M%.m priters. in the blug ghair, with/hi
. dinner of wmiicaroni and sausage at . doged
; dinie g nd, ge anhd salad, he doged off,
: Sizty? Thejx @m rode back and forth en traing; w:am._.vmmma

| opirjons, comas were deceptive, Judy died, Buc the erafficion Coleytown
nexemorning still Boﬁﬁ casually too fast, Apd in'a minuge fie was sevent
and the phone rang with news that witty John of the grear laté lunch

dead: The r&tmm pulsed:with:silence. foonE ;

/«S& moBmﬁwmnw c%..a.oam.u What? :The ..Hgnm._mmu. ¢ would Have sayed
- Waldng in he ark —maybe omething unwirit hativos y
ple say “Yes that’s why yo e e o e gavgma

nen see past him ox the stre :
S pid andfwalks fieice for a mfinute but then h tie
o _:m,.mw&mﬁ:.«iﬁw the cruth abonit chese women: ot especially seupfd onl

young. In this pseudo-present he blinks at'a mmaw.mm of Ww%w Mc, @m  on
Sixth Avenue, young man as if still out there in nrms%w&mwﬁ.m&WS oﬂmw%wdmw M .
enue— that young man ready to stride across - buc a raxi makes rH.n.M. nmm b M
to the curby he’ll have to wait a few more seconds, he can waic TP

i~ i _”. .. c s

LONSIDERATIONS FOR CRITICAL THINKINGAND WRITING

L. EJRST RESPONSE. Do U\_.mﬁ identify with the young man asheis m.mmnmvm n
ne figst paragraph? Is he appesaling to you? Why why not? “

m.qﬁu«”aooﬁ.ﬁ.. ... .
m@tVOWHmMﬂm ..E% :dmwm‘noc\ o_um:mpn 19387 Q\.r anvm W?Hmm&mﬁmb.m Qm

. /mﬁmﬁ is the conflict in the mmo.JN :

. rw.,Onmnm mwm climax ixn thé story. Isithere whmm."opmﬁ..”ouwho nmm conflict? E plain
- How might paragraph s be described s an exa ..E.._.w..om”woﬁwm dowing? -

- ,onmwﬁ Q.Omm the FUHCHQ.HH 1 ¥ -
of HT. S Story suggest m._uOEH tile nature ¢ U.‘ e (o]

oot

7. Whar Qo.u\oﬁ ﬁraw.wm the'central m_..ow : of 9 s

[CAL STRATEGIES. Read the section on licerary history criticidm (pp. 1454~

5) in Chaprer 36; “Crirical Strateégies for Reading” Based onrhagdisc

_sien, what do you think a iterary historian m&m t have to say abou nmmm%ﬂ
evallce to the story of the:Afnericaninovelists Fheodore Uw‘mwwwﬁ h s
Wolfe, and John C'Hara mengoned in paragraphs 3 and 7? You magh e o
look up chese writers in an éhcyclopedia or a dictionar of Ame mw.m .
aty biographies toianswer this question, ! e

I Difcuss the significance of the Mag! LI
<15 L ignifica ( ‘Marthatean setting in “Young M i
be.m.scm m:mmﬁb HerinanMelvilie’s {Bartleby, the Mn&,\mﬁnne NH. Mwuom s
2. Write an essay comparing the endin Halli story with that
£ 2y < 3 ading of Halliday’sistory withithat of Ray-
mond Carver's Popular Mechariigs” (p. 238) What is .HTM effect of the WMM
ing on yourreading of éach story? . .

Faulkner/ A Rose for Emily

YILLIAM FAULKNER

ot (1950)-
inyéeérious life of Emily Grierson, presents a personal conflict rooted in
her southern identity. It also contains a grim surptise.

A Rose for Emily o3

i

When Miss Emily Grierson died, our whole town went to Ler funeral: the men
thirough a sort of respectful affecrion for a faller monument, the women
mostly out of curiosity to see the inside of her house, which o otie save an old
manservant —a combined gardener and cook —had seen in at least ten years.

It was a big, squarish frame house that had once been white, decorated wirh
cupolas and spires and scrolled balconies in the heavily lightsome style of the
seventies, set on what had once been our most select street. But garages and cot-
ton gins had encroached and obliterared even the august names of that neigh-
borhoced; only Miss Emily’s house was left, lifting its stubborn and coquettish
decay above the cotton wagons and the gasoline pumps — a1 £yesore among eye-
sores. And now Miss Bmily had gone to join the representatives of those august
names where they lay in the cedar-bemused cemetery among the ranked and
anonymous graves of Union and Confederate soldjers who fell at the battle of
Jefferson.

