and need human contact to maintain life. Because Emily
is treated as this muscum picce, no one really sees who
she is. She becomes totally isolated. Even her servant,
Tobe, doesn’t interact with her. It is said in the story
“his voice had grown harsh and rusty, as if from disuse”
(Faulkner 735). Emily, nceding somcone to cling to,
murders Homer, and will therefore possess him for
eternity as she had first been taught by her father. Since
no one really sces her other than as a muscum piece, she
easily gets away with murder.

At the end of Emily’s life, we find what all this
loncliness and isolation has done to her. She had become
“bloated, like a body long submerged in motionless
water, and of that pallid hue. Her eyes, lost in the fatty
ridges of her face, looked like two small piceces of coal
pressed into a lump of dough . . .” (730). “She died in
one of the downstairs rooms, in a hcavy walnut bed
with a curtain, her gray head propped on a pillow and
moldy with age ahd lack of sunlight” (735). The focus is
now on the grotesqueness that results when an individual
is denicd the chance to be. “At the end, the townsfolk
finally discover who and what she is, they have in fact
encountered who and what they are” (Fetterly 362).

As I have shown, this story, “A Rose For Emily” is not
just a story of gossip about a crazy old lady. It is a story
about how casy it is for a life to be directed in a
direction apart from the normal. We as individuals
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Hope for the Reality of a Myth

Stephen Smith
Introduction To Literature

Hardy, Thomas “The Oxen”

Superficially, this pocm tells a simple tale about the
memory of a story heard in childhood being fondly
rekindled in adult life. However, benecath the simplicity
of the tale, particularly through engaging choices of
words, the poem plummets far greater depths of meaning
than would be expected from an initial or casual
acquaintance with it

Instantly, with the very first line “Christmas Eve, and
twelve of the clock” we are placed in a magical world,
at least for children, and surcly for adults when children
are present, as they are in the scene that is cast at the
beginning of the poem. With the word “clock,” its
abrupt ending gives a pause and, with the magic of the
moment, we can almost hear the tick tock of the clock at
its pause as the midnight hour is struck and the tale is
about to be told. All the family is gathcred around in
“hearthside case,” a scene of family togetherness, comfort,
and warmth described with beautiful effectiveness and
poetic ease. Probably there has been quite an evening of
folk tales and stories for this period of history predates
the advent of radio or television; entertainment was
routincly and fairly cxpertly homespun. Now, as the
fire has died down to its “embers,” the story is told of
the oxen that are “kneeling in their strawy pen.”

Following this introduction which flashes back to
childhood we are brought, years later, to the time in
which the poet was writing (late 19th to early 20th
century). The comment is made that no one “doubted
that the oxen would be kneeling then” and furthermore,
no-one would likely tell such a tale nowadays, “So fair
a fancy few would weave in these years.”
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