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This story is a superb example of the use of the limited omniscient point of view. The
contrast of Mitty's thoughts, his daydreaming, with his humdrum everyday life creates the
humor and irony of this story; without this contrast, the story has no meaning. As you
read, pay close attention to the following:

o The relationship between the central idea and the point of view is critical. If a
different point of view were used, more than likely the central idea would be lost.

o The connection between the narrative voice and the language of that voice; the
point of view is what makes that connection,

o When you finish, ask yourself "How would the story change if a different point of
view were used?"

o The point of view in the story is inconsistent, it shifts back and forth from Mitty's
mind to the "veal” world. Why is that necessary?

"We're going through!" The Commander's voice was like thin ice breaking. He wore
his full-dress uniform, with the heavily braided white cap pulled down rakishly over
one cold gray eye. "We can't make it, sir. It's spoiling for a hurricane, if you ask me."
"I'm not asking you, Lieutenant Berg," said the Commander. "Throw on the power
lights! Rev her up to §,500! We're going through!" The pounding of the cylinders
increased: ta-pocketa-pocketa-pocketa-pocketapocketa. The Commander stared at the
ice forming on the pilot window. He walked over and twisted a row of complicated
dials. "Switch on No. 8 auxiliary!" he shouted. "Switch on No. 8 auxiliary!" repeated
Lieutenant Berg. "Full strength in No. 3 turret!” shouted the Commander. "Full
strength in No. 3 turret!" The crew, bending to their various tasks in the huge, hurtling
eight-engined Navy hydroplane, looked at each other and grinned. "The Old Man'll
get us through,” they said to one another, "The Old Man ain't afraid of Helll" ...

"Not so fast! You're driving too fast!" said Mrs. Mitty. "What are you driving so fast
for?"

"Hmm?" said Walter Mitty. He looked at his wife, in the seat beside him, with
shocked astonishment. She seemed grossly unfamiliar, like a strange woman who had
yelled at him in a crowd. "You were up to fifty-five," she said. "You know I don't like



to go more than forty. You were up to fifty-five." Walter Mitty drove on toward
Waterbury in silence, the roaring of the SN202 through the worst storm in twenty
years of Navy flying fading in the remote, intimate airways of his mind. "You're
tensed up again," said Mrs. Mitty. "It's one of your days. I wish you'd let Dr. Renshaw
look you over."

Walter Mitty stopped the car in front of the building where his wife went to have her
hair done. "Remember to get those overshoes while I'm having my hair done," she
said. "I don't need overshoes," said Mitty. She put her mirror back into her bag,.
"We've been all through that," she said, getting out of the car. "You're not a young
man any longer." He raced the engine a little. "Why don't you wear your gloves? Have
you lost your gloves?" Walter Mitty reached in a pocket and brought out the gloves.
He put them on, but after she had turned and gone into the building and he had driven
on to a red light, he took them off again. "Pick it up, brother!" snapped a cop as the
light changed, and Mitty hastily pulled on his gloves and lurched ahead. He drove
around the streets aimlessly for a time, and then he drove past the hospital on his way
to the parking lot.

... "It's the millionaire banker, Wellington McMillan," said the pretty nurse. "Yes?"
said Walter Mitty, removing his gloves slowly. "Who has the case?" "Dr. Renshaw
and Dr. Benbow, but there are two specialists here, Dr. Remington from New York
and Mr. Pritchard-Mitford from London. He flew over." A door opened down a long,
cool corridor and Dr, Renshaw came out. He looked distraught and haggard. "Hello,
Mitty," he said. "We're having the devil's own time with McMillan, the millionaire
banker and close personal friend of Roosevelt. Obstreosis of the ductal tract. Tertiary.
Wish you'd take a look at him." "Glad to," said Mitty.

In the operating room there were whispered introductions: "Dr. Remington, Dr. Mitty.
Mr. Pritchard-Mitford, Dr. Mitty."

"T've read your book on streptothricosis," said Pritchard-Mitford, shaking hands. "A
brilliant performance, sir." "Thank you," said Walter Mitty. "Didn't know you were in
the States, Mitty," grumbled Remington. "Coals to Newcastle, bringing Mitford and
me up here for a tertiary." "You are very kind," said Mitty. A huge, complicated
machine, connected to the operating table, with many tubes and wires, began at this
moment to go pocketa-pocketa-pocketa. "The new anesthetizer is giving away!"
shouted an interne. "There is no one in the East who knows how to fix it!" "Quiet,
man!" said Mitty, in a low, cool voice. He sprang to the machine, which was now
going pocketa-pocketa-queep-pocketa-queep. He began fingering delicately a row of
glistening dials: "Give me a fountain pen!" he snapped. Someone handed him a
fountain pen. He pulled a faulty piston out of the machine and inserted the pen in its
place. "That will hold for ten minutes," he said. "Get on with the operation." A nurse



hurried over and whispered to Renshaw, and Mitty saw the man turn pale. "Coreopsis
has set in," said Renshaw nervously. "If you would take over, Mitty?" Mitty looked at
him and at the craven figure of Benbow, who drank, and at the grave uncertain faces
of the two great specialists. "If you wish," he said. They slipped a white gown on him;
he adjusted a mask and drew on thin gloves; nurses handed him shining ...

"Back it up, Mac! Look out for that Buick!" Walter Mitty jammed on the brakes.
"Wrong lane, Mac," said the parking-lot attendant, looking at Mitty closely. "Gee.
Yeh," muttered Mitty. He began cautiously to back out of the lane marked "Exit
Only." "Leave her sit there," said the attendant: "I'll put her away." Mitty got out of
the car. "Hey, better leave the key." "Oh," said Mitty, handing the man the ignition
key. The attendant vaulted into the car, backed it up with insolent skill, and put it
where it belonged.

They're so damn cocky, thought Walter Mitty, walking along Main Street; they think
they know everything. Once he had tried to take his chains off, outside New Milford,
and he had got them wound around the axles. A man had had to come out in a
wrecking car and unwind them, a young, grinning garageman. Since then Mrs. Mitty
always made him drive to a garage to have the chains taken off. The next time, he
thought, I'll wear my right arm in a sling; they won't grin at me then. I'll have my right
arm in a sling and they'll see I couldn't possibly take the chains off myself. He kicked
at the slush on the sidewalk. "Overshoes," he said to himself, and he began looking for
a shoe store.

When he came out into the street again, with the overshoes in a box under his arm,
Walter Mitty began to wonder what the other thing was his wife had told him to get.
She had told him, twice, before they set out from their house for Waterbury. In a way
he hated these weekly trips to town--he was always getting something wrong.
Kleenex, he thought, Squibb's, razor blades? No. Toothpaste, toothbrush, bicarbonate,
carborundum, initiative and referendum? He gave it up. But she would remember it.
"Where's the what's-its-name?" she would ask. "Don't tell me you forgot the what's-
its-name." A newsboy went by shouting something about the Waterbury trial.

... "Perhaps this will refresh your memory." The District Attorney suddenly thrust a
heavy automatic at the quiet figure on the witness stand. "Have you ever seen this
before?" Walter Mitty took the gun and examined it expertly. "This is my Webley-
Vickers 50.80," he said calmly. An excited buzz ran around the courtroom. The Judge
rapped for order. "You are a crack shot with any sort of firearms, I believe?" said the
District Attorney, insinuatingly. "Objection!" shouted Mitty's attorney. "We have
shown that the defendant could not have tired the shot. We have shown that he wore
his right arm in a sling on the night of the fourteenth of July." Walter Mitty raised his
hand briefly and the bickering attorneys were stilled. "With any known make of gun,"



he said evenly, "I could have killed Gregory Fitzhurst at three hundred feet with my
left hand." Pandemonium broke loose in the courtroom. A woman's scream rose above
the bedlam and suddenly a lovely, dark-haired girl was in Walter Mitty's arms. The
District Attorney struck at her savagely. Without rising from his chair, Mitty let the
man have it on the point of the chin. "You miserable cur!"