Alive, Miss Emily had been a tradition, a duty, and a care; a sort of heredi-
tary obligation upon the rown, dating from that day in 1804 when Colonel Sar-
toris, the mayor — he who fathered the edict that no Negro woman should ap-
pear on the streers without an apron — remirted her taxes, the dispensarion
dating from the death of her father on into perpetuity. Not that Miss Emily
would have accepted charity. Colonel Sartoris invented an involved tale to the
effect that Miss Emily’s father had loaned money to the rown, which the rown,
a8 2 matter of business, preferred this way of repaying. Only a man of Colopel
Sartoris’ generation and thought could have invented it, and only a woman
could have believed it.

When the next generation, with its more modern ideas, became mayors
and aldermen, this arrangement created some litcle dissatisfacticn, On the
first of the year they mailed her a tax norice. February came, and there was no
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ﬂmmﬁ\. Hrw%.émoﬁm her a formal letter, asking her to call at the sheriff’s office at
wOr nommﬁﬂwmbnmr,\w week later the mayor wrote her himself, offering vo call or
m.nmmmw [ his mm..ﬁ, for rmﬁ and _”mow?w& in reply a note oa.%um.wmn of an archaic
wonmmm MM Mﬁw :Mf mewe%m calligraphy in faded ink, to the effect that she no
] at all. The tax notice was also enclosed, withouw .
: . I was, nclosed, without comment.
émww%wﬁww_mwm Mwwnw&mgmmﬂwmm of the Board of Aldermen. A deputation s
: , &nocked ar the door through which no visitor had
Wm.nam MMMS MMMM.M&%HSMW nwgmum.mﬁnﬁ.mw lessons eight or ten years mmmwmnw %WMW
v the old Negro into a dim hall froim which’
mounted into still more shadow. It sm o ich 2 sty
. elled of dust and disuse’ :
smell. The Negro led them into tt o b o
: he parlor. It was furnished in }
covered furniture. When the Negro o d i o
he blinds of i
could see that the leather was D.W - ad o o o e el
: i ! - cracked; and when they sat down, a fai
M MWm Wﬁmmm_qu. mWo%ﬁ m,wﬁn thighs, spinning with slow motes in nmwmﬁwww.m&%mn
V. rarnished gile ease! befor it of
VRS g efore the fireplace stood a crayon portrait of
& . ,
n.UHm MMMMMMM &&mﬂ Mum entered —a small, far woman in black, with a thin gold
ing to her waist and vanishing jnco her belt, | A
cane with a rarnished gold head. Her : il om0 POy
: : ! skeleton was small and spare;
Hﬂ Smm mia\ what would Fmﬁ been merely plumpness in mnoﬁrwnm%m%wmwmum
ol Mﬂ o Mﬂ WMWM@TWMMM&V like _m body _Ho:m submerged in morionless %mmmnw\
, hue. Her eyes, lost in the fatty ridges of her face, 1 ilee
two small pieces of coal pressed into ; ot e ke
WO s A alump of dough
face W_w mMonMTmﬂ while the visitors stated _”r%ﬂ mnnmmmm e they moved from one
qe did not ask them to sit. She i . i
Sh . just stood in the door and listened aui
A_.MMUH the mﬁ.o_ﬁm.mam: came to a stumbling halr, Then they could wmmmwﬂr@_u:mﬁ%
ible é.mﬁnr ﬁ&ﬁdm at the end of the geld chain, o
mNEMMM Mmmwnwoéamw &MM wnm cold. aw.wm%m no taxes in Jefferson. Colonel Sartoris
. Perha i i
N Ps one of you can gainr access ro the city records and

b B Ve nave "¢ T mw 1 V ¥ oA
IC % 13 ’N.mw are “.:m o Y mmﬁTOHhm es H(.QHMM mHH:H UHH—HH tyou get ano
!
.\.ﬂ w M .rm.m,v W ﬂ ~ M i

“I received a paper, yes,” Miss Emi id. “ i
the sheriff . . . T have no meMm _Abwmmmmwm..ww.mﬁ&. Pechaps he considers bimself 1o

: g H _ H _ _
H.m w\ . Y
O W WOC Oceﬂm :WW gm w C
w_.ﬁ.m ﬁm:w :Om Enm me Mﬁo mT vOm B W

See Colonel Sartori i
. . :mw Sartoris. T have no taxes in Jefferson,”
But, Miss Emily —*
[ Tal T !
See Sartoris.” i
Colonel Sartoris.” (Colonel Sartoris had been dead almose ten years.)

