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ressions: Aﬁ“ there naﬁﬁp‘-aﬁfﬁi rsﬁaa anipulated in
‘Red Convertible” set readers up to eventually realize the terrible irony in
- the narrator’s opening remarks. 1/ . 0 dlancl e e sl s e sl
J -__:nIif:-_the:s?:ory has any visible structural features; such-as space between .
» sections, try to figure out why they are there. Do they divide scenes? Do
!;h’eyjl't.ndl‘cate time shifts? ‘ triatc asvan oie ACHStI '-:acpl .

~ Look next for patterns, especially for contrasts and forl“epeﬁu%%ﬁ |

: ;

¥ In “The Things They Carried,” the story included in this chapter, ’ m

O’Brien alternates descriptions of the physical burdens of thC)SO‘ldlel!:? |

with descriptions of the inner, psychological burdens they carry with '

them. The story also involves repetitions of key events told from differ; |

ent vantage points and with different amounts of detail. .., . 1] 2
'Look always at beginnings and endings. “The Things They Carried”

begins with the romantic fantasies of the main character, Jimmy Cross; ¢

which contrast sharply with the same character’s fantasies of leadership

at the end of the story. How did this change in ‘character happen? "7 J
When analyzing any work of literature, don’t forget to consider the title.

Does it have any relationship to the plot? Sometimes the 'title ‘touches on
the central conflict or an important idea, thus focusing our attention on the
structure of the story and réinforcing our understanding of the theme. .

wrend

Looking at Structure gy

With our discussion ‘of structure in mind, read Tim: O’Brien’s “The
Things They Carried,” which follows, and try to determinefh9w the ]
parts work together to convey the meaning of the story. rood slga

al Jode
’ y 1122904901 B 28w
Tim O’Brien 1946~ b« et
born in’ Austin; Minnesota. After graduating summa cunt laude “
* “from Macalester College and doing graduate work at Harvax_'d, }}e\vas.'éija'f.tg,cl'}m% | ]
| the army and served in Vietnam, where he was Prqmqted ;o ze,xtgeanf t;pd 'r'eﬁmmid
the Purple Héart. “Good Stories,” he told an interviewer, “deal w1d. our mo |
struggles, our uncertainties, our dreams, our blunders, our contra 1cqomt;f:§rr
endless quest for understanding. Good stories do not resolve the mysteries of th

tankaeid
human spirit but rather d

Tim O’Brien was

escribe and expand upon those mﬁt’éri&ﬁi” ¥ _';" o ol




6ips of his fing w’g spend the It howr of ght pretending
vould sometimes taste the envelope flaps, knowing her tongue hac 1
More than anything, he i Mareid o TovePhith a5 hé‘lm":a---*‘" gin, he
ters were mostly chatty, elusive on the matter of love. $1TO_'W?§' hm beads
ost sure. She was an English major at Mount Se.bastlan ,and s em
tifully about her professors and roommates and midterm em_s}; a ftex: er re-
spect for Chaucer and her great affection for Virginia qulf-: She omk quoted
1 lines of poetry; she never mentioned the war, except to, 4% Jln‘l‘nlz’ €, Mﬂem‘lh:g
‘, ourself. The letters weighed ten ounces. They were signed o Ml id
g:t Lieutenant Cross understood that “Love” was only a way o "SIgﬁIJEg ik
| not mean what he sometimes pretended it meant. At dusk, he would ca

refullz
return the letters to his rucksack. Slowly, a bit g_liétracted, hg would get up ,an
i move among hisrsmen, checking the perix};leter, then at full dark he would return
to his hole and watch the night and wonder if Martha was a virgin. =

The things they carried were largely determined by necessity. Among the

necessities or near necessities were P-38 can openers, pocket knives, heat tabs,

wrist watches, dog tags, mosquito repellant, chewing gum, candy, cigarettes, salt
tablets, packets of Kool-Aid, lighters, matches,

sewing kits, Military Payment
Certificates, C rations, and two or three canteens of water. Together, these
items weighed between fifteen and twenty pounds, depending upon a man’s
habits or rate of metabolism. Henry Dobbins, who was a big man, carried extra
rations; he was especially fond of canned pea

) ches in heavy syrup over pound
cake. Dave Jensen, who practiced field hygiene, carried a toothbrush, den-
tal floss, and several hotel-size bars of soap he'd stolen on R & R in Sydney,
Australia. Ted Lavender, who was scared, carried tranquilizers until he was shot

in the head outside the village of Than Khe in mid-April. By necessity, and
because it was SOP,! they all carried stee! helmets that weighed five pounds
including the liner and camouf lage cover. They carried the standard: fatigue
jackets and trousers, Very few cartied underwear, On, their feet they carried
jungle boots—2.1 pounds—and Dave Jensen carried three pairs of socks and @
can of Dr. Scholl’s foot powder as a p

recaution against trench foot, Until he was
shot, Ted Lavender carried six or seven ounces of

premium dope, which for him

Was a necessity. Mitchell Sanders, the RTO,’ carried condoms, Norman Bowker

] ' ' led comic books. Kiowa, a devout Baptist, carried
an illustrated New Testament that h presented to him by his father, who
taught Sunday school in Oklahom Oklahoma. As a hedge against bad