"Puppy biscuit," said Walter Mitty. He stopped walking and the buildings of
Waterbury rose up out of the misty courtroom and surrounded him again. A woman
who was passing laughed. "He said "Puppy biscuit," she said to her companion. "That
man said 'Puppy biscuit' to himself." Walter Mitty hurried on. He went into an A & P,
not the first one he came to but a smaller one farther up the street. "I want some
biscuit for small, young dogs," he said to the clerk. "Any special brand, sir?" The
greatest pistol shot in the world thought a moment. "It says 'Puppies Bark for It' on the
box," said Walter Mitty.

His wife would be through at the hairdresser's in fifteen minutes, Mitty saw in looking
at his watch, unless they had trouble drying it; sometimes they had trouble drying it.
She didn't like to get to the hotel first; she would want him to be there waiting for her
as usual. He found a big leather chair in the lobby, facing a window, and he put the
overshoes and the puppy biscuit on the floor beside it. He picked up an old copy
ofLiberty and sank down into the chair. "Can Germany Conquer the World Through
the Air?" Walter Mitty looked at the pictures of bombing planes and of ruined streets.

... "The cannonading has got the wind up in young Raleigh, sir," said the sergeant.
Captain Mitty looked up at him through tousled hair. "Get him to bed," he said
wearily, "With the others. I'll fly alone.” "But you can't sir,” said the sergeant
anxiously. "It takes two men to handle that bomber and the Archies are pounding hell
out of the air. Von Richtman's circus is between here and Saulier." "Somebody's got
to get that ammunition dump," said Mitty. "I'm going over. Spot of brandy?" He
poured a drink for the sergeant and one for himself. War thundered and whined
around the dugout and battered at the door. There was a rending of wood and splinters
flew through the room. "A bit of a near thing," said Captain Mitty carelessly. "The
box barrage is closing in," said the sergeant. "We only live once, Sergeant,” said
Mitty, with his faint, fleeting smile. "Or do we?" He poured another brandy and tossed
it off. "I never see a man could hold his brandy like you, sir," said the sergeant.
"Begging your pardon, sir." Captain Mitty stood up and strapped on his huge Webley-
Vickers automatic. "It's forty kilometers through hell, sir," said the sergeant. Mitty
finished one last brandy. "After all," he said softly, "what isn't?" The pounding of the
cannon increased; there was the rat-tat-tatting of machine guns, and from somewhere
came the menacing pocketa-pocketa-pocketa of the new flame-throwers. Walter Mitty
walked to the door of the dugout humming "Auprés de Ma Blonde." He turned and
waved to the sergeant. "Cheerio!" he said....



Something struck his shoulder. "I've been looking all over this hotel for you," said
Mrs. Mitty. "Why do you have to hide in this old chair? How did you expect me to
find you?" "Things close in," said Walter Mitty vaguely. "What?" Mrs. Mitty said.
"Did you get the what's-its-name? The puppy biscuit? What's in that box?"
"Overshoes," said Mitty. "Couldn't you have put them on in the store?" "I was
thinking," said Walter Mitty. "Does it ever occur to you that I am sometimes
thinking?" She looked at him. "I'm going to take your temperature when I get you
home," she said.

They went out through the revolving doors that made a faintly derisive whistling
sound when you pushed them. It was two blocks to the parking lot. At the drugstore
on the corner she said, "Wait here for me. 1 forgot something. I won't be a minute."
She was more than a minute. Walter Mitty lighted a cigarette. It began to rain, rain
with sleet in it. He stood up against the wall of the drugstore, smoking.... He put his
shoulders back and his heels together. "To hell with the handkerchief," said Walter
Mitty scornfully. He took one last drag on his cigarette and snapped it away. Then,
with that faint, fleeting smile playing about his lips, he faced the firing squad; erect
and motionless, proud and disdainful, Walter Mitty the Undefeated, inscrutable to the
last.



The Lottery--Shirley Jackson

"The Lottery" (1948)

by Shirley Jackson

The morning of June 27th was clear and sunny, with the fresh warmth of a full-summer day; the flowers
were blossoming profusely and the grass was richly green. The people of the village began to gather in
the square, between the post office and the bank, around ten o'clock; in some towns there were so many
people that the lottery took two days and had to be started on June 2th. but in this village, where there
were only about three hundred people, the whole lottery took less than two hours, so it could begin at ten
o'clock in the morning and still be through in time to allow the villagers to get home for noon dinner.

The children assembled first, of course. School was recently over for the summer, and the feeling of
liberty sat uneasily on most of them; they tended to gather together quietly for a while before they broke
into boisterous play. and their talk was stiil of the classroom and the teacher, of books and reprimands.
Bobby Martin had already stuffed his pockets full of stones, and the other boys soon followed his
example, selecting the smoothest and roundest stones; Bobby and Harry Jones and Dickie Delacroix-- the
villagers pronounced this name "Dellacroy"--eventually made a great pile of stones in one corner of the
square and guarded it against the raids of the other boys. The girls stood aside, talking among themselves,
looking over their shoulders at rolled in the dust or clung to the hands of their older brothers or sisters.

Soon the men began to gather. surveying their own children, speaking of planting and rain, tractors and
taxes. They stood together, away from the pile of stones in the corner, and their jokes were quiet and they
smiled rather than laughed. The women, wearing faded house dresses and sweaters, came shortly after
their menfolk. They greeted one another and exchanged bits of gossip as they went to join their husbands.
Soon the women, standing by their husbands, began to call to their children, and the children came
reluctantly, having to be called four or five times. Bobby Martin ducked under his mother's grasping hand
and ran, laughing, back to the pile of stones. His father spoke up sharply, and Bobby came quickly and
took his place between his father and his oldest brother.

The lottery was conducted--as were the square dances, the teen club, the Halloween program--by Mr.
Summers. who had time and energy to devote to civic activities. He was a round-faced, jovial man and he
ran the coal business, and people were sorry for him. because he had no children and his wife was a
scold. When he arrived in the square, carrying the black wooden box, there was a murmur of
conversation among the villagers, and he waved and called. "Little late today, folks." The postmaster, Mr.
Graves, followed him, carrying a three- legged stool, and the stool was put in the center of the square and
Mr. Summers set the black box down on it. The villagers kept their distance, leaving a space between
themselves and the stool. and when Mr. Summers said, "Some of you fellows want to give me a hand?"
there was a hesitation before two men. Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter. came forward to hold the
box steady on the stool while Mr. Summers stirred up the papers inside it.

The original paraphernalia for the lottery had been lost long ago, and the black box now resting on the
stool had been put into use even before Old Man Warner, the oldest man in town, was born. Mr.
Summers spoke frequently to the villagers about making a new box, but no one liked to upset even as
much tradition as was represented by the black box. There was a story that the present box had been
made with some pieces of the box that had preceded it, the one that had been constructed when the first
people settled down to make a village here. Every year, after the lottery, Mr. Summers began talking
again about a new box, but every year the subject was allowed to fade off without anything's being done.
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The black box grew shabbier cach year: by now it was no longer completely black but splintered badly
along one side to show the original wood color, and in some places faded or stained.

Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter, held the black box securely on the stool until Mr. Summers had
stirred the papers thoroughly with his hand. Because so much of the ritual had been forgotten or
discarded, Mr. Summers had been successful in having slips of paper substituted for the chips of wood
that had been used for generations. Chips of wood, Mr. Summers had argued. had been all very well
when the village was tiny, but now that the population was more than three hundred and likely to keep on
growing, it was necessary to use something that would fit more easily into he black box. The night before
the lottery, Mr. Swmmers and Mr. Graves made up the slips of paper and put them in the box, and it was
then taken to the safe of Mr. Summers' coal company and locked up until Mr. Summers was ready to take
it to the square next morning. The rest of the year, the box was put way, sometimes one place, sometimes
another; it had spent one year in Mr. Graves's barn and another year underfoot in the post office. and
sometimes it was set on a shelf in the Martin grocery and left there.