:meﬂmnoﬂmkmmmzmmmma ‘ﬂ_:
Lhave no Jefferson. Tobe!” The Negro appeared. “Show these gentle-

I

S0 shevs ished i
e Mpm U\ H:@Embma them, horse and foot, just as she had vanquished their fa-
hers M\ years before 2bout the smell. That was two years after her father’s
e MMM % shor Mﬁwam mwﬁmw her sweetheart — the one we believed would marry
- eserted her. Afrer her father’s de L
ath she went our litle;
mﬁ\mw.n_wmm.ﬁm WETLT n:mﬁw.wu E <m.—.‘.<< :nﬂwmu m.muwﬂ H.HWM
away, people hardly saw her ar all. A few of i

Jreethear . A few of the [adies had th
e %MMH\AM MmF but were not received, and rhe only sign of life abour the w_mhw

gro man—ayoung man then —going in and out with a marker basker

5
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“Tast as if a man—any man— could keep a kitchen properly,” the ladies
said; so they were not surprised when the smell developed. It was another link
berween che gross, teeming world and the high and mighty Griersons.

A npeighbor, a woman, complained to the mayor, Judge Stevens, eighty
years old.

“Byt what will you have me do about it, madam?” he said,

“Why, send her word to stop it,” the woman said, “Tsn’t there a law?”

7

“T'm sure that wor’t be necessary,” Judge Stevens said. “It’s probably justa =0

snake or a rac that nigger of hers kilied in the yard, 71l speak to him abouric”

The next day he received two more complaints, one {fom a man who camg
in diffident deprecation. “We really must do somerhing about it, Judge. I'd be
the last one in the world to bother Miss Emily, but we’ve got to do something.”
That night the Board of Aldermen met— three graybeards and ene younger
man, a member of the rising generation.

“1¢’s simple enough,” he said. “Send her word to have hey place cleaned up.
Give her a certain time to do it in, and if she don’c..”

“Darmmit, sir,” Judge Stevens said, “will you accuse a lady to her face of
smelling bad?”

So the next night, after midnight, four men crossed Miss Emily’s lawn and
slunk about the house like burglars, sniffing along the base of the bricleworl
and at the cellar openings while one of them performed a regular sowing mo-
tion wich his hand out of a sack slung from his shoulder. They broke open the
cellar door and sprinkled lime there, and in ali the outbuildings. As they re-
crossed the lawn, a window that had been dark was lighred and Miss Emily sat
in it, the light behind her, and her upright rorso motionless as that of an idol.
They crept quietly across the lawn and into the shadow of the locusts that
lined the streer. After a week or two the smell went away.

That was when people had begun ro feel really sorry for her, People in our
town, remembering how old lady Wyact, her great-aunt, had gone completely
crazy at last, believed that the Griersons held themselves a little too high for
what they really were. None of the young men were guite good enough for
Miss Emily and such. We had long thought of them as a tableau, Miss Emily a

slender figure in white in the background, her father a spraddled silhouette in
the foreground, his back to her and clutching a horsewhip, the two of them
framed by the back-flung front door. So when she got to be thirty and was still
single, we were not pleased exactly, but vindicated; even with Insanicy in the
family she wouldn’t have curned down all of her chances if they had seally ma-
rerialized. .

When her facher died, it got about that the house was ail thar was left to
her; and in a way, people were glad. Ar last they could pity Miss Emily. Being
left alone, and a pauper, she had become humanized. Mow she too would know
the old thrill and the old despair of a penny more or fess.

The day after his death all the Jadlies prepared to call at the house and offer
condolence and aid, as is our custom. Miss Emily met them at the door,
dressed as usual and with no trace of grief on her face. She told them that her
father was not dead. She did that for three days, wich the ministecs calling on
her, and the doctors, trying to persuade her to let them dispose of the body.
Just as they were about to resert to law and force, she broke down, and chey
buried her facher quickly.

