
Grade 10 Summer Reading Project 
 
Welcome to the tenth grade!!  Listed below is a set of directions for your Summer 
Reading Project.  This project must be turned in to your English teacher on the day you 
return from summer break.  It will be worth 10% of your overall grade for the first 
quarter.  Please follow all directions carefully. 
 
First, please read the three short stories attached to this packet: “A Good Man is Hard to 
Find” by Flannery O’Connor (pages 4-14), “The Lottery” by Shirley Jackson (pages 15-
22), and “The Tell-Tale Heart” by Edgar Allen Poe (pages 22-24).  Then choose a 
fourth short story or novel to read.  Please complete the attached literature chart on page 
3 of your packets for all four of the pieces of literature.  The following websites offer 
an online database of short stories: 
 www.online-literature.com       
 www.bartleby.com 
Finally, out of the four pieces of literature you read, please select a favorite.  For this, 
please complete the project described on page 2 of your packet.  Remember, you only 
need to select one of the six projects listed on this page.  Be creative—this project is an 
opportunity to show your tenth grade English teacher who you are and what is important 
to you!  
 
Have a wonderful summer!!  Enjoy!! 
 

Additional Assignment for Honors Students 
In addition to completing the literature chart for each story and completing the project, 
please also include a three-paragraph response to each work.  The first paragraph should 
be an analysis of the theme of the work (what message is the author trying to get across 
and in what ways does he/she do so).  Please include quotations from the work to support 
your ideas.  Do not summarize the work!!  The second paragraph should discuss a 
literary element/technique employed by each author in these works.  Some literary 
elements/techniques with which you might be familiar are listed below: 
 
Point-of-View, Plot, Characterization, Style, Setting, Flashback, Foreshadowing, Irony, 
Personification, Symbolism, Metaphor, Simile, Imagery, Tone, Mood 
 
The third paragraph should discuss autobiographical information about the author (this 
will require some outside research).  In this paragraph, be sure to explain some ways in 
which the author’s life experiences may have influenced this particular work. 
 
All paragraphs should be typed in Times New Roman 12 pt. font and double-spaced. 

 
Summer Reading Project 

For one of the stories you read, please complete a project that displays your mastery of 
the major theme or themes present in the work.  Be creative and put forth effort!  Some 
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suggestions for your project are listed below (Please complete only one of the following 
six projects): 
  

• Create a movie soundtrack for your short story.  Make up a C.D. of 
at least ten songs that relates to your short story.  Then make up a C.D. 
leaflet that explains your reason for including each song (one paragraph 
for each song). 

• Create a talk show for your short story.  Write a script for a 
conversation that would occur between the characters if they were to be 
interviewed on the talk show (minimum 1-2 pages).  Make sure your 
host asks your characters about the major themes in your short story.  
You can even perform your talk show with other classmates (or willing 
participants) on video or in front of the class in September. 

• Create advertisements for the movie version of your short story.  
Pretend your short story is going to become a movie.  Design a movie 
poster and write a movie trailer (minimum one-half page) for this short 
story that would make other people want to go see it.  Make sure you put 
forth effort when creating your poster—make it an artistic masterpiece! 

• Create a diorama for your short story.  Make a diorama of a scene 
from your short story. Include a written explanation (minimum one-half 
page) of why you chose this particular scene and how it relates to the 
story’s theme. 

• Create an alternate ending for your short story.  Rewrite the ending 
of your short story, or add to the ending the author wrote.  Include with 
your alternate ending an explanation of why you rewrote the ending the 
way you did and how your new ending affects the major themes of the 
short story (minimum 1-2 pages). 

• Write a letter to the author.  Write a letter to the author of the story 
explaining to him/her whether or not you enjoyed his/her work.  Make 
sure you explain the reasons why you liked or did not like the story.  
Also, tell the author whether or not you agree with the story’s message 
(minimum 1-2 pages). 

 
All typed work for your projects should be in Times New Roman 12pt. font and double-
spaced.   
 
 
 Story 1 Story 2 Story 3 Story 4 

Title “A Good Man 
is Hard to Find” 

“The Lottery” “A Tell-Tale 
Heart” 

 

Author Flannery 
O’Connor 

Shirley 
Jackson 

Edgar Allen 
Poe 
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Setting 
(Where and when 

the story takes 
place) 

    

Characterization 
(Include characters’ 

names, 
words/thoughts, 

actions, and other 
characters’ 

reactions to them) 

    

Point-of-View 
(Who is telling the 
story?  Is the story 
written in first or 

third person?) 

    

Imagery 
(Identify the words 
that appeal to your 

five senses, 
including taste, 

touch, smell, sight, 
and hearing). 

    

 
A Good Man Is Hard To Find 
Flannery O’Connor 

The grandmother didn't want to go to Florida. She wanted to visit some of her 
connections in east Tennes- see and she was seizing at every chance to change Bailey's 
mind. Bailey was the son she lived with, her only boy. He was sitting on the edge of his 
chair at the table, bent over the orange sports section of the Journal. "Now look here, 
Bailey," she said, "see here, read this," and she stood with one hand on her thin hip and 
the other rattling the newspaper at his bald head. "Here this fellow that calls himself The 
Misfit is aloose from the Federal Pen and headed toward Florida and you read here what 
it says he did to these people. Just you read it. I wouldn't take my children in any 
direction with a criminal like that aloose in it. I couldn't answer to my conscience if I 
did."  

Bailey didn't look up from his reading so she wheeled around then and faced the 
children's mother, a young woman in slacks, whose face was as broad and innocent as a 
cabbage and was tied around with a green head-kerchief that had two points on the top 
like rabbit's ears. She was sitting on the sofa, feeding the baby his apricots out of a jar. 
"The children have been to Florida before," the old lady said. "You all ought to take them 
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somewhere else for a change so they would see different parts of the world and be broad. 
They never have been to east Tennessee."  