There was a great deal of fussing to be done before Mr. Summers declared the lottery open. There were
the lists to make up--of heads of families. heads of households in each family. members of each
household in each family. There was the proper swearing-in of Mr. Summers by the postmaster, as the
official of the lottery; at one time, some people remembered, there had been a recital of some sort,
performed by the official of the lottery, a perfunctory. tuneless chant that had been rattled off duly each
year; some people believed that the official of the lottery used to stand just so when he said or sang it,
others believed that he was supposed to walk among the people, but years and years ago this p3rt of the
ritual had been allowed to lapse. There had been, also, a ritual salute, which the official of the lottery had
had to use in addressing each person who came up to draw from the box, but this also had changed with
time, until now it was felt necessary only for the official to speak to each person approaching. Mr.
Sumumers was very good at all this; in his clean white shirt and blue jeans. with one hand resting
carelessly on the black box. he seemed very proper and important as he talked interminably to Mr. Graves
and the Martins.

Just as Mr. Summers finally left off talking and turned to the assembled villagers, Mrs. Hutchinson came
hurriedly along the path to the square, her sweater thrown over her shoulders, and slid into place in the
back of the crowd. "Clean forgot what day it was," she said to Mrs. Delacroix, who stood next to her, and
they both laughed softly. "Thought my old man was out back stacking wood," Mrs. Hutchinson went on.
"and then I looked out the window and the kids was gone, and then I remembered it was the twenty-
seventh and came a-running." She dried her hands on her apron, and Mrs. Delacroix said, "You're in time,
though. They're still talking away up there."

Mrs. Hutchinson craned her neck to see through the crowd and found her husband and children standing
near the front. She tapped Mrs. Delacroix on the arm as a farewell and began to make her way through
the crowd. The people separated good-humoredly to let her through: two or three people said. in voices
just loud enough to be heard across the crowd, "Here comes your, Missus, Hutchinson," and "Bill, she
made it after all." Mrs. Hutchinson reached her husband, and Mr. Summers, who had been waiting, said
cheerfully. "Thought we were going to have to get on without you, Tessie." Mrs. Hutchinson said.
grinning, "Wouldn't have me leave m'dishes in the sink, now, would you. Joe?," and soft laughter ran
through the crowd as the people stirred back into position after Mrs. Hutchinson's arrival.

"Well, now." Mr. Summers said soberly, "guess we better get started, get this over with, so's we can go
back to work. Anybody ain't here?"
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"Dunbar." several people said. "Dunbar. Dunbar."

Mr. Summers consulted his Hst. "Clyde Dunbar." he said. "That's right. He's broke his leg, hasn't he?
Who's drawing for him?"

"Me. I guess," a woman said. and Mr. Summers turned to look at her. "Wife draws for her husband." Mr.
Summers said. "Don't you have a grown boy to do it for you, Janey?" Although Mr. Summers and
everyone else in the village knew the answer perfectly well, it was the business of the official of the
lottery to ask such questions formally. Mr. Summers waited with an expression of polite interest while
Mrs. Dunbar answered.

"Horace's not but sixteen vet.” Mrs. Dunbar said regretfully. "Guess I gotta fill in for the old man this
year."

"Right." Sr, Summers said. He made a note on the list he was holding. Then he asked, "Watson boy
drawing this year?"

A tall boy in the crowd raised his hand. "Here," he said. "I'm drawing for my mother and me." He blinked
his eyes nervously and ducked his head as several voices in the crowd said thin#s like "Good fellow,
lack." and "Glad to see your mother's got a man to do it."

"Well," Mr. Summers said, "guess that's everyone. Old Man Warner make it?"
"Here," a voice said. and Mr. Summers nodded.

A sudden hush fell on the crowd as Mr. Summers cleared his throat and looked at the list. "All ready?" he
called. "Now, I'll read the names--heads of families first--and the men come up and take a paper out of
the box. Keep the paper folded in your hand without looking at it until everyone has had a turn.
Everything clear?"

The people had done it so many times that they only half listened to the directions: most of them were
quiet. wetting their lips. not looking around. Then Mr. Summers raised one hand high and said, "Adams,"
A man disengaged himself from the crowd and came forward. "Hi. Steve." Mr. Summers said. and Mr.
Adams said. "Hi. Joe." They grinned at one another humorlessly and nervously. Then Mr. Adams reached
into the black box and took out a folded paper. He held it firmly by one corner as he turned and went
hastily back to his place in the crowd. where he stood a little apart from his family. not looking down at
his hand.

"Allen." Mr. Summers said. "Anderson.... Bentham."

"Seems like there's no time at all between lotteries any more." Mrs. Delacroix said to Mrs. Graves in the
back row.

"Seems like we got through with the last one only last week."

"Time sure goes fast.-- Mrs. Graves said.
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"Clark.... Delacroix"
"There goes my old man." Mrs. Delacroix said. She held her breath while her husband went forward.

"Dunbar," Mr. Sumumers said, and Mrs. Dunbar went steadily to the box while one of the women said.
"Go on. Janey," and another said, "There she goes."

"We're next." Mrs. Graves said. She watched while Mr. Graves came around from the side of the box,
greeted Mr. Summers gravely and selected a slip of paper from the box. By now, all through the crowd
there were men holding the small folded papers in their large hand. turning them over and over nervously
Mrs. Dunbar and her two sons stood together, Mrs. Dunbar helding the slip of paper.

"Harburt.... Hutchinson."
"Get up there, Bill," Mrs. Hutchinson said. and the people near her laughed.
"Jones."

"They do say," Mr. Adams said to Old Man Warner, who stood next to him, "that over in the north
village they're talking of giving up the lottery."

Old Man Warner snorted. "Pack of crazy fools," he said. "Listening to the young folks, nothing's good
enough for them. Next thing you know, they'll be wanting to go back to living in caves, nobody work any
more, live hat way for a while. Used to be a saying about 'Lottery in June, corn be heavy soon.' First thing
you know, we'd all be eating stewed chickweed and acorns. There's always been a lottery," he added
petulantly. "Bad enough to see young Joe Summers up there joking with everybody."

"Some places have already quit lotteries." Mrs. Adams said.

"Nothing but trouble in that," Old Man Warner said stoutly. "Pack of young fools."
"Martin." And Bobby Martin watched his father go forward. "Overdyke.... Percy."
"] wish they'd hurry," Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son. "I wish they'd hurry."
"They're almost through," her son said.

"You get ready to run tell Dad," Mrs. Dunbar said.

Mr. Summers called his own name and then stepped forward precisely and selected a slip from the box.
Then he called, "Warner."

"Seventy-seventh year I been in the lottery," Old Man Warner said as he went through the crowd.
"Seventy-seventh time."
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"Watson" The tall boy came awkwardly through the crowd. Someone said, "Don't be nervous, Jack," and
Mr. Summers said, "Take your time, son."

"Zanini."

After that, there was a long pause, a breathless pause, until Mr. Sunimers. holding his slip of paper in the
air, said, "All right, fellows.” For a minute, no one moved, and then all the slips of paper were opened.
Suddenly, all the women began to speak at once, saving. "Who is it?," "Who's got it?," "Is it the
Dunbars?," "Is it the Watsons?" Then the voices began to say, "It's Hutchinson. It's Bill," "Bill
Hutchinson's got it."

"Go tell your father," Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son.

People began to look around to see the Hutchinsons. Bill Hutchinson was standing quiet, staring down at
the paper in his hand. Suddenly. Tessie Hutchinson shouted to Mr. Summers. "You didn't give him time
enough to take any paper he wanted. I saw you. It wasn't fair!"

"Be a good sport, Tessie." Mrs. Delacroix called, and Mrs. Graves said, "All of us took the same chance.”
"Shut up, Tessie," Bill Hutchinson said.

"Well, everyone," Mr. Summers said, "that was done pretty fast, and now we've got to be hurrying a little
more to get done in time." He consulted his next list. "Bill," he said, "you draw for the Hutchinson
family. You got any other households in the Hutchinsons?"

