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JULIE BOGART

End Scene

When I start a new piece, I start in scene. Instead of orienting

my reader, instead of setting him up, as I'm doing in this essay,

I throw him into the middle of a controlled yet bitter fight, say,

between my parents. I open the door to their bedroom and usher

my reader inside. Back and forth, back and forth, I introduce him

to Mom and Dad Bogart, two complicated characters in my life

and in my work.

It's only when the reader is interested, when he's seen

enough to want to keep reading, that I give him context. Who

are these emotionally repressed, defunct people? (My parents.)

Why are they important? (They're the ones who screwed me up,

the very life source of my writing.) And where are they in time

and space? (Bedroom. St. Louis, Missouri. 20A9. Dad has recently

been diagnosed with colon cancer.)

Character, of course, is essential. It's easy to define and,

for me, easier to conjure and portray in my writing. Place is the

more elusive piece, the pesky world in which my characters live,

difficult to capture on the page. Place, more so than character, re-

quires subtlety. It must strike a balance: while it can't overshadow

or bask in the limelight, it must be present and accounted for. It is,

after all, the air we breathe.

A sense of place is important in fiction, but it's even more

so in nonfiction. As much as I hate to admit it, given my character-

centric style, without place, nonfiction has very little relevance.

I'll exploit my loved ones further with an example.

Lizzt, Matt, Cris, |ason, Katy Geoff, and Adam are twen-

ty-somethings. They're trying to figure their shit out. Trying to

decide whom they should marry. Trying to determine what they

want to do and what they want to be. Lizziworks for a corrupt lob-

bying group run by Mormons; Matt is in the Air Force yet hates

the military; Cris is in love with |ason; |ason can't decide if he's
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timed holiday lights glow, eerie against the dark glass. Suburbia is

quiet; my mom is not. My dad waves his hand at her, a dismissal

of the fight, her feelings, his illness, and pads out of the room. My

mom stares out the window, a moment, two, before walking into

the bathroom. She removes her nightgown, turns on the shower,

and steps inside. The hot water is a comfort, a temporary shelter

from the cold outside.
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