The children's mother didn't seem to hear her but the eight-year-old boy, John Wesley, a 
stocky child with glasses, said, "If you don't want to go to Florida, why dontcha stay at 
home?" He and the little girl, June Star, were reading the funny papers on the floor.  

"She wouldn't stay at home to be queen for a day," June Star said without raising her 
yellow head.  

"Yes and what would you do if this fellow, The Misfit, caught you?" the grandmother 
asked.  

"I'd smack his face," John Wesley said.  

"She wouldn't stay at home for a million bucks," June Star said. "Afraid she'd miss 
something. She has to go everywhere we go."  

"All right, Miss," the grandmother said. "Just re- member that the next time you want me 
to curl your hair."  

June Star said her hair was naturally curly.  

The next morning the grandmother was the first one in the car, ready to go. She had her 
big black valise that looked like the head of a hippopotamus in one corner, and 
underneath it she was hiding a basket with Pitty Sing, the cat, in it. She didn't intend for 
the cat to be left alone in the house for three days because he would miss her too much 
and she was afraid he might brush against one of her gas burners and accidentally 
asphyxiate himself. Her son, Bailey, didn't like to arrive at a motel with a cat.  

She sat in the middle of the back seat with John Wesley and June Star on either side of 
her. Bailey and the children's mother and the baby sat in front and they left Atlanta at 
eight forty-five with the mileage on the car at 55890. The grandmother wrote this down 
because she thought it would be interesting to say how many miles they had been when 
they got back. It took them twenty minutes to reach the outskirts of the city.  

The old lady settled herself comfortably, removing her white cotton gloves and putting 
them up with her purse on the shelf in front of the back window. The children's mother 
still had on slacks and still had her head tied up in a green kerchief, but the grandmother 
had on a navy blue straw sailor hat with a bunch of white violets on the brim and a navy 
blue dress with a small white dot in the print. Her collars and cuffs were white organdy 
trimmed with lace and at her neckline she had pinned a purple spray of cloth violets 
containing a sachet. In case of an accident, anyone seeing her dead on the highway would 
know at once that she was a lady.  
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She said she thought it was going to be a good day for driving, neither too hot nor too 
cold, and she cautioned Bailey that the speed limit was fifty-five miles an hour and that 
the patrolmen hid themselves behind billboards and small clumps of trees and sped out 
after you before you had a chance to slow down. She pointed out interesting details of the 
scenery: Stone Mountain; the blue granite that in some places came up to both sides of 
the highway; the brilliant red clay banks slightly streaked with purple; and the various 
crops that made rows of green lace-work on the ground. The trees were full of silver-
white sunlight and the meanest of them sparkled. The children were reading comic 
magazines and their mother and gone back to sleep.  

"Let's go through Georgia fast so we won't have to look at it much," John Wesley said.  

"If I were a little boy," said the grandmother, "I wouldn't talk about my native state that 
way. Tennessee has the mountains and Georgia has the hills."  

"Tennessee is just a hillbilly dumping ground," John Wesley said, "and Georgia is a lousy 
state too."  

"You said it," June Star said.  

"In my time," said the grandmother, folding her thin veined fingers, "children were more 
respectful of their native states and their parents and everything else. People did right 
then. Oh look at the cute little pickaninny!" she said and pointed to a Negro child 
standing in the door of a shack. "Wouldn't that make a picture, now?" she asked and they 
all turned and looked at the little Negro out of the back window. He waved  

"He didn't have any britches on," June Star said.  

"He probably didn't have any," the grandmother explained. "Little riggers in the country 
don't have things like we do. If I could paint, I'd paint that picture," she said.  

The children exchanged comic books.  

The grandmother offered to hold the baby and the children's mother passed him over the 
front seat to her. She set him on her knee and bounced him and told him about the things 
they were passing. She rolled her eyes and screwed up her mouth and stuck her leathery 
thin face into his smooth bland one. Occasionally he gave her a faraway smile. They 
passed a large cotton field with five or fix graves fenced in the middle of it, like a small 
island. "Look at the graveyard!" the grandmother said, pointing it out. "That was the old 
family burying ground. That belonged to the plantation."  

"Where's the plantation?" John Wesley asked.  

"Gone With the Wind" said the grandmother. "Ha. Ha."  
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When the children finished all the comic books they had brought, they opened the lunch 
and ate it. The grandmother ate a peanut butter sandwich and an olive and would not let 
the children throw the box and the paper napkins out the window. When there was 
nothing else to do they played a game by choosing a cloud and making the other two 
guess what shape it suggested. John Wesley took one the shape of a cow and June Star 
guessed a cow and John Wesley said, no, an automobile, and June Star said he didn't play 
fair, and they began to slap each other over the grandmother.  

The grandmother said she would tell them a story if they would keep quiet. When she 
told a story, she rolled her eyes and waved her head and was very dramatic. She said once 
when she was a maiden lady she had been courted by a Mr. Edgar Atkins Teagarden from 
Jasper, Georgia. She said he was a very good-looking man and a gentleman and that he 
brought her a watermelon every Saturday afternoon with his initials cut in it, E. A. T. 
Well, one Saturday, she said, Mr. Teagarden brought the watermelon and there was 
nobody at home and he left it on the front porch and returned in his buggy to Jasper, but 
she never got the watermelon, she said, because a nigger boy ate it when he saw the 
initials, E. A. T. ! This story tickled John Wesley's funny bone and he giggled and 
giggled but June Star didn't think it was any good. She said she wouldn't marry a man 
that just brought her a watermelon on Saturday. The grandmother said she would have 
done well to marry Mr. Teagarden because he was a gentle man and had bought Coca-
Cola stock when it first came out and that he had died only a few years ago, a very 
wealthy man.  

