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THE _lo.—.._.mm< lowed him, carrving a three-legged stool, and the stool tvas put in the center

Shirley Jackson | of the square and Mr. Summers set the black box dowin on it. The villagers

. ] kept their distance, leaving a space between themselvgs and the stool, and

i Tl i 7 - ; i i when Mr. Summers said, “Some of vou fellows want to give me a hand?” there
ie morning of June 27th was dear and sumny, with the fresh warmth of & I sitati ? Av i s ol con, Baferc

full-sumimer dav: the fTowers were blossomi was a hesitation hefore two men, Mr. Martin and his aidest son, Baxter, came

2 rs were blossoming profusely and the grass was 5 . : ) e T

) i forward to hold the box steady on the stool while Mr. Summers stirred up the
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B O . i _E_..n‘ni e HH_H M “HMPW.. ﬂ__:_._ux.,n__.sa _.ME_? 4.:.”*.“ WEre so The vriginal paraphernalia for the lottery had been [lost long ago, and the
e ad to be started on June | hlack box now resting on the stool had been put intoluse even before Old
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26th, but in this village, where there were only about three hundred peaple, :

; . 5 1a arner, the st man in town, was born. Mr|§ ers spoke fre-
the whole lottery took less than two hoters; so it could begin at ten o'clock in Man Warnas, the oldest fhen in town, was borny MifSummers spoke I

quently to the villagers about making a new box, but fio one liked to upset

the morning and stil i tirkie .
noon ﬁ:a:n” b through in time to ullow the villagers to get home for 1 even as much tradition as was represented by the black box. There was a
3 iTheeiiBrenamemildiie doue Sl e , , story that the present box had heen made with some picces of the box that
summier, and the feeling of _m_u.._._ﬂ.,_ sat E_nmw_»_o_ﬂ s erM_...ﬂ y over for the had preceded it, the one that had been constructed whdn the first people sct-
. i sily on mos A : | X ; : .
to guther together quietly for a while before they br H__ro_ them; they tended tled down to make a village here, Every year, after the lottery, Mr. Sumimers
) * they broke into haisterous play, i began talking again about a new box, but every year this subject was allowed

and their talk was still of the cassroom and the teacher, of baoks and repri- each

mands. Bobby Martin had already stuffed his pockets full of stones, and the

to fade off without anything’s being done. The black bax grew shabb

other bovs soon (ol te ) ugr ool year; by now it was no longer completely black but 5 Hittered badly along
stones; m‘cvrw and _WMM“”.J”M“E”MM. ”ﬁn.wm_:w_w_hﬂwﬂmﬂuawn,ﬁﬂm ‘u oundest one side to mJOS‘ the ori ginal woad color, and in some _.ﬂﬂ_w faded or stained.
nounced this name "Dellacroy™—eventually made a n._.n::.. o of WM_W _4? ! g Mr. ?.\_N:.::..asr._ his oldest son, Baxter, held the black _Ez. mmﬁqzq_.{. on the
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The girls:stood.sside; talkireg amoitg theaiselves. looking s n_m.cﬂ rn_. _..M...zwr. cause so much of the ritual had been forgotten or discarded, Mr. Summers
at the boys, and the very small children 2_4___2_ ) nrnmm:mﬂﬂ :.wq SHOukiers | had been successful in having slips o.:ugvmnm:vm:ncgm m..en the chips of wood
hands of their older hrothers or sisters. ’ or clung to the that had been used for generations. Chips of wood, Mr. Summers had asgoed,
3 Soon the men began to sather, Sliivegiia dielr swin CHian sosals ; had been all very well when the S:.mmn was tiny, but now .::. t the population
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of stones in the corner, and their jokes s_.u_.a,. et ..:mm h e i_m _,,_.GE he pile ! to use something that would fit more easily into the hliek box. The night be-
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up sharply, and Bobby came tickis and ﬁnx._ﬂ fiood p,:nm.. _.v ather m_.ucrn_ | the w(.._..:d: grocery and left %A.:\n._
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waved and called, “Little late today " Thie o :
e today, folks" The postmaster, Mr. Graves, fol- sang it, others believed that he was supposed to walk dmong the people, but
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years and years ago this part 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 cach person who came up te draw from the hox, 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
black box, he seemed very proper and important as he talked interminably to
Mr. Graves and the Martins.