times, however, Kiowa also carried his grandmother’s distrust of the w} te man,

his grandfather’s old hunting hatchet. Necessity dictated. Because th‘ nd was
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‘quchqzﬂ th:;:%:l& be used as a raincoat or grour
5 ' 155 quilted liner, the poncho wei almost two pounds,
they,used his poncho to wrap him up, theri/to carry him dcross:thepaidyythen
‘e to lift him s the ¢hopperthattookh1msway o ahain evdooek coowsenmd
as JE— (e rnk; ‘ 1243 7. vilan yrianter e B
g ,‘ neywem called legs.or gruntsar ot o 3 ) cismyon -+ Asdiene the s
o ' _ Torcarry something was to “hum p” it, as when Lieutenant Jimmy Cross
¢ humped his love for Martha up the hills and through the swamps. In its intransi-
' tive form, “to hump” meant “to walk,” or “to march,” but it implied burdens far
of beyond the intransitive, icdw adnibvlindonsss
: ost everyone humped photographs. In his wallet, Lieutenant Cross car- 5
d f;‘ed - photographs of Martha. The first was a Kodachrome snapshot signed
Love,” though he knew better. She stood against a brick wall. Her eyes' were
1 gray and neutral, her lips slightly open as she stared straight-on at the camera.
: At night, sometimes, Lieutenant Cross wondered who had taken the picture,
because he knew she had boyfriends, because he loved her so much, and bécause
he could see the shadow. of the picture taker spreading out against the brick
wall. The second photograph had been clipped from the 1968 Mount Sebastian
yearbook. It was an action shot—women’s volleyball—and Martha was bent
horizontal to the floor, reaching; the palms of her hands in:sharp focus, the
tongue taut, the expression frank-and competitive! There wasno-visible sweat.
She wore white gym shorts. Her legs, he thought, were almost certainly the legs
of a virgin, dry and without hair; the left knee cocked and carrying her entire
weight, which was just over one hundred pounds. Lieutenant Cross remem-=
bered touching that left knee. A dark theater, he remembered, and the movie
was Bonnie and Clyde, and Martha wore a tweed skirt, and during the final scene,
when he touched her knee, she turned and looked at him in a sad, sober way
that made him pull his hand back, but he would always remember the feel of
the tweed skirt and the knee beneath it and the sound of the gunfire that killed
Bonnie and Clyde, how embarrassing it was, how slow and oppressive. He
remembered kissing her good night at the dorm door. Right then, he thought,
he should’ve done something brave. He should've carried her up'the stairs to
her room and tied her to the bed and touched that left knee all night long. He
should’ve risked it. Whenever he looked at the photographs, he thought of new

things he should’ve done. ,

What they carried was partly a function of rank, partly of field specialty. =

- As a first [ieutenant and platoon leader, Jimmy Cross carried a compass, maps,
code books, binoculars, and a .45-caliber pistol that weighed 2.9 pounds fully
loaded. He carried a strobe light and the responsibility for the lives of his men. =
~ As an RTO, Mitchell Sanders carried the PRC-25 radio, a luller,t.wentyax
ﬁOﬁ!ndsthh its battery. . ' ‘“u'th":“”‘ .i:ni rJn:i
As a medic, Rat Kiley carried a canvas satchel fﬁlled with morphine and
plasma and malaria tablets and surgical tape and comic books and all the things
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‘numerous factors, such as topograp ' rifleman ‘carried
anywhere from twelve to twenty magazines, usually in cloth bandoliers, adding
on another 8.4 pounds at minimum, fourteen pounds at maximum. When it
was available, they also carried M-16 maintenance gear—rods and steel brushes
and swabs and tubes of LSA oil—all of which weighed about a pound. Among
the grunts, some carried the M-79 grenade launcher, 5.9 pounds unloaded, 2
reasonably light weapon except for the ammunition, which was heavy.'A smgle
round weighed ten ounces. The typical load was twenty-five rounds. But Ted
Lavender; who was scared, carried thirty-four rounds when he was shot and
killed outside Than Khe, and he went down under an exceptional burden, more ’
than twenty pounds of ammunition, plus the flak jacket and helmet and rations -
and water and toilet paper and tranquilizers and all the rest, plus the unweighed
fear. He was dead weight. There was no twitching or flopping: Kiowa, who
saw it happen, said it was like watching a rock fall, or a big sandbag or some-
thing—just boom, then down-—not like the movies where the dead guy rolls
around and 'does fancy spins and goes ass over teakettle—not like that, Kiowa
said, the poor bastard just flat-fuck fell. Boom. Down. Nothing else. It was a
bright morning in mid-April. Lieutenant Cross felt the pain. He blamed him-
self. They stripped off Lavender’s canteens and ammo, all the heavy things, and
Rat Kiley said the obvious, the guy’s dead, and Mitchell Sanders used his radio
to report one U.S. KIA® and to requesta chopper. Then they wrapped Lavender
in his poncho. They carried him out to a dry paddy, established security, and sat
smoking the dead man’s dope until the chopper came. Lieutenant Cross kept to
himself. He pictured:Martha’s smooth young face, thinking he loved her more
than anything, more than his inen, and now Ted Lavender was dead because he
loved her so much and could not'stop thinking about her. When the dust-off?
arrived, they carried Lavender aboard. Afterward they burned Than Khe. They
marched until dusk, then dug their holes, and that night Kiowa kept explaining
how you had to be there, how fast it was, how the poor guy just dropped like so

much concrete. Boom-down, he said. Like cement.

In addition to the three standard weapons—the M-60, M-16, and M-79—they
carried whatever presented itself, or whatever seemed appropriate as a means
of killing or staying alive. They carried catch-as-catch-can. At various times, in
various situations, they carried M-14s and CAR-15s and Swedish Ks and grease
guns and captured AK-47s and Chi-Coms and RPGs and Simonov carbines and
black-market Uzis and .38-caliber Smith & Wesson handguns :g:li 66l at;lm I;\p\l’Vs
and shotguns and silencers and blackjacks and bayonets-and (-4 plastuc explo-
sives. Lee Strunk carried a slingshot; a weapon of last resort, he callqd it. Mitt:neu
f-,[r ‘ ] [OM | " £ 1T il h.,‘.‘ Wl B an
#. 3Killed ‘in action. Lk 419 glrm has smael

*Helicopter.
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8 s- "1 hey carried all they could bear, and 'ther some; including
for the terrible power of the things they carriedsc - 00 a0 i
= I’,"ﬂm}ﬁ@,*"eekfbf'ﬂpril,ﬁ'beforéi'l.’.avwdev died,; Lieutenant Jimmy ,
received a good-luck charm from Martha. It was a-simple pebble, an ounce a
most. Smooth to the touch, it tvas'a milky-white color with flecks of re and
violet, oval=shaped, like a miniature egg. In the accompanying letter; Martha
wrote that she had found the pebble on the Jersey shorelinej preci ere th
: land touched water at high tide, where things came together but also separated.
It was this separate-but-together quality, she wrote, that had inspired her:to
pick-up the pebble and to carry it in her breast pocket for several days, where
it seemed weightless, and then 'to send it through the mail, by air, as a token of
;her truest feelings for him. Lieutenant Cross found this romantic. But he won-
dgrcd what her truest feelings were, exactly, and what she 'meant by separate-
but-together. He wondered how the tides and 'waves had come into playon
Fhat afternoon along the Jersey shoreline when Martha saw the pebble and bent
down to rescue it from geology. He imagined bare feet. Martha was a poet,
with the poet’s sensibilities; and her feet would be brown and bare, the toenails
unpainted, the eyes chilly'and somber like the ocean in March; and though it
was painful, he wondered who had been with her that afternoon. He imagined a
pair of shadows moving along the strip of sand where things came together but
also separated. It was phantom jealousy; he knew, but he couldn’t help himself.
He loved her so'much. On the march; through'the hot days of early Aprily he
carried the pebble in his' mouth; turning itwith his tongue; tasting sea salts and
moisture. His mind wandered. He had difficulty keeping his attention on the
war. On-occasion he would yellat his men o6 spread out thercolumn; 'to keep
their leyes open, but then he would slijy away into-daydreams; just pretending;
walking barefoot along thé Jersey shore, with Martha, carrying nothing. He
would feel himself rising. Sun and waves and gentle winds, all iove and lightness:

“What they carried varied by mission. | | ,
When a mission took them to: the mountains; they carriéd mosquito netting, 15
machetes, canvas tarps, and extra bug juice: 59 |
«If a:mission seemed especially hazardous, or if jvinvolved aplace! they knew
to be bad, they carried everything they could. In certain’ heavily mined AOs;’
where the land was dense with Toé Poppers and: Bouncing: Betties; they'took
turns humping a twenty-eight-pound miné detector. With its' headphones and
big sensing plate; the equipment was a stress on'the lower back and shoulders,
; awkward to handle, often useless because of the:shrapnel in the earth, but they
carried it anyway, partly for safety, partly for the illusion of safety. coo 0 winiow
" On ambush; or other night missions, they carried: peculiar-little odds and
ends. Kiowa always took along his New Testament and a:pair of moccasins for
silence. Dave Jensén carried night-sight vitamins high in ¢arotin: Lee: Strunik
' QIfN thee o2 yid'W Syonoq vdw—er9192 91eminl aadl woml 01 basnew sH o000
adic guibiz—anols rauj visnol 10V Sanols o ydW Seays 19d i smpn ok
eonbrationg: nuedounmyateo o ai lenad @ He gamiiz jo20gmsomons




Soldiers in Vietnam on patrol

They carried USO stationery and pencils and pens. They carried Sterno,
safety pins, trip flares, signal ‘flares, ‘spools of wire, razor blades, chewing
tobacco, liberated joss sticks and statuettes of the smiling Buddha, candles; grease
pencils; The Starsand Stripes, fingernail clippers, Psy Ops® leaflets, bush hats,
bolos; and much more. Tvice 2 'week, when the resupply choppers came in, they
carried hot chow in'green Mermite cans and large ‘canvas bags filled with iced
beer and soda pop. They carried plastic witr~ coniamers; each with a two-gallon
capacity: Mitchell Sanders carried 4 set of starched tiger fatigues for special oeca=
sions. Henry Dobbins carried Black Flagansecticide. Daye Jensen carried empty
sandbags that could be filled at night for added protection. Lee Strunk carried
tanning lotion. Some things they carried in. common. Taking turns, they carfied
the big PRC-77 scrambler radio, which weighed thirty pounds with its battery.
They shared the weight of memory. ‘They took up what others could no longer
bear. Often, they carried each other, the wounded or weak. They carried infec-
tions. They carried chess sets, basketballs, Vlemamese-Engliéh dictionaries
insignia of rank, Bronze Stars and Purple Hearts, plastic cards imprinted with,
the Code of Conduct. They carried diseases, among them malaria and dysentery
They carried lice and ringworm and leeches and paddy algae and various rots
and molds. They carried the land itself—Viemam, the place, the soil-—a powdery
orange-red dust that covered their boots and fatigues and faces, They carried
the sky. The whole atmosphere, they carried it, the humidity, the monsoons. the
stink of fungus and decay, all of it, they carried gravity. They moved like!mmidles.
By daylight they took sniper fire, at night they were mortared, but it was not bat-
tle, it was just the endless march, village to village, without purpose, nothing won

7

8Oflicial overseas military newspaper. 3 ha T

Psychological operations,
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intellect and conscience and hope and human sensibility. Their principies ,

i their feet. Their calculations were biological. They h: fﬁi&‘
ﬁ’g’,ﬁimt&gy searched the villages with ut knowing what to e
caring, kicking over jars of rice, 'ﬁ'l.skmg'chlldrén!and 01 m iy e e
sometimes setting fires and sometimes not, then forming up" iy
the next village, then other villages, where it would always beﬂle&lﬂa They
carried their own lives. The pressures were enormous. In the heat of early after-
noon, they would remove their helmets and flak jackets, walking bare;whldﬁ"ts
dangerous but which helped ease the strain. They would o&endxs&rdtfgipgs
along the route of march. Purely for comfort, they' would: throw away rations,
blow their Claymores and grenades, no matter; because by nightfall the resup-
ply choppers would arrive with' more of the same, then a day or two later still
more, fresh watermelons and crates of ammunition and sunglasses and ,wqden
sweaters—the resources were stunning—sparklers for the Fourth of July;reol=
ored eggs for Easter. It was the great American war chest-=the fruits of science,
the smokestacks; the canneries, the arsenals at Hartford, the Minnésota forests,
the machine shops, the vast fields of corn and wheat='they'carried like freight
trains; they carried it'on their backs and shoulders—=and for all the ambiguities
of Vietnam, all the mysteries and unknowns, there was at least the single abiding
certainty that they would never be ata loss for things to carry. | Elali

A%,

After the chopper took Lavender away; Lieutenant Jimmy Cross led hismen  4¢
into the village of Than Khe. They burned everything. They shot chickens
and dogs, they trashed'the village well, they called in artillery and watched the
wreckage, then they marched for several hours through the hot afternoon; and
then at dusk, while Kiowa‘explainicd how Lavender:died, Lieutenant. Cross
found himself trembling. |

He tried not to cry. With his entrenching tool, which weighed five pounds,
he began digging a hole in the earth.

He felt shame. He hated himself. He had loved Martha more than his men,
and-as a consequence Lavender was now dead, and this was something he would
have to,carry like a stone in his stomach for the rest of the war. farid

All he could do was dig..He used his entrenching tool like an ax, slashing,
feeling both love and hate, and then later; when it was full dark, he sat at the
bottom of this foxhole and wept. It went on for. a long while. In part, he was
grieving for,Ted. Lavender, but mostly it -was for Martha, and for himself,
because she belonged to another world, which was not quite real, and because

she was a junior at Mount Sebastian College in New Jersey, a poetand a virgin
and uninyolyved, and because he realized she did not love him and never would.
- Like. cement, Kiowa whispered in the dark: I swear to God—boom-down.