They stopped at The Tower for barbecued sand- wiches. The Tower was a part stucco and 
part wood filling station and dance hall set in a clearing outside of Timothy. A fat man 
named Red Sammy Butts ran it and there were signs stuck here and there on the building 
and for miles up and down the highway saying, TRY RED SAMMY'S FAMOUS 
BARBECUE. NONE LIKE FAMOUS RED SAMMY'S! RED SAM! THE FAT BOY 
WITH THE HAPPY LAUGH. A VETERAN! RED SAMMY'S YOUR MAN!  

Red Sammy was lying on the bare ground outside The Tower with his head under a truck 
while a gray monkey about a foot high, chained to a small chinaberry tree, chattered 
nearby. The monkey sprang back into the tree and got on the highest limb as soon as he 
saw the children jump out of the car and run toward him.  

Inside, The Tower was a long dark room with a counter at one end and tables at the other 
and dancing space in the middle. They all sat down at a board table next to the 
nickelodeon and Red Sam's wife, a tall burnt-brown woman with hair and eyes lighter 
than her skin, came and took their order. The children's mother put a dime in the machine 
and played "The Tennessee Waltz," and the grandmother said that tune always made her 
want to dance. She asked Bailey if he would like to dance but he only glared at her. He 
didn't have a naturally sunny disposition like she did and trips made him nervous. The 
grandmother's brown eyes were very bright. She swayed her head from side to side and 
pretended she was dancing in her chair. June Star said play something she could tap to so 
the children's mother put in another dime and played a fast number and June Star stepped 
out onto the dance floor and did her tap routine.  
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"Ain't she cute?" Red Sam's wife said, leaning over the counter. "Would you like to come 
be my little girl?"  

"No I certainly wouldn't," June Star said. "I wouldn't live in a broken-down place like this 
for a million bucks!" and she ran back to the table.  

"Ain't she cute?" the woman repeated, stretching her mouth politely.  

"Arn't you ashamed?" hissed the grandmother.  

Red Sam came in and told his wife to quit lounging on the counter and hurry up with 
these people's order. His khaki trousers reached just to his hip bones and his stomach 
hung over them like a sack of meal swaying under his shirt. He came over and sat down 
at a table nearby and let out a combination sigh and yodel. "You can't win," he said. "You 
can't win," and he wiped his sweating red face off with a gray handkerchief. "These days 
you don't know who to trust," he said. "Ain't that the truth?"  

"People are certainly not nice like they used to be," said the grandmother.  

"Two fellers come in here last week," Red Sammy said, "driving a Chrysler. It was a old 
beat-up car but it was a good one and these boys looked all right to me. Said they worked 
at the mill and you know I let them fellers charge the gas they bought? Now why did I do 
that?"  

"Because you're a good man!" the grandmother said at once.  

"Yes'm, I suppose so," Red Sam said as if he were struck with this answer.  

His wife brought the orders, carrying the five plates all at once without a tray, two in each 
hand and one balanced on her arm. "It isn't a soul in this green world of God's that you 
can trust," she said. "And I don't count nobody out of that, not nobody," she repeated, 
looking at Red Sammy.  

"Did you read about that criminal, The Misfit, that's escaped?" asked the grandmother.  

"I wouldn't be a bit surprised if he didn't attack this place right here," said the woman. "If 
he hears about it being here, I wouldn't be none surprised to see him. If he hears it's two 
cent in the cash register, I wouldn't be a tall surprised if he . . ."  

"That'll do," Red Sam said. "Go bring these people their Co'-Colas," and the woman went 
off to get the rest of the order.  

"A good man is hard to find," Red Sammy said. "Everything is getting terrible. I 
remember the day you could go off and leave your screen door unlatched. Not no more."  
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He and the grandmother discussed better times. The old lady said that in her opinion 
Europe was entirely to blame for the way things were now. She said the way Europe 
acted you would think we were made of money and Red Sam said it was no use talking 
about it, she was exactly right. The children ran outside into the white sunlight and 
looked at the monkey in the lacy chinaberry tree. He was busy catching fleas on himself 
and biting each one carefully between his teeth as if it were a delicacy.  

They drove off again into the hot afternoon. The grandmother took cat naps and woke up 
every few minutes with her own snoring. Outside of Toombsboro she woke up and 
recalled an old plantation that she had visited in this neighborhood once when she was a 
young lady. She said the house had six white columns across the front and that there was 
an avenue of oaks leading up to it and two little wooden trellis arbors on either side in 
front where you sat down with your suitor after a stroll in the garden. She recalled exactly 
which road to turn off to get to it. She knew that Bailey would not be willing to lose any 
time looking at an old house, but the more she talked about it, the more she wanted to see 
it once again and find out if the little twin arbors were still standing. "There was a secret:-
panel in this house," she said craftily, not telling the truth but wishing that she were, "and 
the story went that all the family silver was hidden in it when Sherman came through but 
it was never found . . ."  

"Hey!" John Wesley said. "Let's go see it! We'll find it! We'll poke all the woodwork and 
find it! Who lives there? Where do you turn off at? Hey Pop, can't we turn off there?"  

"We never have seen a house with a secret panel!" June Star shrieked. "Let's go to the 
house with the secret panel! Hey Pop, can't we go see the house with the secret panel!"  

"It's not far from here, I know," the grandmother said. "It wouldn't take over twenty 
minutes."  

Bailey was looking straight ahead. His jaw was as rigid as a horseshoe. "No," he said.  