L] Just as Mr. Summiers finally left off talking and turned to the asscinbled
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 cut back
stacking wood,” Mrs, Hutchinson went on, "and then 1 looked out the win-
dow and the kids was gone, and then [ 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.”

8 Mrs. Flutchinson 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 farewel] and began to make her way through the crowd. The
people separated good-humoredly to let her through; two or three people
saidl, 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 cheer-
fully, “Thought we were going to have to get on without you, Tossie.” 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.

19 “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?”

1 “Dunbar,” several people said, “Dunbar, Dunbar”

1 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?"

fe, T guess,” a woman said, and Mr. Summers twrned to look at her.

ife 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 ex-
pression of polite intercst while Mrs. Dunbar answered.

4 "Horace's not but sixteen yet," Mrs. Dunbar said regretfully. “Guess [

gotta fill in for the old man this year.”

“Right,” Mr. Summers said. He made a note on the list he was holding,
Then he asked, “VWatson boy drawing this year?”
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1% A tall boy in the crowd raised his hand. “Here,” he
m'mother and me.” He blinked his eyes nervously and d
eral voices in the crowd said things like “Good fellow, I
your mother’s got a man to do

make it?"

“Here” a voice said, and M. Summers nodded.

A sudden hush fell on the crowd as Mr. Summers
look
families first—and the men come up and take a paper
the paper folded in your hand without looking at it un|

turn. Everything clear?”

kaicl, “I'm drawing {or
o his head as sev-
hel,” and “Glad to see

I “Well,” Mr. Summers said, “guess that's everyone Old Man Warner

teared his throat and

at the list. “All ready?” he called. “Now;, L1l read| the names—hcads of

out of the box. Keep
kil everyone has had a

20 The people had done it so many times that they only half listened to the

directions: most of thum were quiet, wetting their lip
Then Mr. Summers raised one hand high and said,
gaged himself' trom the crowd and came Forward. “Hi
said, and Mr, Adams said. "Hi, Joe" They grinned at onj

. not looking around.
dams.” A rnan disen-
Steve,” Mr. Summers
» another humorJessly

and nervously, Then Mr. Adams reached into the blagk box and took out a

folded paper. He held it firmly by one corner as he t
back to his place in the crowd, where he stood a little]
not looking down at his hand.
2 “Allen,” Mr. Summers said. "Anderson. . . . Benthay
2 “Seems like there's no time at all between lott
Delacroix «aid to Mrs. Graves in the back row. "Seei
with the last one only last week”

2 “Tirne sure goes fast,” Mrs. Graves said

kT “Clark. . . . Delacroix.”

= “There goes my old man,” Mrs, Delacroix saidl. Shy
her husband went forward

2 “Dunbor” Mr. Summers said, and Mrs. Dunbar w
while one of the women said, “Go on, Janey,” and anothd

25 “We're next,” Mrs. Graves said. She watched w

around from the side of the box, greeted Mr. Summers
slip of paper from the box. By now, all through the

bolding the small folded papers in their large hands,

over nervously. Mrs. Dunbar and her two sons stoodl
holding the slip of paper.

rredd and went hastily
apart from his family,
=

ries any more,” Mrs.
s like we got through

held her breath while

nt steadily to the box
rsaid, “There she go
hile Mr. Graves came
gravely, and selected a
(rowd there were men
turning them over and
together, Mrs. Dunbar

S “Harburt, . . . Hutchinson.”

20 “Get up there, Bill,” Mrs, Hutchinson said, and the people near her
laughed.

kKl "Jones. ) .

3 “They do say,” Mr Adams said to Old Man Warher, who stood next to

lim, “that over in the north village they've talking of giving up the lottery.




52 Old Man Warner snorted. “Pack of crazy fools,” he said. "Listening to the
voung folks, nothing's good enough for ther. Next thing you know, they'li 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 vou know, we'd all be cating stewed chickweed and acorns. There's al-
ways been a lottery,” he added petulantly. “Bad enough to sec young Joe Sum-
mers up there joking with everybody.”