Not a word.
I've heard this; said Norman Bowker. . - i | 1o asbnsd
« Apisser, you know? Still zipping himself up. Zapped while zipping,..

. IRGY §5y
| | + Allright, fine. That’s enough. > blatiw Ayad —’—"E':m"-";2
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ing for si said. The Lieutenant’s in some deep hu tlae
; hurt. The man cares. ‘ ' S
" Sure, Norman Bowker said. ' | 3 Jr
Say what you want, the man does care. "
We all got problems. .
Not Lavender. :
No, I guess not, Bowker said. Do me
‘Shut ’up? ol 1 - T
ghhr?;;ns; agolxglgsiled l(l>ft}l l‘:fs boots. He wanted to say more, just to lighten 60

: it beneath
is sleep, but instead he opened his New Testament and arranged it )
l‘:glllxl;il:pa pillow. The fog xl:xeade things seem hollow: aqd unattached: He tried
not to think about Ted Lavender, but then he was thinking how fast it was, no
drama, down and dead, and how it was hard to feel anything except surprise.
It seemed un-Christian. He wished he could find some great sadness, or even
anger, but the emotion wasn’t there and he couldn’t make it happen. Mpstly he
felt pleased to be alive. He liked the smell of the New Testament under his ch_eek,
the leather and ink and paper and glue, whatever the chemicals were. He liked
hearing the sounds of night. Even his fatigue, it felt fine, the stiff muscles and the
prickly awareness of his own body, a floating feeling. He enjoyed not being dead.
Lying there, Kiowa admired Lieutenant Jimmy Cross’s capacity for grief. He
wanted to share the man’s pain, he wanted to care as Jimmy Cross cared. And yet
when he closed his eyes, all he could think was Boom-down, and all he could feel
was the pleasure of having his boots off and the fog curling in around him and
the damp soil and the Bible smells and the plush comfort of night.
After a moment Norman Bowker sat up in the dark.
What the hell, he said. You want to talk, zalk. Teil it to me.
Forget it.
No, man, go on. One thing I hate, it’s a silent Indian.

a favor, though.

For the most part they carried themselves with poise, a kind of dignity. Now 65
and then, however, there were times of panic, when they squealed or wanted to
squeal but couldn’t, when they twitched and made moal{ing sounds and covered
their heads and said Dear Jesus and flopped around on the earth and fired their
weapons blindly and cringed and sobbed and begged for the noise to stop and
went wild and made stupid promises to themselves and to God and to their moth-
eri and fathers, hoping not to die. In different ways, it happened to all of them

erward, when the firing ended, they would blink and peek up. They would

touch their bodies, feeling shame, then quickly hiding it. They would force them-

selves to stand. As if in slow motion, frame by frame, the world would take on the

old logic—absolute silence, then the wind. then i

) ; y ; sunlight, th ices. th

gﬁfvfizl’ %f; zl:lng gi'h"‘,e. Avl;'ekwardly, the men would reagsemblzntﬁ,:rl::ivgwﬁa;tthi;
. oups, becoming soldiers again. They i Fealie 3

their eyes, They would check for casualties,g;ll} in d?av?gdﬁrghm;
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«»smﬁ -eg}ﬁem might say. |

adon. S : wou
flick his eyebrows and say, Roger-dodger, almost cut me a new asshole, a/nost.
i | There were numerous such poses. Some carried themselves with a sort of wist-
“ara § ful resignation, others with pride or stiff soldierly discipline or humor or
L macho zeal. They were afraid of dying but they were even more lid to show it.
. They found jokes to tell. A g ol
B They used a hard vocabulary to contain the terrible softness. Greased, they’d
A B say. Offed, lit up, zapped while zipping. It wasn’t cruelty, just stage presence. They
hﬁhm{ were actors and the war came at them in 3-D. When someone died, it wasn’t
)eneaﬂl ¢ quite dying, because in a curious way it seemed scripted, and because they had
e trieg their lines mostly memorized, irony mixed with tragedy, and because they called
Was, ng it by other names, as if to encyst and destroy the reality of death itself. They
Urprise. kicked corpses. They cut off thumbs. They taiked grunt lingo. They ?°l(§ stories
O about Ted Lavender’s supply of tranquilizers, how the poor guy didn’t feel a
e thing, how incredibly tranquil he was. |
?Sthe There’s a moral here, said Mitchell Sanders.
: Chpeh They were waiting for Lavender’s chopper, smoking the dead man’s dope. 70
le liked The moral’s pretty obvious, Sanders said, and winked. Stay away from drugs.
an((]ld:i No éoke, dl‘fiy’}lll ruin l)sofb('lay every time.
g dea ute, said Henry Dobbins.
igef. He Mind-blower; get it? Talk about wiggy—nothing left, just blood and brains.
And They made themselves laugh.
uld feel There it is, they’d say, over and over, as if.the repetition itself were an act of 75
im and poise, a balance between crazy and almost crazy, knowing without going. There it
is, which meant be cool, let it ride, because oh yeah, man, you can’t change what

can’t be changed, there it is, there it absolutely and positively and fucking well &.
They were tough.
They carried all the emotional baggage of men who might die. Grief, terror,
love, longing—these were intangibles, but the intangibles had their own mass
and specific gravity, they had tangible weight. They carried shameful memories.

i They carried the common secret of cowardice barely restrained, the instinct to
¥ Nov run or freeze or hide, and in many respects this was the heaviest burden of all,
,nted t0 for it could never be put down, it required perfect balance and perfect posture.
M They carried their reputations. They carried the soldier’s greatest fear, which
o chelf was the fear of blushing. Men killed, and died, because they were embarrassed

a0 | not to. It was what had brought them to the war in the first place, nothing posi-
tOtl:‘od,‘. | tive, no dreams of glory or honor, just to avoid the blush of dishonor. They died
ro e 50 as not to die of embarrassment. They crawled into tunnels and walked point

and ac!vance‘d under fire. Each morning, despite the unknowns, they made their
legs move. They endured. They kept humping. They did not submit to the
obvious alternative, which was simply to close the eyes and fall. So easy, really.
S::illm%al:ld tumble to the ground and let the muscles unwind and not spes
and not budge until your buddies picked you up and lifted you i e chopper
that would roar and dip its nose and carry you off to the world. ? 2& ,




e oW (06 O faee of cnvy o awe, bt even'so, the
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. m N ' ;dtheir eyes; (UL L ¢ ” edthe uiCk,’Sweet'paiu;
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thent the evac -egndf&eedom birds. they were carried away by jumbg
" They dream rd, staring into the dark, they d-then velocity, win

