QUESTIONS | yd .
| WILLIAM FAULKNER, Barn Burning

/

full name is “Coionel

1. What is the significance of Sarty’s name (hi
Sartoris Snopes”)?

2. Why is the family forced to leave town 4t the beginning of the story?

3. Why does AD insist on washing Majgt De Spain’s rug himself, even

though his wife offers to do it?

4. What does it mean to be a “bard burner”? Why is Ab drawn to this
activity? /

5. Why does Sarty run awazg{ the end? ‘

6. Compose an essay abouy/Faulkner’s perspectives on social and economic
class in “Barn Burningf What vision of poor rural people emerges from
this story? /S ‘ ‘ ‘

7. Write an essay in hich you compare and contrast “Barn I}urning” with
either “The Manf&ho ‘Was Almost A Man” by Richard Wright or “The
Circle in the Fife” by Flannery O’Connor. Consider the ways in wl}mh
the texts in q(x{estion represent life in the rural South, issues of social
class, and ’;h'é: significance of rebellion.

Gabriel Garcia Mdrquez
[1928- |

GABRIEL GARCIA MARQUEZ was born in 1928 in Aracataca, Colombia. Born
into poverty, he was raised by his grandparents who greatly influenced Garcia
Midrquez’s life and work. His grandfather was a veteran of the civil war that
occurred in Colombia in the late 1920s in response to the so-called “banana mas-
sacres,” His grandmother was a natural storyteller, influencing Garcia Mdrguez’s
writing style—magical realism—with ghost stories and other superstitions, In
1954 he began working as a journalist for Bl Espectador until the government
shut down the paper. By this time, Garcla Mdrquez had already settled in Paris
after having traveled through Switzerland, Italy, Poland, and Hungary, In 1955
he published his first collection of stories, titled Leaf Storm and Other Stories,
stories heavily influenced by the American writer William Faulkner, Soon after,
he published No One Writes to the Colonel (1961) and An Evil Hour (1962 ).
However, he was not yet satisfied with his writing and suffered great disappoint-
ment about his output until he finally experienced the inspiration that would lead
to his masterwork, One Hundred Years of Solitude (1967}, which was written
in a creative burst that lasted eighteen months. In this novel, which brought him
great fame, Garcla Mdrquez felt he had achieved mythic expression and a way of
storytelling akin to the stories told him by his grandmother. In 1975 he published
Autumn of the Patriarch, followed by Operacion Carlotta (1977), a collection
of essays about Cuba. In 1981 he was given the French Legion of Honor medal,
and in 1982 he was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature. Love in a Time of
Cholera appeared in 1986 to rave reviews and served to enhance Garcla Mdrquez’s
ability to take the world stage against political oppression and dictatorship. News
of a Kidnapping (1996), a journalistic work, dealt with the subject of the
Colombian drug trade, In 1999, Garcia Mdrquez bought the Colombian news