33 “Some places have already quit lotteries,” Mrs. Adams said,

i “Nothing but trouble in that,” Qld Man Warner said stoutly. “Pack of
young fools.”

35 “Martin.” And Bobby Martin watched his father go forward. "Overdyke.
.. Percy”

36 “T wish they'd hurey,” Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son. “I wish they'd
hurry.”

37 “They're almost through,” her son said.

38 “You get ready to run tell Dad,” Mrs, Dunbar said.

39 M. Summers called his own name and then stepped forward precisely
and selected a slip from the box. Then he called, “Warner.”

0 “Seventy-seventh year | been in the lottery,” Ol Man Warner said as he
went through the crowd. "Seventy-seventh time."

H “Watson.” The tall boy came awkwardly through the crowd. Someone
said, “Don’t be nervous, Jack,” and Mr. Summers said, “Take your time, son.”

12 “Zanini.”

a3 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, saying, “Who is it?,” “Who's got it?,”“Is it the
Dunbars?,""Is it the Watsons?” Then the voices began to say, “It's Hutchinson.
[U's Bill,” “Bill Hlutchinson's got it,”

A4 "Go tell your father,” Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son.

i People began to look around to see the Hutchinsons. Bill Hutchinson was
standing quiet, staring down at the paper in his hand. Suddenly, Tessic
Hutchinson shouted to Mr. Summers, “You didn't give him time enough to

take any paper he wanted. | saw you. It wasn’t fair!

% “Be a good sport, Tessie,” Mrs. Delacroix called, and Mrs. Graves said, “All
of us ook the same chance.”

47 “Shut up, Tessie,” Bill Hutchinson said.

a3 “Well, everyone,” Mr. Summers said, “that was done pretty fast, and now

we've got 1o 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?”

49 “There’s Don and Eva,” Mrs. Hutchinson yelled,
chance!”

dake them take their
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“Daughters draw with their husbands’ families, Tessie,” Mz, Suimmers saicl

gently, “You know that as well as anyone else.

“It wasn't fair,” Tessie said.

“[ guess not, Joe,” Bill Hechinson said regredully.
with her husband’s family, that's only
cept the kids,

“Then, as far as drawing for families is concerned, i
said in explanation, “and as far as drawing for househol
you, toa. Right?”

“Right,” Bill Hutchinson said.

“How many kids, Bill?” Mr. Summers asked lormallk.
“Three,” Bill Hutchinson said. "There’s Bill, Jr., and Nang

Dave. And Tessic and me.”

ughter draws

- And Uve gat no other family ex-

s you,” Mr. Summers
s is concerned, that's

and litde

“All right, then,” My, Summers said, “Flarry, you goti their tickets back?”

Mr. Graves nodded and held up the slips of paper.
then,” Mr. Summers directed. “Take Bill's and put itin,
*| think we ought to start over,” Mrs. Hutchinson

'Put them in the box,

said, as quietly as she

could. "1 tell you it wasn't fair. You didn't give him tifne enough to choose

Everybody saw that”
Mr. Graves had

‘ted the five slips and put thgm in the box, and he

dropped all the papers but those outo the ground, where the breeze caught

them and lifted them off.
“Listen, everybody,” Mrs. Hutchinson was saying
her.

ko the people around

“Ready, Bill?" Mr. Summers asked, and Bill Hutchjivson, with one quick

glance around at his wife and children, nodded.

“Remember,” Mr. Sutmmers said, “take the slips dnd keep them folded
until each person has taken ene. Hurry, you help little Pave.” Mr. Graves took

the hand of the little boy, who came willingly with hir

1 up to the hox. “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 5
for him." Mr. Graves ook the child’s hand and reny

id, “Harry, vou hold it
ved the folded paper

from the tight fist and held it while little Dave stood sext to him and looked

at him wonderingly.

“Nancy next,” Mr. Summers said. Nancy was twelve, and her school
friends breathed heavily as she went forward, switchirg her skirt, and took a
slip daintily fron the box, "Bill, Jr.,” Mr. Summers said} and Billy, his face recl

and his feet overlarge, nearly knocked the box over

s he got a paper out.