 Avnight, on guard, § f takeoff. Gone! they yelled. An g s A
jets. They felt the rush o __but it was more than a plane, it was a req]

. 1 dess : hing. Th
and engines, a snplmg SICPar nd talons and high screeching. ey
ox'= SIe’Isll:emvlv‘:’.ei;l?tlsr (}e:l;hﬁfegltgirfv?ls nothing to bear. They laughed and
were flying. )

: i oaring, thinking J¢%
held on tight, feeling the cold slap diyrre ?n}? aluciu f?:é—s—it wfs all lightgess
over; It gonel—they were naked, they were light an in the brain, a giddy
gvfﬁ d fast and buoyant, light as light, a helium buzz in the > @ giddy

nght, anc they were taken up over the clouds and the war, l?gyond
bubblmg m;h g lupgsa';Sd megrtiﬁcation and global entanglements—Sin /oi! they
duliyédbt}xrzn gmv:ntt}),tberﬁka, but Pm out of it, I'm goofed, I'm on a space cruise,
}*’:’ go’ne.'—m;t was a restful, disencumbered sensation, just riding the light
waves, sailing that big silver freedom bird over the mountains and oceans, over
America, over the farms and great sleeping cities and cemeteries and hlghways
and the golden arches of McDonald’s. It was flight, a kind of fleeing, a kind of
falling, falling higher and higher, spinning off the ed=e of the earth and beyond
the sun and through the vast, silent vacuum where there were no burdens and
where everything weighed exactly nothing. Gone! they screamed, I'm sorvy but
I'm gone! And so at night, not quite dreaming, they gave themselves over to
lightness, they were carried, they were purely borne.

On the' morning after Ted Lavender died, First Lieutenant Jimmy Cross
crouchedat the bottom of his foxhole and burned Marcha letters, Then he burned
the two photographs. There was a steady rain falling, which made it difficult, but
he used hea i » screening it with his body, hold-
th the tips of his fingers.

» he thought. Sentimental, too, but
ender was dead, Yoy, couldn’t burn the blame.

es, the letters were in his head. And

Aeutenant Crogs could see Martha Tl Yicpaithout phatosaais

. playing volle ball in h hit shorts
and&'igz“t’h?m .Ifle could see her movingg in th); :'lainl.n Sorwrgu
df"fS and éte breakf‘«::t ﬁ('):;; :I; lc?:,t_enam Cross pulled. his poncho over his shoulf
" "‘: dlosc umed lat mysied;y’ he deCided. ' ,

hoenas o

Wasn’t inyolved, She signed the letters “Love
lines and technicalities did not ma o
I3 : N L foumeny

euilihasd WOy Limpes
PRy | r;'..:nnk.uql' |

ck call. They P‘.’““"Mies, they’d say. Candyasses,

had never mentioned the war, except to say,




ha 0 cle 5’(& ?z‘ forwar g
gl head i, whize the, e shemred o

and hea e showed the ¢
They would do what mey?ﬁsﬁ%s; ¢ onef'ﬂl

: . ‘ . V 'y;m! i ﬂ,;
but otherwise it would be one more day layered upon all the otk
He was realistic about it. There was that new hardness in'

v P
11S STOM S

No more fantasies, he told himself. - heue W

'J):{‘_ :

" e

T €a] Henceforth, when he thought about Martha, it would be only to think that

v hey she belonged elsewhere. He would shut down the daydreams. This was not

ed ang Mount Sebastian, it was another world, where there were no pretty poems or

ng Jp midterm exams, a place where men died because of carelessness and gross stu-

ltnesS’ pidity. Kiowa was right. Boom-down, and you were dead, ngvéi"‘[}a'{ﬂyvcl,‘caa.

giddy ?Ir;eilgaglrsttl:; Bam, Lieutenant Cross saw Martha’s gray eyes gazing back athim. 9

9};?1“ It was very sad, he thought. Thé things men carried inside. The things men
v, did or felt they had to do. | ‘ i

Ttlise He almost nodded at her, but didn’t. | K L

light Instead he went back to his maps. He was now détermined to perform his

Over duties firmly and without negligence. It wouldn’t help Lavender, he knew that,

ways but from this point on he would ¢comport himself as a soldier. He would dispose

1d of of his good-luck pebble. Swallow it, maybe, or use Lee Strunk’s slingshot, or just

sond drop it along the trail. On the march he would impose strict field discipline. He

and would be careful to send out flank security, to prevent straggling or bunching up,

' but to keep his troops moving at the proper pace and at the proper interval. He would
insist on clean weapons. He would confiscate the remainder of Lavender’s dope.
Later in the day, perhaps, he would call the men together and speak to them
plainly. He would accept the blame for what had happened to Ted Lavender. He
would be a man about it. He would look them in the eyes, keeping his chin level,
rOSj and he would issue the new SOPs in a calm, impersonal tone of voice, an oﬁcer’s
0 voice, leaving no room for argument or discussion. Commencing immediately,
but he’d tell them, they would no longer abandon equipment along the route of
Id- march. They would police up their acts. They would get their shit together, and
keep it together, and maintain it neatly and in good working ordex_}. rood eﬁ"w{ o
yut He would not tolerate laxity. He would show strength, distancing himselt.
Among the men there would be grumbling, of course, and mayl?e_g_s
because their days would seem longer and their load.s‘ hegvx?t, b“t L}C“ {7 e
Cross reminded himself that his obligation was not to be _IQM “ e
would dispense with love; it was not now a factor. And if an.ﬁd : JarT
complained, he would simply tighten his lips~an§l arl‘an_gefh!sf : e
correct command posture. He might give a curt httl&n%d. OR AR
might just shrug and say Carry on, then they would saddle up anc fo8E
column and move out toward the villages of Tham Raes Shis

8
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Chapter Preview
y ) 1y 0 SRl ST B L LS S v 7 |
l ' "l‘rﬁ'é'g’e}y ané sym'bohsm, two ~the most important ,elem
| imaginative literature, provnde rich sources oF m‘éight The mte
necessary to detect and understand them can be developed wi
| Because the meaning or theme of a literary work is often reinfor
lmagery and symbolism, you can effectively devote an entire pape;m
amination of a key symbol or a pattern of i lmagery By the end of this
‘ you will be able to | F1A9E g

S -

* Identify and define i :mages symbols (nncludmg phalllc and yomc), and
an:hegypes - L ; |
* Describe how to recogmze and interpret symbols. ' "‘.s I

* Bxplain the characteristics of a workable thesis statement.
* Name several ways to create an effective introduction.