The children began to yell and scream that they wanted to see the house with the secret 
panel. John Wesley kicked the back of the front seat and June Star hung over her mother's 
shoulder and whined desperately into her ear that they never had any fun even on their 
vacation, that they could never do what THEY wanted to do. The baby began to scream 
and John Wesley kicked the back of the seat so hard that his father could feel the blows in 
his kidney.  

"All right!" he shouted and drew the car to a stop at the side of the road. "Will you all 
shut up? Will you all just shut up for one second? If you don't shut up, we won't go 
anywhere."  

"It would be very educational for them," the grandmother murmured.  

"All right," Bailey said, "but get this: this is the only time we're going to stop for anything 
like this. This is the one and only time."  
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"The dirt road that you have to turn down is about a mile back," the grandmother 
directed. "I marked it when we passed."  

"A dirt road," Bailey groaned.  

After they had turned around and were headed toward the dirt road, the grandmother 
recalled other points about the house, the beautiful glass over the front doorway and the 
candle-lamp in the hall. John Wesley said that the secret panel was probably in the 
fireplace.  

"You can't go inside this house," Bailey said. "You don't know who lives there."  

"While you all talk to the people in front, I'll run around behind and get in a window," 
John Wesley suggested.  

"We'll all stay in the car," his mother said.  

They turned onto the dirt road and the car raced roughly along in a swirl of pink dust. The 
grandmother recalled the times when there were no paved roads and thirty miles was a 
day's journey. The dirt road was hilly and there were sudden washes in it and sharp 
curves on dangerous embankments. All at once they would be on a hill, looking down 
over the blue tops of trees for miles around, then the next minute, they would be in a red 
depression with the dust-coated trees looking down on them.  

"This place had better turn up in a minute," Bailey said, "or I'm going to turn around."  

The road looked as if no one had traveled on it in months.  

"It's not much farther," the grandmother said and just as she said it, a horrible thought 
came to her. The thought was so embarrassing that she turned red in the face and her eyes 
dilated and her feet jumped up, upsetting her valise in the corner. The instant the valise 
moved, the newspaper top she had over the basket under it rose with a snarl and Pitty 
Sing, the cat, sprang onto Bailey's shoulder.  

The children were thrown to the floor and their mother, clutching the baby, was thrown 
out the door onto the ground; the old lady was thrown into the front seat. The car turned 
over once and landed right-side-up in a gulch off the side of the road. Bailey remained in 
the driver's seat with the cat gray-striped with a broad white face and an orange nose 
clinging to his neck like a caterpillar.  

As soon as the children saw they could move their arms and legs, they scrambled out of 
the car, shouting, "We've had an ACCIDENT!" The grandmother was curled up under the 
dashboard, hoping she was injured so that Bailey's wrath would not come down on her all 
at once. The horrible thought she had had before the accident was that the house she had 
remembered so vividly was not in Georgia but in Tennessee.  
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Bailey removed the cat from his neck with both hands and flung it out the window 
against the side of a pine tree. Then he got out of the car and started looking for the 
children's mother. She was sitting against the side of the red gutted ditch, holding the 
screaming baby, but she only had a cut down her face and a broken shoulder. "We've had 
an ACCIDENT!" the children screamed in a frenzy of delight.  

"But nobody's killed," June Star said with disappointment as the grandmother limped out 
of the car, her hat still pinned to her head but the broken front brim standing up at a 
jaunty angle and the violet spray hanging off the side. They all sat down in the ditch, 
except the children, to recover from the shock. They were all shaking.  

"Maybe a car will come along," said the children's mother hoarsely.  

"I believe I have injured an organ," said the grandmother, pressing her side, but no one 
answered her. Bailey's teeth were clattering. He had on a yellow sport shirt with bright 
blue parrots designed in it and his face was as yellow as the shirt. The grandmother 
decided that she would not mention that the house was in Tennessee.  

The road was about ten feet above and they could see only the tops of the trees on the 
other side of it. Behind the ditch they were sitting in there were more woods, tall and dark 
and deep. In a few minutes they saw a car some distance away on top of a hill, coming 
slowly as if the occupants were watching them. The grandmother stood up and waved 
both arms dramatically to attract their attention. The car continued to come on slowly, 
disappeared around a bend and appeared again, moving even slower, on top of the hill 
they had gone over. It was a big black battered hearselike automobile. There were three 
men in it.  

It came to a stop just over them and for some minutes, the driver looked down with a 
steady expressionless gaze to where they were sitting, and didn't speak. Then he turned 
his head and muttered something to the other two and they got out. One was a fat boy in 
black trousers and a red sweat shirt with a silver stallion embossed on the front of it. He 
moved around on the right side of them and stood staring, his mouth partly open in a kind 
of loose grin. The other had on khaki pants and a blue striped coat and a gray hat pulled 
down very low, hiding most of his face. He came around slowly on the left side. Neither 
spoke.  

The driver got out of the car and stood by the side of it, looking down at them. He was an 
older man than the other two. His hair was just beginning to gray and he wore silver-
rimmed spectacles that gave him a scholarly look. He had a long creased face and didn't 
have on any shirt or undershirt. He had on blue jeans that were too tight for him and was 
holding a black hat and a gun. The two boys also had guns.  

"We've had an ACCIDENT!" the children screamed.  

The grandmother had the peculiar feeling that the bespectacled man was someone she 
knew. His face was as familiar to her as if she had known him all her life but she could 
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not recall who he was. He moved away from the car and began to come down the 
embankment, placing his feet carefully so that he wouldn't slip. He had on tan and white 
shoes and no socks, and his ankles were red and thin. "Good afternoon," he said. "I see 
you all had you a little spill."  

"We turned over twice!" said the grandmother.  

"Once", he corrected. "We seen it happen. Try their car and see will it run, Hiram," he 
said quietly to the boy with the gray hat.  