‘magazine, Cambio, which continues to advance progressive political themes,
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conspiracy, they did not have the heart to club him to death. Belayo watched
over him all afternoon from the kitchen, armed with his bailiff’s club, and before
going to bed he dragged him out of the mud and locked him up with the hens
‘in the wire chicken coop. In the middle of the night, when the rain stopped,
Pelayo and Elisenda were still killing crabs. A short time afterwaxd the child
woke up without a fever and with a desire to eat, Then they felt magnanimous
and decided to put the ange! on a raft with fresh water and provisions for
three days and leave him to his fate on the high seas. But when they went out
into the courtyard with the first light of dawn, they found the whole neigh-
‘borhood in front of the chicken coop having fun with the ange], without the
slightest reverence, tossing him things to eat through the openings in the wire
as if he weren’t a supernatural creature but a circus animal,
Father Gonzaga arrived before seven o’clock, alarmed at the strange news.
By that time onlookers less frivolous than those at dawn had already arrived
and they were making all kinds of conjectures concerning the captive’s future.
The simplest among them thought that he should bé named mayor of the world,
Others of sterner mind felt that he should be promoted to the rank of five-
star general in order to win all wars. Some visionaries hoped that he could be
- put to stud in order to implant on earth a race of winged wise men who could
- take charge of the universe. But Father Gonzaga, before becoming a priest,
-~ had been a robust woodcutter, Standing by the wire, he reviewed his cate-
. chism in an instant and asked them to open the door so that he could take a
- close look at that pitiful man who looked more like a huge decrepit hen among
© the fascinated chickens. He was lying in a corner drying his open wings in the
+ suntight among the fruit peels and breakfast leftovers that the early risers had
thrown him. Alien to the impertinences of the world, he only lifted his anti-
--quarian eyes and murmured something in his dialect when Father Gonzaga
- went into the chicken coop and said good morning to him in Latin. The parish
- priest had his first suspicion of an impostor when he saw that ke did not under-
. stand the language of God or know how to greet His rministers. Then he noticed
that seen close up he was much too human: he had an unbearable smell of
 the outdoors, the back side of his wings was strewn with parasites and his main
- feathers had been mistreated by terrestrial winds, and nothing about him mea-
-sured up to the proud dignity of angels. Then he came out of the chicken
. coop and in a brief sermon warned the curious against the risks of bejng ingen-
- uous. He reminded them that the devil had the bad habit of making vse of car-
nival tricks in order to confuse the unwary. He argued that if wings were not
the essential element in determining the difference between hawk and an air-
plane, they were even less so in the recognition of angels. Nevertheless, he
- promised to write a letter to his bishop so that the latter would write to his
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A Very Old Man with Enormous Wings
GABRIEL GARCIA MARQUEZ

ON THE THIRD day of rain they had killed so many crabs il?.side the house that
Pelayo had to cross his drenched courtyard and throw them into the. sea, because
the newborn child had a temperature all night and they thought it was d1.1€ to
the stench. The world had been sad since Tuesday. Sea and s.ky were a single
ash-gray thing and the sands of the beach, which on March nights ghmmt?r;d
like powdered light, had become a stew of mud and rotten shellfish, The light
was 5o weak at noon that when Pelayo was coming back to the house afterl throw-
ing away the crabs, it was hard for him to see what it was that was moving and
groaning in the rear of the courtyard. He had to go very close to see tl?at it Wi
an old man, a very old mam; lying face down in the mud, who, in spite of his
tremendous efforts, couldn’t get up, impeded by his enormous wings.
Frighténed by that nightmare, Pelayo ran to get Elisenda, his wife, who was
putting compresses on the sick child, and he took her to the rear of the cou,rt(i
yard. They both looked at the fallen body with rlnute stupor. He was dIifssed
like a ragpicker, There were only a few faded halr.s .left on his bald skull an
very few teeth in his mouth, and his pitiful conchtlonf ofa drenched,.great—
grandfather had taken away any sense of grandeur he might ha:ve had. His huge
buzzard wings, dirty and half-plucked, were forever entaggled in the mud. They
looked at him so long and so closely that Pelayo and Elisenda very soon over-
came their surprise and in the end found him familiar. The‘n they dared s'pea.,k
to him, and he answered in an incomprehensible dialect with a §tr0ng saﬂolr s
voice. That was how they skipped over the inconvenience of the wings a1.1d qmjte
inteliigently concluded that he was a lonely castawa}y from some foreign ship
wrecked by the storm. And yet, they called in a neighbor woman who knew
everything about life and death to see him, and all she needed was one look to
ir mistake.
Shmilif’:sn:uih ae;rgzi” she told them. “He must have be‘:en comirig for the child
but the poor fellow is so old that the rain knocked him down.
On the following day everyone knew that a ﬂesh-and—.blooq angel was held
captive in Pelayo’s houise. Against the judgment of the wise neighbor woman,
for whom angels in those times were the fugitive survivors of a celestia

Reprinted from Leaf Storm and Other Stories, by permission of HarperCollins Publishers,
Copyright © 1971 by Gabriel Garcfa Mirquez.
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(ji(n{ate so that the latter would write to the Supreme Pontiff innorder to get
the final verdict from the highest courts. .
Mis prudence fell on sterile hearts. The news of the captive angel spread
with such rapidity that after a few hours the courtyard had the l?ustle of a
marketplace and they had to call in troops with fixed bayonets to disperse the

mob that was about to knock the house down. Elisenda, her spine all tv.vistc?é |
from sweeping up so much marketplace trash, then got the idea of fencing in

the yard and charging five cents admission to see the angel.