What Are Images?

Images are words, sometimes phrases, that appeal to the senses and

often put a picture in your mind. Literary critics classify i 1mages roughly
into several categories.

i1 =

Visual  images of sight

(“future days strung together like pearls in a rosary”—Mary E.
Wilkins Freeman) 14

Auditory  images of sound

(“the loud, iron clanking of the lift machinery”—John Cheeve
Gustatory  images of taste

(“the acrid, metallic taste of gunfire”—Alberto Moravia)

Kinetic  images of motion .

(a thought “bumping like a helium balloon at the ceiling of the
brain”—Sandra Cisneros) < b
images of temperature o
(“the blueblack cold” of early morning—Robert Ha den)
le  images of feeling
_y‘e ache Qf marnage throbs in the teeth‘




- e .
COATICH our p

of the tory. The images of clothing in Katherine Anne Porte
Grave” form a significant motif, one that shows how the main
iranda, is beginning to mature, that she’s tired of being a t

tomboy anc
wants to try on the trappings of traditional female attire. In Chopin’s
“Désirée’s Baby,” the repeated images of whiteness serve to reinforce the
innocence and purity of the unjustly accused Désirée. e

What Are Symbols? |

If a repeated image gathers significant meaning and seems to stand for
something more than itself, it then becomes a symbol. In Louise Erdrich’s
“The Red Convertible,” the old Oldsmobile symbolizes the changing
relationship between the narrator and his brother. The repeated mention
of dust in Joyce’s “Eveline” settles into our consciousness as symbolizing
the dreariness of the title character’s daily life, just as dust settles on all
surfaces in an unkempt house. In Kate Chopin’s “The Story of an Hour,”
Mrs. Mallard gazes out her window at “the tops of trees that were all
aquiver with the new spring life. The delicious breath of rain was in the
air.” Those images of spring and rain represent the prospect of a vibrant
new life that is awakening in Mrs. Mallard’s subconscious mind.

Because spring rains literally bring renewed life to the earth, water is used
in the baptismal service in church to signify rebirth. Thus, in literature, we
associate water with a vigorous, living spirit and its opposite—dryness, dust,
aridity—with the ‘death of the human spirit or the decay of moral values.

Archetypal Symbols

Some symbols, like the water and dust, are considered archetypal or
universal—supposedly conveying a similar meaning in all cultures from the
time of earliest civilizations. The circle, for instance, is an ancient symbol
of wholeness or perfection; the sea has for centuries symbolized the voy-
age through life. Colors are often symbolic, like the crimson of the mark
on Georgiana’s cheek in Hawthorne’s “The Birthmark.” Occasionally a
symbol can convey diametrically opposing meanings, depending on its
context. For instance, white in our culture often stands for purity, as in
bridal gowns; but Herman Melville makes the white whale in Moby Dick
a symbol of evil incarnate, as Frost does with the “dimpled spider, fat and
“jhlte” in his poem “Design.” Both of those images also convey the often
hidden, deceptive nature of evil. And black, frequently linked with death
and evil, has many positive associations, such as a Black Belt in Judo; a cup
’?‘f'strong coffee; or the robes of a priest, judge, or graduate.

. "'-“",““*;r- Phallic and Yonic Symbols s irgashy

yortant and commonl employeg zmbolsare associated with
the

—

;- ho P a ANl e S PR SR EES EYES ".v‘!”(-.“- £ ‘»'-"P:ii'?l -
Sty A phallic symbol Sughests (he QTR SN



S SO )xix.‘)ﬂi'fn;i"a. t m‘l(ﬂ Vi
‘ the fecundity of the f'emal_erund ithe allure of
j “Common yonic symbols are caves, pots, rooms; fuk
' roses—round or concave objects 'wser_nbhng-'thessﬂaﬁe)q o
primary sex organs of women. If you think fruit, then ba_népz::st;s ﬂ:llllj :
& lic and apples are yonic. Remember, though, that these o ]eth not
f’ | always be charged with sexual significance. You must be sured at contzlxt.
a supports a reasonable association with sexuality. Even Ff?}lm‘s}lPPQSg y

.
')

said that sometimes a cigar is just a cigar.

gogfnai | How Will I Recognize Symbols? ' 5
- How can you tell if an image, a character, or an action carries symbohc
meaning? The context suggests the significance. The title is often an impor-
tant clue, as are repetition and placement in the story. John Steinbeck’ “The
Chrysanthemums” clearly intends the title flowers to be a central symbol,
=g | and as a yonic image, the connection to Elisa, the female protagonist,. is
' obvious. But symbols in literature rarely have a single, unambiguous mean;
ing. At first the flowers reflect Elisa’s strengths and abilities, but when you
learn more about her and watch her interact with the men in the story, the
. symbolic, meanings expand and become more complex. You might think, as
' some readers do, that the flowers represent a strong, woman’s frustrations
and disappointments in a male-dominated culture. Or you might conclude
1 that the chrysanthemums stand for the children Elisa never had.

| - Reference Works an Symbols '

.. You can.also consult several sources that allow you to look up WQrds to
1 i discover their symbolic implications. Your library should have copies of
4 the following works in the humanities reference section or online:

11 Citlot, J. E. 4 Dictionary of Symbols . R
i -« Cooper, J - C. An Dllustrated Encyclopaedia of Traditional Symbols
| - Frazer, Sir James. The Golden Bouigh | | i Tibihd
)(. %;iiﬂl',l&éven, Symbolism: A Comprebensive Dictionary V2 8
”J:"'l ‘ 'frz )Bar})ara” T/{e. ‘Wé'man’s Encyclopedia of Myths gnd Secrets ) r:'! "
qua & jobuws[ ai 3t Lugis 3 L o799 '.}';-x'xt:)zfi
1 ; e IVITZOC] K 260 AV DAS
1, . Looking at Images and Symbols -1 suome o
cognizing images and symbols : _
q ,'__ 7 d’*ﬁ?mMiaﬂdjseﬁang to them ser

-
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J is best - for h ’

o . “I can’t persuade myself that writing is honest work,” she once remarked. “It's great! |
e, ' funand [love it. For one thing, it’s the only way I.can get to sit down.™ T
ey stiated ot ek o | Vipld arh ot Huemetige e roniee
o b b wod b - i nene bizod
o : ‘ The LOttel'y (e be otz sssd dud sy
”!j“: ; l \ . ) dR R e T i rise 4 .’J‘L')d
0 The morning of June 27th was clear and sunny, with the fresh warmth of
§e a.'full-summe'r day; the flowers were blossoming profusely and the grass was
ot richly green. The people of the village began to gather in the square, between
' llc the post office and the bank, around ten o’clock; in some towns there were so
Por- many people that the lottery took two days and had to be started on June 26th,
The butin this village, where there were only about three hundred people, the whole
lboL lottery took less than two hours, so it could begin at ten o’clock in the morning
it, and still be through'in time to allow the'villagers to get home for noon dinner.