"What you got that gun for?" John Wesley asked. "Whatcha gonna do with that gun?"  

"Lady," the man said to the children's mother, "would you mind calling them children to 
sit down by you? Children make me nervous. I want all you all to sit down right together 
there where you're at."  

"What are you telling US what to do for?" June Star asked.  

Behind them the line of woods gaped like a dark open mouth. "Come here," said their 
mother.  

"Look here now," Bailey began suddenly, "we're in a predicament! We're in . . ."  

The grandmother shrieked. She scrambled to her feet and stood staring. "You're The 
Misfit!" she said. "I recognized you at once!"  

"Yes'm," the man said, smiling slightly as if he were pleased in spite of himself to be 
known, "but it would have been better for all of you, lady, if you hadn't of reckernized 
me."  

Bailey turned his head sharply and said something to his mother that shocked even the 
children. The old lady began to cry and The Misfit reddened.  

"Lady," he said, "don't you get upset. Sometimes a man says things he don't mean. I don't 
reckon he meant to talk to you thataway."  

"You wouldn't shoot a lady, would you?" the grandmother said and removed a clean 
handkerchief from her cuff and began to slap at her eyes with it.  

The Misfit pointed the toe of his shoe into the ground and made a little hole and then 
covered it up again. "I would hate to have to," he said.  

"Listen," the grandmother almost screamed, "I know you're a good man. You don't look a 
bit like you have common blood. I know you must come from nice people!"  
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"Yes mam," he said, "finest people in the world." When he smiled he showed a row of 
strong white teeth. "God never made a finer woman than my mother and my daddy's 
heart was pure gold," he said. The boy with the red sweat shirt had come around behind 
them and was standing with his gun at his hip. The Misfit squatted down on the ground. 
"Watch them children, Bobby Lee," he said. "You know they make me nervous." He 
looked at the six of them huddled together in front of him and he seemed to be 
embarrassed as if he couldn't think of anything to say. "Ain't a cloud in the sky," he 
remarked, looking up at it. "Don't see no sun but don't see no cloud neither."  

"Yes, it's a beautiful day," said the grandmother. "Listen," she said, "you shouldn't call 
yourself The Misfit because I know you're a good man at heart. I can just look at you and 
tell."  

"Hush!" Bailey yelled. "Hush! Everybody shut up and let me handle this!" He was 
squatting in the position of a runner about to sprint forward but he didn't move.  

"I pre-chate that, lady," The Misfit said and drew a little circle in the ground with the butt 
of his gun.  

"It'll take a half a hour to fix this here car," Hiram called, looking over the raised hood of 
it.  

"Well, first you and Bobby Lee get him and that little boy to step over yonder with you," 
The Misfit said, pointing to Bailey and John Wesley. "The boys want to ast you 
something," he said to Bailey. "Would you mind stepping back in them woods there with 
them?"  

"Listen," Bailey began, "we're in a terrible predicament! Nobody realizes what this is," 
and his voice cracked. His eyes were as blue and intense as the parrots in his shirt and he 
remained perfectly still.  

The grandmother reached up to adjust her hat brim as if she were going to the woods with 
him but it came off in her hand. She stood staring at it and after a second she let it fall on 
the ground. Hiram pulled Bailey up by the arm as if he were assisting an old man. John 
Wesley caught hold of his father's hand and Bobby I,ee followed. They went off toward 
the woods and just as they reached the dark edge, Bailey turned and supporting himself 
against a gray naked pine trunk, he shouted, "I'll be back in a minute, Mamma, wait on 
me!"  

"Come back this instant!" his mother shrilled but they all disappeared into the woods.  

"Bailey Boy!" the grandmother called in a tragic voice but she found she was looking at 
The Misfit squatting on the ground in front of her. "I just know you're a good man," she 
said desperately. "You're not a bit common!"  
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"Nome, I ain't a good man," The Misfit said after a second ah if he had considered her 
statement carefully, "but I ain't the worst in the world neither. My daddy said I was a 
different breed of dog from my brothers and sisters. 'You know,' Daddy said, 'it's some 
that can live their whole life out without asking about it and it's others has to know why it 
is, and this boy is one of the latters. He's going to be into everything!"' He put on his 
black hat and looked up suddenly and then away deep into the woods as if he were 
embarrassed again. "I'm sorry I don't have on a shirt before you ladies," he said, hunching 
his shoulders slightly. "We buried our clothes that we had on when we escaped and we're 
just making do until we can get better. We borrowed these from some folks we met," he 
explained.  

"That's perfectly all right," the grandmother said. "Maybe Bailey has an extra shirt in his 
suitcase."  

"I'll look and see terrectly," The Misfit said.  

"Where are they taking him?" the children's mother screamed.  

"Daddy was a card himself," The Misfit said. "You couldn't put anything over on him. He 
never got in trouble with the Authorities though. Just had the knack of handling them."  

"You could be honest too if you'd only try," said the grandmother. "Think how wonderful 
it would be to settle down and live a comfortable life and not have to think about 
somebody chasing you all the time."  

The Misfit kept scratching in the ground with the butt of his gun as if he were thinking 
about it. "Yestm, somebody is always after you," he murmured.  

The grandmother noticed how thin his shoulder blades were just behind his hat because 
she was standing up looking down on him. "Do you every pray?" she asked.  

He shook his head. All she saw was the black hat wiggle between his shoulder blades. 
"Nome," he said.  

There was a pistol shot from the woods, followed closely by another. Then silence. The 
old lady's head jerked around. She could hear the wind move through the tree tops like a 
long satisfied insuck of breath. "Bailey Boy!" she called.  