The curious came from far away. A traveling carnival arrived .With a flying -
acrobat who buzzed over the crowd several times, but no one paid any atten- |
tion to him because his wings were not those of an angel b}lt, rather, those of
a sidereal bat, The most unfortunate invalids on earth came in search of health: ;_
a poor woman who since childhood had been counting her heartbeats and h:cld
run out of numbers; a Portuguese man who couldn’t sleep because the nf)ise .
of the stars disturbed him; a sleepwalker who got up at night to u‘ndo the things
he had done while awake; and many others with less serious ailments. In the
midst of that shipwreck disorder that made the earth tremble, Pelayo and
Elisennda were happy with fatigue, for in less than a week theY had crammed
their rooms with money and the line of pilgrims waiting their turn to enter ..:

still reached beyond the horizon. . .
The angel was the only one who took no part in his own act. Ele spent %115

time trying to get comfortable in his borrowed nest, befuddled by the hellish

heat of the oil lamps and sacramental candles that had been placed along the

wire, At first they tried to make him eat some mothballs, which, according to

the wisdom of the wise neighbor woman, were the food prescribed for angels

But he turned them down, just as he turned down the papal lunches that the -::
penitents brought him, and they never found out whether it was because he .f

was an angel or because he was an old man that in the end he ate nothing bu

eggplant mush. His only supernatural virtue seemed to be patience. Especially

during the first days, when the hens pecked at him, searching for the stellar par

asites that proliferated in his wings, and the cripples pl.ﬁled out feathers to t01'1c§1 ;
their defective parts with, and even the most mercif%ﬂ threw stone§ at him,
. trying to get him to rise so they could see him sta.nd1‘ng.l The leY time they |
succeeded in arousing him was when they burned his side with an iron for .

branding steers, for he had been motionless for so many hours that they though

he was dead. He awoke with a start, ranting in his hermetic langua‘ge and with -
tears in his eyes, and he flapped his wings a couple of times, V\{hlch brf)ught ;
on a whirlwind of chicken dung and lunar dust and a gale of panic that did not .
seem to be of this world. Although many thought that his reaction had b?en :
onle not of rage but of pain, from then on they were careful not to annoy him
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‘because the majority understood that his passivity was not that of a hero tak-
ing his ease but that of a cataclysm in repose, ,

Father Gonzaga held back the crowd’s frivolity with formulas of maidser-
‘vant inspiration while awaiting the arrival of a final judgment on the nature
of the captive. But the mail from Rome showed no sense of urgency. They spent
their time finding out if the prisoner had a navel, if his dialect had any
connection with Aramaic, how many times he could fit on the head of a pin,
or whether he wasn't just a Norwegian with wings, Those meager letters might
have come and gone until the end of time if a providential event had not put
‘an end to the priest’s tribulations.

* Itso happened that during those days, among so many other carnival attrac-
tions, there arrived in town the traveling show of the woman who had been
changed into a spider for having disobeyed her parents, The admission to see
her was not only less than the admission to see the angel, but people were
permitted to ask her all manner of questions about her absurd state and to
examine her up and down so that no one would ever doubt the truth of her
horror. She was a frightful tarantula the size of a ram and with the head of 2
sad maiden. What was most heartrending, however, was not her outlandish
shape but the sincere affliction with which she recounted the details of her mis-
fortune. While still practically a child she had sneaked out of her parents’ house
to go to a dance, and while she was coming back through the woods after hay-
ing danced all night without permission, a fearful thunderclap rent the sky in
two and through the crack came the lightning bolt of brimstone that changed
her into a spider. Her only nourishment came from the meatballs that chari-
table souls chose to toss into her mouth. A spectacle like that, full of so much
human truth and with such a fearful lesson, was bound to defeat without even
trying that of a haughty angel who scarcely deigned to look at mortas, Besides,
the few miracles attributed to the angel showed a certain mental disorder,
like the blind man who didn’t recover his sight but grew three new teeth, or the
paralytic who didn’t get to walk but almost won the lottery, and the leper whose
~ sores sprouted sunflowers. Those consolation miracles, which were more like
: mocking fun, had already ruined the angel’s reputation when the woman who
.~ had been changed into a spider finally crushed him completely. That was how
* Father (Gonzaga was cured forever of his insomnia and Pelayo’s courtyard went
- back to being as empty as during the time it had rained for three days and crabs
- walked through the bedrooms.