We did not say she was crazy then. We helieved she had to do that. We re-
membered all the young men her father had driven away, and we knew that

3
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with nothing left, she would have to cling o th i
o g to that which had robbed her, as

1

[n] .~ y . y
M She ,Mﬁm sick for a long rime. When we saw her again, her hair was cut
short, making her look like 2 girl, with a vague resemblance to those angels in
colored church windows —sore of tragic and serene.

The town had just ler the contracts for paving the sidewalks, and in che 30

surmmer mpnmm_,,wow mmﬁvm%m death théy began the work: The construction com-
pasly came with niggers and mules and machinery, and a foreman named
Homer Bairon, a Yankee —a big, dark, ready man, with a big voice and eyes
lighter than his face. The little boys would follow in groups to hear him Qmmm
the niggers, and the niggers singing in time to the rise and fall of picks. Pretty
soon he knew everybody in town., Whenever you heard z lot of _mﬁmgﬂwm any-
where abour the square, Homer Barron would be in che center of the mmozﬁ
Presently we began to see him and Miss Emily on Sunday afterncons &ES%.
in the yellow-wheeled buggy and the matched team of bays from the .m%_,.m
stable. ¢
At first we were glad that Miss Emily would have an interest, because the
ladies mc.mm&u.:Om course a Grietson would not think mmﬁomma\uom a North-
erner, a day laborer.” But there were still others, older people, who said that
even grief could not cause a real lady to forget noblesse oblige® — without callin:
1t noblesse oblige. They just said, “Poor Emily. Her kinsfolk should come to rmmm
She had some kin in Alabama; but years ago her father had fallen out sm.m.r
them over the estate of old lady Wyatt, the crazy woman, and there was no
MMM_MWHMM”M@Q between the two families. They had not even been represented
. And as soon as the old people said, “Poor Emily,” che whispering began
Do you suppose it’s really s0?” they said to one another. “Of course it is Q\rm_m
else could . -7 This behind their hands; rustling of craned silk and satiiy be-
hind jaleusies closed upon the sun of Sunday afterncon as the thin, swift
clop-clop-clop of the matched ream passed: “Poor Emily.” T
She carried her head high enough-even when we believed chat she was
fallen. It was as if she demanded more than ever the recognirion of herdigni
as the rﬁ# Grierson; asif it had wanred that touch of earthiness to H.mm;mmﬁw FMM
Mawmz_oﬂmﬂ%mm. Twmrémﬁw_uz she bought the rac poison, the arsenic. That was
over a year after they had begu “ ily,” i
noﬁmmbm ar ol S.E.Qaw pa gun to say “Poor Emily,” and while the two fermnale
~ “Iwant some poison,” she said to the druggist. She v i
still a slight woman, though thinner chan zmﬁmmmé_,nr moaﬂwwmwwm%wmmwm Mwwm
in mw face the mm.mr om. which was strained across the ﬁmBEmhm and abour the mwm;
wwmmmwmmwmmwwﬁ% agine a lighthouse-keeper’s face oughr to look. “I want some
w@mm. iiss Ernily. Whar kind? For rats and such? I'd recom —”
.M want the best you have. I don’t care what kind.” K
%Tmm\u_\wmﬂ&% Mmmwm Wwﬁma several. “They’ll kill anything up to an elephant. But
“Arsenic,” Miss Emily said. “Is that a good one?”

noblesse oblige: The obdigation of people of high social woﬂ.ﬂ_op

Faulkner/ A Rose for Emily 4

“Is ... arsenic? Yes, ma’am. But what you want —”

“T want arsenic.”

The druggist looked down at her. She looked back at him, erect, her face
like a strained flag, “Why, of course,” the druggise said. “If that's whar you
want. But the law requires you to tell what you are going ro use it for.”

Miss Bmily just stared at him, her head tilted back in order to look him eye
for eye, until he looked away and went and got the arsenic and wrapped it up.
The Negro delivery boy brought her the package; the druggist didn’t come
back. When she opened the package at home there was written on the box,
under the skull and benes: “For rats.” .

Y

So the next day we all said, “She will kill herself”; and we said it would be
the best thing. When she had first begun to be seen with Homer Barron, we had
said, “She will marry him.” Then we said, “She will persuade him yet,” because
Homer himself had remarlked —he liked men, and it was known that he drank
with the younger men in the Elks’ Club—that he was not a marrying man.
Later we said, “Poor Emily” behind the jalousies as they passed on Sunday after-
noon in the glitrering buggy, Miss Emily with her head high and Homer Barren
with his hat cocked and a cigar in his teeth, reins and whip in a yellow glove.