"I was a gospel singer for a while," The Misfit said. "I been most everything. Been in the 
arm service both land and sea, at home and abroad, been twict married, been an 
undertaker, been with the railroads, plowed Mother Earth, been in a tornado, seen a man 
burnt alive oncet," and he looked up at the children's mother and the little girl who were 
sitting close together, their faces white and their eyes glassy; "I even seen a woman 
flogged," he said.  

"Pray, pray," the grandmother began, "pray, pray . . ."  
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I never was a bad boy that I remember of," The Misfit said in an almost dreamy voice, 
"but somewheres along the line I done something wrong and got sent to the penitentiary. 
I was buried alive," and he looked up and held her attention to him by a steady stare.  

"That's when you should have started to pray," she said. "What did you do to get sent to 
the penitentiary that first time?"  

"Turn to the right, it was a wall," The Misfit said, looking up again at the cloudless sky. 
"Turn to the left, it was a wall. Look up it was a ceiling, look down it was a floor. I forget 
what I done, lady. I set there and set there, trying to remember what it was I done and I 
ain't recalled it to this day. Oncet in a while, I would think it was coming to me, but it 
never come."  

"Maybe they put you in by mistake," the old lady said vaguely.  

"Nome," he said. "It wasn't no mistake. They had the papers on me."  

"You must have stolen something," she said.  

The Misfit sneered slightly. "Nobody had nothing I wanted," he said. "It was a head-
doctor at the penitentiary said what I had done was kill my daddy but I known that for a 
lie. My daddy died in nineteen ought nineteen of the epidemic flu and I never had a thing 
to do with it. He was buried in the Mount Hopewell Baptist churchyard and you can go 
there and see for yourself."  

"If you would pray," the old lady said, "Jesus would help you."  

"That's right," The Misfit said.  

"Well then, why don't you pray?" she asked trembling with delight suddenly.  

"I don't want no hep," he said. "I'm doing all right by myself."  

Bobby Lee and Hiram came ambling back from the woods. Bobby Lee was dragging a 
yellow shirt with bright blue parrots in it.  

"Thow me that shirt, Bobby Lee," The Misfit said. The shirt came flying at him and 
landed on his shoulder and he put it on. The grandmother couldn't name what the shirt 
reminded her of. "No, lady," The Misfit said while he was buttoning it up, "I found out 
the crime don't matter. You can do one thing or you can do another, kill a man or take a 
tire off his car, because sooner or later you're going to forget what it was you done and 
just be punished for it."  

The children's mother had begun to make heaving noises as if she couldn't get her breath. 
"Lady," he asked, "would you and that little girl like to step off yonder with Bobby Lee 
and Hiram and join your husband?"  
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"Yes, thank you," the mother said faintly. Her left arm dangled helplessly and she was 
holding the baby, who had gone to sleep, in the other. "Hep that lady up, Hiram," The 
Misfit said as she struggled to climb out of the ditch, "and Bobby Lee, you hold onto that 
little girl's hand."  

"I don't want to hold hands with him," June Star said. "He reminds me of a pig."  

The fat boy blushed and laughed and caught her by the arm and pulled her off into the 
woods after Hiram and her mother.  

Alone with The Misfit, the grandmother found that she had lost her voice. There was not 
a cloud in the sky nor any sun. There was nothing around her but woods. She wanted to 
tell him that he must pray. She opened and closed her mouth several times before 
anything came out. Finally she found herself saying, "Jesus. Jesus," meaning, Jesus will 
help you, but the way she was saying it, it sounded as if she might be cursing.  

"Yes'm, The Misfit said as if he agreed. "Jesus shown everything off balance. It was the 
same case with Him as with me except He hadn't committed any crime and they could 
prove I had committed one because they had the papers on me. Of course," he said, "they 
never shown me my papers. That's why I sign myself now. I said long ago, you get you a 
signature and sign everything you do and keep a copy of it. Then you'll know what you 
done and you can hold up the crime to the punishment and see do they match and in the 
end you'll have something to prove you ain't been treated right. I call myself The Misfit," 
he said, "because I can't make what all I done wrong fit what all I gone through in 
punishment."  

There was a piercing scream from the woods, followed closely by a pistol report. "Does it 
seem right to you, lady, that one is punished a heap and another ain't punished at all?"  

"Jesus!" the old lady cried. "You've got good blood! I know you wouldn't shoot a lady! I 
know you come from nice people! Pray! Jesus, you ought not to shoot a lady. I'll give you 
all the money I've got!"  

"Lady," The Misfit said, looking beyond her far into the woods, "there never was a body 
that give the undertaker a tip."  

There were two more pistol reports and the grandmother raised her head like a parched 
old turkey hen crying for water and called, "Bailey Boy, Bailey Boy!" as if her heart 
would break.  

"Jesus was the only One that ever raised the dead," The Misfit continued, "and He 
shouldn't have done it. He shown everything off balance. If He did what He said, then it's 
nothing for you to do but thow away everything and follow Him, and if He didn't, then 
it's nothing for you to do but enjoy the few minutes you got left the best way you can by 
killing somebody or burning down his house or doing some other meanness to him. No 
pleasure but meanness," he said and his voice had become almost a snarl.  
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"Maybe He didn't raise the dead," the old lady mumbled, not knowing what she was 
saying and feeling so dizzy that she sank down in the ditch with her legs twisted under 
her.  

"I wasn't there so I can't say He didn't," The Misfit said. "I wisht I had of been there," he 
said, hitting the ground with his fist. "It ain't right I wasn't there because if I had of been 
there I would of known. Listen lady," he said in a high voice, "if I had of been there I 
would of known and I wouldn't be like I am now." His voice seemed about to crack and 
the grandmother's head cleared for an instant. She saw the man's face twisted close to her 
own as if he were going to cry and she murmured, "Why you're one of my babies. You're 
one of my own children !" She reached out and touched him on the shoulder. The Misfit 
sprang back as if a snake had bitten him and shot her three times through the chest. Then 
he put his gun down on the ground and took off his glasses and began to clean them.  

