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Movie Essay: In the Bedroom –
Coping With Death and the Continuance of One’s Social and Professional Life Following a Traumatic Event

What if a movie is not a self-encapsulating concept?   It is predicated on this asumption that I embark upon the following essays on movies.

---------------

The social barriers of location, marriage, friendship and employment are too rigid to adapt to the stresses that need to be placed on them or otherwise dissipated as a result of a traumatic event.  But what about the stresses that should, but are not, placed on them in response to the realization or conceptualization of some traumatic event that does not actually occur? 

Let me illuminate my meaning by exposing the example present in my thinking.  We must all die, and yet few other than a handful of philosophers have discovered what this should mean for the employment of our lives.  We should try to have few boring days, to be less oriented on ourselves after death, but somehow our psyche never fully allows us to grasp what our own death means.  Because the populous lives according to these distorted notions not based in reality, what avenues are open to he who realizes the true nature of his own impending death?  Why must he mark his awareness as a mid-life crisis, or only be drawn into sanity as a result of some tragic even such as the death of another (why we should even call that tragic is for another essay, and for the moment we shall leave the construction as is).  

The one who chooses to diregard society’s quirks is branded immature, as though maturity means truly giving up one’s energy and vitality.  One should preserve oddness and contrariness coupled with energy for as long as possible and live both within and outside society before some catastrophic tumult rips our daily fabric apart.  If our daily fabric is not solid initially but a brilliant and beautiful putty, we can rebound from sorrow and injury.

This contention will, however, be tested, for it is also possible that those who are more flexible are more weak as well.  Children possess the imagination and energetic curiousity that inheres in my idea of an ideal flexible adult.  They love to play, as we see in this movie.  But they are also the most emotionally fragile, not having the bushioning of years to soften their blow.  

At a certain point, perhaps with me just now at 21 (or maybe it was a little earlier, or maybe not even yet, for it is difficult to tell), we pass a point where, if we passed away after it in time, we, on the verge of dying, would be satisfied that at least we had our share of the pie of life.  While not a full portion has been eaten, we can rest knowing we have had more than some.  This feeling undoubtedly grows as we reach the end of life, so very old people are content with all the experiences they lived through and would not want to live any more.  The reason I am satisfied is that I have almost reached that stage where I surrender my independence and get married and have children, who end, for a while, your own selfish life.  As I am near the end of this phasee and cannot progress to the next without a good deal of fear, the differential between my base level of fear and my fear of death shrinks, and thus I am not so upset.

The reader may wonder how these musings relate to the movie, and I will oblige by telling how.  The father in the movie lives a routinized life with an employment and a house.  Moving out of town would allow him an escape from his problems after his son’s death.  But such things are not tolerated or easy to do, because he might lose his job and not be able to afford another house.  When conversing with his visitors at the wake, his decorum is on center stage, and we notice that others are extra tolerant of any rudeness by him, since his son just died.  But if we were all aware of the shortness of life, rudeness would be tolerated all the time.

Am I dissatisfied with the current state of human discourse and interaction?  Yes, I think I might be.  That dissatisfaction is also why I will try to establish guidelines for people to better navigate the complicated web of dealing with people.
  In many respects, I write at a fortunate time, as the human population is probably now at an approximate peak.
  I make this prediction because we are already fighting off diseases like madmen, and will not be able to sustain ourselves at the current population.  In the past 50 years, antibiotics have been all but worn through, and cancer and AIDS threaten to drastically reduce our numbers.  
But in the meantime, any tips on human interaction are helpful.  These movie essays are not only for that purpose, however.  They also provide, hopefully, interesting discourse on a fascinating mode of visual expression.

� Note, 2007: This was a reference to a now-abandoned project that I conceived of in college, and never began, to create a Treatise on Human Interaction.  It would attempt to document how people of different ages and types interacted with each other in different situations.  Naturally, it would have been a very long and complicated project that would constitute something of a life’s work.  Well, I gave up on that one, so I’ll still have to find something else, or a bunch of somethings, to do as my life’s work.


� I am no longer as sure of this assumption as I was then.