"There's Don and Eva," Mrs. Hutchinson yelled. "Make them take their chance!"

"Daughters draw with their husbands' families, Tessie," Mr. Summers said gently. "You know that as
well as anyone else.”

"It wasn't fair," Tessie said.

" guess not, Joe." Bill Hutchinson said regretfully. "My daughter draws with her husband's family; that's
only fair. And I've got no other family except the kids."

"Then, as far as drawing for families is concerned, it's you,” Mr. Suminers said in explanation, "and as far
as drawing for households is concerned, that's you, too. Right?"

"Right," Bill Hutchinson said.
"How many kids, Bill?" Mr. Summers asked formally.
"Three," Bill Hutchinson said.

"There's Bill, Jr., and Nancy, and little Dave. And Tessie and me."
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"All right, then," Mr. Summers said. "Harry, you got their tickets back?"

Mr. Graves nodded and held up the slips of paper. "Put them in the box, then," Mr. Summers directed.
"Take Bill's and put it in."

"I think we ought to start over," Mrs. Hutchinson said, as quietly as she could. "I tell you it wasn't fair.
You didn't give him time enough to choose. Everybody saw that.”

Mr. Graves had selected the five slips and put them in the box. and he dropped all the papers but those
onto the ground. where the breeze caught them and lifted them off.

"Listen, everybody," Mrs. Hutchinson was saying to the people around her.

"Ready, Bill?" Mr. Summers asked. and Bill Hutchinson, with one quick glance around at his wife and
children. nodded.

"Remember," Mr. Summers said. "take the slips and keep them folded until each person has taken one.
Harry, you help little Dave." Mr. Graves took the hand of the little boy, who came willingly with him up
to the box. "Take a paper out of the box, Davy." Mr. Summers said. Davy put his hand into the box and
laughed. "Take just one paper." Mr. Summers said. "Harry, you hold it for him." Mr. Graves tock the
child's hand and removed the folded paper from the tight fist and held it while little Dave stood next to
him and looked up at him wonderingly.

"Nancy next," Mr. Summers said. Nancy was twelve, and her school friends breathed heavily as she went
forward switching her skirt, and took a slip daintily from the box "Bill, Jr.," Mr. Sunimers said, and Billy,
his face red and his feet overlarge, near knocked the box over as he got a paper out. "Tessie," Mr.
Summers said. She hesitated for a minute, looking around defiantly. and then set her lips and went up to
the box. She snatched a paper out and held it behind her.

"Bill," Mr. Summers said, and Bill Hutchinson reached into the box and felt around, bringing his hand
out at last with the slip of paper in it.

The crowd was quiet. A girl whispered, "I hope it's not Nancy," and the sound of the whisper reached the
edges of the crowd. .

"It's not the way it used to be." Old Man Warner said clearly. "People ain't the way they used to be."
"All right," Mr. Summers said. "Open the papers. Harry, you open little Dave's."

Mr. Graves opened the slip of paper and there was a general sigh through the crowd as he held it up and
everyone could see that it was blank. Nancy and Bill. Jr.. opened theirs at the same time. and both
beamed and laughed. turning around to the crowd and holding their slips of paper above their heads.

"Tessie,” Mr. Summers said. There was a pause, and then Mr. Summers looked at Bill Hutchinson, and
Bill unfolded his paper and showed it. It was blank.
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"It's Tessie," Mr. Summers said, and his voice was hushed. "Show us her paper. Bill."

Bill Hutchinson went over to his wife and forced the slip of paper out of her hand. It had a black spot on
it, the black spot Mr. Summers had made the night before with the heavy pencil in the coal company
office, Bill Hutchinson held it up, and there was a stir in the crowd.

"All right, folks." Mr. Summers said. "Let's finish quickly.”

Although the villagers had forgotten the ritual and lost the original black box, they still remembered to
use stones. The pile of stones the boys had made earlier was ready; there were stones on the ground with
the blowing scraps of paper that had come out of the box Delacroix selected a stone so large she had to
pick it up with both hands and turned to Mrs. Dunbar. "Come on," she said. "Hurry up."

Mr. Dunbar had small stones in both hands, and she said. gasping for breath. "I can't run at all. You'll
have to go ahead and I'll catch up with you."

The children had stones already. And someone gave little Davy Hutchinson few pebbles.

Tessie Hutchmson was in the center of a cleared space by now, and she held her hands out desperately as
the villagers moved in on her. "It isn't fair," she said. A stone hit her on the side of the head. Old Man
Warner was saying, "Come on, come on, everyone." Steve Adams was in the front of the crowd of
villagers, with Mrs. Graves beside him.

"It isn't fair, it isn't right,” Mrs. Hutchinson screamed, and then they were upon her.

SO SPRTRSIN ORIV ENSUNUGRBESRBES



“The Pedestrian” (1951)
by Ray Bradbury

To enter out into that silence that was the
city at eight o'clock of a misty evening in November,
to put your feet upon that buckling concrete walk, to
step over grassy seams and make your way, hands in
pockets, through the silences, that was what Mr.
Leonard Mead most dearly loved to do. He would
stand upon the comer of an intersection and peer
down long moonlit avenues of sidewalk in four
directions, deciding which way to go, but it really
made no difference; he was alone in this world of
A D. 2053, or as good as alone, and with a final
decision made, a path selected, he would stride off,
sending patterns of frosty air before him like the
smoke of a cigar.

Sometimes he would walk for hours and
miles and return only at midnight to his house. And
on his way he would see the cottages and homes with
their dark windows, and it was not unequal to
walking through a graveyard where only the faintest
glimmers of firefly light appeared in flickers behind
the windows. Sudden gray phantoms seemed to
manifest vpon inner room walls where a curtain was
still undrawn against the night, or there were
whisperings and murmurs where a window in a tomb-
like building was still open.

Mr. Leonard Mead would pause, cock his
head, listen, look, and march on, his feet making no
noise on the lumpy walk. For long ago he had wisely
changed to sneakers when strolling at night, because
the dogs in intermittent squads would parallel his
journey with barkings if he wore hard heels, and
lights might click on and faces appear and an entire
street be startled by the passing of a lone figure,
himself, in the early November evening.

On this particular evening he began his
journey in a westerly direction, toward the hidden
sea. There was a good crystal frost in the air; it cut the
nose and made the lungs blaze like a Christmas tree
inside; you could feel the cold light going on and off,
all the branches filled with invisible snow. He
listened to the faint push of his soft shoes through
autumn leaves with satisfaction, and whistled a cold
quiet whistle between his teeth, occasionally picking
up a leaf as he passed, examining its skeletal pattern
in the infrequent lamplights as he went on, smelling
its rusty smell.

"Hello, in there," he whispered to every
house on every side as he moved, "What's up tonight
on Channel 4, Channel 7, Channel 9? Where are the
cowboys rushing, and do I see the United States
Cavalry over the next hill to the rescue?"

The street was silent and long and empty,
with only his shadow moving like the shadow of a
hawk in midcountry. If he closed his eyes and stood
very still, frozen, he could imagine himself upon the

center of a plain, a wintry, windless Arizona desert
with no house in a thousand miles, and only dry river
beds, the streets, for company.

"What is it now?" he asked the houses,
noticing his wrist watch. "Eight-thirty P.M.? Time for
a dozen assorted murders? A quiz? A revue? A
comedian falling off the stage?"

Was that a murmur of laughter from within a
moon-white house? He hesitated, but went on when
nothing more happened. He stumbled over a
particularly uneven section of sidewalk. The cement
was vanishing under flowers and grass. In ten years
of walking by night or day, for thousands of miles, he
had never met another person walking, not once in all
that time.

He came to a cloverleaf intersection which
stood silent where two main highways crossed the
town. During the day it was a thunderous surge of
cars, the gas stations open, a great insect rustling and
a ceaseless jockeying for position as the scarab-
beetles, a faint incense puttering from their exhausts,
skimmed homeward to the far directions. But now
these highways, too, were like streams in a dry
season, all stone and bed and moon radiance.

