
My Father’s house   By Isabel McCloy-Campbell 1908053

My father’s country house, in the south of France- about an hour from Bordeaux. 

The humidity hung in the air as the subtle scent of chlorine crept over the garden walls, the sun beaming through every nook and cranny, every leaf bleached light green. I stood, gazing at the huge house. The light stone and warm toned roof kept the house in place, it fit right in. My feet weren’t used to the broken gravel pavement as they were at the end of every other summer, pebbles flew as I rushed towards the front door. I never wore shoes here. 

The looming blue door was cool to touch, with a more gentle push than expected, I tripped in to the entryway. The checkered stone flooring was almost freezing, my hairs standing as an icy chill took over my body. 

The initial floral scent of laundry detergent was quickly overtaken by dust and aged wood took me to another world, the furnishings of archaic ideals, traditions that I rebelled against still today.

As I make my way through the deep dark dining room, my eyes drift to the excessive dining table is covered with bills and documents.

The huge orange curtains, clashing completely with the deep purple walls and mahogany wood furniture, kept out the beaming sunlight. Coarse and rough, the texture was unpleasant to touch, it made my skin itch to brush against. Katherine picked them out.	

Arriving at the kitchen I see the French doors to the garden wide-open, as my brothers discuss games to play, planning out how to make the house a war zone. My father has his back turned, focusing heavily on cooking the next meal, the vague scents of an underwhelming curry is muffled by the freshly cut grass bursting from the outside.
“So when are we eating?” I demanded.
“I’ll have to ask Katherine when she wants to eat.” He muttered. 

The lightly stonewashed walls are warm. The kitchen feels big when everyone’s here, my dad usually cooking, my sisters on their latest DIY projects and the boys running around. I grab my suitcase to lug upstairs, I like to explore before I settle, and I see my step-sister through the doors. I dash outside to greet her with an aggressive hug. 
“Do you have any new makeup?” She asked,
“Of course I do.” I warmly replied. Romily was my best friend, despite Katherine’s influences. Her core goodness outshone her snarky defence mechanisms, and she was a cozy person, a blanket of love and grace, wrapped in a tight red dress. 

The warm summer day drifted away in a haze, cuts and scrapes and boardgames before dinner. As each curtain was drawn the house grew taller, as the evening’s uncompromising silhouettes emerge.  

At night everything that was once in full display was now hidden. The bleached leaves looked like monsters in the shadows, the calm of the pool now a black abyss. The outside seemed more inviting despite this. 
Katherine was home. 

 











Chapter one (of Things Fall Apart by Chinua Achebe) analysis  By Isabel McCloy-Campbell




Trying to decipher the genre of Things Fall Apart by Chinua Achebe, my initial reaction was that this was a boy book. Having only read chapter one, it is about men, talking to men, and holding the patriarchal ideals of successful men at its core. Fights and titles are boring to me, someone who thoroughly enjoys female focused, made and aimed literature. The only mention of women is that some of the men have three wives. I hope this is macho display is undone later in the story.

I found that this story, at least chapter one, was almost mystical in its timelessness. The lack of references to certain technology or slang was able to keep it above the ageing process of typical novels. This made me think it was a type of folktale. Looking into typical west African folktales, with the typical character arcs. The main character is named Okonkwo, and the story drives in with a use of an analepsis giving the main character a backstory that revels his fame and gives an explanation for his distaste of his father, Unoka. As Okonkwo is explained to have achieved great success at only eighteen years old, defeating a man only described as a cat-like warrior, aand his father lived carelessly and in debt until his death. 

Unoka seems charming and charismatic despite his reputation. To be able to continue getting loans whilst in ever-growing debt with no intention to pay it back seems to fit the trickster character archetype, well known in Nigerian folk tales. 

If the story continues with the fairy tale element, there will be some kind of moral message, potentially given away by the title Things Fall Apart. The secure and harsh man (Okonkwo) will meet some kind of emotional downfall, leading him to change his ways, realise that he may have misjudged his father’s lifestyle, learn some great lesson.


One element of the analysis I thought I should touch on was my western ignorance. Due to the fact I have never been to Africa and I have heard only stories and the media’s perception, the story may seem more mystical and whimsical. I do not relate to any of the characters, activities or locations. 


Okonkwo has more ‘success’ than his father. He seemed determined to outlive his fathers failures. 
Despite his lack of financial security, his father lived a happy full life and Okonkwo is aggressive and assertive in his definitions, caring about social status.

Prolepsis at the very end of chapter one, pushing the story forward and inviting the reader to continue, as we learn about a boy who will die for the villages. I personally was very intrigued. It leads the way for the potential issue of contention for Okonkwo to deal with and overcome, keeping up with the folktale story genre. 

I really enjoyed the language, it was at times hard to keep up the flow, but it was funny, readable and inciting, despite my not knowing what a kola nut is.

