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[R/A] “Story of an Hour”


I liked the story. Perhaps it was too brief. Maybe the author said all that she meant to say and knew when to quit.


I can identify with the husband, Brently Mallard. I found that the story illustrates a very significant concept in marriage--communication or more specifically the lack thereof. I believe that most men are unaware of the way women think, myself included, and that we stumble through life and relationships oblivious to the world of our mates.


Someone once told me that men marry for love and women marry for security. I believe it’s true. Ms. Chopin, the author, states that Mr. Mallard “never looked save with love upon [Mrs. Mallard].” I wonder if Mrs. Mallard married Mr. Mallard because marriage was what had been expected of her? Ms. Chopin states that Mrs. Mallard “had loved him–sometimes.” It is obvious that Mrs. Mallard was not happy in the marriage. Was Mr. Mallard aware of her feelings or was he also oblivious? I believe that he was a conscientious husband and was most concerned about returning home after his business trip. His wife dropping dead upon seeing him was probably the shock of his life. He was clueless and so am I.


Questions which I would like to ask are:

How much older was her husband than she? What was their private relationship like?

Were they merely cordial or had there been passion and romance? And if there had been passion, how long ago had the fire died?


The story describes a crossroad in Mrs. Mallard’s life. And, I was drawn into the scene. Immediately, we are coerced into sympathy for Mrs. Mallard because she “was afflicted with a heart trouble.” However, when she retreats to her upstairs room, the mood begins to change. The description of the view from Mrs. Mallards window is effective. The scene is of new life and renewal as in the passage ”trees that were all aquiver with the new spring life.” From the opening in the clouds, a sensation comes upon Mrs. Mallard. The sensation is that of freedom–“this thing that was approaching to possess her. . .this possession of self-assertion which she suddenly recognized as the strongest impulse of her being!” After she collects herself, Mrs. Mallard descends the stairs “unwittingly like a goddess of Victory” not to her new imagined life of freedom and unending opportunities but–with the sight of her husband, the bane of her existence–to death like Persephone descending the steps to Hades.