He turned back on a side street, circling
around toward his home. He was within a block of his
destination when the lone car turned a corner quite
suddenly and flashed a fierce white cone of light
upon him. He stood entranced, not unlike a night
moth, stunned by the illumination, and then drawn
toward it,

A metallic voice called to him:

"Stand still. Stay where you are! Don't
move!"

He halted.

"Put up your hands!"

"But-" he said.

"Your hands up! Or we'll Shoot!"

The police, of course, but what a rare,
incredible thing; in a city of three million, there was
only one police car left, wasn't that correct? Ever
since a year ago, 2052, the election year, the force
had been cut down from three cars to one. Crime was
ebbing; there was no need now for the police, save for
this one lone car wandering and wandering the empty
streets.

"Your name?" said the police car in a
metallic whisper. He couldn't see the men in it for the
bright light in his eyes.

"T.eonard Mead,” he said.

"Speak up!"

"Leonard Mead!"

"Business or profession?"

"I guess you'd call me a writer."

"No profession," said the police car, as if
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talking to itself. The light held him fixed, like a
museum specimen, needle thrust through chest.

"You might say that, " said Mr. Mead, He
hadn't written in years. Magazines and books didn't
sell any more, Everything went on in the tomblike
houses at night now, he thought, continuing his fancy.
The tombs, ill-1it by television light, where the people
sat like the dead, the gray or multicolored lights
touching their faces, but never really touching them.

"No profession," said the phonograph voice,
hissing. "What are you doing out?"

"Walking," said Leonard Mead.

"Walking!"

"Just walking," he said simply, but his face
felt cold.

"Walking, just walking, walking?"

"Yes, sir."

"Walking where? For what?"

"Walking for air. Walking to see."

"Your address!”

"Eleven South Saint James Strect."

"And there is air in your house, you have an
air conditioner, Mr. Mead?"

ereS'll

"And you have a viewing screen in your
house to see with?"

IPNO.“

"No?" There was a crackling quiet that in
itself was an accusation.

"Are you married, Mr. Mead?"

llNo.”

"Not married," said the police voice behind
the fiery beam, The moon was high and clear among
the stars and the houses were gray and silent.

"Nobody wanted me," said Leonard Mead
with a smile.

"Don't speak unless you're spoken to!"

Leonard Mead waited in the cold night.

"Just walking, Mr. Mcad 7"

I!Yes‘ll

"But you haven't explained for what
purpose."

"T explained; for air, and to see, and just to
walk."

"Have you done this often?"

"Every night for years."

The police car sat in the center of the street
with its radio throat faintly humming,

"Well, Mr, Mead," it said.

"Is that all?" he asked politely.

"Yes," said the voice. "Here." There was a
sigh, a pop. The back door of the police car sprang
wide. "Get in."

"Wait 2 minute, [ haven't done anything!"

"Get in."

'T protest!"

"Mr. Mead."

He walked like a man suddenly drunk, As he
passed the front window of the car he looked in. As
he had expected, there was no one in the front seat, no
one in the car at all.

"Getin."

He put his hand to the door and peered into
the back seat, which was a little cell, a little black jail
with bars. It smelled of riveted steel. It smelled of
harsh antiseptic; it smelled too clean and hard and
metallic. There was nothing soft there.

"Now if you had a wife to give you an alibi,"
said the iron voice, "But-"

"Where are you taking me?"

The car hesitated, or rather gave a faint
whirring click, as if information, somewhere, was
dropping card by punch-slotted card under electric
eyes. "To the Psychiatric Center for Research on
Regressive Tendencies."

He got in. The door shut with a soft thud.
The police car rolled through the night avenues,
flashing its dim lights ahead.,

They passed one house on one street a
moment later, one house in an entire city of houses
that were dark, but this one particular house had all of
its electric lights brightly lit, every window a loud
yellow illumination, square and warm in the cool
darkness.

"That's my house," said Leonard Mead.

No one answered him.

The car moved down the empty river-bed
streets and off away, leaving the empty streets with
the empty side-walks, and no sound and no motion all
the rest of the chill November night.

Bradbury,Ray (1920- ), is an American
author best known for his fantasy stories and science
fiction, Bradbury's best writing effectively combines
a lively imagination with a poetic style.
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Electric! (1969), Quicker Than the Eye (1996), and
One More for the Road (2002). His novel Fahrenheit
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ownership of books. His other novels include
Dandelion Wine (1957), a poetic story of a boy's
summer in an Ilinois town in 1928; and Something
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" EXPOSITORY SELECTION

Ellen Goodman

Someday, I would like to sec a television series about a family that sits
around the set warching a series about a family dhar sits around the se.

ft might noc make the Nielsen: top ten,' but it isn't such a siange idea,
Especially when you think about what's going on right now.

Nighe after night, inside the tube, wanm and wiggly families spend cheir
prime time “conmmumicating” like crazy and “solving problems”™ together
like mad. Meanwhile, outside the tbe, real Families sic and wait for a
commercial break just o talk 1o each odher. €3

Abour the only subject that never comes up before our glazed eyes
is what the medium does to our family life, But, I suppose we already
know: that,

Aceording to a recent Gallup Poll, television comes out as a major
heavy in our family lives. On the scale of problems, TV didut rate as
bad as inflation, but it ran neck-and-neck with unemployment.

According to a recent Roper Poll, it even causes fights. When people

were asked whac husbands and wives argued abous, money was the

champion. But television was a strong contender. Considering how much
more Ume we spend in front of the twibe, that may not be such a shock.
To 2 certain extent, we blarne the programs. In the Gallup Poll, {or

s example, people worried most about the overemphasis on sex and vielence.

Bur surely half of those fights berween husbands and wives must be abour
the more fundamental issue of muming it off,

Deep down below our poll-taking consciousness, we know that the
warst aspect of our addiction isu't what's on TV, but how long the TV
is on. We cant help but be aware of what happens when we spend more
time facing the sereen than facing esch other.

[ dhae sanie Gallup Poll, a large number of us said that the way wo
improve family life is by sharing-—sharing family needs, recreational
activiries and chores. But when you are watching, you aren't doing.

The enly experience you are sharing is a vicarious one.

[ aru absolutely convineed that the average wife feels tuned out by the

twelfth consecutive weekend sports event because she s being tuned out.

1 Nidsen top ten: the fen raost-watched television shows, 58 datermingd by the Nislgen sting tervice.

UMY 88 ARGUMBRT AND PERSCASION



The average kid develops that distan, slack-jawed, hypnotic, hooked
stare because he or she /5 hooked,

[ the same way, the people who spend nighe alter nighe in front of
the tube should worry about it. They've become an audience and not
a fannily, Television simply presents us with one model of family life.
Watcling i mhakes us fic anather model.

But che steiking thing in all of chis research about how we feel and

40 behave is the role of choice. On the one hand, we have real anxiety abowux

what TV’s doing to us. On the other hand, we allow it to happen. & @ WRITER'S MESSAGE

What Is Geodman's

message about excessive
TV viewing?
< pnalvee
Visualy
What are your
Impressigns of tha family
Inthis photograph?
# TEKS 9B
We choose to turn it on and each other off, We choose peace and &) WRITER'S MESSAGE
quict when we let the kids watch TV instead of running around the This writer ravaals her
living room, We choose to “relax” in the semi-comatose slump. message through strongg
. L . . . skatements of opintion -
The average viewing time of the American child berween six and how she personally
sixteen years of age Is wenty to twenty-four hours a week. A lacge : feels about people’s TV
percentage of parents place no restrictions on either the number of ¥ habits. Opinions are
hours warched or the type of program viewed. i fi;m:‘ ;ubﬂsn::'iate;i
- very least. we be : - i acked upby facts
At the very least, we behave as if we were powerless to wrench cach _ or nsubstantiated
56 o:l_mr AWay. o N | {inadequately supposted),
[ grant yau that there are a lot of things that touch on our Families that ; Are the opinfons
are totally out of our individual control. We can't regulate foreign affairs. ' expressed in this essay

generally substantiated
oF unsabstantiated?
SUpport your answier

We can't set the price [or ail.
But a television set has a dial and a plug, And we have hands, [tis

absurd to let our feelings of impatence in the world start creeping into i witl specific detalls fiom
our private lives. @ i the text.
Just once, we ought to create a private show about 2 real-life family . |
that kicked the habir, .
i THETE, 4 SR e R e Lt R R e e ‘w,
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A&P
by john updike

In walks these three girls in nothing but bathing suits. I'm in the third check-out
slot, with my back to the door, so I don't see them until they're over by the
bread. The one that caught my eye first was the one in the plaid green two-
piece. She was a chunky kid, with a good tan and a sweet broad soft-looking
can with those two crescents of white just under it, where the sun never seems
to hit, at the top of the backs of her legs. I stood there with my hand on a box
of HiHo crackers trying to remember if I rang it up or not. I ring it up again
and the customer starts giving me hell. She's one of these cash-register-
watchers, a witch about fifty with rouge on her cheekbones and no eyebrows,
and I knowit made her day to trip me up. She'd been watching cash registers
forty years and probably never seen a mistake before.