1 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
you gather together quietly for a while before they broke into boisterous play and
the their talk was still of the classroom and the teacher, of books and reprim;ﬁds.
. as Bobby Martin had already stuffed his pockets full of stones, and the other boys
o soon followed his example, selecting the smoothest and roundest stories; Bobby

and Harry Jones and Dickie Delacroix-~the villagers' pr d hi '

o and : ) gers pronounced his name
Dellacroy’ —.-even_tually made a 'great pi'e 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 ve’ small

children rolled in the dust or cling to the hands of their older brothers o?;isters
& Sqon the men began'to gather, ‘surveying their ‘own children, speaking 6.f
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 the’y smiléed rather tgan

: laughed. The women, wearing faded house dresses and sweaters 'Eame shortl
" after their menfolk. They greeted one another and exchanged bits ‘of gossi =a};
._ ;)hey went to join their husbands. Soon the women, standing by their'husbagdé‘
b c:ﬁagltq call to‘thglr'childrgn, and the children came reluctantly, having to bt:.
y , a:id? four or five times. Bobby Martin ducked under his mother’s grasping hand
ran, laughing, back to the pile of stones. His father spoke up sharply, and

Bo’l}bg' came quickly and'took his place between his father and his oldest brother.
the H:ll 10tfery was’conducted—as were the square dances, the teen-age club,
dicivi oween program-—by Mr. Summers, who had time and énergy to devote
o cactivities. He was'a--rc?und-faced, jovial man and he ran the coal busing :
kolj ople were sorry for him, because he had no childrentarid: His wife W ) E
scold. When he arrived in the square, carrying the black wooden box, there was it

Rt ”The postmaster, Mr. Graves, followed him, carryi ‘
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. ir distance, leaving 1 .
it. The yillagers kept their dis R
's;t the bl:hctmb;’;v‘:g“;:nd:; stool, and when Mr. Summers sai ) “Some of
tween

ves an hand?” there was a hesitation before ’
i Manti-and his cldest son, Baxter, came forward to hold the box ady op,

2 ) x Ste

I n i the paper inside it.
ths;‘s;oaﬁ‘fﬁif»%{ﬁﬁ%‘zﬁ:?geshgpmttefy had been lost long ago, ang the
The original par:

i ven before O}(

: the stool had been put into use e o Man
black box now resting on n, was born. Mr. Summers spoke requently ¢,
Warner, the oldest man in f(;:;w: box, but no oné liked to UPSet-even as much,

: : X, T
the villagers about mﬂ'ﬂ_"gdas ' the black box. There was a story that the presen,
tradition as was represented by ieces of the box that had preceded i, thg one
box hiad-been made with il f it people settled down to make a w“age
that had been constructed “"hen thewl:s QEmrr:]ch began talking again about’;
RS > €ry, IvVir. o K= R e 2
o Eveg}' -y dt]ﬁe (:Ltltbj?ct was allowed to fade off without anythmg’s
w box, but every year i s S it
Ib]C_ d ’ne ,I_he B]ack bOX grew. Shabbler each .\/:C‘lr, b}' now it “JS n0 longer
B 1o b d badly along one side to show the original wogg
completely black but sphn'tcrej adly a 3 g
color, and in some places faded or stained. e 20
M;'. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter, held the black b0:\ 5‘-?1_”'6}1]." 0(‘; the stoo]
until Mr. Summers had stirred the papers thoroughly with s hand. Because
0 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 some-
thing that would fit more easily into the black box. The night before the lottery,
- 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 M. Summers’s coq] company and locked
up until Mr. Summers as ready to take it to the square next morning. The rest
}?fdthe year, the box‘ was put awa);', sometimes one place, Sometimes another; it
ad spent one year in Mr. Graves’s barn and another year underfoot in the post
ofﬁc:e, and sometimes jt Was set on a shelf ip the Martin srocery and left there
There was 5 great deal of fussip, to be d Sy i ;
the lottery open. There s " I'g O be done before M., Summers declared
: ISts tof”m;:hupkof heads of tamilies, heads
: €IS of each hoyce 10 each fami
was the proper SWearing-in of M. Summers by hl‘mthuJd S famlly.:ljhere
e lottery; at one time, some People rem l; e  harnaster, as the official of
embered, the(e had been 5 recital of

() J. ¢ > . Z
at had been ragleq off duly each year- ﬁomtée;':;(, 4 perfunctory, tuneless chant
;

of the ottery used to stang Just so when he sa; Pl hqlievcd that the officia}
¢ Was supposed to walk amep : !

Sk, WIth time, until now it

i8; in hig clean wh?tce SII)I?FSOH(;! Bing | ing{Ms
It and bjye jea '

ns, with

Faves anq o va_fi;}; Proper and impor-

dme d t]_u-n d
Oulders, ang g ,2100¢ the Path 1o 1 assembled

Path to ¢,
"to place i the bac}. 2 fsgthzax::o :;;




' She dried her hands on her apron, and Mrs. Delacroix saic
h. They’re still talking away up there.” L dew szt Myl aam
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

ESQQ ‘
t b |
2 o ~ arm as a farewell and began to make her way through the crowd. The people |
i]lane seParat.ed d-humoredly to let her through; twog or three people sﬁcﬁp }:
s, voices just o,\,xd-enoug-h to be heard across the crowd, “Here comes your Missus
. Hutchinson,” and “Bill, she made it after all.” Mrs. Hutchinson reached her
i g’s husband, and Mr. Summers, who had been waiting, said cheerfully, “Thought
3 ger we were going to l;mve to get on without you, Tessie.” Mrs. Hutchinson said,