The owners of the house had no reason to lament, With the money they
-saved they built a two-story mansion with balconies and gardens and high net-
~ting se that crabs wouldn’t get in during the winter, and with iron bars on the
“windows so that angels wouldr’t get in. Pelayo also set up a rabbit warren
dose to town and gave up his job as bailiff for good, and Elisenda bought some
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satin pummps with high heels and many dresses of iridescent silk, the kind worn
on Sunday by the most desirable women in those times. The chicken coop
was the only thing that didn’t receive any attention, If they washed it down with
creolin and burned tears of myrrh inside it every so often, it was not in homage
to the angel but to drive away the dungheap stench that still hung everywhere
like a ghost and was turning the new house into an old one. At first, when the
child learned to walk, they were careful that he not get too close to the chicken
coop. But then they began to lose their fears and got used to the smell, and

before the child got his second teeth he’d gone inside the chicken coop to play, .
where the wires were falling apart. The angel was no less standoffish with him

than with other mortals, but he tolerated the most ingenious infamies with the
patience of a dog who had no illusions. They both came down with chicken
pox at the same time: The doctor who took care of the child couldn’t resist
the temptation to listen to the ‘angel’s heart, and he found so much whistling
in the heart and so many sounds in his kidneys that it seemed impossibie for
him to be alive. What surprised him most, however, was the logic of his wings,
They seemned so natural on that completely human organism that he couldn’t
understand why other men didn’t have them too.

When the child began school it had been some time since the sun and
rain had caused the collapse of the chicken coop. The angel went dragging him-
self about here and there like a stray dying man, They would drive him-out of
the bedroom with a broom and a moment later find him in the kitchen. He
seemed to be in so many places at the same time that they grew to think that
he'd been duplicated, that he was reproducing himself all through the house,
and the exaspérated and unhinged Elisenda shouted that it was awful living in
that hell ful! of angels. He could scarcely eat and his antiquarian eyes had also
become so foggy that he went about bumping into posts. All he had left were
the bare cannulae of his last feathers. Pelayo threw a blanket over him and
extended him the charity of letting him sleep in the shed, and only then did
they notice that he had a temperature at night, and was delirious with the tongue
twisters of an old Norwegian. That was one of the few times they became
alarmed, for they thought he was going to die and not even the wise neighbor
woman had been able to tell them what to do with dead angels.

And vet he not only survived his worst winter, but seemed improved with
the first sunny days. He remajned motionless for several days in the farthest
corner of the courtyard, where no one would see him, and at the beginning of
December some large, stiff feathers began to grow on his wings, the feathers
of a scarecrow, which looked more like another misfortune of decrepitude. But
he must have known the reason for those changes, for he was quite careful
that no one should notice them, that no one shouid hear the sea chanteys that
he sometimes sang under the stars. One morning Elisenda was cutting some
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bunches. of onions for lunch when a wind that seemed to come from the high
seas blew into the kitchen. Then she went to the window and caught the angel

- inhis ﬁrs‘t attempts at flight. They were so clumsy that his fingernails opened
- afurrow in the vegetable patch and he was on the point of knocking the shed

down with the ungainly flapping that slipped on the light and couldn’t get a

- grip on the air. But he did manage to gain altitude. Elisenda let out a sigh of

relief, for herself and for hirm, when she saw him pass over the last houses, hold-

. ing himseif up in some way with the risky flapping of a senile vulture, She
- kept watching him even when she was through cutting the onions and she kept
- on watching until it was no longer possible for her to see him, because then

he was no longer an annoyance in her life but an imaginary dot on the hori-
zon of the sea, ’ ' '

[1968]



QUESTIONS

GABRIEL GARCIA MARQUEZ, A Very Old Man
with Enormous Wings

1. What is an allegory? How is the Garcia Méxquez story an example of an
allegorical tale? What was your initial response to the story? -

2. How does Garcia Marquez combine realistic detail and plot line with the
fantastical and surreal?

3. The point of view of the story is offered by a third-person omniscient .
narrator. How does the narrator’s attitude towards the townspeople shift

in the course of the plot?

