PASSAGE FOR LITERARY ANALYSIS from “The Lamp At Noon” by Sinclair Ross (p. 62)
Tonight he must talk with Ellen.  Patiently, when the wind was down, and they were both quiet again.  It was she who had told him to grow fibrous crops, who had called him an ignorant fool because he kept on with summer fallow and wheat.  Now she might be gratified to find him acknowledging her wisdom.  Perhaps she would begin to feel the power and steadfastness of the land, to take a pride in it, to understand that he was not a fool, but working for her future and their son’s.

And already the wind was slackening.  At four o’clock he could sense a lull.  At five, straining his eyes from the tool shed doorway, he could make out a neighbor’s buildings half a mile away.  It was over – three days of blight and havoc like a scourge – three days so bitter and so long that for a moment he stood still, unseeing, his senses idle with a numbness of relief.

But only for a moment.  Suddenly he emerged from the numbness; suddenly the fields before him struck his eyes to comprehension.  They lay black, naked.  Beaten and mounded smooth with dust as if a sea in gentle swell had turned to stone.  And though he had tried to prepare himself for such a scene, though he had known since yesterday that not a blade would last the storm, still now, before the utter waste confronting him, he sickened and stood cold.  Suddenly like the fields he was naked.  Everything that had sheathed him a little from the realities of existence: vision and purpose, faith in the land, in the future, in himself – it was all rent now, stripped away.  “Desert,” he heard her voice begin to sob.  “Desert, you fool – the lamp lit at noon!”

In the stable again, measuring out their feed to the horses, he wondered what he would say to her tonight.  For so deep were his instincts of loyalty to the land that still, even with the images of his betrayal stark upon his mind, his concern was how to withstand her, how to go on again and justify himself.  It had not occurred to him yet that he might or should abandon the land.  He had lived with it too long. Rather was his impulse still to defend it – as a man defends against the scorn of strangers even his most worthless kin.

He fed his horses, then waited.  She too would be waiting, ready to cry at him, “Look now – that crop that was to feed and clothe us!  And you’ll still keep on!  You’ll still say, ‘Next year – there’ll be rain next year’!”

But she was gone when he reached the house.  The door was open, the lamp blown out, the crib empty.