Hiram and Bobby Lee returned from the woods and stood over the ditch, looking down at 
the grandmother who half sat and half lay in a puddle of blood with her legs crossed 
under her like a child's and her face smiling up at the cloudless sky.  

Without his glasses, The Misfit's eyes were red-rimmed and pale and defenseless-
looking. "Take her off and thow her where you thown the others," he said, picking up the 
cat that was rubbing itself against his leg.  

"She was a talker, wasn't she?" Bobby Lee said, sliding down the ditch with a yodel.  

"She would of been a good woman," The Misfit said, "if it had been somebody there to 
shoot her every minute of her life."  

"Some fun!" Bobby Lee said.  

"Shut up, Bobby Lee," The Misfit said. "It's no real pleasure in life."  

The Lottery  
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 
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a while before they broke into boisterous play. and their talk was still 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 the boys. and the very small children 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. 
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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. The black box grew shabbier each 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. Summers 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. Summers was very good at 
all this; in his clean white shirt and blue jeans. with one hand resting carelessly on the 
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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?"  

"Dunbar." several people said. "Dunbar. Dunbar."  

Mr. Summers consulted his list. "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.  
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"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.  

"Clark.... Delacroix"  
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"There goes my old man." Mrs. Delacroix said. She held her breath while her husband 
went forward.  

"Dunbar," Mr. Summers 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 holding 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."  

"I 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.  

 21



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."  

"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. Summers. 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."  
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"It wasn't fair," Tessie said.  

"I 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. Summers 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."  

"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 took 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.  
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"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. Summers 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.  

"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 
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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 Hutchinson 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.  

The Tell-Tale Heart 
By Edgar Allan Poe  
True! --nervous --very, very dreadfully nervous I had been and am; but why will you say that I 
am mad? The disease had sharpened my senses --not destroyed --not dulled them. Above all was 
the sense of hearing acute. I heard all things in the heaven and in the earth. I heard many things in 
hell. How, then, am I mad? Hearken! and observe how healthily --how calmly I can tell you the 
whole story. 

It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my brain; but once conceived, it haunted me day 
and night. Object there was none. Passion there was none. I loved the old man. He had never 
wronged me. He had never given me insult. For his gold I had no desire. I think it was his eye! 
yes, it was this! He had the eye of a vulture --a pale blue eye, with a film over it. Whenever it fell 
upon me, my blood ran cold; and so by degrees --very gradually --I made up my mind to take the 
life of the old man, and thus rid myself of the eye forever.  

Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know nothing. But you should have seen me. 
You should have seen how wisely I proceeded --with what caution --with what foresight --with 
what dissimulation I went to work! I was never kinder to the old man than during the whole week 
before I killed him. And every night, about midnight, I turned the latch of his door and opened it -
-oh so gently! And then, when I had made an opening sufficient for my head, I put in a dark 
lantern, all closed, closed, that no light shone out, and then I thrust in my head. Oh, you would 
have laughed to see how cunningly I thrust it in! I moved it slowly --very, very slowly, so that I 
might not disturb the old man's sleep. It took me an hour to place my whole head within the 
opening so far that I could see him as he lay upon his bed. Ha! would a madman have been so 
wise as this, And then, when my head was well in the room, I undid the lantern cautiously-oh, so 
cautiously --cautiously (for the hinges creaked) --I undid it just so much that a single thin ray fell 
upon the vulture eye. And this I did for seven long nights --every night just at midnight --but I 
found the eye always closed; and so it was impossible to do the work; for it was not the old man 
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who vexed me, but his Evil Eye. And every morning, when the day broke, I went boldly into the 
chamber, and spoke courageously to him, calling him by name in a hearty tone, and inquiring 
how he has passed the night. So you see he would have been a very profound old man, indeed, to 
suspect that every night, just at twelve, I looked in upon him while he slept.  

Upon the eighth night I was more than usually cautious in opening the door. A watch's minute 
hand moves more quickly than did mine. Never before that night had I felt the extent of my own 
powers --of my sagacity. I could scarcely contain my feelings of triumph. To think that there I 
was, opening the door, little by little, and he not even to dream of my secret deeds or thoughts. I 
fairly chuckled at the idea; and perhaps he heard me; for he moved on the bed suddenly, as if 
startled. Now you may think that I drew back --but no. His room was as black as pitch with the 
thick darkness, (for the shutters were close fastened, through fear of robbers,) and so I knew that 
he could not see the opening of the door, and I kept pushing it on steadily, steadily. I had my head 
in, and was about to open the lantern, when my thumb slipped upon the tin fastening, and the old 
man sprang up in bed, crying out --"Who's there?" I kept quite still and said nothing. For a whole 
hour I did not move a muscle, and in the meantime I did not hear him lie down. He was still 
sitting up in the bed listening; --just as I have done, night after night, hearkening to the death 
watches in the wall.  

Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was the groan of mortal terror. It was not a groan of 
pain or of grief --oh, no! --it was the low stifled sound that arises from the bottom of the soul 
when overcharged with awe. I knew the sound well. Many a night, just at midnight, when all the 
world slept, it has welled up from my own bosom, deepening, with its dreadful echo, the terrors 
that distracted me. I say I knew it well. I knew what the old man felt, and pitied him, although I 
chuckled at heart. I knew that he had been lying awake ever since the first slight noise, when he 
had turned in the bed. His fears had been ever since growing upon him. He had been trying to 
fancy them causeless, but could not. He had been saying to himself --"It is nothing but the wind 
in the chimney --it is only a mouse crossing the floor," or "It is merely a cricket which has made a 
single chirp." Yes, he had been trying to comfort himself with these suppositions: but he had 
found all in vain. All in vain; because Death, in approaching him had stalked with his black 
shadow before him, and enveloped the victim. And it was the mournful influence of the 
unperceived shadow that caused him to feel --although he neither saw nor heard --to feel the 
presence of my head within the room.  