By the time I got her feathers smoothed and her goodies into a bag -- she gives
me alittle snort in passing, if she'd been born at the right time they would have
burned her over in Salem -- by the time I get her on her way the girls had
circled around the bread and were coming back, without a pushcart, back my
way along the counters, in the aisle between the check-outs and the Special
bins. They didn't even have shoes on. There was this chunky one, with the two-
piece -- it was bright green and the seams on the bra were still sharp and her
belly was still pretty pale so I guessed she just got it (the suit) -~ there was this
one, with one of those chubby berry-faces, the lips all bunched together under
her nose, this one, and a tall one, with black hair that hadn't quite frizzed right,
and one of these sunburns right across under the eyes, and a chin that was too
long -- you know, the kind of girl other girls think is very "striking" and
"attractive" but never quite makes it, as they very well know, which is why
they like her so much -- and then the third one, that wasn't quite so tall. She
was the queen. She kind of led them, the other two peeking around and making
their shoulders round. She didn't look around, not this queen, she just walked
straight on slowly, on these long white prima donna legs. She came down a
little hard on her heels, as if she didn't walk in her bare feet that much, putting
down her heels and then letting the weight move along to her toes as if she was
testing the floor with every step, putting a little deliberate extra action into it.



You never know for sure how girls' minds work (do you really think it's a mind
in there or just a little buzz like a bee in a glassjar?) but you got the idea she
had talked the other two into coming in here with her, and now she was
showing them how to do it, walk slow and hold yourself straight.

She had on a kind of dirty-pink - - beige maybe, I don't know -- bathing suit
with a little nubble all over it and, what got me, the straps were down. They
were off her shoulders looped loose around the cool tops of her arms, and I
guess as a result the suit had slipped a little on her, so all around the top of the
cloth there was this shining rim. If it hadn't been there you wouldn't have
known there could have been anything whiter than those shoulders. With the
straps pushed off, there was nothing between the top of the suit and the top of
her head except just her, this clean bare plane of the top of her chest down
from the shoulder bones like a dented sheet of metal tilted in the light. I mean,
it was more than pretty.

She had sort of oaky hair that the sun and salt had bleached, done up in a bun
that was unravelling, and a kind of prim face. Walking into the A & P with
your straps down, ] suppose it's the only kind of face youcan have. She held
her head so high her neck, coming up out o fthose white shoulders, looked kind
of stretched, but I didn't mind. The longer her neck was, the more of her there
was.

She must have felt in the corner of her eye me and over my shoulder Stokesie
in the second slot watching, but she didn't tip. Not this queen. She kept her
eyes moving across the racks, and stopped, and turned so slow it made my
stomach rub the inside of my apron, and buzzed to the other two, who kind of
huddled against her for relief, and they all three of them went up the cat-and-
dog-food-breakfast-cereal-macaroni-ri ce-raisins-seasonings-spreads-spaghetti-
soft drinks- rackers-and- cookies aisle. From the third slot I look straight up
this aisle to the meat counter, and I watched them all the way. The fat one with
the tan sort of fumbled with the cookies, but on second thought she put the
packages back. The sheep pushing their carts down the aisle -- the girls were
walking against the usual traffic (not that we have one-way signs or anything) -
- were pretty hilarious. You could see them, when Queenie's white shoulders
dawned on them, kind of jerk, or hop, or hiccup, but their eyes snapped back to



their own baskets and on they pushed. I bet you could set off dynamite in an A
& P and the people would by and large keep reaching and checking oatmeal
off their lists and muttering "Let me see, there was a third thing, began with A,
asparagus, no, ah, yes, applesauce!" or whatever it is they do mutter. But there
was no doubt, this jiggled them. A few house-slaves in pin curlers even looked
around after pushing their carts past to make sure what they had seen was
correct.

You know, it's one thing to have a girl in a bathing suit down on the beach,
where what with the glare nobody can look at each other much anyway, and
another thing in the cool of the A & P, under the fluorescent lights, against all
those stacked packages, with her feet paddling along naked over our
checkerboard green-and-cream rubber-tile floor.

"Oh Daddy," Stokesie said beside me. "I feel so faint."

"Darling,” I said. "Hold me tight." Stokesie's married, with two babies chalked
up on his fuselage already, but as far as I can tell that's the only difference.
He's twenty-two, and I was nineteen this April.

"Is it done?" he asks, the responsible married man finding his voice. I forgot to
say he thinks he's going to be manager some sunny day, maybe in 1990 when
it's called the Great Alexandrov and Petrooshki Tea Company or something.

What he meant was, our town is five miles from a beach, with a big summer
colony out on the Point, but we're right in the middle of town, and the women
generally put on a shirt or shorts or something before they get out of the car
into the street. And anyway these are usually women with six children and
varicose veins mapping their legs and nobody, including them, could care less.
As I say, we're right in the middle of town, and if you stand at our front doors
you can see two banks and the Congregational church and the newspaper store
and three real-estate offices and about twenty-seven old free-loaders tearing up
Central Street because the sewer broke again. It's not as if we're on the Cape;
we're north of Boston and there's people in this town haven't seen the ocean for
twenty years.

The girls had reached the meat counter and were asking McMahon something.



He pointed, they pointed, and they shuffled out of sight behind a pyramid of
Diet Delight peaches. All that was left for us to see was old McMahon patting
his mouth and looking after them sizing up their joints. Poor kids, I began to
feel sorry for them, they couldn't help it.

Now here comes the sad part of the story, at:least my family says it's sad but I
don't think it's sad myself. The store's pretty empty, it being Thursday
afternoon, so there was nothing much to do except lean on the register and wait
for the girls to show up again. The whole store was like a pinball machine and
I didn't know which tunnel they'd come out of. After a while they come around
out of the far aisle, around the light bulbs, records at discount of the Caribbean
Six or Tony Martin Sings or some such gunk you wonder they waste the wax
on, sixpacks of candy bars, and plastic toys done up in cellophane that fall
apart when a kid looks at them anyway. Around they come, Queenie still
leading the way, and holding a little gray jar in her hand. Slots Three through
Seven are unmanned and I could see her wondering between Stokes and me,
but Stokesie with his usual luck draws an old party in baggy gray pants who
stumbles up with four giant cans of pineapple juice (what do these

bums do with all that pineapple juice' I've often asked myself) so the girls
come to me. Queenie puts down the jar and I take it into my fingers icy cold.
Kingfish Fancy Herring Snacks in Pure Sour Cream: 49¢. Now her hands are
empty, not a ring or a bracelet, bare as God made them, and I wonder where
the money's coming from. Still with that prim look she lifts a folded dollar bill
out of the hollow at the center of her nubbled pink top. The jar went heavy in
my hand. Really, I thought that was so cute.

