
RAYMOND CARVER A SMALL GOOD THING

Saturday afternoon she drove to the bakery in the shopping center. After looking through a loose-leaf binder with
photographs of cakes taped onto the pages.

But we'll know more when he wakes up and the other tests are in," the doctor said. But he's all right. It just
like stuns him. They ate what they could. He'll wake up in a little while. She seemed to need to explain herself.
They swallowed the dark bread. Look, Ann! It'll do you a world of good, you'll see. When Scotty stands back
up, the driver leaves. The kid's still shooting. She stepped out of the room and pulled the door closed behind
her. A nurse informs her that Franklin died. She wrote a poem or two every year, usually after something
really important happened to her. Scotty has a rough patch after which he lapses into the sleep of a concussion.
Francis, the things she and Howard observe on their drives home or out of the hospital window, the sounds
they notice like the ticking of an engine â€¦ these are but a few of the details that engender an atmosphere of
painful helplessness and fatigue that accompany tense situations like these. Remember that in either poem or
song, you will not be able to include all the details that are found in the story. You got to understand what it
comes down to is I don't know how to act anymore, it would seem. Ann and Howard are examples of
closeness; they are a loving couple who had a warm family life with their young son. The "forces" that
frighten Howard on his drive home are very much the tragic forces, those forces that humans cannot control
and yet can, at moment's notice, ruin a person's life. She was looking up another number when the telephone
rang. Their reason and their tests are deceiving them, and all the hypotheses, diagnoses, X-rays, and scans fail
to reveal "a hidden occlusion," a "one-in-a-million circumstance," that kills the child. Very soon. This lack,
this falling inward and away from the expectations and promises entertained on this side of time â€” this lack
now necessitates a descent into a deeper, more desperate waiting. Wolff's collection of stories The Night In
Question: Stories has been praised for its presentation of moral ambiguities, for it tension building, and for
descriptions of how people respond to what fate brings them. Occasionally, one of them would leave the room
to go downstairs to the cafeteria to drink coffee and then, as if suddenly remembering and feeling guilty, get
up from the table and hurry back to the room. And while it might be impossible for us to ever truly know one
another, or ever take full control of our lives, our attempts to be kind and understand other people is "a small,
good thing" that makes our lives worthwhile. Yet the doctors are not lying. He answered on the third ring.
Pieces of the story began to fall into place. Then she asked to speak to her husband. Then they wheeled him
from the room. But as the narrative progresses, time simply runs its course: the parents wait, the doctors come
and go. According to William Stull, in "Beyond Hopelessville: Another Side of Raymond Carver," this scene
presents "a final vision of forgiveness and community rooted in religious faith. In this bleak and cruel world,
all people can do is reach out to one another, comfort one another, and try to endure, as the baker and the
Weisses do in the end. I'm certain his condition will show improvement by morning. Of course, these gestures,
and the "small, good thing" of eating in the company of others, are not enough, for there is nothing that can
remove the grief that results from the death of a child. It's going to be all right, honey. Doesn't it smell like a
bakery in here, Howard? Francis comes in the afternoon and says he could wake anytime. Somebody cut him.
This figure is the highest number of homeless in New York since the Great Depression. Not evil, like you said
on the phone. In emotional terms, he learns to feel empathy.