“Tessie.” Mr. Summers said. She hesitated for a minutg, looking around defi-

antly, and then set her lips and went up to the box. Sh
and held it behind her.

“Bill," Mr. Summers said, and Bill Hutchinson rea
{elt around, bringing his hand out at last with the slip

i snatched a paper out

ched into the box and
il paper in it.
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s 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 ot the way it used to be,” Old Man Warner suid clearly. “People ain't
the way they vsed to be”

68 “All right,” Mr: Summers said. “Open the papers. Harry, you open little
Dave's”

50 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. Naney
ansl Bill, Je, opened theirs ar the same time, and both beamed and laughed,
rning around to the crowd and holding their slips of paper ahove their
heads.

70 “Tessie”” Mr. Summiers said. There was a pause, and then Mr. Summers

Jooked at Bill Hutchinson, and Bill unfolded his paper and showed it. [t was

blank.

“It's Tessie,” Mr. Sumnmucrs said, and his voice was hushed. “Show us her
paper, Bill.”

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

=5 “All right, folks” Mr. Summers said. “Let's finish guickly.”

1 Although the villagers had forgotten the ritual and lost the original black

bos, they still remembered to use stones. The pile of stones the boys had

made carlier was ready; there were stones on the ground with the blowing
<craps of paper that had come out of the bex: Mrs, Delacroix selected a stone
s0 large she had to pick it up with both hands and turied ta Mrs, Dunbar,

“Core on,” she'said, “Hurry up.”

Mes, Dunbir had small stanes in hoth hands and she said, gsping for
breath, “T'can't run at all. You'll have to go ahead and Ul catch up with you.”

The children had stones already, and someone gave litde Davy Hutchin-
son a 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 fai,”
she said. A stone hit her on the side of the head.

78 Old Man Warner was saying, “Corue on, come on, everyone.” Stuve

Adams was in the front of the crowd of villagers, with Mrs. Graves beside

him.

“Itisn't fair, it isn't right,” Mrs, Hutchinson screamed, and then they were
upon her.
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Essay topic:  Shirkey Jackson's “The Lottery” has a long-standing reputation
as a story with a powerful surprise ending. Write a 300- 500-word essay
evaluating the valiclity of that reputation.

A

“The Lottery,” writter: by the author Shirley Jackson, takes
wne 27th. June 27th is the day the lottery is always held|

norimal. But the reader is in for a surpnse.

hlace on the moring of
and everything seen:s

The children assemble first. With school just out, they [tlon’t know what to de

themselves and start gathering stones Then the men

‘ome telling quiet jokes.

We are told that “they smiled rather than laughed.” Then|the women come, gos-

siping and summoning the children

Finally, it is time for the head of the lottery, Mr. Surfieners, and we are 1old
about the long history of the lottery: the old black box, the slips of paper, the old
rituals, and the complicated procedures for drawing. Tessie|Huichinsai'’s iate arnval

adds & touch of humor,
All the family names are called in alphabetical order,

and there seems to be a

little nervous tension in the air. Old Man Warner gets ang'y when told that other

towns are thinking of giving up the Iottery.

When the Hutchinson family is chosen, Tessie gets vgry upset and complains

that the drawing was not fair because Biil, her hushand
time 1o draw. Bill had as much time as anyone else. Mrs
“be a good sport,” and even B

was nof given enough
Defacroix tells Tessie to

embarrassed and says,| “Shut up, Tessie.” Then

there is a second drawing where each member of the Hutthinson tamily draws in-
dividually. Tessie turns out to have the paper with the spiaf on it She has won the

lottery.

The surprise comes when we find out that Tessie hasbeen chosen 1o be exe-
cuted. She is going to be stoned to death, and we remember the stones from Lhe

beginning of the story. “The Lottery” by Shiriey fackson 3|

hiws how people {otlow

traditions, sometimes bad ones, without ever Lhinking abgut what they are doing

B.