00d gnélmrfltgia V\ﬁ)uldn t l:;:e me leave m’dishes in the sink; now, would you, Joe?,”
12 :ze rsx{rs t}xgu tt:ll;ln r:x(\) £ :rl:-ig\z ltho:a crowd as the people stirred back into position
cause “Well, nm,v,” Mr. Summers said soberly, “guess we better get started, get this 10
been over with, so’s we can go back to work. Anybody ain’t here?”
- had Dunbar,” several people said. “Dunbar, Dunbar.”
bocn Mr. Summers consulted his list. “Clyde Dunbar,” he said. “That’s right. He’
it br?‘ke his leg, ha’fn’t he? Who’s drawing for him?”
— - i\;lz,): E::S;:ls t:: a»;gr’r,lahr/i:aécll;m a::i Mr. %ur‘l‘llr)nerf turned to look at her. “Wife
i o asbatch Vs rs said. “Don’t you have a grown boy to do

o : it for you, Janey?” Although Mr. Summers and everyone else in the village knew
.‘Lke; the}:mswext pert}acdy aHelLNlet‘ \gas the business of the official of the lottery to ask
: such questions formally. Mr. Summers waited with i ite inter-
G B Saaacton Dunbaryanswered. waited with an expression of polite inter
er; it “Horace’s not but sixteen yet,” Mrs. Dunbar said thully. “
post fill in for the old man this year.” s e

“Right,” Mr. S id. He mad i i

re. ght, ummers said. He made a note on the list h
jared he asked, “Watson boy drawing this year?” g s
eads A tall boy in t”he crowd raised his hand. “Here,” he said. “I'm drawing for m’
here mother and me.” He blinked his eyes nervously and ducked his head as several
2l of :’:(l)igse :2 ;lcl)t: :rlg:v: ti)al(;iotil:;lf’lgs like “Good fellow, Jack,” and “Glad to see your
nl O “ » .. “
hant “gell, ”Mr. Smem said, “guess that’s everyone. Old Man Warner make it?”
il Here,” a voice said, and Mr. Summers nodded.

jat

tha loote :‘iudden hush “fell on the crowd as Mr. Summers cleared his throat and
jutes oy aiti the list. “All ready?” he called..“Now, I'll read the names—heads of

o 8 e :C; ldrs(ti—.amd the men come up and take a paper out of the box. Keep the
;v . Foo ryd:)in ge clg; fur hand without looking at it until everyone has had a turn.

) ' ; r: ) dhauind :
.{Mr i n“" people had done it so many times that they only half listened to the direc- 20 "
w;d‘ Ons; most of wi i i ir li i d. Then

If\rdro;h :lllm;mers raised one hand high and said, “Adams.” A man disengaged himself
e, UOW?, and came forward. “Hi, Steve,” Mr. Summers said, and Mr. Adams
& id; lﬁHi,‘ _,'TJQ‘?-‘ They grinned at one another humorlessly and nervously. Then

Adams reached into the black box and took out a folded paper. He held it
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as he turned and We king

one comer family, not z ¥
mz:;f’d b g ?c?r"“Ah:ichO"" ' ]Bit':atx{;::nanv more,” Mrs. Delacrgj,
. (8} ~ 7

“Allen.” Mr. Summers 53
“Seems like there'e:. no tm;) iriguatt
said to Mrs. Graves 10 the bs

o » . '
one only last week. . Mrs. Graves said.
’

“Time sure goes f_as " - . held her breath whll
“C;ark....Del:\crmx. lacroix said. She he .

u’]’herc goes n]y ()ld !:]“‘n’
~ ’ar X
her husbaid went forw ers said, and ;
“Dunbar,” Mr. Summet® /%, .- on, Janey,
while one of the women said,

75 es sal
“We're next,” Mrs. Graves s

etwcen 1 Ot
eatall b «Geems: like We £

through with the |3

)
» Mrs. De ]

Mrs. Dunbar went steadlly“t({ the boy
e and another said, “There gh,

d. She watched while Mr. Graves came aroun

-avely, and selected a slip ¢
de of the box, greeted Mr. Summers gm\el'\, P of
from the side of the box, g

- .re were men holding
- By now, all through the crow d terC' were et hél:\;()g\le
paper from the box. By now, Jands, turning them over anc usly.
” « A "

small folded papers in their large o v s Dunbar ho]dmg I sllp .4
s f ns stoo 44 s 4 S

Mrs. Dunbar and her two so {

paper.

“Harburt....Hutchinson.” ' ¥ S TR ;
“Get up there, Bill,” Mrs. Hutchinson said, and the people near her laughed,

“'I(")I?g\:'dn 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 1‘_hc 1()t§cr}". :

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 that 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 .

v and acorns. There’s always
been a lottery,” he added petu antly. “Bad enough to see young joe Summers up
there joking with everybody.” ' =

“g ¢ .
Some places have already quit lotterjes ” A/ :
e 1€8, " |V Ad- v B
“Nothing but bl ‘,\L,_ »Mrs. Adams said.
g 2urtrouble in that,” Old Man Wi

ot
=

fools.” arner said stoutly. “Pack of young
“Martin.” And Bobby Mart: ]
i y Martin 'warch : ;
Percy.” ed his fathe

: I go forward. “Overdyke.. ¥
“T wish they’d hurry,’

hurry,”

“They're . " :

" ef Jlll(;()st through,” her Son said
+ get ready to run te|] Dad » Mrs. D :
Mr. Summers called his ou i T e

d then ¢ -
e“.ht‘ called Stepped for

" Mrs.' Dunbar c.:
nbar said to her oldest son. “I wish they'd

Yeventy-seventh year T ha. y “Warner » ot precisely o
went through th : g lottery, M
¢ Cr()\\" “ e erv Y
“Watson," T he ta]| g;)) Seventy.g ?{ » Old Man Warner said as he #
P g 7 CaMeE qyylae.. 2 ¢
Df.’é] : be.l}’e vous, Jack;"'and Mra‘é dly thye,
Aftamm. " UMMy said “gr the Crowd, Someone said,
holdi < d.mt’ }hem Was a long . ke your time son.”
Olding hjs slip of Paper duse, e ey
N0 one moved th

: “SS payg :
slipg of l; pA“ Figh, feeli until Mr, Symmers

dper we Ows » .
re o « or a minut®
Pened. Suddcnly’ all the




: , to look around dto dsi? theén Hu hin :
. was st -'“-' et, staring down at’ 'in his hand
R ¢ at .' 1] Sbn Sh{%ummmsmm ‘You dn’t”gl\rbhlﬂ] Nne ¢
r he wanted. Isawyou It wasn’t fair!” « TupiaEw !,-, 4 P
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