The CHRYSANTHEMUMS:  more notes
Elisa the FLOWER:

· opens & closes 

· false suns (husband, tinkerer)

· closes to husband (gloves)

· opens to thought of working in orchard

· closes to husband, when he SNIPS her @ orchard
· closes in self-protection to tinkerer (kneels/hides, scissors)

· opens to tinkerer (something new, teasing/flirting/joking)

· closes to his sales pitch

· opens to her pride (pride in flowers)

· eyes shining

· eager

· excited

· strips off gloves, hat

· in charge

· closes when tinkerer SNIPS her @ traveling like he does

· opens again when she thinks, “I can do that” @ his lifestyle (doesn’t need a man to do such work)

· stands tall after he leaves

· day-dreaming & shower scene

· closes at the end, flowers on the side of the road (used, abused—for pot to sell)
· final snip:  you won’t like the fights BUT I’ll take you

· same reverse psychology as in Hills

· 35:

· “They’ll grow fast and tall. Now remember this:  In July, tell her to cut them down, about 8 inches from the ground.”  / “Before they bloom,” he asked. / “Yes, before they bloom.”…”They’ll grow right up again. About the last of September the buds will start.”
· her marriage = cut down 8 inches

· now @ 35, she = late September, blooming buds (sexual, beauty peak)

SEX:

· valley with fertile ground = vagina

· her age (35) = peak of her sexuality

· steer = castrated bulls 

· = him

· = her = snipped, frustrated – natural instincts crushed/blocked

· mule = male donkey, female horse

· mongrel = mixed breed

· dogs sniffing each other?

· flirtatious joking (dogs, nags)

· she = turned on:

· she notices his size, power, details

· takes off her gloves

· messes w/her hair, in self-conscious way (woman under  man’s hat)

· (Miranda in “The Grave”) tom boy, blooming femininity

· his attention to her pride – her chrysanthemums

· he runs his big  finger down the chicken wire & makes it sing

· chicken wire = holes

· damp sand for little sprouts = vagina

· her undressing (gloves, hat, hair)

· big red flower pot = vagina

· “planting hands” = female masturbation and/or stoking man

· pointed stars being driven into her body at night (hot, sharp, lovely)

· her kneeling before him, reaching up for his legs
· “I could show you what a woman might do.”
· shower scene – feels like a WOMAN
· day dream – porch fantasy (though we never know what it is)
HYBRIDS:
· transplanted items

· chrysanthemums (from pot to ground)

· Okies – most Salinas Valley farmers

· mule = male donkey, female horse

· mongrel = mixed breed

Elisa the DOG:

· sniffs & then hides, backs down
· reaches out for his leg but then crouches low like a fawning dog

· feels ashamed (not about his starving, but about her sexual aggressiveness)

· puts her back up, defensive

· when he goes into his sales pitch, spiel

· digging in the dirt w/her bare hands

· showing her teeth
· when he insults women

SONGS:
· “Man, I feel like a woman”

· “one hot mama”

OTHER STORIES:

· Louise Mallard in “Hour” & her fantasy of freedom

· Miranda in “The Grave” & her blossoming femininity, womanhood

· Hulga in “GCP” & her being taken in by her pride

· Connie in “WRUG” & her being taken in by her pride

· Eveline in “Eveline” & her last chance at freedom, snipped

· People = Animals:

· Eveline

· Antigone

· Things

· BB

· Hunters

· fables 

· American in “Hills” & his reverse psychology 

· = Henry @ orchards, fights
· = the tinkerer’s spiel, guilt trips, looking for an “in”

FRUSTRATION:
“HARLEM”: Langston Hughes
What happens to a dream deferred? 

      Does it dry up 

      like a raisin in the sun? 

      Or fester like a sore— 

      And then run? 

      Does it stink like rotten meat? 

      Or crust and sugar over— 

      like a syrupy sweet? 

      Maybe it just sags 

      like a heavy load. 

      Or does it explode?
“Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow”:  William Shakespeare
(from Macbeth, spoken by Macbeth)

Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow,

Creeps in this petty pace from day to day,

To the last syllable of recorded time;

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle!

Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player,

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,

And then is heard no more. It is a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,

Signifying nothing.