Then everybody's luck begins to run out. Lengel comes in from haggling with
a truck full of cabbages on the lot and is about to scuttle into that door marked
MANAGER behind which he hides all day when the girls touch his eye.
Lengel's pretty dreary, teaches Sunday school and the rest, but he doesn't miss
that much. He comes over and says, "Girls, this isn't the beach."

Queenie blushes, though maybe it's just a brush of sunburn I was noticing for

the first time, now that she was so close. "My mother asked me to pick up a jar
of herring snacks." Her voice kind of startled me, the way voices do when you
see the people first, coming out so flat and dumb yet kind of tony, too, the way



it ticked over "pick up" and "snacks." All of a sudden I slid right down her
voice into her living room. Her father and the other men were standing around
in ice-cream coats and bow ties and the women were in sandals picking up
herring snacks on toothpicks off a big plate and they were all holding drinks
the color of water with olives and sprigs of mint in them. When my parents
have somebody over they get lemonade and if it's a real racy affair Schlitz in
tall glasses with "They'll Do It Every Time" cartoons stencilled on.

"That's all right,” Lengel said. "But this isn't the beach." His repeating this
struck me as funny, as if it hadjust occurred to him, and he had been thinking
all these years the A & P was a great big dune and he was the head lifeguard.
He didn't like my smiling -- -as I say he doesn't miss much -- but he
concentrates on giving the girls that sad Sunday- school-superintendent stare.

Queenie's blush is no sunburn now, and the plump one in plaid, that I liked
better from the back -- a really sweet can -- pipes up, "We weren't doing any
shopping. We just came in for the one thing."

"That makes no difference,” Lengel tells her, and I could see from the way his
eyes went that he hadn't noticed she was wearing a two-piece before. "We want
you decently dressed when you come in here."

"We are decent,"” Queenie says suddenly, her lower lip pushing, getting sore
now that she remembers her place, a place from which the crowd that runs the
A & P must look pretty crummy. Fancy Herring Snacks flashed in her very
blue eyes.

"Girls, I don't want to argue with you. After this come in here with your
shoulders covered. It's our policy." He turns his back. That's policy for you.
Policy is what the kingpins want. What the others want is juvenile
delinquency.

All this while, the customers had been showing up with their carts but, you
know, sheep, seeing a scene, they had all bunched up on Stokesie, who shook
open a paper bag as gently as peeling a peach, not wanting to miss a word. I
could feel in the silence everybody getting nervous, most of all Lengel, who
asks me, "Sammy, have you rung up this purchase?"



I thought and said "No" but it wasn't about that I was thinking. I go through the
punches, 4, 9, GROC, TOT -- it's more complicated than you think, and after
you do it often enough, it begins to make a lttle song, that you hear words to, in
my case "Hello(bing) there, you (gung) hap-py pee-pul (splat)"-the splat being
the drawer flying out. I uncrease the bill, tenderly as you may imagine, it just
having come from between the two smoothest scoops of vanilla I had ever
known were there, and pass a half and a penny into her narrow pink palm, and
nestle the herrings in a bag and twist its neck and hand it over, all the time
thinking.

The girls, and who'd blame them, are in a hurry to get out, so I say "I quit" to
Lengel quick enough for them to hear, hoping they'll stop and watch me, their
unsuspected hero. They keep right on going, into the electric eye; the door flies
open and they flicker across the lot to their car, Queenie and Plaid and Big Tall
Goony-Goony (not that as raw material she was so bad), leaving me with
Lengel and a kink in his eyebrow.

"Did you say something, Sammy?"

"I said I quit."

"I thought you did."

"You didn't have to embarrass them."

"It was they who were embarrassing us."

I started to say something that came out "Fiddle-de-doo." It's a saying of my
grand- mother's, and I know she would have been pleased.

"I don't think you know what you're saying," Lengel said.

"I know you don't," I said. "But I do." I pull the bow at the back of my apron
and start shrugging it off my shoulders. A couple customers that had been
heading for my slot begin to knock against each other, like scared pigs in a
chute.

Lengel sighs and begins to look very patient and old and gray. He's been a
friend of my parents for years. "Sammy, you don't want to do this to your Mom



and Dad," he tells me. It's true, I don't. But it seems to me that once you begin
a gesture it's fatal not to go through with it. I fold the apron, "Sammy" stitched
in red on the pocket, and put it on the counter, and drop the bow tie on top of
it. The bow tie is theirs, if you've ever wondered. "You'll feel this for the rest
of your life," Lengel says, and I know that's true, too, but remembering how he
made that pretty girl blush makes me so scrunchy inside I punch the No Sale
tab and the machine whirs "pee-pul” and the drawer splats out. One advantage
to this scene taking place in summer, [ can follow this up with a clean exit,
there's no fumbling around getting your coat and galoshes, I just saunter into
the electric eye in my white shirt that my mother ironed the night before, and
the door heaves itself open, and outside the sunshine is skating around on the
asphalt.

I look around for my girls, but they're gone, of course. There wasn't anybody
but some young married screaming with her children about some candy they
didn't get by the door of a powder-blue Falcon station wagon. Looking back in
the big windows, over the bags of peat moss and aluminum lawn furniture
stacked on the pavement, I could see Lengel in my place in the slot, checking
the sheep through. His face was dark gray and his back stiff, as if he'djust had
an injection of iron, and my stomach kind of fell as I felt how hard the world
was going to be to me hereafter.
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MISS BRILL (1920)
By Katherine Mansfield

Although it was so brilliantly fine—the blue sky powdered with gold and great spots of
light like white wine splashed over the Jardins Publiques—Miss Brill was glad that she
had decided on her fur. The air was motionless, but when you opened your mouth there
was just a faint chill, like a chill from a glass of iced water before you sip, and now and
again a leaf came drifting—from nowhere, from the sky. Miss Brill put up her hand and
touched her fur. Dear little thing! It was nice to feel it again. She had taken it out of its
box that afternoon, shaken out the moth-powder, given it a good brush, and rubbed the
life back into the dim little eyes. "What has been happening to me?" said the sad little
eyes. Oh, how sweet it was to see them snap at her again from the red eiderdown!... But
the nose, which was of some black composition, wasn't at all firm. It must have had a
knock, somehow. Never mind—-a little dab of black sealing-wax when the time came—
when it was absolutely necessary... Little rogue! Yes, she really felt like that about it.
Little rogue biting its tail just by her left ear. She could have taken it off and laid it on her
lap and stroked it. She felt a tingling in her hands and arms, but that came from walking,
she supposed. And when she breathed, something light and sad—no, not sad, exactly—
something gentle seemed to move in her bosom.

There were a number of people out this afternoon, far more than last Sunday. And the
band sounded louder and gayer. That was because the Season had begun. For although
the band played all the year round on Sundays, out of season it was never the same. It
was like some one playing with only the family to listen; it didn't care how it played if
there weren't any strangers present. Wasn't the conductor wearing a new coat, too? She
was sure it was new. He scraped with his foot and flapped his arms like a rooster about to
crow, and the bandsmen sitting in the green rotunda blew out their cheeks and glared at
the music. Now there came a little "flutey" bit—very pretty!—a little chain of bright
drops. She was sure it would be repeated. It was; she lifted her head and smiled.

Only two people shared her "special” seat: a fine old man in a velvet coat, his hands
clasped over a huge carved walking-stick, and a big old woman, sitting upright, with a
roll of knitting on her embroidered apron. They did not speak. This was disappointing, for
Miss Brill always looked forward to the conversation. She had become really quite
expert, she thought, at listening as though she didn't listen, at sitting in other people's
lives just for a minute while they talked round her.

She glanced, sideways, at the old couple. Perhaps they would go soon. Last Sunday, too,
hadn't been as interesting as usual. An Englishman and his wife, he wearing a dreadful
Panama hat and she button boots. And she'd gone on the whole time about how she ought
to wear spectacles; she knew she needed them; but that it was no good getting any; they'd
be sure to break and they'd never keep on. And he'd been so patient. He'd suggested
everything—gold rims, the kind that curved round your ears, little pads inside the bridge.
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No, nothing would please her. "They'll always be sliding down my nose!” Miss Brill had
wanted to shake her.