Then some of the ladies began to say that it was a disgrace to the rown and
abad example to the young people. The men did not want to interfere, bur at
tast the ladies forced the Baptist minisrer —Miss Bmily’s peaple were Episco-
pal —to call upon her. He would never divulge what happened during that in-
terview, but he refused to go back again. The next Sunday they again drove
abour the streers, and the following day the minister’s wife wrote o Miss
Emily’s relarions in Alabama.

S0 she had blood-kin under her roof again and we sat back to watch devel-

opments. At first nothing happened. Then we were sure that they were rc be
married. We learned that Miss Emily had been to the jewelet’s and ordered a
man’s toilet ser in silver, with the lerrers H. B. on each piece. Two days later we
learned that she had bought a complere outfit of men’s clothing, including a
nightshirt, and we said, “They are married.” We were really glad, We were glad
because the two female cousins were even more Grierson than Miss Emily had
ever been.

So we were not surprised when Homer Barron — the streets had been fin-
ished some sime sitice — was gone. We were a lictle disappointed that there was
not a public blowing-off, but we believed that he had gone on to prepare for
Miss Emily’s coming, or to give her a chance ro get rid of the cousins. (By that
time it was a cabal, and we were all Miss Emily’s allies co help circumvent the
cousins.) Sure enough, after another week they departed. And, as we had ex-
pected all along, within rhree days Homer Barron was back in town. A neigh-
bor saw the Negro man admit him at the kitchen door at dusk one evening.

And that was the last we saw of Homer Barron. And of Miss Emily for
some time. The Negro man went in and out with the market basker, but the
front door remained closed. Now and then we would see her at a window fora
moment, as the men did that night when they sprinkled the Lime, but for al-
most six months she did not appear on the streets, Then we knew that this was
to be expected too; as if that quality of her father which had thwareed her
woman’s life so many times had been too virulent and too furious to die.
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; \ﬁmu mn We next saw W\:mm m,:&g she had grown fat and her hair was turning
Wcmﬁ. uring the REAL tew years it grew grayer and grayer until it actaimed an
¢ CM_ _uﬂuwm?mna.%m? tron-gray, when it ceased turning, Up to.the day of her

eath at seventy-four it was still that vigor i v, 1 ¢ hai

| ous iron-gra :
deach ar. Vg gray, Ea,m.mrm hait of an-ac-

From that time on her front.ddor remained closed, save for a period of six
om.mo,\mﬂ years, Erm: she was about forty; during. which she ‘gave lessons in
.M :.M.%E%de. She ficted up a studio in one-of the downstairs rooms; where

) : a
%ﬂnn ﬁmcm vers and granddaughrers of Colonel Sarcoris’ contemporaries were
o u& 0 Mﬂ with the same regularity and in the same spirit rhat they were sent
te chuech on Sundays with a twenty-five-cent piece for the collection plate
Meanwhile her taxes had been remicced. .
. .Eumﬂ m_wn newer generation became the backbone and the spirit of the
. . )
nﬁzmu and m ¢ pahung pupils grew up and fell away and did nor send their
& H.wmw mo her ,S_HT boxes of color and redious brushes and pictures cut.from
M e lac mmm magazines. The front door closed upon the last one and remained

closed f i
?omr&a or woﬂm. When the town gor free postal delivery, Miss Emily alone re-
w, sed ro pmﬁ them fasten the meral numbers above her door and atcach a mail-
box to it She would not listen to them.
. UMM_K monthly, yearly we watched the Negro grow grayer and more
\w 0Oped, gomg in and out with the market basket. Rach December we sent her
J tax Moﬁmm_ which would be rerurned E\ the post office a week larer un
c { ]
m*w:wamm. Z.o% and then we would ses her in.one of the downstairs :\anvsa —
Hhm.aum_ : nSn—m.d&\ mrzﬁ.Eu the top floor of the house —like che carven torso of
WUM _uommm._m ﬁn:m» looking or not locking at us, we could never rel] which. Thus

ed Irom generation to generarion—d i 1 vi

: —dear, tnesca

tranquil, and perverse. u pable impezvious,
o ‘/DM 50 mr.n died. Fell ill in the house filled with dust and shadews, wich
n.:m\ a :ogﬂwzbm Negro man to wait on her. We did not even know she was
3 Hm . . . . . )
mm:ﬂm M\M %ma ong mEnM W__Smm up trying to get informarion from the Negro. He

