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Read the text Journey by Joyce Carol Oates and write a 350-word essay commenting on:

- the relationship author — narrator;
- the symbol(s) in the text;

- the symbolic meaning of the title in relation to the whole story and especially to the final paragraph.

You begin your journey on so high an
elevation that your destination is already in sight - a
city that you have visited many times and that,
moreover, is indicated on a traveler’s map you have
carefully folded up to take along with you. You are a
lover of maps, and you have already committed this
map to memory, but you bring it with you just the
same.

The highway down from the mountains is
broad and handsome, constructed after many years
of ingenious blasting and leveling and paving.
Engineers from all over the country aided in the
construction of this famous highway. Its cost is so
excessive that many rumors have circulated about it

[...]

After several hours on this excellent highway,
[...] where there is a moderate amount of traffic, cars
like your own at a safe distance from you, as if to
assure you that there are other people in the world,
you become sleepy from the monotony and wonder if
perhaps there is another, less perfect road parallel to
this. You discover on the map a smaller road, not
exactly parallel to the highway and not as direct, but
one that leads to the same city.

You turn onto this road, which winds among
foothills and forests and goes through several small
villages. You sense by the attitude of the villagers
that traffic on this road is infrequent but nothing to
draw special attention. At some curves the road
shrinks, but you are fortunate enough to meet no
oncoming traffic.

The road leads deep into the a forest [...] Your
turning from left to right and from right to left, in a
slow hypnotic passage, makes it impossible for you
to look out at the forest. You discover that for some
time you have not been able to see the city you are
headed for, though you know it is still somewhere
ahead of you.

By mid-afternoon you are tired of this road,
though it has served you well, and you come upon a
smaller, unpaved road that evidently leads to your
city, though in a convoluted way [...] Here the trees
are enormous. There are no villages or houses. For a
while the dirt road runs alongside a small river,
dangerously close to the river’s steep bank, and you
begin to feel apprehension. It is necessary for you to
drive very slowly [...] You will not get to the city before
dark.

The road narrows until it is hardly more than
a lane. Grass has begun to grow in its center. As the
river twists and turns, so does the road twist and
turn [...] Along one stretch, rocks of varying sizes
have fallen down onto the road, so that you are
forced to drive around them with great caution.

Navigating these blind turns, you tap
your horn to give warning in case someone
should be approaching. But it is all
unnecessary, since you come upon no other
traveler.

Late in the afternoon, your foot numb
from its constant pressure on the accelerator,
your body jolted by the constant bumps and
vibrations of the car, you decide to make the rest
of your journey on foot, since you must be close
to your destination by now.

A faint path leads through a tumble of
rocks and bushes and trees, and you follow it
enthusiastically [...] At the back of your head is
the precise location of your parked car, and
behind that the other road, and then the
magnificent highway itself: you understand that
it would be no difficult feat to make your way
back to any of these roads, should you decide
that going by foot is unwise. But the path,
though overgrown, is through a lovely forest,
and then through a meadow in which yellow
flowers are blooming, and you feel no inclination
to turn back.

By evening you are still in the wilderness
and you wonder if perhaps you have made a
mistake. You are exhausted, your body aches
[...] Now that the sun has nearly set, it is getting
cold: evenings here in the mountains are always
chilly.

You find yourself standing at the edge of
a forest, staring ahead into the dark. Is that a
field ahead, or a forest of small trees? Your path
has long since given way to wild grass. Clouds
obscure the moon, which should give you some
light by which to make your way, and you
wonder if you dare continue without this light.

Suddenly you remember the map you
left back in the car, but you remember it as a
blank sheet of paper.

You resist telling yourself you are lost. In
fact, though you are exhausted and it is almost
night, you are not lost. You have begun to
shiver, but it is only with cold, not with fear. You
are really satisfied with yourself. You are not
lost. Though you can remember your map only
as a blank sheet of paper, which can tell you
nothing, you are not really lost.

If you had the day to begin again, on that
highway which was so wide and clear, you
would not have varied your journey in any way:
in this is your triumph.
(abridged)
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Write a 400-word essay giving arguments FOR and AGAINST the following statement: “Friends are more
important than family”.

NOTA: Ambele subiecte sunt obligatorii. Timp de lucru: 3 ore.
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