The old people sat on the bench, still as statues. Never mind, there was always the crowd
to watch. To and fro, in front of the flower-beds and the band rotunda, the couples and
groups paraded, stopped to talk, to greet, to buy a handful of flowers from the old beggar
who had his tray fixed to the railings. Little children ran among them, swooping and
laughing; little boys with big white silk bows under their chins, little girls, little French
dolls, dressed up in velvet and lace. And sometimes a tiny staggerer came suddenly
rocking into the open from under the trees, stopped, stared, as suddenly sat down "flop,"
until its small high-stepping mother, like a young hen, rushed scolding to its rescue. Other
people sat on the benches and green chairs, but they were nearly always the same, Sunday
after Sunday, and—Miss Brill had often noticed—there was something funny about
nearly all of them. They were odd, silent, nearly all old, and from the way they stared
they looked as though they'd just come from dark little rooms or even—even cupboards!

Behind the rotunda the slender trees with yellow leaves down drooping, and through
them just a line of sea, and beyond the blue sky with gold-veined clouds.

Tum-tum-tum tiddle-um! tiddle-um! tum tiddley-um tum ta! blew the band.

Two young girls in red came by and two young soldiers in blue met them, and they
laughed and paired and went off arm-in-arm. Two peasant women with funny straw hats
passed, gravely, leading beautiful smoke-coloured donkeys. A cold, pale nun hurried by.
A beautiful woman came along and dropped her bunch of violets, and a little boy ran
after to hand them to her, and she tock them and threw them away as if they'd been
poisoned. Dear me! Miss Brill didn't know whether to admire that or not! And now an
ermine toque and a gentleman in grey met just in front of her. He was tall, stiff, dignified,
and she was wearing the ermine toque she'd bought when her hair was yellow. Now
everything, her hair, her face, even her eyes, was the same colour as the shabby ermine,
and her hand, in its cleaned glove, lifted to dab her lips, was a tiny yellowish paw. Oh,
she was so pleased to see him—delighted! She rather thought they were going to meet
that afternoon. She described where she'd been—everywhere, here, there, along by the
sea. The day was so charming—didn't he agree? And wouldn't he, perhaps?.., But he
shook his head, lighted a cigarette, slowly breathed a great deep puff into her face, and
even while she was still talking and laughing, flicked the match away and walked on. The
ermine toque was alone; she smiled more brightly than ever. But even the band seemed to
know what she was feeling and played more softly, played tenderly, and the drum beat,
"The Brute! The Brute!" over and over. What would she do? What was going to happen
now? But as Miss Brill wondered, the ermine toque turned, raised her hand as though
she'd seen some one else, much nicer, just over there, and pattered away. And the band
changed again and played more quickly, more gayly than ever, and the old couple on
Miss Brill's seat got up and marched away, and such a funny old man with long whiskers
hobbled along in time to the music and was nearly knocked over by four girls walking
abreast.

Oh, how fascinating it was! How she enjoyed it! How she loved sitting here, watching it
all! It was like a play. It was exactly like a play. Who could believe the sky at the back
wasn't painted? But it wasn't till a little brown dog trotted on solemn and then slowly
trotted off, like a little "theatre" dog, a little dog that had been drugged, that Miss Brill
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discovered what it was that made it so exciting. They were all on the stage. They weren't
only the audience, not only looking on; they were acting. Even she had a part and came
every Sunday. No doubt somebody would have noticed if she hadn't been there; she was
part of the performance after all. How strange she'd never thought of it like that before!
And yet it explained why she made such a point of starting from home at just the same
time each week—so as not to be late for the performance—and it also explained why she
had quite a queer, shy feeling at telling her English pupils how she spent her Sunday
afternoons. No wonder! Miss Brill nearly laughed out loud. She was on the stage. She
thought of the old invalid gentleman to whom she read the newspaper four aftemoons a
week while he slept in the garden. She had got quite used to the frail head on the cotton
pillow, the hollowed eyes, the open mouth and the high pinched nose. If he'd been dead
she mightn't have noticed for weeks; she wouldn't have minded. But suddenly he knew he
was having the paper read to him by an actress! "An actress!” The old head lifted; two
points of light quivered in the old eyes. "An actress—are ye?" And Miss Brill smoothed
the newspaper as though it were the manuscript of her part and said gently, "Yes, I have
been an actress for a long time."

The band had been having a rest. Now they started again. And what they played was
warmn, sunny, yet there was just a faint chill—a something, what was it?—not sadness—
no, not sadness—a something that made you want to sing. The tune lifted, lifted, the light
shone; and it seemed to Miss Brill that in another moment all of them, all the whole
company, would begin singing. The young ones, the laughing ones who were moving
together, they would begin, and the men's voices, very resolute and brave, would join
them. And then she too, she too, and the others on the benches—they would come in with
a kind of accompaniment—something low, that scarcely rose or fell, something so
beautiful—moving... And Miss Brill's eyes filled with tears and she looked smiling at all
the other members of the company. Yes, we understand, we understand, she thought—
though what they understood she didn't know.

Just at that moment a boy and girl came and sat down where the old couple had been.
They were beautifully dressed; they were in love. The hero and heroine, of course, just
arrived from his father's yacht. And still soundlessly singing, still with that trembling
smile, Miss Brill prepared to listen.

"No, not now," said the girl. "Not here, I can't."

"But why? Because of that stupid old thing at the end there?" asked the boy. "Why does
she come here at all—who wants her? Why doesn't she keep her silly old mug at home?"

"It's her fu-ur which is so funny," giggled the girl. "It's exactly like a fried whiting."

"Ah, be off with you!" said the boy in an angry whisper. Then: "Tell me, ma petite
chere—"

""No, not here," said the girl. "Not yet."

On her way home she usually bought a slice of honey-cake at the baker's. It was her
Sunday treat. Sometimes there was an almond in her slice, sometimes not. It made a great
difference. If there was an almond it was like carrying home a tiny present—a surprise—
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something that might very well not have been there. She hurried on the almond Sundays
and struck the match for the kettle in quite a dashing way.

But to-day she passed the baker's by, climbed the stairs, went into the little dark room—
her room like a cupboard—and sat down on the red eiderdown. She sat there for a long
time. The box that the fur came out of was on the bed. She unclasped the necklet quickly;
quickly, without looking, laid it inside. But when she put the lid on she thought she heard
something crying.
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THE

HARKS

Denise Levertov

Well then, the last day the sharks appeared.
Dark fins appear, innocent
as if in fair warning, The sea becomes
sinister, are they everywhere? @ @ IMAGERY AND
I tell you, they break six feet of water.! MOOD
Isn’t it the same sea, and won’t we Feread lines 1-4. What
. is the mood at the
play in it any more? beginning of this pcem?
I liked it clear and not Which words and images
too calm, cnough waves help establish this mood?
10 to fly in on. For the first time
I dared to swim out of my depth.
It was sundown when they came, the time
when a sheen of copper stills the sea,
not dark enough for moonlight, clear enough
15 to sce them easily. Dark
the sharp lift of the fins.

w

alyze
PPisualsy
How does the photograph
reflect the mood of the
poem?

1. they break...water: Sharks often show their dorsal {in if water is
shallow enough.

UNIT 3! SETTING, MOOD, AND IMAGERY



The P

Wendell Berry

When despair for the world grows in me
and I wake in the night at the least sound
in fear of what my life and my children’s lives may be,
I go and lie down where the wood drake!
5 rests in his beauty on the water, and the great heron feeds. ) CONNECT
I come into the peace of wild things Think about how you feel
who do not tax their lives with forethought when you walkin the

Forief T . h Feill woods, alongside a lake,
or griet. 1 come inco the presence o still water, orthrough a scenic park.

Aﬂd I ECEI ﬂ.bOVe me the day—blmd stars Inwhat ways does your
10 waiting with cheir light. For a time experience connect with
I rest in the grace of the wotld, and am free. (3 the speaker’s ideas?

1. wood drake: a type of male duck.
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