Shirley Jackson’s “The Lottery” is & wonderful story, but
prised me at the end was the stones. | admit that | ha

abaut the stones, bul | knew fong before the ending thal
going to happen. “The Lottery” is a powerful story, cartaj

having a “power fui surprise ending” is undeserved.

It takes no more than two pages before we realize i
tery is more mysterious and sinister than any drawing for
Buick. To begin with, there’s an air of mystery about the s|
as it is, we are told directly that it represents a tra
wants 1o replace it. People nervously hesitate Lo hold it
mixes the paper inside it

As if the mystery and tradition of the black box we
that the whole institution of the lottery goes back to the

the only thing that sur-
i pretty much forgotten
something terrible was
nly, baut its reputation for

a1 the annual village lot-
b trip to Hawal: or a new

habhy black box: Shabby

f some kind, and no one
stiil while Mr. Summers

¥ not enough, we learn

first people” who settled

the village and that it involved all sorts of mysterious ceremenies and rituals. There
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had been some sort of “chant,” some sort of "ritual salute.” We're not just al a
lotiery—we're practically going to church.

The sense of church-like solemnity continues when Mrs. Dunbar, whose hus-
band has a broken leg, is asked, “Don't you have a grown boy to do it for you,
Janey?” When young Jack Watson, now old enough to draw for his famdy, walks
up to the box, he is told, “Glad to see your mother’s got a man to do it." What's
going on here? What is 50 awesome that picking up a ship of pape: considered a
iob appropriate only for menfolk?

As the drawing proceeds, the story stresses the tension. People wet their lips
i they grin, they do so “humorlessly and nervously.”

Any surviving thoughts about the loltery being a pleasant sociai occasion have
to disappear with Old Man Warner's hysterical reaction to the news that some vil-
lages are thinking about abandoning the lottery. He calls them a “pack of crazy
fools” and virtually predicts the end of the world—*they'll be wanting to go back
to living in caves.” He quotes an old saying: “Lottery in June, corn be heavy soon.”
We're dealing with ancient rites and rituals here—famines, and gods of the har-
vest, and keeping the gods happy.

we're still a long way fiom the end, but the author keeps pouring it on. The
futchinson family wins the drawing, and Tessie Hutchinson, instead of packing her
bags for Hawaii, complains that “It wasn't fair!” She warls someone else to win
because it's obvious that something bad happens to the winner, As the individual
members of the Hutchinson family participate in the second drawing, a girl's voice
from the crowd says, I hope it’s not Nancy,” because the girl knows what hap-
pens, 100.

Any reader by this time knows from the seriousness of the reactions that we
are dealing with matlers of life and death. The stones are a surprise, and an impor-
tant one. They fit into the story well because stoning as a means of execution is an-
cient, connected to religion, and involves the whole community. The stones are a
surprise, but nothing else is .

Discussion and Questions

Students sometimes say that it to bluff when writing an essay examina-
tion or at-home essay on a literary subject. Maybe so, but most teachers are as
aware of the hazards as anyone else and make a special effort to spot bluffing,

A good, nonbluffing essay on a literary subject, especially on a “What's
your opinion?” question, can go in many different directions, but it always
displays the following characteristics:

A. It discusses the subject assigned, not the one the student wishes had been
assigned. [nexperienced or nervous students might see the title “The Lot-
tery” and haphazardly start writing everything they have ever heard or
thought about the story. Stick to the subject.

B.

The Lottery 435

It uses specific details to support its thesis. The insfrutor wants an essay
From someone who has read and remembered and| understood the story,
not from someone who, from all the cssay shows, his merely turned up in
class and gotten the general dritt of what the story must be about.

1t does not get sidetracked into a plot summary linless the assignment
specifically calls for one. Any references to the plot should support a the-
sis, not tell the story all over again.

Which essay has a thesis?

. Is the thesis supported with specific details?
Which essay is mostly a plot summary?
Compare the first sentences of each essay. Whidh is more directly
related to the assignment?
5. Does the writer of the essay that has a thesis kdep the thesis in mind
throughout, or are there some digressions?
Can the relative merits of both essays be deterrhined even by a
reader unfamiliar with “The Lottery”?
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