When I had waited a long time, very patiently, without hearing him lie down, I resolved to open a 
little --a very, very little crevice in the lantern. So I opened it --you cannot imagine how stealthily, 
stealthily --until, at length a simple dim ray, like the thread of the spider, shot from out the 
crevice and fell full upon the vulture eye. It was open --wide, wide open --and I grew furious as I 
gazed upon it. I saw it with perfect distinctness --all a dull blue, with a hideous veil over it that 
chilled the very marrow in my bones; but I could see nothing else of the old man's face or person: 
for I had directed the ray as if by instinct, precisely upon the damned spot. And have I not told 
you that what you mistake for madness is but over-acuteness of the sense? --now, I say, there 
came to my ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I 
knew that sound well, too. It was the beating of the old man's heart. It increased my fury, as the 
beating of a drum stimulates the soldier into courage.  
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But even yet I refrained and kept still. I scarcely breathed. I held the lantern motionless. I tried 
how steadily I could maintain the ray upon the eve. Meantime the hellish tattoo of the heart 
increased. It grew quicker and quicker, and louder and louder every instant. The old man's terror 
must have been extreme! It grew louder, I say, louder every moment! --do you mark me well I 
have told you that I am nervous: so I am. And now at the dead hour of the night, amid the 
dreadful silence of that old house, so strange a noise as this excited me to uncontrollable terror. 
Yet, for some minutes longer I refrained and stood still. But the beating grew louder, louder! I 
thought the heart must burst. And now a new anxiety seized me --the sound would be heard by a 
neighbour! The old man's hour had come! With a loud yell, I threw open the lantern and leaped 
into the room. He shrieked once --once only. In an instant I dragged him to the floor, and pulled 
the heavy bed over him. I then smiled gaily, to find the deed so far done. But, for many minutes, 
the heart beat on with a muffled sound. This, however, did not vex me; it would not be heard 
through the wall. At length it ceased. The old man was dead. I removed the bed and examined the 
corpse. Yes, he was stone, stone dead. I placed my hand upon the heart and held it there many 
minutes. There was no pulsation. He was stone dead. His eve would trouble me no more.  

If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer when I describe the wise precautions I took 
for the concealment of the body. The night waned, and I worked hastily, but in silence. First of all 
I dismembered the corpse. I cut off the head and the arms and the legs. I then took up three planks 
from the flooring of the chamber, and deposited all between the scantlings. I then replaced the 
boards so cleverly, so cunningly, that no human eye --not even his --could have detected any 
thing wrong. There was nothing to wash out --no stain of any kind --no blood-spot whatever. I 
had been too wary for that. A tub had caught all --ha! ha! When I had made an end of these 
labors, it was four o'clock --still dark as midnight. As the bell sounded the hour, there came a 
knocking at the street door. I went down to open it with a light heart, --for what had I now to 
fear? There entered three men, who introduced themselves, with perfect suavity, as officers of the 
police. A shriek had been heard by a neighbour during the night; suspicion of foul play had been 
aroused; information had been lodged at the police office, and they (the officers) had been 
deputed to search the premises. I smiled, --for what had I to fear? I bade the gentlemen welcome. 
The shriek, I said, was my own in a dream. The old man, I mentioned, was absent in the country. 
I took my visitors all over the house. I bade them search --search well. I led them, at length, to his 
chamber. I showed them his treasures, secure, undisturbed. In the enthusiasm of my confidence, I 
brought chairs into the room, and desired them here to rest from their fatigues, while I myself, in 
the wild audacity of my perfect triumph, placed my own seat upon the very spot beneath which 
reposed the corpse of the victim.  

The officers were satisfied. My manner had convinced them. I was singularly at ease. They sat, 
and while I answered cheerily, they chatted of familiar things. But, ere long, I felt myself getting 
pale and wished them gone. My head ached, and I fancied a ringing in my ears: but still they sat 
and still chatted. The ringing became more distinct: --It continued and became more distinct: I 
talked more freely to get rid of the feeling: but it continued and gained definiteness --until, at 
length, I found that the noise was not within my ears. No doubt I now grew very pale; --but I 
talked more fluently, and with a heightened voice. Yet the sound increased --and what could I do? 
It was a low, dull, quick sound --much such a sound as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. 
I gasped for breath --and yet the officers heard it not. I talked more quickly --more vehemently; 
but the noise steadily increased. I arose and argued about trifles, in a high key and with violent 
gesticulations; but the noise steadily increased. Why would they not be gone? I paced the floor to 
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and fro with heavy strides, as if excited to fury by the observations of the men --but the noise 
steadily increased. Oh God! what could I do? I foamed --I raved --I swore! I swung the chair 
upon which I had been sitting, and grated it upon the boards, but the noise arose over all and 
continually increased. It grew louder --louder --louder! And still the men chatted pleasantly, and 
smiled. Was it possible they heard not? Almighty God! --no, no! They heard! --they suspected! --
they knew! --they were making a mockery of my horror!-this I thought, and this I think. But 
anything was better than this agony! Anything was more tolerable than this derision! I could bear 
those hypocritical smiles no longer! I felt that I must scream or die! and now --again! --hark! 
louder! louder! louder! louder!  

"Villains!" I shrieked, "dissemble no more! I admit the deed! --tear up the planks! here, here! --It 
is the beating of his hideous heart!" 
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