4, What statement might Garcia Mdrquez be making given the-cruel treat-

ment of the angel by the people in the village? Were you surprised by
their response? Why or why not?

5 What is the role of the priest in the story? What happens wher he seeks .

guidance as to the meaning of the angel? .

6. Why does the plot shift—spin off really—to the account of the girl
changed into a spider for disobeying her parents?

7. This story is an example of what is referred to as ‘.‘mf.igical rezjdism.”'
Research this literary movement and explain its significance in a brief
report. |

§. Some critics have asserted that the angel represents ‘Ehe artist and an .
impoverishment of the imagination, Are there any signs of such condi-
tions in our culture today? Is there reason to be cynical albOI:lt th‘e state
of the imagination? Explore possible justifications for th'1s viewina
short essay, Cite pertinent examples of social or moral disorder.

Ernest Hemingway |
 [1899-1961]

ERNEST HEMINGWAY was born in Oak Park, linois, His father'was a devoted

\naturalist who shared his outdoor pursuits with his family durifig summers spent

in rural Michigan. His mother was a professional-level mugician, who followed
the Victotian practice of dressing all toddlers in feminine cjfthing. This has fueled

- speculation regarding Hemingway's hatred of her; their/broblems stemmed more

directly from their similar strong, artistic personajifies. Although he is often
accused of misogyny, most critics now say that he foas questioning gender roles,
and subtly critiquing their artificiality. In his wrjting, Hemingway displaced his
sympathy for his female characters and his awk at their innate power onto the

. natural world,

Hemingway first worked as a reporter for the Kansas City Star, At the out-

 break of World War I he volunteered for fhe ambulance service (he never served
~ as a combatant with any army), was stftioned in Italy, and was wounded at the

front. During convalescence, he fell in Jove with his nurse, on whom he later mod-
eled Catherine in A Farewell to Arphs (1929). He returned to the United States
a celebrity—the first American woginded in the war. After the war, he lived briefly

“in Chicago, where he met his first wife, Hadley Richardson, and the writer

Sherwood Anderson, on whose/advice the couple moved to Paris. There he met
Gertrude Stein, who strongly influenced his early style, and F. Scott Fitzgerald.
Still a journalist, he stroveffor literary publication, but a suitcase containing
almost all of his work wgs randomly stolen. He overcame subsequent writer's
block by deliberately crafting single sentences and paragraphs, Critics cite these

-efforts as the formation of his concise early style. These paragraphs became the

“chapters” between shgrt stories in his first major work, In Our Time (1925), He

~stymied by his 1930§ work, especially Death in the Afternoon (1931), an allegory
for the conflict be?«/een aesthetics and capitalism, but disguised as a bullfighting
encyclopedia. Crj

‘achieved early criﬂ/'?l sticcess with The Sun Also Rises (1926). Critics were

ics celebrated his return to a form they understood with For
olls (1940), his greatest mature novel, set during the Spanish

Civil War, (which he had covered in the 19305, predicting the spread of fascism .
“and the advent of World War 1I). After covering the war in Europe, he began sev-

‘eral ambitioys projects that occupied the rest of his life. Dismissed as a has-been

in the reviews for Across the River and Into the Trees (1950), he stunned the

‘world with{The Old Man and the Sea (1952). This novel drew on his fear

instilled by'fwo near-futal plane crashes, and it earned the Nobel Prize in 1954,

He published no more literature in his lifetime; much work appeared posthu-

“mously, including A Moveable Feast (1964) and The Garden of Eden (1986).



