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We Need to Talk About Kevin: Part III
· Why is it so uncomfortable to think that a mother could not love her child?
· Because we are all comfortable knowing that there is one person that will love us no matter what.
· Its only after Kevin kills Celia that Eva can admit she loves Kevin.
· Why? Maybe it’s new and came from what happened? Or maybe its old and this made it stronger or brought it to light?
· What does it add to the story that we don’t know until later that Franklin and Celia are also killed?
· She literally is stripped of everything….Eva is left with just HER mother
· She meets franklin’s parents who are in fact parents of a victim as well
· She describes them as confused; having things but not knowing what to do with them…she calls them pleasure less. I think this is strange since she can’t seem to enjoy anything. Maybe it’s a case of ignorance is bliss but somehow they seemed to have raised a happier child than Eva did. Just because you question everything doesn’t mean you understand things better or get more out of life. 
· 146 violence in the media
· Shows kevin’s lack of empathy
· Our use of fiction is to develop empathy
· [bookmark: _GoBack]I think the use for fiction is to better understand yourself. You’re not likely to ever come into any of these situations…not these exactly anyways. So how do you know how you would react to it? Yes you watch the news but you can’t get behind the scenes into the minds of the people involved. When writing or reading fiction you can kind of go through the same emotional processes or a simulated process of these situations. Its like when you go through a situation in your head and its totally hypothetical and not real at all and yet you somehow elicit real emotional responses in yourself. Catharsis. 
· His explanation of the media kind of connects to Eva’s explanation of franklins parents use of music. They don’t actually DO anything. The definition of anything happening is something bad. Think of anything ripped from the headlines.
· 