0o one, prebably not even to her, for hisvoi . a

gt I . 18.voice had ¥
rusty, as it from disuse, “ grown harsh and

She died in one of the downstairs rooms, in a heavy walnut bed with a cur-

-B,T . i
MCHEMMWS% :mmaﬁqommm&onm?boé V\mco%mn&goawﬁaﬁwmmmmw&_mnw.om

W

. M.H.Wm..zmmao met the first of the ladies ac the front door and let them in
MW” their Mrﬁﬂwmmv .M_menﬁ voices and rheir quick, curicus glances, and then rm
eared. He walked ri
mmmdw%mﬁn. right through the house and out the back and was ot
: E.,._nrﬁqo female cousins came at once. They held the funeral on the second
mmvm\ with the town coming to look at Miss Emily beneath a-mass of bought
DMQM, fwammﬂ %w%mﬁéb face of her father musing profoundly above the hier
dna the iadies sibtlant and macabre; and the ver i i
. : : ; y old men—some in cheir
Wﬁﬂrmm Confederate uniforms—on the porch and the Jawn, ralking of Miss
m:‘; f&mw .Hm she had been a contemporary of theirs, believing that they had
m%mm %nr. het and courted her perhaps, confusing time wich its mathemari-
“a: progression, as the old do, to whom all rhe pasr1s not a diminishing road
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buz, instead, a huge meadow which no winter ever quite touches, divided from
them now by the narrow bortie-neck of the most recent decade of years.

Already we knew that there was one room in that region above stais
which no one had seen in forty years, and which would have to be HnOHmmn.& They
waited until Miss Emily was decently in the ground before they opened it.

The violence of breaking down the docr seemed to fill this roorn with per-
vading dust. A thin, actid pall as of the tomb seemed to lie everywhere upon
this room decked and furnished as for a bridal: upon the valance curtains of
faded rose color, upon the rose-shaded lights, upon the dressing rable, upon
the delicate array of crystal and the man’s toilet things backed with tarnished
silver, silver s¢ rarnished that the monogram was obscured. Among 9&5 laya
collar and tie, as if they had just been removed, which, lifted, left upon the sur-
face a pale crescent in the dust. Upon a chair hung the suit, carefully folded,;
beneath it the two mute shoes and the discarded socks.

The man himself lay in the bed. ‘
For a long while we just stood there, looking down at the profound and

fleshless grin. The body had apparently once lain in the attitude of an em-
brace, but now the long sleep that oudascs love, that conquers even the gri-
mace of love, had cuckolded him. What was lefz of him, rotted beneath what
was left of the nightshirt, had become inextricable from the bed E.érﬁr he
lay; and upen him and upon the pillow beside him lay that even coating of che
patient and biding dust. . .
Then we noticed that in the second pillow was the indenration of a head. ¢

One of us lifted something from it, and leaning forward, that faint and invisible
dust dry and acrid in the nostrils, we saw a long strand of iren-gray hair.

CONSIDERATIONS FOR CRITICAL THINKING AND WRITING

L. FIRST REspoNsE. How might chis story be rewrirten as a piece of formula
fiction? You could write it as a romance, detective, or horror story —what-
ever strikes your fancy. Does Faulkner’s version have elements of formu-
laic fiction?

2. What is the effect of the final paragraph of the story? How does it con-
tribute o your understanding of Emily? Why is it important chat we get
this informarion last rather than ar the beginning of the story?

3. What derails foreshadow the conclusion of the story? Did you anticipate
the ending? .

4. Faulkner uses a number of gothic elements in this plot: the imposing de-
crepit house, the decayed corpse, and the mysterious secret horrors con-
nected wich Emily’s life. How do these elements forward the plot and es-
tablish rhe atmosphere?

5. How does the information provided by che exposition indicate @m nature
of the conflict in the story? Whar does Bmily’s southern heritage con-
tribute to the story?

5. Who or what is the antagonist of the story? Why is it significant that
Homer Barron is a construction foreman and a northerner?

7. In what sense does the narrator’s telling of the story serve as “A Rose for
Emily”? Why do you think the narrator uses we racher than I?

‘8. Bxplain how Emily’s reasons for murdering Homer are related to her per-
sonal history and to the ways she handled previous conflicts.
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